
 

  

  

 

 

 

 
 

For The San Gabriel Writers’ League   
www.SGWL.net                                                                                                            February 2012 

Mike Cox at the March Meeting 

 

  

 

 

Inside this Issue 

 

2 

Minutes 
Beware  

News 
 

3 

President’s Perspective 

Upcoming Meetings 
 

4 

Ben and Blue . . . 
 

5 

. . Continued 
Sally 

Dues 
Poets 

 

6 
Fables for Japan 

You Don’t Know Me 

 

7 

Organizing: Vision 
 

8 

Out There 

For Logophiles 
Who “said” 

 

9 
Ground Frog Day 

 

10 
Ask the Book Doctor 

SIGs 
Who “said” answer 

 

11 
Board Members 

Member Websites 

Recycle 
Promote Your Book 

Books by Members 
Promote Yourself 

HCBS 
 

12 

Demystifying  

Writers’ Demons 
Meeting  

Information 

 

 

 

WE, the members, are important to you 
And  

YOU, the member, are important to us 

 

PLEASE PAY YOUR DUES 

An elected member of the Texas Institute of Letters, Mike Cox is the author 
of 20 non-fiction books with another two currently under contract. 
 Over a freelance career of more than forty years, he also has written 
hundreds of articles and essays for a wide variety of publications. 
 In September 2011, at 
the West Texas Book Festival 
in Abilene, he was recognized 
with the A.C. Greene Award for 
lifetime achievement. 
 His best-selling work has 
been a two-volume, 250,000-
word history of the Texas Rang-
ers, published by Forge Books 
in New York in 2008 and 
2009. His most recent book is 
Big Bend Tales, a collection of 
history and folklore.  
 A former award-winning 
reporter, Cox was a longtime 
spokesman for the Texas De-
partment of Public Safety and 
later communications manager 
for the Texas Department of 
Transportation before retiring 
in 2007. 
 He retired from retirement in 2010 to go back to work for the state as 

a spokesman for the Texas Parks and Wildlife Depart-
ment. 
When not working or writing, he spends as much time 
as he can fishing and hunting. He lives in Austin with his 
wife Linda and daughter Hallie. 
 
More information on Mike Cox can be found  at  
http://stephaniebarko.com/2011/05/12/texas-
writers-month-author-interview-series-mike-cox/ 

http://stephaniebarko.com/wp-content/uploads/2011/05/Cox-headshot.jpg
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Beware the Writing wasteland  
by Dawn at “Fuel for your writing journey” 

The February 2, 2012 Meeting of the 
San Gabriel Writers’ League was 

called to order by President DJ 

Heinrich at 7:05 p.m.  

 

DJ welcomed attendees and visitors 

(Ben Davidson, Ron Froelich, Mary 

Thoms and LeAnne Mayer). 
 

Minutes for the January 5, 2012 

meeting were accepted as submitted. 

 

Treasurer’s Report was given by 

Kayla Marnach. 
 

WELCOME NEW MEMBERS: 

Ben Davidson 

 

OLD BUSINESS: 

Ann Bell encouraged everyone to at-

tend the Hill Country Book Festival. 
They currently have over 60 authors 

coming. 
 

DJ Heinrich asked anyone who did not 
fill out a questionnaire last month to 

do so tonight. 

NEW BUSINESS: 

Carol Menchu requested that every-
one send her their words and pay their 
dues. 

ANNOUNCEMENTS  

AND SUCCESSES: 

Helen Nardicchia announced her new 
book, The Willow Tree, published 

through Create Space by Ann Bell. The 

cover was done by Addie Busfield. 
 

Suzy Miller invited everyone to the 40th 

and last Ground Frog Day Celebration 
at her home on Feb. 4. 
 

Jason Minor reported on the anthol-
ogy of Fables for Japan.  

 

Cindy Weigand had an article in The 
View. 

 

Tom Mitchell brought brochures for 

the Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference 
in Vermont. 
 

Janelle Bolton announced that in the 
Romance Writers of America, spon-
sor of the award “The Emily,” she dou-

ble-finalled. 
 

Joan Hall introduced Janet Kilgore 

who filled in for the scheduled speaker 
by talking about humor writing. After 

touching on the basics, she distributed 
writing prompts, which several mem-

bers ran with to very funny effect. 
 

DJ Heinrich adjourned the meeting. 
 

Respectfully submitted,   

Janet L. Kilgore, Secretary 

 
 

February 2012 Minutes 

New members: 
 

Ben Davidson 

2408 McCook Dr 

Georgetown TX  78627 

432-230-3305 

bdavidson1026@gmail.com 

 

 

 

 

Lester J Morris, DBTC 

3613 Summit Bend 

Austin Tx  78759 

512-372-9610 

512-736-3409 

thebritish@earthlink.net 

 

I was recently reading a science fiction story 
from the 1960s, and parts of the story just  

draaaaaaaaaaag.  
There's this old writing saying that if your character is going 

to open the door, then you, the writer, need to be able to 

see the doorknob. It doesn't mean that the readers need to 
see the doorknob; just that the writer has to be very clear 

on what's going on in his story. 
     However, in this science fiction story, it's as if the writer 

needed to make sure that the readers see every doorknob, 

every stain on the carpet, every fray in the fabric. For me, it 
feels like I'm slogging through a wasteland with little hope of 

getting to the other side. 
     As trail guide, the writer's job is to help the reader navi-

gate the trail easily and without pitfalls, chasms, boulders, 

logs, and wastelands. The reader should glide along, notic-
ing what must be noticed, and getting to the end of the trail 

pretty much on his own (with the not-too-heavy-handed help 
of the writer). 

     The reader does not want to be reminded that he is 

reading the written word. He wants to be immersed in the 
message, the story, the solution. 

     But, of course, the writer wants to make sure the 
reader has all the information. This piece might be impor-

tant! What if the reader isn't smart enough to figure it out? 

Then, let's make sure to tell the reader EVERYTHING! 
     And then the reader is trapped in a reading wasteland. 

Here is your own guide to avoiding the wasteland: 

     1. Show; don't tell. You probably hear this all the time, 

and it bears repeating, oh, about ten times a day. Don't tell 

the reader what he sees, smells, tastes, hears and experi-
ences. LET him see it, smell it, taste it, hear it, experience it. 

Don't write, "The food was too salty." Instead use "He 
grabbed a handful of peanuts and threw them in his mouth. 

He almost gagged at the overuse of salt. Was this some-

one's idea of good food? He launched himself at the bar 
and downed a glass of Diet Coke as quickly as possible." 

See the difference? 

     2. Edit, please. In a first draft, it's absolutely appropriate 

to give "too much" detail. You as the writer have to be able 
to see what's going on. You have to see that doorknob. But 

if you give yourself enough time in between drafts, when you 
go back to the draft, you can better see what needs to be 

there and what doesn't. (Hint: not everything needs to be 

there. We really don't need to see the doorknob.) 

     3. Determine what is crucial. Every word, every sen-
tence, every paragraph, every chapter should be there be-

cause it MUST be. Do we really need to know that Great 

Aunt Madge's curtains were blue? If it's not a crucial piece 
of information, then get rid of it. Your writing will be tighter 

and more concise as a result.  

     4. Create tension and suspense. Whether fiction or 

nonfiction, move your writing along like a master storyteller. 
Think cliffhangers, surprises, twists, convenient chapter 

breaks. Keep your readers hungry for the next word. 
     See the doorknob. Be the doorknob, if necessary. Just 

don't let your reader see it, unless it's crucial. 

Beware the Writing Wasteland  
by Dawn at “Fuel for your writing journey” 
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 The President’s Perspective by D.J.Heinrich 

SITTING UP FRONT 
     Recently, my wife, Charlene, asked me, “Why not ar-

range the chairs for SGWL meetings in a circular configu-
ration?” The question was a simple one, of course, but it 

was also very astute. My first thoughts were we’ve ‘always 

done it this way’ and ‘as president, I’d have to pre-arrange 
and re-arrange the chairs before and after the meetings.’ 

Yet, why not?—indeed! Shouldn’t we enable and encourage 
everyone to sit up front to maximize participation?! 

When I was a child with four siblings, the privilege of sitting 

up-front in the family car was a question of who could shout 
fastest and loudest, “I’ve got shotgun!” or whine the most 

with the seldom-effective “She ALWAYS gets to sit up 
front!” These days, as you know, pre-teens aren’t allowed to 

ride safely in the forward passenger seat because of the 

Supplemental Restraint Systems (SRS) on modern automo-
biles. 

     Perhaps I became a pilot so that I not only could but also 
had to—by FAA regulation—ride up front. I always knew 

where my seat was going to be and that it would have the 

best view in the house, er, plane! But when I fly as an airline 
passenger, things change dramatically! Not only am I not 

allowed to ride up-front, but thanks to our terrorist buddies, 
airline cockpit doors are fortified, barricaded, bolted, wired, 

monitored, and totally off-limits. If you’re not aware of this, 

make an attempt to stand in line for the forward lavatory 
when one of the pilots is in there! The flight attendants set 

up more of a defense with service carts than the Green 
Bay Packers could ever muster! They won’t even let you 

leave your seat to come forward! 

     Another way airlines block passengers from sitting up-
front is through their First Class and Frequent Flyer pro-

grams. One either has to have Facebook’s Zuckerberg as a 
sugar-daddy or be a super-secret elite quadruple-platinum 

preferred traveler with five gold-clusters! Oh yeah, you’ve 

probably noticed these people when you walk through their 
cabin to your coach seat in the back! They’re the ones sit-

ting there—legs stretched out—with their cocktails and 
warmed mixed nuts, draped in iPod wires and tapping on 

their Blackberry and/or iPad as you hike down the aisle to 

row 327 Double-F. Once or twice I was lucky enough to sit 
just behind the bulkhead of the coveted first class section. 

Carefully, when I thought I wasn’t being watched, I 
stretched out my foot so that it was just under the ever-

present purple curtain that shields ‘them’ from ‘us.’ How-

ever, I wouldn’t recommend this because once I was 
caught and relegated to a middle seat in the back of the 

aircraft against the aft lavatory bulkhead. Unable to move 

any limbs whatsoever, I alternated counting engine revolu-

tions and numbers of toilet flushes per hour (TFPH)—that 
plane averaged 164, by the way. 

     Those of you who are/were teachers are likely aware of 
the psychology of seating. For students, those who sit up 

front and toward the middle typically have an advantage—

less distractions, better engagement/focus, and ability to 
be more in tune with the teacher. For office meetings, it 

helps to sit around the conference table rather than 
against the wall—projects more executive presence and 

greater conviction in speech. Leaders (power position) tend 

to sit at the end of the table facing the door/exit. The sec-
ond most important position is to the right (cooperative 

position—no barriers), the third to his/her left. The most 
competitive position is directly across the table, which 

serves as a barrier. In a close environment, individuals may 

become competitive and defensive when seated across 
from each other. If given a choice, such as in a restaurant, 

one should select the corner position or ask for a booth, 
thereby not setting up a competitive situation unnecessar-

ily. The next most cooperative position places the corner of 

the table between the parties. Business people often use 
this arrangement at a first meeting or until they become 

better acquainted. It is also recommended for job inter-
views. It allows two people to be in close proximity while still 

having the corner of the table as a safety zone. 

In a training situation, circles work well for small group dis-
cussions, a horseshoe for workshops led by internal or ex-

ternal experts, and theater seating for a keynote presenta-
tion. Adding a raised speaking platform imparts special 

status to the speaker, as well as setting up more of a bar-

rier with the audience—interaction is reduced and atten-
dees usually wait to be called upon. 

     In larger meetings, one can direct or control responses 
and interaction through seating arrangements. Putting 

chairs in a circle encourages equal contributions. A horse-

shoe or "T" configuration lends itself to recognizing and 
emphasizing people at the head of the table. Theater or 

side-by-side seating usually results in listening, rather than 
talking. 

Those of you who were at our February Membership Meet-

ing may recall that I remarked how thrilled I was that every-
one elected to sit close to the front of the room. Participa-

tion was great and we had several comments from our 
New Members and Guests that they felt very welcome. 

     Don’t be surprised to see the chairs arranged in con-

centric circles at our March Meeting! 

Upcoming Meetings 
April Open Microphone at Cianfranni’s — hopefully 

May Open 

June Mike Kearby on westerns for young adults 

July Ginger Mynatt on travel writing 

August Linda Lipscomb on writing children’s books 

September Workshop 

October Open 

November Louis Fairchild on writing oral histories 

December Party 
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Ben and Blue by Helen Nardecchia 

 

 Movement caught Ben’s eye as he and Mary passed 

the underpass. The sun brightened and threw a shadow 

across the bike trail that he and Mary walked every morn-
ing.  

 “Stop,” Ben shouted and turned to look again where 
something seemed to move. Ten-year-old Ben’s round, 

chubby legs spun around and headed for the underpass.  

 But before he could get too far, Mary grabbed his T-
shirt bottom and pulled him toward her. Mary Cunningham 

had been Ben’s sister, companion, and friend ever since he 
was born.  

 “Wait one minute, young man. Where do you think 

you’re going?” 
 “Look Mary,” Ben said in his garbled speech. He 

slurred when he got excited. “There’s something moving 
over there.” 

 “You wait right here and I’ll check it out.”  

 Ben obeyed, but he was antsy bouncing on the ball of 
his feet. 

 Mary proceeded cautiously for now 
she, too, could see a shadow in the cor-

ner of the stone structure that sup-

ported the overpass. Peeking in, she 
focused on a shaggy animal with bright 

blue eyes. His tongue lagged from the 
side of his mouth and his tail thumped 

the ground when he spotted Mary. A 
dog...and he appears friendly, thought 
Mary.  

 Ben could wait no longer. Before 
she knew it, he peeked around her back-

side, glaring with excitement. 

 “A dog!” he announced. “Can we 
keep him?” 

 “Hey, wait a minute, Ben. We don’t know anything 
about this animal. He doesn’t have an identification tag. He 

could be sick, possibly diseased or hurt.” 

 At that precise moment, the dog stood up wagging his 
tail. It was obvious to Mary he was very thirsty and probably 

hungry. Definite signals coming from the dog indicated he 
wanted help. 

 Mary reached in her back jean pocket and pulled out a 

cell phone. Holding onto Ben, who was ready to leap over to 
the dog and hug him, she dialed 911. In a matter of min-

utes a police car showed up. 
 “Why did you call the police, Mary?” Ben slurred after 

turning his head to the side and looking directly into her 

eyes. “Let’s just take him home.” 
 “Now, Ben, you’re not listening. We need to check him 

out to be sure he’s healthy.” 
 Ben’s Downs Syndrome condition kept him from hear-

ing and understanding clearly. Sometimes, Mary had to 

repeat sentences and verbal information to him several 
times before he got it.  

 Just as Ben let that thought swirl around in his mind, a 
police car pulled up and parked on the overpass. Two police 

officers started down the embankment in the high grass 

and stood before Mary and Ben.  
 The officers were friendly and one smiling said, 

“What’s going on here?” Mary felt the statement was 
strictly for Ben’s benefit because she had explained the 

situation when she called. The smiling cop said, “I’m Officer 

Morgan and this is Officer Sloan.”  
 Office Sloan’s handsome face lit up and decided to 

have a bit of fun. To tease Ben a little, he exclaimed loudly, 

“Oh my goodness, what do we have here...a dog?” 
 But Ben was not in a teasing frame of mind. He hesi-
tated momentarily and then shouted, “Yes but he’s mine. 

You can’t have him.” 
 “Well, Ben, let’s take a good look at him and see if he’s 

okay.” 

 The dog’s ears drooped as he leaned into the officer 
and wagged his tail. It seemed obvious this dirty, shaggy 

animal wasn’t dangerous. But it was obvious that he limped 
when moving toward the officer. 

 Officer Morgan turned to Mary. “We will have to get 

him to a vet. Would you like to come along?” 
 Ben shouted, “Yes,” before Mary had a chance to an-

swer. Oh heck, somebody’s got to pay the bill, I guess, 
thought Mary.  

 “This is our daily walk in the morning. I don’t have a car 

here. We will have to ride along with you. Will you have 
room for us and the dog?” 

 Office Morgan pulled a phone from the short holder on 
his belt and pushed a button. “Yeah, 

Mike, can you ride over to the underpass 

near Barton Springs and Robert E. Lee? 
I need you to drive a boy and..., Morgan 

lifted his chin and looked at Mary, Mary 
mouthed sister, “his sister to the vet 

with us. Yeah, well, we’ll explain when you 

get here.”  
 “He’s not far from here and will be 

here in a few minutes.” 
 Officer Morgan slipped the phone 

back into its holder and tousled Ben’s 

hair.  
 Mary and Ben’s stroll to the squad 

car suddenly gave Ben concern when he 
saw the officer lift a leash from the trunk of the car, put a 

muzzle on the dog’s snoot, and lead it to the police car. 

Never seeing this routine before, Ben became frightened 
when he saw the dog’s sad blue eyes. He yanked on Mary’s 

sweater bellowing, “What are they doing, Mary?”  
 His slur and garble became even more pronounced as 

he became excited. He trembled and stamped his feet.  

 “Enough! Ben. The police officers won’t hurt him. They 
are just taking him to a doctor. They have to be sure the 

dog doesn’t bite anyone.”  
 Mary had learned patience over the years with Ben. If 

she got excited or angry, Ben’s behavior got worse. Since 

she remained calm, Ben settled down. He rode in the car 
with his forehead pressed against the backseat window 

staring out at the passing trees and houses. Mary thought 
about the decision she had to make, whether to keep the 

dog or not.  

 Mary remembered another decision she had to make 
a couple of years ago when her mother died. Other mem-

bers of the family insisted she put Ben in an institution. She 
agonized over that many sleepless nights until she remem-

bered something her mother said before she passed away. 

You will know what to do when the time comes, but in the 
meantime, give Ben love. She and Ben remained in the big 

house on Margaret Street and she never regretted it.    
 Now, here again at twenty-three years of age, she 

knew what her mother would want her to do. Relaxing back 

in the squad car, Mary tugged on her blonde ponytail stick-
ing out of a baseball cap and smiled. 

 The vet warmed up to Ben immediately as they all 
gathered around the dog lying on the examining table.  
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Sally written by S. Martin (Marty) Shelton  

     Sally is the meanest horse I’ve ever met.  She 

hates me.  And, I hate her.  Well, I really don’t hate her.  I’m 

just leery of her.  Last summer she bit me on my right arm.  
Required seventeen  stitches in the Emergency Room.  A 

tetanus shot and antibiotics.  My arm was in a sling for a 

couple of weeks.  Being right handed, I had a miserable 
time coping.  None-the-less, in about a month I decided that 

perhaps Sally and I could come to 
an understanding and we could ride 

again.  I love to ride, especially Sally.  

When we’re riding she seems to 
metamorphose into another per-

sonality.  She’s happy and docile.  
She prances.  Swings her tail wildly.  

She’s queen of the trail.   

Anyway, as I approached Sally 
she whinnied loudly, bared her 

teeth, and dared me to approach 
her.  I bribed her with two carrots 

and a handful of sugar cubes.   

With minimal protest, she let me 
saddle her.   

 Off we went. It was a bright sunny autumn day.  Some 
of the trees had begun to turn to gold.  We took the long 

trail along the Pedernales.  At the falls we entered the crys-

tal-clear water.  Sally drank, back kicked her front leg to 
splash the cool water on her underside and me.  We rode 

down the river on its smooth, hard-rocky bottom.  Sally was 
having a fine time.  So was I.  After a couple of  miles or so 

we entered the short-trail home.  As soon as we entered 

the trail Sally spotted a diamondback sunning itself.  It was 
the biggest diamondback I’d ever 

seen.  Sally bucked and reared 
throwing me off.  I fell nearly on top 

of that serpent. 

In a flash, the diamondback coiled 
and struck. Not me, but Sally. Sally 

seeing the danger wheeled to get 
between me and the reptile.   She 

got the deadly poison full in her 

chest near her heart.  I blew the 
head off that damned rattlesnake 

with a round from my Colt 45.  Sally 
was down.  Foam oozing from her 

mouth.  She looked at me with those 

big brown eyes.  I stroked her nose, but in a few minutes 
Sally died.   

I loved that wonderful horse with all my soul. 

Continued 

 

 Mary wiped the drool that drained from Ben’s mouth 

with a crumbled tissue as Ben leaned his face on the table. 
His huge brown eyes were witnessing things he had never 

seen before and worry crossed his brow. Now and again he 

would look from Mary to the doctor and then from one po-
lice officer to another hoping to hear good news. 

 Finally, Dr. Driver said, “You know, Ben, I think he’s go-
ing to be okay. We’ll wrap his paw. He hurt it somehow but 

it’s not broken. We’ll give him some water but he needs a 

good bath and some food. Is this your dog?”  

 Ben hesitated. He glanced up at Mary and she nodded. 
 Bending down and slapping the floor, he lifted his arms 

into the air and shouted, “You bet!” His favorite saying and 
everyone laughed. 

 “Well,” what’s his name?  

 Again, Ben looked up at Mary. She shrugged her shoul-
ders and said, “That’s up to you, Ben.” 

 Ben pulled the dog’s face down to his and stared into 
his eyes. Without hesitation, he looked around at everyone 

and said, “Blue. My dog’s name is Blue.” 

Dues are due for 2012 
Thanks to all of you who have already paid your 2012 

dues — to the others . . . 

 

It is that time again. 

 

$25.00 for one person 

 

$35.00 for family. 
 

Payable in a variety of ways: 
 

 

At the March meeting by Cash or Check 

 

By PayPal via www.sgwl.org (with an email to 
thirdgate@aol.com to tell me you done it. 

 

A check in the mail to 
 SGWL 

 181 Young Ranch Rd 
 Georgetown Tx 78633 

Members who do not pay their dues by April 1, 2012 will be removed from all email and newsletter lists.  

 

The dues you pay help SGWL give member discounts for workshops and other special events; participate in Red 

Poppy Days; pay stipends to special speakers and many other things.  So . . .  

Pay your Dues 

Attend the meetings 

Participate in the President’s  questionnaire above 

Be MORE than just a name on the list 
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I want to let everyone know that we have sent off our first 

check, in the amount of $1221.85, to International Medi-
cal Corps. They work directly with partners in Japan to 

provide general health care, with a focus on addressing the 
psychological needs of the survivors. They are also working 

to treat and relocate the thousands gravely affected by the 

Fukushima meltdown. 98% of donations goes towards 
their projects, which, from what I've found is remarkably 

good for a charity. They are also rated very high in account-
ability and transparency. I feel the International Medical 

Corps’ attention to these on-going issues best serves to 

help the people of Japan. 
 

You can read more of the details on our website. 
http://www.fables4japan.com/2012/02/our-first-
donation.html   

Fables for Japan By Jason Temujim Minor 

You Don’t Know Me” by Peggy Lee Snyder 

I drive down the busy streets of town,  
catching you out of the corner of my eye. 

I see your sign, your scribbled plea…..but, I don’t really see. 
And I don’t hear your silent cry . . .  

 

 “Don’t turn away, you don’t know me”. 
 

I see you push your cart,  
with all your worldly things piled high . . . 

and wonder what your story is and  

how you got from there to here. 
I just can’t imagine…it all seems so unclear. 

 

I’ve watched you find meals in dumpsters,  
get a handout now and then… 
I think you’d probably change all this . . .  

If you knew where to begin. 

I can’t help but think, you were once a child— 
a child with dreams and hope. 

But now you seem to be at the end of some sad rope. 

 

I see you ride a bicycle in the cold and blowing snow— 
Black garbage bags hold treasures,  

all packed with such great pride 

and your one true faithful friend, a dog,  
is walking by your side. 
 

I think of you while clearing out my closets 
full of Chico’s and Anne Taylor. 
I wonder if you’ve ever heard of Manolo shoes 

or seen a Gucci bag. 

I’ve had friends who’ve called you hag . . .  
as you drag your feet along.  

 

I notice that your eyes are brown 
the day I slow my Jaguar down.  
And strangely tears run down my face 

when I wonder where you stay . . .  

if you somehow fell from grace . . . 
How you got to this sad place? 

 

Are you drowning in a sea? All I know is you’re not me. 
And I’m not you… . . .I’ll never be . . .oh no . . . not me. 
But, I don’t hear your silent cry… 

I don’t hear your “help me” plea. 

I don’t hear you say in vain . .  

 

  “Don’t turn away, please feel my pain”. 

 

And I don’t hear you say… 

 

“I had a home, a job, a life. 

I had a little girl so sweet. 
I never thought that I, would be living on the street. 
 

But the cancer took my husband Joe 
and the bills so thick they piled. 

When I used my car as home 
then they came and took my child. 
 

I was you—one day, a while ago. 
So don’t just stare and judge me 

because you never know. . . . 

When through no fault of yours,  
your life turns upside down, 

and you find yourself where I am  
hoping someone hears your plea. 
 

I’m not who you might think I am.   
I’m not who you think you see. 

I’m not on drugs.   I’m not on booze. 

This is not the life I choose. 
 

My luck one day, somehow ran out. 

You think that you could not be me?  Well think again. 
 If only I could make you see… 

  Don’t turn away— 
   You don’t know me— 

    or who I used to be”. 

 
 

http://internationalmedicalcorps.org/
http://internationalmedicalcorps.org/
http://www.fables4japan.com/2012/02/our-first-donation.html
http://www.fables4japan.com/2012/02/our-first-donation.html
http://www.google.com/imgres?q=free+tramp+clip+art&start=247&hl=en&sa=X&biw=1122&bih=765&tbm=isch&tbnid=RIEFJwEDxVmE_M:&imgrefurl=http://www.clickformedia.co.uk/%3Ftag%3Daucb&docid=nwuc5uxJs4NdJM&imgurl=http://www.clickformedia.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2011/0
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 Organizing: Vision, Strategy, Tactics 
By Randy Ingermanson  

Different people mean different things by 
"Vision." If you've ever read a corporate Vision Statement 

bogged down with baloney buzzwords about "creating 

value" and "leveraging competitive differences" and 

"managing knowledge," then you know the hazard of vague 
generalities. 
 

When I talk about Vision, I mean just this – something spe-
cific and difficult and worthwhile that you want to do or to 

have or to be  

 

Finishing a marathon or bringing clean water to a Third 

World village or getting your Ph.D. are all specific and diffi-
cult and worthwhile things you might want to do. 

 

A house or a business or a racehorse are all things you 
might want to have. 
 

A doctor or a grandmaster or a published novelist are 
things you might want to be. 
 

Vision is personal. It's up to you to decide what you want to 
do or have or be. Your family and friends might not get why 

it's important to you. That's their problem. Your problem is 

to do or get or become whatever it is you envision  

 

If you're a writer, you need both a Vision for your career 
and a Vision for each individual book you write. 

 

Why do you need Vision for your career? That's simple. It 
gives you a clear and simple guideline for saying "yes" and 

saying "no" to everything that comes your way. 

 

If your writing is any good at all, you'll eventually be bom-

barded with excellent ideas from people about what you 

"ought" to do. Books you ought to write. People you ought to 
collaborate with. Projects you ought to join. Agents you 

ought to talk to. Editors you ought to work with. 
 

If you have no clear Vision for what you want your career to 

look like, you'll  quickly get sidetracked with other people's 
excellent ideas.  

 

What's your Vision for your career? 

 

This really boils down to the following set of questions:  

 

* What kind of books do you want to write? (The category 
or categories, the style, etc.) 

 

* What kind of publisher do you want to work with? 

 

*What kind of reader do you want to appeal to? 

("Everybody" is not a good answer here.)  

 

*What authors would you like to be compared to?  

 
 

Maybe you want to write intellectual spy novels, published 

by a Big Six publisher, appealing to well-educated people 
who love John LeCarre novels. 

 

Or maybe you want to write quiet Amish romances, pub-
lished by a Christian publisher, appealing to Bible Belt read-

ers who like Bev Lewis. 
 

Or maybe you want to write young adult dystopic fantasy 

novels, published by a small independent publisher, and 

appealing to kids who like Suzanne Collins. 
 

When you have a clear Vision for your career, you have 

instant guidelines on which kinds of writing books you 

should buy, what authors you should read, what storylines 
you should think about, what conferences you should go to, 

what agents you should talk to, what editors would be first 
on your list to meet. 
 

Once you've defined the Vision for your career, you can re-
fine that for each book you want to write. You don't have to 

write exactly the same kind of book for the rest of your life. 

So long as the Vision for each book fits within your broad 
career Vision, you've got plenty of latitude. 

 

What's your Vision for the book you're working on right 
now? 

 

This Vision may be identical to your career Vision, or you 
might need to narrow it down even further: 

 

* Exactly which category and subcategory will this book fall 
under? 

  

*Can you name five to ten publishers who would be suitable 
publishers for this book?  

 

* Can you narrow down the target audience for your book? 
Can you envision one particular reader who would be per-

fect in every way for this book? 

 

* Which best-selling novel would you like the reviewers to 

compare your book to? 
 
 

You either see the value of having a Vision or your don't. 

 

If you do, then take five minutes right now to write down 

your Vision for your career. 
 

Don't worry about making it profound. Worry about making 

it specific. 
 

Don't worry about whether it fits other people's ideas of 

what you should work on. Worry about making sure that it 

fits YOUR idea of what you want to work on. 

 

Don't worry about getting it perfect, because you can al-

ways improve it later. Worry about getting it down on pa-
per where you can be inspired by it every day. 

 

If you survived writing your Vision for your career, take ten 
minutes and try to focus that down to a Vision for the cur-

rent book you're working on. 
 

This will usually be a bit more specific than your career Vi-

sion, so it will take a little longer. 
 

That's it. Fifteen minutes of hard work can keep you on 

track for years. 
 

     Stay tuned! 

 
Award-winning novelist Randy Ingermanson, "the Snowflake Guy," pub-
lishes the Advanced Fiction Writing E-zine, with more than 29,000 read-
ers, every month. If you want to learn the craft and marketing of fiction, 
AND make your writing more valuable to editors, AND have FUN doing it, 
visit   http://www.AdvancedFictionWriting.com. 
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                      "Every journalist has a novel in him, which is an excellent place for it .” 
 

           Answer on page 10 

 Out There by Jane Thompson  

I put that profile up on the Internet, out there in 

cyberspace, and was just amazed. Right away I got lots of 

guys who were interested in my profile. But I discovered 
something interesting. Many of them didn’t read the profile 

at all. They just e-mailed at random, evidently. I weeded out 

the religious nuts and the conservatives and the smokers 
(yes, I quit smoking again) and the ones who wanted more 

kids and was left with three guys named Larry. I dubbed 
those Larry 1, Larry2, and Larry3. I went over their profiles 

carefully and picked Larry1 to meet. 
 

I have heard all the harrowing tales about being careful, so 

made arrangements to meet Larry1 at a restaurant. I e-

mailed his profile to my sister so she 
would know who I was with. He was a 

therapist, non-smoker and on paper we 
matched perfectly. We had a lovely din-

ner and I discovered that Larry1 was 

really boring. I don’t know what he discov-
ered about me, but needless to say, I 

never heard from him again. We split the 
bill. 
 

Next guy I heard from was named Bill. 
His profile also met muster, and he e-

mailed me two or three times a day. He 

wanted to see some of my stories, and 
went overboard in praise of them He was 

funny and friendly and, after a while, 
asked for my phone number. So, for a 

couple of weeks, I had several e-mails a day plus a couple of 

phone calls a day from a pleasant, funny man. Say, this may 
work out. We met for lunch and everything went great, ex-

cept maybe that he took a couple of business calls during 
lunch. Oh, well, can’t have everything. He insisted on picking 

up the tab, because “this was our first date.” Afterwards, he 

asked what I was going to do after lunch. I answered that I 
had to go the doctor. He said, leering and winking, wasn’t 

there something else I would rather do? “No,” I answered. 
That was the last I heard from bill. 
 

Hell, I just met the man. 
 

Mark e-mailed me next. He lived two hundred miles away 

and I thought that was a little inconvenient, but he insisted 
that our profiles matched so well that he would be happy to 

drive what I considered a ridiculous distance to have a rela-

tionship with me. Oh, well, I thought, it’s just e-mail, and he 
didn’t ask me to drive. So, when he asked me to send him 

stories, I did. And he raved. He insisted that I must turn my 
stories into screenplays. I explained that I don’t know how to 

write screenplays and wouldn’t know how to market them, 

either. He became very huffy, but eventually decided that I 
had the right not to write screenplays, though he let me 

know how weird I was for not wanting to do it. Off to a rocky 

start. 
 

We got farther into the cyber-relationship and things were 

going well, except of course, for my writing career, when I 
finally remembered to tell him that I have cats. He replied 

that he loved cats and got along with them well, but wanted 
to know if I had litter boxes. That seemed odd to me, as cats 

and litter boxes go together almost without saying in the 

city. But I answered him, telling him that yes, of course, I had 
litter boxes for the cats. He then told me that he couldn’t 

stand people who had litter boxes and that’s the last I heard 
from Mark. All in all, probably not a bad thing. 

 

There was Tom, who seemed okay, but 
kept copying me on e-mails he sent to 

other women. I don’t know why, but I hit 

the “Block sender” button on  him. 
 

From then on, I made sure to reply only to 

people who met all my criteria, plus had 
pets. (It was getting harder and harder to 

find liberals who didn’t smoke, didn’t 
proselytize, wanted someone my age, and 

could tolerate litter boxes). This time I 

came up with another Bill. He sounded 
interesting. He was a sculptor, lived fifty 

miles away, not too close and not too far, 
and had cats. There. We got along well 

on e-mail, and when he came to town for 

lunch he behaved so well I took him and introduced him to 
my kitties. Things were looking up. He didn’t want to move 

too fast for me, and we could talk about politics without 
screaming. We had a second date planned when he e-

mailed to say his old girlfriend had moved back to town and 

therefore, he wouldn’t be keeping the second date.  

 

Okay, one more time. This time I wouldn’t wait for the guys 

to come to me--I would search for them. I found a guy right 
away who met all my criteria except one--he had a dog 

rather than a cat. Well, we could probably work that out. So 
I bravely e-mailed him and sent my profile to him. And guess 

what--he answered me right away! He loved my profile and 

photo and wanted to get together right away and he was 
taking a trip to Mexico next week and did I want to go with 

him? Whoa! Way too fast for me. I never even learned his 
name. 
 

Nope, cyber-dating is not for me. I folded my profile and gave 
it up. It’s not so bad. I can be a liberal all by myself and root 

for Oklahoma even though I live deep in the heart of Texas 

and have cats and litter boxes to my heart’s content. There 
are definitely worse things than being alone 

 
 

For Logophiles . . . 

A lot of money is tainted. . .  ‘taint yours, ‘taint mine 
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 Ground Frog Day by Suzy Miller 

      It may seem like a strange topic, but it has roots going 

back as far as 1911when my grandparents were married. 
My family always gathered to celebrate my grandparent’s 

February 2nd wedding anniversary. I grew up thinking that 
Groundhog Day was a holiday to be celebrated. But how 

did the day become Ground Frog Day to me?  The ribbet-

ing story is a little complicated, but here is a brief explana-
tion.  

      A long, long time ago (sometime in 
the late 50’s‖, in a place far, far away 

(Ohio) a little girl boarded the big bus to 

Christmas shop in the big city of Colum-
bus – all by herself with her entire for-

tune of approximately $1.50. Upon ar-
riving “downtown” she discovered that 

her money would not purchase many 

gifts and her list was long. She sadly left 
the big department store and went to 

the five & dime next door where lo and 
behold there was a Silver Frog just wait-

ing to take a ride on the bus. Granted it 

was only silver paint on ceramic, but it 
had great shelf appeal (it was on the 

bottom shelf—remember this is a “little” girl‖.  
     So the Silver Frog went home with her and was lovingly 

wrapped and placed underneath the Christmas tree. The 

little girl’s mother loved the present ―so she said…‖. Then 
on Christmas night the family visited another relative.  

     Upon leaving the residence the Silver Frog was found 
sitting in the bathroom at the relative’s house. So the his-

tory of Ground Frog Day began. The Silver Frog was left 

sitting on the bathroom sink with a note written on toilet 
paper stuck to the ceramic tile that 

said, “Merry Xmas.” The little girl 
discovered it when she went in the 

bathroom before leaving the rela-

tive’s house. She was terribly upset 
that her mother had given the 

lovely Christmas present away, on 
the same day no less! 

     Then the journey of the Silver 
Frog began in earnest.  
     In February, the Silver Frog was 

found in the kitchen of the little 
girl’s house. It had come home.  

     It seemed that no one wanted the Silver Frog and to get 

rid of it. Relatives stooped so low as to “sneak” it into other 
people’s lives, homes, cars, luggage, planes, bird feeders, 

ice makers, duffel bags, gifts, yards, computer desks, 
kitchen cupboards… well, you get the picture.  

     Thousands of miles later, the frog started causing other 

frogs to appear. 
     This was not necessarily a good thing. No one in the 

family wanted to have ANY frogs, let alone bunches of 
them. Apparently, frogs reproduce at a rapid rate.  

     The story continued at Ellsworth Air Force Base in 

South Dakota. The girl had married an Air Force officer 
and they were stationed out there on the prairie without a 

lot to do except for visiting Mt. Rushmore. The girl was 
getting homesick and decided to throw a party on Febru-

ary 2 in honor of Groundhog Day.  

     Somehow relatives heard about the party and started 
sending frogs to South Dakota, mainly to get them out of 

their houses. The party, held in 1972, was designated a 
Groundhog party, but the guests started calling it a 

Ground Frog party after seeing the ugly frogs. 

      Along the way the Silver Frog increased to a frog col-

lection of hundreds of frogs. They were in all shapes and 
sizes, but none of them living. Some were ugly, some gro-

tesque, some cute, some beautiful, but all of them were 
frogs. Frogs that no one wanted to collect, but somehow 

ended in the possession of the little girl who had grown up 

to a mature little woman. In fact, her house became known 
as a home for ‘Wayward Frogs’. 

     So February 2nd became the Official 
Ground Frog’s Day and has been cele-

brated in remote places by friends and 

relatives. The frog gathering has been a 
very big social event. People come from 

many walks of life to meet, eat good 
food, and look at frogs. It is a non-

traditional holiday that was started out 

of love for family, friends, and tacky 
frogs.  

     People wonder if the frogs are on 
display all the time. NO! The frogs are 

only allowed out for viewing during 

Ground Frog Week. The frogs spend 
the rest of the year grumbling in their 

13 storage boxes. Because the frogs complained so much 
during the year, they were promised an all out party for 

their coming out – yes, a coming out party for frogs – 

once a year. They are accompanied by hundreds of frog 
articles which are attached to the walls and doors of the 

house. 
      After 40 years of frog parties, the tradition is ending 

for the little girl. She dragged those frogs from state to 

state, attic to garage, and room to room for a long time. 
Now it is time to pass the torch ―well … 

the frogs) to someone else.  
     The 40th and Final Ground Frog 

Party was held on Feb. 4, 2012. The 

traditional food of Chinese spare ribs, 
sweet and sour meatballs, and hot 

dogs in grape jelly and mustard was 
served along with a lot of laughter and 

happiness.  

     One final thought, I highly recom-
mend that people start their own holi-

day. The holiday can be about a collec-
tion of items, a special family event, or 

anything that needs celebrating. The important thing is to 

keep it consistent and to see that it doesn’t interfere with 
traditional holidays. That way the celebration becomes a 

personal time that reminds people of you and your family.  
     Now when people see a frog somewhere, they think of 

Ground Frog party and me. 

- - - - - 

Editor’s note: 
This wonderful story should have appeared in the February 

issue, but, obviously, it didn’t.  It is here this month, altered 

a bit to be relevant to the passing of Ground Frog Day. 
     This Editor attended the party and she tells the truth, 

there were frogs in every nook and cranny of her house—
fascinating and eclectic, but the best part of the party was 

to see  the Real Suzy Miller in her element surrounded by 

loving friends from all over the U.S.—yes, there were many 
out-of-staters there! 

     Everyone who wanted, was allowed to take home a frog, 
including the Editor—needless to say it’s name is Suzy! 
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The Williamson County Coroners is a mystery/

suspense group and participants must have novels in progress.   
The meetings are held at the 10:30 a.m. at the Red Poppy Café 

in the George-town Library.  And there is room for two more !! 
 

Last Writes Critique Group—Full  
Meets (usually) at 7 PM, 2nd & 4th Wed. each month, at Oaks at 
Wildwood Clubhouse. Novels in progress, varied genres. Mem-
bership currently full. Contact: JmuHall@aol.com 
 

Novel Crafters is Full right now, welcomes a Waiting 

List     Meets every other Thursday on the second floor of the 

Georgetown Library in a private room.  Contact is Mary Stafford 
at marylynn@mstafford.net 

 

Quixotic Quills critique group represents varied interests. 

Our group writes historical novels, short stories and memoirs. 
Meetings are usually on the second and fourth Thursday of each 
month unless we reschedule because of holidays. We meet at 
7:00 p.m. at the Monument Café.  Contact is Sharon Lyle, 512-

639-1162, iwritecozies@gmail.com.  Currently, we are full.  

 

Bard Masters Critique Group The focus of the cri-

tique group is historical fiction and fantasy. Meeting Tues-
days, 6:00 PM at the Georgetown Library.  Currently open 

to a new member with a serious work in progress.  Con-
tact:  Ross Carnes graphicrex@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yesteryear 

where we put some novel twists on old stories.  Historical 

fiction’s the name, publication’s the fame.  Join us now with 
your work in progress.  We have an opening for one new 

member.  We meet on alternate Mondays at 2:30 in the 

Georgetown Library.  Contact Randall Best at 
R_best@yahoo.com 

 

If you are interested in joining a critique group, 
contact Joan Upton Hall (jmuhall@aol.com)  
or Sylvia Dickey Smith (sds@suddenlink.com) 

Special Interest Groups 

 

 
--------- 

Have a question to share in this column? 
Email me at: jmuHall@aol.com with “Ask 

the Book Doctor” as your subject line. If 

you want to remain anonymous, I’ll ad-
dress you by whatever pseudonym you 

sign. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Joan Hall thanks GW readers for their 

interest in “Ask the Book Doctor.” She 

says, “Because some of you have asked 
where you can look up previous issues, I 

have posted a few of them at “books, etc.” 

on website: www.JoanUptonHall.com. 

Scroll past the book covers and click “Ask 
Doc” Q&A’s . 

 

Ask the Book Doctor: by Joan Upton Hall 

Who “said” Answer …  J. Russell Lynes, jr.  

Russell Lynes (Joseph Russell Lynes, Jr.) December 2, 
1910 – September 14, 1991) was an American art histo-

rian, photographer, author and managing editor of Harper's 
Magazine. 

     Born in Great Barrington, Massachusetts, Lynes was 

the younger son of Adelaide (Sparkman) and Joseph Rus-
sell Lynes.[1] His older brother was the photographer 

George Platt Lynes. 
     He graduated from Yale in 1932 and married Mildred 

Akin, a Vassar graduate, in 1934.[1] He started as a clerk at 

Harper & Brothers, the publishing house, from 1932 to 
1936 and was director of publications at Vassar in 1936 

and 1937. He then took a job 

at the Shipley School in Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania, where he 

was assistant principal from 
1937 to 1940, then principal 

until 1944. He then joined 

Harper's Magazine as an as-
sistant editor and became 

managing editor in 1947, a 
position he would hold for the 

next twenty years. 

Anyone interested  
in forming a Poetry SIG should contact 

 

Carol Menchu at  

thirdgate@aol.com  (be sure to put   Re: Poetry SIG)  

 

With the following information: 

Best day of month for you to meet with a group 

Best time of day for you to meet with a group 
Pro or con of meeting at Georgetown Public Library 

And anything else you might want to say. 

 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
http://www.JoanUptonHall.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Art_historian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Art_historian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Photographer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harper%27s_Magazine
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harper%27s_Magazine
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Great_Barrington,_Massachusetts
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joseph_Russell_Lynes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joseph_Russell_Lynes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Russell_Lynes#cite_note-RL-0#cite_note-RL-0
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/George_Platt_Lynes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yale_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vassar_College
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Russell_Lynes#cite_note-RL-0#cite_note-RL-0
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bryn_Mawr,_Pennsylvania
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bryn_Mawr,_Pennsylvania
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Bring your used printer inkjet or laser  
cartridges to the meeting for recycling. 

SGWL Board 
President 
Durwood Heinrich 

512-966-9954  
dj@redbaronconcepts.com  
 

Vice President 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 

mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
Janet Kilgore,  
512-3317204 
janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com  

Treasurer 
Kayla Marnach 
512-608-2289 
kjwmtellsw@austin rr.com 
 

Program Coordinator 
Sylvia Dickey Smith 
512-240-5505 
sds@suddenlink.com 
 

Membership dues $25.00 
Carol Menchu 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78628 

 

Writers’ Liaison 
Joan Hall 
512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

Member at Large 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 

 

Resident Agent 
Roger Busfield, Jr 
512-930-1396 
busfield@suddenlink.net 

 

Newsletter  
Carol Menchu, editor 
181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX 78628 
254-493-6224 
thirdgate@aol.com 

 

Publicity / Member @ Large 
Sam Holland 
512-868-5322 
samholland@austinfoam.com 

  
 
 

 
 

Preston Stone, Owner of  

Hill Country Bookstore, is giving 

all members of the San Gabriel Writers’ 

League a 10% discount on all purchases!   

 
 

To get your discount, take your merchan-

dise to the register and tell them you’re a 
member of the SGWL.  That’s it!  Go to the 

Hill Country Bookstore today and flex your discount!   

 

Member websites 
 

Anna M. Bell 
Website: http://

www.annamaebell.com 

Author Blog: http://
annbell.wordpress.com/ 

Educational Technology Blog: http://
annamaebell.wordpress.com/ 

   

Ross Carnes 

http://webstarts.com/

RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 

www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 

Sidney W. Frost 
http://sidneywfrost.com/     http://

christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/ 

 

Joan Hall:  

www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

Durwood J (DJ) Heinrich: 
www.RedBaronConcepts.com 
 

Sam Holland: 

www.samholland.com 

 

D Alan Johnson 
www.dalanjohnson.com 
 

Melissa Leedom: 
 www.forgive490.com 

 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.com 

 

Lester Morris: 
www.lestermorris.com 

 

Helen Nardecchia 

http://

www.helennardecchia.wordpress.com  

 

Joy Nord: 

www.GlyndaJoyNord.com  
  

Jamie Roton aka Lillian Grey  blog 
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/ 

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith: 
www.sylviadickeysmith.com 

   

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

Books by Members 
 

If you have a published book not on our website, remember 

one of your member benefits is to have it promoted there. 
Take a look at: www.sgwl.net and go to Books by Members 

for examples. If you want to list your book, send the follow-

ing information to webmaster@sgwl.net   

   

Here's what we need: 

 

• Photo image of your cover, preferably jpg, but if you don't 
have that, we'll try to help you.  

• Title of your book, copyright, date, publisher                  

 • ISBN #:                 

 Retail price 

 Genre 

• Where can people buy it? Your website if you have one?  

• Any awards this book has won? 

• (up to 100 words) Description or synopsis  OR blurbs 

from other writers, publishers, reviewers, etc., and remem-

ber to credit these quotes. 

Promote your book 
 

with an AD in The Gabriel Writer 
$5.00 for 1 issue, $10.00 for 2 issues payable to SGWL. 

 

 

Promote yourself  
 

with an ARTICLE/STORY/POEM 
 in The Gabriel Writer 

 

IMPORTANT:  to figure out how your submission will fit use  
Columns are 3 and 1/4 inches wide. 

 

If you have illustration, send it and I will try to use it 

 

Send to SGWL Submission 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown Tx 78633 

Or 

Thirdgate@aol.com 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:busfield@cox-internet.com
mailto:Mysterywriter5@msn.com
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://www.davidciambrone.com/
http://sidneywfrost.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://www.helennardecchia.wordpress.com
http://www.helennardecchia.wordpress.com
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

USAGE - A lot/ allot 

 

• a lot – informal for “a large amount” or “a great deal,” ―either of which would be better word choices for more 
formal usage) as in: 

 “Thanks a lot for all your help.” 
 “I like peach cobbler a lot.” 

 “A lot of people were at the con- cert.” 

 

• allot – to distribute or set aside for a share, as in: 
 “Mrs. Pendergast allots a certain portion of each paycheck to charity.” 

 “The lieutenant’s wife receives an allotment check as a dependent.” 

 “Most of us allot equal portions of our estates to each of our offspring. A king, on the other hand, could not 
allot equal acreage to all his children without weakening the kingdom. Therefore the first born was allotted the 

whole thing.” 

 

Memory Tip: It’s either one word with two “l’s” – or two words with one “l.” 
 
 
 

 

Demystifying Writers’ Demons  One at a Time by Joan Upton Hall 
     

 Do demons bedevil your writing? Similar, confusing words? Grammar, punctuation, or capitalization rules? "The 

Demystifier" will clear up the mystery (primary reference unless otherwise noted: Garner, Bryan A. Dictionary of 
Modern American Usage. N.Y.: Oxford University Press). Address questions and comments to freelance editor, 

Joan Upton Hall, PO Box 179, Hutto, TX 78634, or email: jmuHall@aol.com. More problems like the one above 

are demystified in the booklet, 50 Writers’ Tips. Find a few of them at "books, etc." on website: 

www.JoanUptonHall.com.  

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


