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Tom Mitchell to Speak By  Tom Mitchell 

Bread Loaf:  A Writer’s Brigadoon 

 

Tom Mitchell will speak at the September SGWL meeting about his experience at 

the Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference, held annually on the Bread Loaf campus of 
Middlebury College in Vermont. 
 

Brigadoon rose from the Scottish mists for one day, once every one hundred years.  
Fortunately for writers everywhere, the Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference returns 

every year, and lasts for nine days.  In 1915, a wealthy horse breeder donated thou-
sands of acres of forest land and an old Victorian inn in the Green Mountains of Ver-

mont to Middlebury College.  For ten years, the college couldn’t figure out what to do 

with the inn, but at the suggestion of Robert Frost, they established a graduate 
school of English and a “Conference on Writing” to be held at the inn each summer.  

The first session of the writers’ conference convened in 1926 and has been held 
there every summer since, including the WWII years. 

 

In the words of the director, Michael Collier, “Bread Loaf is not a retreat – not a 
place to work in solitude.  Instead it provides a stimulating community of diverse 

voices in which . . . we seek advice about our progress as writers.”  Each year more 

than one thousand writers apply for two hundred workshop seats in fiction, nonfic-
tion, and poetry.  Participants are selected by an admissions committee, based on 

the strength of a writing sample submitted with their application.  Tom was selected 
to attend in nonfiction the past six years, and in fiction in 2011.  He will speak about 

what it takes to get into Bread Loaf, the faculty and guests at the conference, a typi-

cal day on the mountain, friends and contacts he has made there, classes and work-
shops offered, and dances and cocktail parties. 

 

Tom holds a Bachelor’s degree in Mechanical Engineering from LSU, and MS and 
Ph.D. degrees in Oceanography from Texas A&M.  He wrote countless reports and 

other technical works in his forty-year career in the aerospace and oil industries, but 
has devoted himself to creative writing since he retired.  He began preparing for his 

retirement career years before he actually left the working world by taking continu-

ing education courses in writing at Rice University, and participating in Bread Loaf 
and other writing conferences, and in programs of the Writers’ League of Texas.  

 

Tom has ongoing projects in fiction and nonfiction.  His Bread Loaf fiction submis-
sion this year was the first three chapters of a novel titled Awl in Loozyana.  This is 

the story of the inevitable and irreversible changes a small rural community foists 
on itself when oil drilling brings dreams of great wealth.  His nonfiction manuscript is 

Winds, Waves, and Warriors, in which he combines his oceanographic and Army 

Reserve experience to examine the ocean’s influence on foot soldiers of the Army 
and Marine Corps in WWII amphibious landings. 

 

Homework assignment:   
Review Bread Loaf’s web site http://

www.middlebury.edu/blwc  
 

 

 
 

 
Tom relaxing in front of the Bread Loaf Inn 
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The August 4, 2011 meeting of the San Gabriel Writers’ 

League was called to order by President Sam Holland. 

Guests CJ Clark and Sarah Stone (Speaker Preston 

Stone’s wife‖ were introduced. 

The Treasurer’s Report was waived because Kayla 

Marnach was downstairs monitoring the door for latecom-

ers (Library closed for inventory). 

New Business: 

SGWL website to transition to new provider, HostGator, 

this month to enable easier updates. Jaime Roton will per-
form the necessary mechanics and the transition will be 

seamless to the Membership. 

Carol Menchu encouraged the Membership to submit 

their articles for The Gabriel Writer newsletter. Please 

help combat “empty space!” As Carol says, “Send me your 

words!” 

Old Business: 

Christmas Stroll Parade will be held Saturday, Decem-

ber 3rd. Volunteers are needed to wear festive costumes/

hats, walk, and help promote the League. Meet at approx. 

11:30 for noon step-off. Share ideas with Sharon Lyle. 

Poetry Competition plans are still being formulated. 

Proposed name: Neil Greene San Gabriel Writers’ 
League Poetry Contest in honor of Neil Greene (deceased 
cowboy poet and SGWL member). Recall that $200.00 

was recently donated by Hill Country Writers in his honor. 
There are no entry fees for SGWL Members. Non-member 

entry fees: $5.00 per entry ($10 for three), maximum of 
three entries. Winners will be awarded $100 for First 

Place, $75 for Second, and $50 for Third Place. The entire 

Hill Country Writers’ donation will be distributed to the 

winners to promote poetry in Neil Greene’s name. Volun-
teers are needed to judge, handle tribute details, etc. 

Ann Bell (President of the Hill Country Book Festival) 

passed out a sign-up sheet to the Membership to volun-
teer (two-hour blocks) to greet people, log guests, hand out 

brochures, provide information, etc., at the Hill Country 

Book Festival to be held on August 20, 2011, from 10:00 

to 3:00, at the Georgetown Community Center in San 

Gabriel Park. This year’s event is an expanded festival for 
all authors and readers of all genres in all reader age 

groups. At least 59 authors will be on hand to discuss and 

market their books. 

Wayne Dawson (writer for the Georgetown View Maga-
zine) has suggested that SGWL consider a program to 

include Book Reviews for the View. A coordinator is 

needed to evaluate and work out details of the process. 

Please contact Sam if you are interested. 

Sam Holland continued his contest tradition entitled 

“Win the President’s Stuff.” Consequently, he gave away 

two books from his personal library (Romance Writer’s 
Sourcebook, David Borcherding, Editor; and Anguished 
English by Richard Lederer) to a couple of lucky winners. 

Announcements and Successes: 

Dave Ciambrone shared that he was recently one of the 
speakers at a conference near Dallas. Another speaker at 

the venue was the Editor for a New York publisher. During 

the break she inquired if Dave could provide a proposal for 

a mystery book. Dave sent it to her and it was subse-
quently accepted. 

Suzie Miller announced that she has not yet sold Zorro 
(her 1997 Black Pontiac Grand Prix). Her article about the 

ongoing episodes of Zorro can be found in the August 

2011 edition of The Gabriel Writer. 

Janet Kilgore shared that she recently returned from 

the week-long Alpine Writers Retreat. She noted that, 
although she hadn’t written much in three years, she found 

herself enjoying writing again with the novel-writers group 

because the non-fiction group didn’t come together. She 
indicated that she found herself having a great time and 

felt that the retreat was a great experience and even moti-
vated her to begin a novel. When asked about her re-

motivation, Janet emphasized the importance of having 

someone to provide “writing prompts” and the value of 
exercises involving character descriptions.    

Kayla Marnach also attended the Alpine Writers Re-

treat and she too was enthusiastic about the conference. 

Sylvia Dickey-Smith shared that she recently sent her 
fifth manuscript to her publisher and is waiting for their 

response. 

Program: 

Sylvia Dickey-Smith (interim Program Coordinator) intro-

duced guest speaker, Preston Stone, who discussed up-

coming changes at the Hill Country Book Store, of which 

he took ownership in January. Preston noted that he and 

his wife, Sarah, plan to re-brand the store within the next 

couple of months, renaming it Square Books. They also 
plan to remodel the downstairs, add a coffee bar, plus a 

wine and beer bar as well. They want to encourage small 

groups (up to 15 individuals) to use Square Books as a 
meeting venue. He indicated that because of the number 

of out-of-town customers, they intend to expand their west-

ern and cooking selections of books. Further, they will ex-
pand their children’s section. They also plan to bring in 

magazines to complement the coffee bar. Preston men-
tioned that upcoming events include sponsorship for the 

Hill Country Book Festival on August 20th and an animal 

shelter benefit on August 27th. On September 15th, a very 
special book-signing and cooking demonstration event is 

planned featuring Ft. Worth Bonnell’s executive chef, Jon 

Bonnell (author of Fine Texas Cuisine). A poetry-reading 

event will be held on September 30th. SGWL Day at 

Square Books (a holiday festive book fair highlighting 

SGWL authors) is planned for December 10.  

 

Respectfully submitted, 
Durwood “DJ” Heinrich, secretary 

Minutes for August 2011 meeting 

2011 Programs 
 

October—Kaye George—Getting Your Name Out There! 

November—Earl Staggs— Setting Up and Selling Your Own E-Book (topic still under development) 
December--Christmas Party 
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 Luck by Sam Holland 

 Someone once said that the definition of luck is when 

preparation meets opportunity.  I know from experience 
that this is both true and not true.  There have been times 

in my life when I’ve been visited by luck ―sometimes good, 
sometimes bad) for no other reason than the arcane align-

ment of the stars or the cruel jest of some ancient and 

maniacal force.  But there have been other times when I 
have encountered opportunity, and had the foresight and 

training to capture it and sigh in relief that I was lucky; 
more times still have I let it ‘whoosh’ by, much like dead-

lines.   

 

 Years ago I was on the board of directors of the William-

son County Art Guild helping to plan our annual fundraising 

gala.  Our president, a renaissance man, had in previous 
years written an article for the Williamson County Sun to 

promote the event, but multiple personal projects would 
preclude him from fulfilling this duty and asked if I would do 

such in his stead.  Me, being much more of a writer than 

an artist anyway, assured him that I would swing my 
writer’s axe as deftly as possible.  Much to my surprise, the 

editor loved the piece and asked if I would consider writing 
for the paper on a freelance basis.   Over the course of the 

next two years, I wrote over a dozen articles for the Sun; 

had I not volunteered with the Guild, that may never have 
happened.    

 

 My first paid writing assignment was for the monthly 
publication called The Comics Shopper.  By fortune of being 

on some mailing list (the only time I have been glad of such 
a thing), a sample issue was sent to me with a call for en-

tries.  I was young and at the height of my mini comic crea-

tion frenzy and therefore felt uniquely suited to provide in-
sight to the masses.  I jumped at the chance even though, 

thanks to a tardy rural mail carrier, I only had two days to 

complete the essay.  To my joy it was printed and paid for.  I 
repeated this for the next issue with visions of my regular 

column attaining national fame over the months and years 
to follow.  But then The Comics Shopper went out of busi-

ness.  Not what I was hoping for, but had I not already been 

familiar with the needs of that market, I would not have 
been able to deliver on such a short deadline.   

   

 There have been many other instances, of course. Get-
ting a two act play performed onstage.  Successfully pitch-

ing my unfinished novel to an agent only to be unable to 
successfully finish it.  Writing reviews and essays for an 

online magazine until it too went out of business.  And, of 

course, becoming the president of the SGWL (the jury is 
still out on whether or not that is good or bad luck).   

 In writing this I hope that you do not focus on the 
‘alignment of the stars’ luck but focus instead on preparing 

yourself for when opportunity arises.   
 

 Hone your craft; study different writers and different 

types of writing.  Place yourself in a position where opportu-

nity can occur.  Expand your 
interests, learn new things.  

Don’t just become a better 
writer, give yourself more to 

write about.   

 

 Opportunity doesn’t come 

along all that often.  Be ready 

when it does.   

Calling all published writers of the SGWL from Sylvia Dickey Smith 

San Gabriel Writ-
ers' League Day at 
Books on Square 
bookstore (the re-

branded Hill Coun-
try Books) Decem-
ber 10, from 
10:00am-4:00pm 

Calling all published authors of San Gabriel Writers' 

League to either come-and-go, or spend the day at the 
bookstore visiting with customers, perhaps conducting a 

reading from your work if interested, and creating a buzz in 
the store for your work, the store, and the writers league.  

 

Please contact Sylvia Dickey Smith at sds@suddenlink.net 
and let her know of your interest. More details to follow as 

the time draws closer. Also, indicate whether or not you 

have books to bring to sell on consignment or not. 

 

 Top 10 Reasons to Attend the SGWL Meetings by Kaya Marnach 
 

 10. The room is air conditioned (and with this heat – that’s a REAL plus!‖ 

   9. Everyone is always glad to see you (and they all have on smiles!) 

   8. Everyone in the room wants to talk about writing ―which you don’t get at home watching TV!‖ 

   7. Everyone will clap when you share even the smallest success (like writing one page or receiving a rejection  

  letter, which means you’re submitting!‖ 

   6. You make the league a better organization because you’re participating 

   5.  You get inspired by hearing what others are writing and doing with their writing 

   4. You get to pick published writer’s brains 

   3.  You’ll learn something from the speaker you didn’t know before 

   2.  You get face time with people who will listen and can make things happen, with what you’d like t o see take  

  place with the league 

   1.  You get a chance to win the President’s cool stuff! 

mailto:sds@suddenlink.net
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At the Sun City Memorial Day Concert  by Helen Nardecchia 

Tissue  By Kayla J. W. Marnach 

Fold 

Hold 
Blot  

Dab  
Plug 

  

 
 

 
 

Tear 

Share 
Mop 

Sack 
Safe 

 

 
 

 
 

Wipe 

Swipe 
Twist 

Sculpt  
Plate 

 

 
Tissue…………….is a woman’s duct tape. 

By now, most SGWL members have become acquainted 

with Ben Nardecchia, if they’ve read the August, 1966, 
story about Charles Whitman and the UT Tower killings. 

 

And, some members know Sophie – you know, from 
“Sophie and Ben,” a tender family story I published in 2001. 

But, there are other Nardecchia’s; one named Brenda 
Nardecchia, who’s married to Mark Calavecchia, a famous 

golfer. But, some of you should meet Bud Nardecchia, alias 

Sabitino. 
  

It occurred to me that being married fifty-five years to the 

same man, in today’s world, is almost like achieving star-
dom. And September 8, 2011, our Anniversary, puts me at 

that level. But this story is about another matter. 
  

Friday, July 22, of this year, Bud and I attended a Memo-

rial Day celebration at Sun City. We received a call from a 
Mr. Richard Anderson, who is the conductor of the Senior 

Citizens’ singing group. A program of patriotic songs was 

planned, with a speaker’s presentation on Iwo Jima. Some-
how, a reliable grapevine informed them that Bud spent 

time on Iwo Jima.  We later learned that only a few Iwo 
Jima Marines survived that terrible battle. Mr. Anderson 

asked Bud if he’d take part in this ceremony, and Bud con-

sidered it an honor. 
  

We had no idea what to expect and were amazed when 

we entered the ballroom to find an audience well over a few 
hundred people. To also find over eighty people in the sing-

ing group, was breathless. A young man directed us to two 
chairs in the front row, each with a sign containing our 

names. Surely, we were dreaming! 

  

With a piano on each side of us no more than a foot 

away, we listened to every patriotic song written about our 

country over the years. The thunderous voices coming from 
these wonderful seniors will remain with us forever. After a 

tremendous rendition of “God Bless America,” the speaker 
took the podium and began her speech with a screened 

photograph of the February 23, 1945, Flag Raising on Mt. 

Suribachi. 
 

She told a personal story about each of the Marines who 

raised the flag, and informed us that only one lived today, 
and refused to be recognized. His comment: 

 

“The Marines who died on Iwo Jima are the heroes, not 

me.” 

  

Iwo Jima stands as an icon for every Marine who fought 

there and they are true heroes to our nation and to the 
Corps. We can never thank them enough for what they 

went through for us on that small patch of Hell. 

  

After her speech, Bud was asked to stand and be recog-

nized as one of the few living Iwo Jima Marines today. The 
applause was thunderous again, while tears clouded the 

eyes of many, especially mine. My knees buckled when I was 

asked to join Bud in standing. We turned to the audience to 
greet more applause. The conductor concluded the cere-

mony and, to our amazement, people began to line up want-
ing to shake Bud’s hand and wish him well. We will never 

forget being singled out for this heartwarming occasion. 
  

Hopefully, I haven’t bored you with this touching story. I 

ask that we all pray for our troops who are still in harm’s 

way in the Mideast. Let’s remember to give them the rec-
ognition and celebration they deserve upon their return.  

  

This morning we received an email informing us that our 
twenty-year-old grandson, Sam, was inducted into the 

United States Army, and will attend Emergency Medical 
Training in South Carolina. He decided to follow in his grand-

father’s footsteps, and we are proud of him. 
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Editor’s Comment on Jane Thompson’s Article 

 

  I shared a table with Ann Bell at the Sun City Book Festi-
val. As many of you know, my book is a personal story about 

my experiences with bipolar disorder. After sitting with me 
and listening to people’s comments, Ann decided that I was 

the queen of stupid questions and insulting comments. I 

wrote the book to enlighten people about a mental illness 
that everyone knows the name of, but few have even the 

vaguest understanding of. Can I help it that those who es-
pecially need to learn are too ignorant to buy the book? 

 

 Ann, who had never before been around me when I sold 
books, realized that I have to have just the right people 

come by to make a sale. That day a woman bought my book 

to give to her brother, who is bipolar, a 
member of SGWL bought one, just 

out of curiosity, and a nice lady who 
simply wanted to expand her knowl-

edge bought one. 
 

 The others who came by, oh, the 

others. They made comments and 

remarks like I was not sitting in front 
of them. They would shake their heads 

and hands and say, “Oh no, not that!” 
Or they would say, “I already know 

enough about that!” Or, “I don’t want to know about that!” 

 

 One lady shook her head and said, “Oh, you have written 
such a sad book.” She said that without so much as picking 

the book up.  

 

 Another said, “You are so brave.” ―Like I had some kind of 

choice.)  

 

 Two others said, “You are looking good!” ―You look pretty 

well for a mentally ill person.)  

 

 How about the couple who asked me if I really believe 

that I have bipolar disorder. (No, I just went through all this 

hell and take all these meds to impress people.)  

 

 Or the many people who simply 

walked up, looked at the book, and said, 
“Are you on medications?” ―Why don’t 

you pay for the privilege of learning my 
life story?)  

 

I am used to it after several book festi-
vals, but it can be jarring. I have never 

been able to come up with replies to 

some of the remarks, and they always 
surprise me. I just can’t believe that 

people will say the things they do. 

 

Some People Say the . . . Things  by  Jane Thompson 

 

 
 

  For news not here, read the last minutes on page 2 

 Jane is absolutely right., people do react and say the ___ 

things.   

 

 My daughter, Kathryn is profoundly deaf—has been since 

birth. 
 

 She drives a car—”How can she drive a car—she can’t 

hear!  How will she know what’s going on around her?” 
 They completely forget that hearing peo-

ple drive around in cars with their radio’s 
blaring, putting on their makeup, etc., etc., 

— how do they know what’s going on 

around them? 

 

 “How can she have a baby, she can’t 

hear it cry or call to her; how will she know 
if it is in trouble?” 

 

 “How can she get a job, how will she hear the alarm go 
off so she can get up and get ready . . . ?” 

 

 “How can she go to a store, she doesn’t talk, how can 

she tell the clerk what she wants?” 

 

 What is even more interestingly funny (and I was witness 

to this in a Gyro food shop in a mall) are the people who, 
when she asks for a piece of paper to write down her or-

der, clamp their mouths shut and can’t utter a word, even 
to me, next in line even though , while see-

ing me Sign to my daughter, heard me 

speak the words I was signing.  Kathryn’s 
deafness struck him dumb. 
 

Human being never cease to amaze me. 
  

Hang in there, Jane, and have a good laugh 
at other’s ignorance and refusal to edu-

cate themselves.  The World is full of them, but even 

FULLER of people who do and care to understand. 
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Fairy Tales, Glass Slippers, & Beautiful Old women 

by Sylvia Dickey Smith 

In a far off land, east of the sun and west of the moon, a 

whiney old crone named Drizella sits outside the golden 

gates of the Queen’s Palace, wailing over fate’s misfortune.  

 

 Beautiful in her youth ―according to her mother‖ she’d 

dreamed of slipping her foot into the glass slipper, marrying 
the prince and living happily ever after, raising perfect chil-

dren, with a castle full of nannies to make sure, and of 

course wearing the finest of clothes.  

 

 But, alas, the slipper had been too short, and her foot too 

long. Her one consolation was that neither had the shoe fit 
her sister—that is her real sister. 
 

 The winey crone snivels, wipes her nose on the sleeve of 
her ragged garment and bemoans the cruelty of years. 

Whence came all the wrinkles and this thin mousy gray 
hair? Not to mention her ever-enlarging nose and ears, and 

the few scraggly hairs 

on her chin. Even the 
‘widow-maker’ treats 

her unfairly, refusing to 
return her tiny waist 

regardless of how tight 

she pulls the laces. Her 
back aches. Her sister 

never calls and her 
sons come around no 

longer—the ungrateful 

lot.  

 

 One beautiful sunny 

day in the midst of her 
whining, an even older 

crone appears, a glow 
on her face and a 

spring in her step, her voice pleasant, melodic, even. “Why 

do you whine, my dear sister? Do you not know this is the 
best years of your life? Too bad you did not well prepare 

yourself, else your step would spring and your voice would 
sing.” 

 

 “Give me a break,” the whiney old crone exclaims. “What’s 
so great about getting old, ugly and feeble? My back hurts, 

no one calls or comes to visit, and should I venture out, men 

pass me by as if unseen.” Whine, whine, whine. 
 

 “It is because you spend your day in front of the mirror 

that you whine, my dear. For mirrors only reflect the out-
ward you, not giving chance for inward reflection. You give 

insult to the name of crone. For a true crone does not 
whine. Instead, she fills her days with wisdom learned over 

the years, with purpose, humor, courage, compassion for 

others, and vitality.” 

 

 “Vitality?” the whiney crone spat. “I fight to get out of bed 

every morning. How in the queen’s name am I to find vital-
ity?” 

 

 “It takes years of work, my dear, and you are way behind. 
You’ve wasted your years regretting each one. You fail to 

feel empathy or compassion, or to use your energy and 
power wisely. As a consequence of such, you have not 

earned the joy a wise crone discovers with the passing 

years.”  

 

 “Okay, smarty pants. You know so much. Tell me what you 

did that is so different than me. For you, too, longed to wear 
the glass slipper and failed. You, too, have aged, yet I see 

young men here at your feet, eager to learn what you know. 

Why is that—tell me, old crone.”   

 

 “Dry your eyes, wipe your nose, and lend me your ear.” 

 

 The whiney crone did just that. 
 

 “First off,” the beautiful crone said, “is to stop that infernal 
whining. You must let go of the idea that if the stupid glass 

slipper fit your big foot, your life would have been perfect. 

The shoe didn’t fit your big foot! What is, is. Get over it.” 

 

 “Okay, Ms. Smarty Pants. Just tell me how in this world 

am I supposed to do that?” 

 

 “Stop thinking about what didn’t work. To dwell on any-

thing we have no power to change is a useless exercise, 
and we end up getting more and more depressed, and we 

spend our days whining about what might have been. 

 

 “The more you whine, the more stuck you are in 

the past—a past you can’t fix. The end result is you stay 
stuck right there at the moment the prince tried to put 

that silly glass shoe on your foot. That’s truly over and 

done with, but because you keep whining about losing 
out, you’re still caught at that moment in time. Which 

ends up helping you find even more to whine about.  

 

 “That was then—this is now. Whining makes you 

dry up into an old hag. Look in that mirror. Do you see 
one juicy thing about you?” 

 

 The whiney crone 
looked. She didn’t like what 

she saw. “You mean to tell 

me, if I stop whining, these 
wrinkles might go away?” 

 

 “It won’t make the 
wrinkles go away, but they’ll 

soften. You’ll have more 
energy—a passion for life. 

Get involved—care about 

something. Get interested 
in something—take your mind off of yourself and put it on 

others. Find something funny to laugh about—every day, 
without fail. If you can’t find it, create it—go find a young 

lover or something.” She laughed. 

 

 “Yeah, right. Like that’s going to happen.” 

 

 “You never know—but this one thing I can guarantee—it’ll 
put a spring in your step.” 

 

 “So, that’s all I need do?” 

 

 “Goodness no. There’s a lot more to life than that. Grow 

something. Crones are good at pruning, weeding.” 

 

 “You mean like a garden? I can’t do that, for my back is too 

stiff and my joints, they ache like a son-of-a-gun. Every time I 
kneel, my—” 

 

“There you go, whining again. Growing something doesn’t 
mean it has to be plants, my silly sister. It can be, but other 

things need to grow, too. Nurture something—whether it be 

a garden or people. Find something—or someone—
vulnerable—like a child that’s lonely, or a young mother who 

can learn from your wisdom.  

 

 “For, despite your whining, you have learned a few things 

over the years—and that is the wisdom of the ages— 

For Logophiles 
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 Continued 

 

otherwise known as Women’s Intuition. Trust what you 

know deep down in your bones. Let that wisdom bubble to 
the top. Share it with those open to receive it—those who 

look for the wisdom of the ages. Learn to practice pa-

tience—then teach it to the impatient.” 

 

 “Is that all?” Drizella wondered how in the world could 

she remember all these lessons, let alone do them. “I 
should’ve been taking notes.” 

 

 The wise, juicy old crone smiled, for she knew the secret 

of the HOW.  

 

“By finding your voice, my dear. For silence equals consent. 

Crones like you and me? We speak our minds. We tell ’em 
how the cow ate the cabbage—that the emperor’s running 

around outside nekked. That’s how. Find your voice, use the 
wisdom of the ages, grow something, let go of the past, 

stop your dang whining and laugh—and learn the beauty in 

having a big foot.” 

Letter from Lois Parker, founding member 

Dear Fellow Writers: 

 

 This letter goes especially to you as a plea on behalf of 

our language; on behalf of its accuracy, its basic expressive-
ness, as the very vehicle of our thoughts.   It goes also as a 

warning against . . . May I say? . . . “loose usage”. 
 

 What has set me off on this idea is the frequent mis-use 

of the word “myth” to mean a lie or an erroneous belief, an 

interpretation of the term so erroneous, 
so out-and-out false as to shriek its need 

for correction. 
 

 Actually, a “myth” is a story told to illus-

trate a moral principle.  Usually set in a 
milieu far distant in time and locale from 

human existence, with its characters 

named “gods” in order to underline the 
importance of the story as they personify 

the principle applicable in our everyday 
lives.  No doubt each of us remembers 

such stories from our own families, given 

to us as children to aid the efforts to teach us something or 
other.  For instance: 
 

  “I remember Uncle Ab, who was very proud of his 
  Gorgeous moustache, a long handlebar that had 

  Turned snowy white.  He also had a habit of sipping 
  His coffee through the moustache, despite his 

  Wife’s warnings against doing so.  You see, she 

  Knew what made the coffee, what were its charac- 

  teristic effects, and warned Uncle Ab repeatedly.   
  ‘It’ll turn your moustache ugly.’  Well, after awhile,  

  Do you know what happened?  His moustache 
  Began to turn dark, little by little.  You look next 

  Time your Uncle Ab comes to visit . . . .” 

 

 Of course, being literally true, and about a known person, 

the “Uncle Ab” story is not a myth, but a folk-tale. 
 

 A myth, also comprises a true prin-

ciple, but one in the abstract, such as 

Truth or Wisdom.  Being so, of course, a 
plain human figure could not appropri-

ately represent the idea.  Thus, a heav-
enly figure was considered proper to rep-

resent the idea.  Thus, a heavenly figure 

was considered proper to represent an 
abstraction, an idea, an Act of the Mind 

indeed.  Being represented by a figure 
whose meaning was held to be true be-

cause of heavenly identiy, then, gave credence and import 

to the quality named. 
 

 With this history in which the term resides, let’s hope 

none of us will ever again shrug off the term MYTH! 
 

Sincerely, Lois Parker 

Poetry in Days of Yore from Pat Morse McNeely 

(Old English)  Vecke    

 

In my chair days now am I 

A darg doth dretch from me a sigh. 
Downsteepy is the road I roam 

Shittle is the rocky path to Home. 
 

(Old English)  Rutterkin 

 

O, fonkin, doth it give ye adlubescence 

When you winx at me? 

Have Adams ale to sober be 
And regain thy philotimy! 

 

(Old English)  Eaubruche 
 

If a bedserver ye would be 
Than have ye no right to lip-clap me. 

Begone, fonkin, on thy shittle path 

Lest ye feel my blows of wrath. 

 

 

Old Woman (translation) 

 

In my old age now am I 

A day’s work does torment from me a sigh. 
Steeply descending is the road I roam 

Unstable is the rocky path to Home. 

 

Bully (translation) 

 

O, little fool, does it give you pleasure 

When you bray as an ass to me? 

Drink water to sober be 
And regain your love of honor. 
 

Adultery (translation) 

 

If unfaithful you would be 
Then you have no right to kiss me. 

Begone, little fool, on your unstable path 

Lest  you feell my blows of wrath. 
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Walking to School and Back Again from Suzy Millar Miller 

     After spending a lot of time in Ohio this summer, 

I realized the hometown that I knew best was the Old Burg. 

Yes, there have been many changes, but my mental pic-
tures of the town are rooted in the 50’s and 60’s. 

 

 I finally figured out what made the memories so strong. It 
was because I walked to school. I didn’t ride the bus until 

10th grade. I walked to kindergarten, grade school, and jun-

ior high. Through rain, sleet, snow, ice, and sunshine, I used 
my own feet to get to class. 
 

     I remember crossing Main 
Street (not at an intersection!) 

from our house across the 
street to the brick Methodist 

church to go to Kindergarten. 

Kindergarten was held in the 
basement of the church 

where we had rugs for naps, 
orange-aide, cookies, an out-of-

tune piano, and teachers who 

really wanted to see daylight 
rather than gloom. Mom used 

to keep an eye out to be sure 
that I came straight home and 

didn’t wander down to my 

friend, Karen’s, house.  

 

 Once, when I was starting  

toward Karen’s house, Mom ran across the road to 
‘discuss’ with me why I should be coming straight home. Of 

course, while she was distracted with me, my two-year old 
brother, Mike, came barreling across Main Street -- bare-

foot, shirtless, diapers drooping, and grinning from ear-to-

ear. At least the negative attention that was headed in my 
direction shifted to my brother.  

 

    Finally, I was old enough to start First Grade in the big 
school. I was told I had to cross Main Street at the corner 

where Otha Young stood as the official “traffic guide.”  He 
manned that corner of Main and Jackson with strict rules 

and we obeyed. As the groups of us gathered, we could 

barely contain our need to run across the street immedi-
ately as we arrived.  He stood there with his arm blocking 

us until the light changed, even though there may not have 
been a car in sight the whole time.  

 

     After crossing the street, we ran up the hill by the Pres-
byterian church only slowing down because the sidewalk 

was uneven and cracked. On the way to school we had a 

purpose. Get in our seats and settle down. Walking back 
again after school was another thing altogether.  

 

     When we were released at the end of the day, we all 
ran in different directions. Sometimes we had to make it to 

the creek before all the good spots were taken. Other days 
we needed to get spooked out in the cemetery, or wander 

to the locker plant, grandma’s house, the church, the drug 

store, and other places of interest. Along the way we 
stopped, bent down and looked at bugs, picked up rocks, 

tried to trip our friends, laughed at our own jokes, dropped 
our book bags and ran races. The boys pulled the girls’ hair 

and then would run away in glee. After book bags were 

retrieved we would fill them up with the interesting things 
we found: the bugs, rocks, twigs, and shiny objects we 

found on the way. If we went to the creek we would toss in 
a few crawdads and other marine life in the bags 

―remember we didn’t have plastic baggies back then!‖. We 

usually had to skip a few stones or see how big a splash a 

rock could make. Our clothes were usually wet. Eventually, 
we made it home after being shooed off various neighbors 

porches and yards and told by everyone we encountered to 
“get home or I’ll call your…” mother, aunts, uncles, teach-

ers, ministers and whoever else was deemed the ‘threat of 

the day.’ 
 

     When I was in 5th grade, they opened a new elementary 

school with a whole new route to school. I had moved to 
another street by that time. I walked up the alley across 

from Raymar’s TV repair, cut across the back streets to 
where a new subdivision started. I had to stop and wait for 

friends as I wandered to school. It always took a while to 

get there. The group of us got bigger as we made our way. 
We knew where everyone lived and knew who was sup-

posed to be going to school at that time. 
 

     Again, after school we followed our private paths and 

investigated everything along the way. Now we had big 
houses to peer into and different people to avoid. We al-

ways ran by Mary Dickeson’s scary house. My cousin and I 

used to stop at the top of an alley behind a rickety wood-
shed and break old bricks into pieces so we could rub the 

pieces together and make brick dust. How exciting is that? 
We did it often. I don’t know that anyone knew we did it, but 

we both remember it was a lot of fun. Brick dust… fun?  

 

    In Junior High we started walking back to the big high 

school. Since I lived along the way from the subdivision, my 

friends would gather at my house in the morning and we 
would walk across one of the footbridges to cross the 

creek. I liked crossing on the one closest to my street be-
cause I could walk by Shorty Lisk’s laundry and shoe shop. 

The smells of laundry drying and the glue used to fix shoes 

were wonderful. Sometimes as we walked by, the fire truck 
would burst out of the station so we needed to stop and 

ask the fire chief what was happening.  We would cut 

across Main St. at the hardware store and eventually 
make it to school.  
   

   After school the gang of us often went to Miller’s Snack 
Bar to dance and drink Coca Cola. Miller’s was a critical 

stop on the way home. That’s where I had to change my 

shoes from the Capezio flats that were in fashion back into 
my saddle shoes that I was supposed to be wearing all day. 

I carried a really big purse that could hold a pair of shoes in 
addition to all of my ‘essential’ items.  

 

    Walking to and from school was a great bonding experi-
ence. We never had as much fun on the bus when I 

started riding it to the new high school. We didn’t talk as 

much or try new things. Maybe that is why the ‘Old Burg’ 
people seem to remain close after all these years. We 

grew up in the streets, in a good way, with our extended 
families, exploring our neighborhood and nature. 
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             “There is only one way to defeat the enemy, and that is to write as well as 

   one can. The best argument is an undeniably good book. “ 

 
 

Answer on page 10 

10-Minute Fixes to 10 Common Plot Problems  

by Elizabeth Sims from www.writersdigest.com . . . Continued  

Let’s look at 10 common plot problems you can tackle in a flash—and then find out how to do it. 
 

9. MY AGENT/EDITOR WANTS ME TO CUT 10,000 WORDS!  

 

Many authors on the brink of getting published are told by a prospective agent or editor, “I love this novel, but it’s too 

long. If you can cut it by about 10,000 words ―or whatever terrifyingly high number‖, I think I can sell ―or publish‖ this.” 

They don’t want any specific cuts at this point; they just want the manuscript to better fit a common format. 
 

10-MINUTE SOLUTION: Micro-edit your way to success. 
 

You can spend lots of time rereading your manuscript and painfully strategizing what hunks to cut, but an excellent way 
to quickly trim it to size is to cut one word per sentence. This technique is pure magic. Or, you can divide the number of 

words you need to cut by the number of pages you have, and come up with an average words-to-cut per page. Of course 
you won’t be able to whittle down your whole manuscript in 10 minutes, but take it as a challenge: Time yourself, and I 

bet that once you get the hang of it, you can blow through 10 pages of a draft in 10 minutes. This is a job you can do in 

the interstices of your day; you don’t have to find large spans of time for it.  
 

As a former newspaper reporter and editor, I got good at cutting excess verbiage early in my writing career. But every 
so often, for the heck of it, I challenge myself to cut one word per sentence. If I can do that too easily, I know I’ve gotten 

sloppy. 

I want to share a few of the writing prompts given to 

my class at the Writers Retreat in Alpine. We usually had 

about 3-4 minutes to write. 

My Gift 
 If I can’t make you smile with my writing, proceed immedi-

ately to the nearest emergency room. You may be dead.  
 

 That is my gift. I can take a mundane life situation and 

make it the funniest thing you’ve ever heard. I can wow you 

with the symmetry of the “power of three,” and I can make 
you wonder why you never looked at something like that 

before. 
 

 I always say, “If you don’t laugh at the things in life that 

can be laughed at, the true tragedies will break you.” And I 
have no intention of being broken.  
 

 Only I think I sing well, I dance with all the grace of a wart-
hog, but I definitely can make you laugh. Assuming you’re 

not dead. If you are dead, the  odds go down to 50-50. 
 

Character Studies 

 1. My great-aunt stood ramrod-straight in her Eleanor 
Roosevelt shoes, her perfect posture aided by the corset 

she had worn all of her adult life. Those stolid undergar-
ments gave her the “old lady shape” common only to 

women of her generation.  

 Her thinning hair was always permed and always dyed a 

shade of red usually only seen in a tent belonging to the 

Ringling Brothers.  
 She looked over her rimless glasses at the hapless cafe-

teria server, pointing out the exact chicken breast she 
wanted with a bony, arthritic, scarlet-tipped finger. 

 

 5. Veronica has a bachelor’s degree in English and still 
murders the language. She deliberately ignores grammar 

niceties in homage to her working-class background.  
 Everyone in the world spends their days trying to annoy 

her. The neighbor down the street deliberately turns her 

ratty little dogs loose when she sees Veronica climbing into 
her minivan, a conspiracy she contemplates as she 

swerves in an attempt to hit the little mutts.  
 And when her other 

neighbor purposely sent 

her kitten to poop on 
Veronica’s periwinkles, 

Veronica put aspirin in  
the flower bed to poison 

the miscreant. Someday 

fairy tales will be written 
about her. 

My Gift by Janet Kilgore 

http://www.writersdigest.com


 

10 

 

 

Ask the Book Doctor:  Shifty Characters 

Dear Doc   

 

 Just when I thought I understood point of view (POV), my 

critique group pointed out that I was “POV shifting.” I've 
poured through your RX... book to gain a 

better understanding of the subject and 

found a confusing statement. Under “the 
main advantage of third person limited 

pov” ―p. 46, # 2, a‖, you wrote: "If the pro-
tagonist can't logically be present in a 

scene, you can shift to another character, 

preferably one who has much at stake 
here." 

 

 Can this mean it is all right to use an-
other character's POV after all? 

Shifty Viewpoint 

Dear Shifty, 

 

 Notice we are talking about multiple viewpoint in that 
statement, which means showing the story through the 

mind and perceptions of one character at a time in sepa-
rate scenes. It's an excellent way to draw readers in. Shift-

ing or switching POV in mid-scene, or worse, in mid-

paragraph, is what editors call “head hopping,” and it disori-
ents your readers. Poorly handled “omniscient” ―all-

knowing) viewpoint has given omniscient POV such a bad 

name that editors tend to reject new writers who use it.  

 

   Until you're quite comfortable switching roles like this, 

you probably shouldn't use more than three to five view-

point characters in the course of a novel.  
These would most likely be key characters, 

though I've seen major authors throw in a minor 
character for a single scene.  

 

   The reason for being sure your POV character 
has a stake in the scene is to keep up the ten-

sion. A casual observer would not involve the 

reader play her part (show her emotions, 
senses, and all). This of course would produce a 

first person POV, but you can change it to third 
if you like (examples in book, or ask your critique 

group to produce some). 

Go forth and banish shifty characters! 
- - - - - 

Have a question to share in this column? Email me at: 
jmuHall@aol.com with “Ask the Book Doctor” as your sub-

ject line. If you want to remain anonymous, I’ll address you 

by whatever pseudonym you sign. To see previous issues, 
go to: http://www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm. Scroll 

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

 

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 one 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 George-
town 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 closed to 
new members.  

 

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 

Who “said” Answer …  

Saul Bellow (June 10, 1915 – April 5, 2005) was a Ca-

nadian-born Jewish American writer. For his literary contri-

butions, Bellow was awarded the Pulitzer Prize, the Nobel 
Prize for Literature, and the National Medal of Arts.[2] He is 

the only writer to have won the National Book Award three 

times, and the only writer to have been nominated for it six 
times. 
 

In the words of the Swedish Nobel Committee, his writing 
exhibited "the mixture of rich picaresque novel and subtle 

analysis of our culture, of entertaining adventure, drastic 
and tragic episodes in quick succession interspersed with 

philosophic conversation, all developed by a commentator 

with a witty tongue and penetrating insight into the outer 

and inner complications that drive us to act, or prevent us 
from acting, and that can be called the dilemma of our 

age."[3] His best-known works include The Adventures of 
Augie March, Henderson the Rain 
King, Herzog, Mr. Sammler's Planet, 
Seize the Day, Humboldt's Gift and 
Ravelstein. Widely regarded as one of 

the twentieth century's greatest au-
thors, Bellow has had a "huge literary 

influence 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Canada
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Canada
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jewish_American
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Writer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pulitzer_Prize
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nobel_Prize_in_Literature
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nobel_Prize_in_Literature
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National_Medal_of_Arts
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Saul_Bellow#cite_note-1#cite_note-1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/National_Book_Award
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nobel_Committee
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Saul_Bellow#cite_note-2#cite_note-2
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Adventures_of_Augie_March
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Adventures_of_Augie_March
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henderson_the_Rain_King
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henderson_the_Rain_King
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Herzog_(novel)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mr._Sammler%27s_Planet
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Seize_the_Day_(novel)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Humboldt%27s_Gift
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ravelstein
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Bring your used printer inkjet or laser  
cartridges to the meeting for recycling. 

SGWL Board 
President 
Sam Holland 
512-868-5322 
samholland@austinfoam.com 

 

Vice President 
Sylvia Dickey Smith 

512-240-5505 
sds@suddenlink.com 
 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
Durwood Heinrich 

512-966-9954  
dj@redbaronconcepts.com  

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

Program Coordinator 
Robert Fears 
512.863.6873 
robertfears@earthlink.net 

 

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 
Sharon Lyle 
512-639-1162  
iwritecozies@gmail.com  

 

Website  

Jamie Roton 
webmaster@sgwl.net 

 
 

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 

 

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 

 

Helen Nardecchia 
www.helennardecchia.com 

 

Joy Nord: 
www.joynord.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 
Eurostile font—size 10 for body of article 

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:Mysterywriter5@msn.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:busfield@cox-internet.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://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://www.helennardecchia.com/
http://www.joynord.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

 Ellipsis or dash for interrupted dialogue 

 

How you show character’s lines of dialogue being unfinished, depends on who does the interrupting. 
 

 An emdash (—) indicates that something or someone interrupted the speaker. Be sure you have no 

beat or tag in between as in this conversation:  
 

 “I’d like to order—” 
 “They make a great salad plate here.” 

 “Well, I’d really like a chicken fried—” 

 “Okay.” She shrugged. “If you don’t care about the calories, it’s your business.” 
 

 An ellipsis (…) indicates the speaker stopped herself or trails off. 

 
 “Are you saying I’m fat?” 

 “No, no, you’re…look, don’t get oversensitive just because…” 
 “Because what?” 

 “Personally I don’t like my belt so tight, but if you do…” She waved her hand to dismiss the subject. “Go ahead 

and order. After all, the important thing is to get acquainted on our first date.” 

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 

 


