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Demystifying  

Thom, the World’s Poet 

My theme is THE POET INSIDE! (every body)  
with ways to explore and entertain one's Muse  

COME  PREPARED  TO  PARTICIPATE 
Cheers! 

 

may we all be heard 
words are bells 
let them ring! 

 

 Thom World Poet, aka Tom Woodruff, is an original improviser of contem-
porary freeform poetry /delighting in poems of the moment /working with 

musicians open to flow.  

 

     Co-founder of the Austin International Poetry   
  Festival; Co-founder of the Austin Poets At   
  Large; Founder of Poetry Karaoke; Current   
  host of various reading venues around Aus  
  tin;.Worldwide performer/workshop leader at  
  festivals, concerts. 

 

     He is an improvising bard who has published  
  200 books as well as CDs, tapes, and ebooks,  

 

      Thom works with musicians, and has sup 
  ported Bob Dylan, Russell Crowe, Big Brother  
  and the Holding Company among others.  He  
  believes his best poem will be his next poem, 

and will gladly share new work/words with you on the night. 
 
 

SGWL members — don’t be bashful 

 

bring your (poetry) Words to the meeting  
and  

                                             be ready for everything !! 
 
 

 

 

 

 

       Make plans now  

  to attend the San Gabriel Writers’ League Workshop  
   for beginners and experienced writers     

Saturday, October 6, 2012 
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The August 2, 2012 Meeting of the San Gabriel Writers’ 

League was called to order by President DJ Heinrich at 7:00 
p.m.  

      D.J. welcomed attendees and visitors Mary D. Brecken-

ridge, Karen Timmermann, Jerie Swenson, Jenny Wendorf, 

and Pat Owens. DJ also welcomed returning member Linda 

Lipscomb.  

     Minutes for the July 5, 2012 meeting were accepted as 
submitted. 

    Kayla Marnach’s Treasurer’s Report was accepted. 
 

OLD BUSINESS: DJ spoke about the October Workshop. Volun-
teers to work are still needed. The location of the workshop has 
been changed to Berry Creek Country Club. The prices have 

changed to $25 for members, $30 for nonmembers, and $15 

for students. The registration fee now includes all food (lunch 
and snacks).  Door prizes are needed. If you want to donate a 

book as a prize, contact Joy Nord with the author, title, and 
genre. The workshop is October 6. You can pay by check, cash, 

money order or PayPal. 

     Jenny Wendorf and Paul Smith volunteered to work at the 
workshop. A coffee cup motto contest was announced. Details 

will follow. 
 

ANNOUNCEMENTS AND SUCCESSES: 

     Janelle Bolton announced her agent is seeking a publisher. 

     Bill Russeth has a contract for his next book, a swashbuck-
ler set in Gaul.  

     Joan Hall has a new book out. 

     Jenny Wendorf  has several short stories on Amazon, with 
a new one coming out. 

     Janet Kilgore announced Brooklyn James’ novel, The Boots 
My Mother Gave Me, has made Amazon’s Best-Selling Coming 

of Age Novel list. Janet will be researching and writing an ex-
hibit for the Museum of the Big Bend, entitled “Women of the 

Big Bend.” 

     Carol Menchu has information on the October workshop if 
you need it.  

     Barb Babcock spoke about the Leander Writers Guild, 
which meets 4th Tuesdays, 7:00 p.m., at the Leander Library on 

Bagdad. 

     Program: DJ introduced Linda Lipscomb as Granny Red 

Shoes, who spoke about writing for children. 

     DJ announced his resignation as President of SGWL. We all 
thank him for the excellent work he has done for the League. 

VP Dave Ciambrone will serve out his term as President, and 

Joan Hall will step into the role of Vice President until the end 
of the year. 

      D.J. Heinrich adjourned the meeting at 8:15 p.m. 
 

Respectfully submitted  

Janet Kilgore, Secretary 
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

  

October Workshop– The Write Place for the Writer In You! 

November Mike Kearby on westerns for young adults 

December Party 

  

August 2012 Minutes 

 

 

D J Heinrich has, for personal rea-
sons and with regret, resigned as 
President. Dave Ciambrone, vice 
president, will take over the re-
sponsibilities of this office. 

 D J plans to still participate in 
SGWL activities.   

 
 
 

     New Members: 

 

     Mary Aiello 
     30018 Bumble Bee Dr. 
     Georgetown, TX 78628 
     mluceaiello@hotmail.com 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

Ann Drake 
305 dawson trail 
georgetown, TX 78633 
500stjohns@suddenlink.net 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

    

 
 

after a meeting. 

Contributions are published  

in order of receipt.   
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Registration 
PayPal at  SGWL.net 

OR by check to 

SGWL 

181 Young Ranch Rd, 

Georgetown Tx 78633 
 

SGWL Members $25 

Non-Members $30 

Students $15 

Joining too?  $25.00 + $25.00 
gives you membership for 2012/13 

includes snacks and lunch  

 

Contact 
Carol Menchu 

254-493-6224-cell 

512-930-0138 land 

thirdgate@aol.com 

                Program 
 

 8:15 – 9:00 - Registration 

 9:00 - 9:20 - Welcome 

 9:20 – 10:10 – Expert Panel 

10:10 - 10:30 - Break.  

10:30 – Noon – Simultaneous Sessions * 

12:00 – 1:00 – Lunch 

1:00 – 2:30 – Simultaneous Sessions * 

2:30 – 2:45 – Break 

2:45 – 3:00 – Door Prize— 

you must be there to win. 

3:00 – Adjourn 

 

Simultaneous Sessions: 
Marketing;  

I Want To Write A Book, Where Do I Begin; 

Writing Aids;   

Advanced Writing Skills. 

Saturday 

October 6, 2012 

Berry Creek Country Club 

30500 Berry Creek Blvd, George-

town Tx 

8:15 a.m. – 3:00 p.m 

Pesenters 
 

 

 

              

 

 

 

 

            Karen MacInerney                Russ Hall                   Joan U. Hall                 Sylvia D. Smith 

                   Marketing                  I Want to Write              Writing Aids                Advanced Skills 
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Poems by Thom, World’s Poet 

five thoughts a day 
 

1.  Breath!—this miniature ocean of air that sings in each 
of us, fills our lungs and swings through blood to circulate 
like life itself 
 

2.  Dreams!—which sustain us when this world is not 
enough (the idea that feelings have tangible forms works 
for happiness too-all dreams come true) 
 

3. Happiness!—here is connection to higher energies/
when prevailing circumstances can be attuned to times 
when joy was the only unspoken language 
 

4. People—they are all we are /all we have. They are mir-
rors of our spirit and lead us further into the unknown. Ava-
tars /examples-we would only have animist diversities 
 

5. Life itself—-the unknown mystery of each moment, 
wherein and whereby we open to the miracles of the mar-
velous 

Digital Divide 

 

Tiny birds tweet 
young birds text 
retired journalists and artists blog 
every body has a website 
only musicians Myspace 
FACEBOOK has 500 million 
 

Over 50? you grew when phones had cords and dials 
analogue, you played the Beatles on vinyl 
You knew cassette tapes and maybe 8 track 
BETAMAX and videos defined your MTV 
now you are slow as paper filing 
do not trust online transactions 
probably will have your identity stolen 
have one password for all your accounts 
and that can be so easily hacked 
You still use checks .You dress unconsciously retro 
(you do not know that you do not know) 
 

Young people speak a different language 
They carry laptops, ipods, ipads—they have moved from email 
when you are just learning how to.  Web#2 starts for them 
They have their data in the Cloud. Know about offshore accounts 
They are preparing for retirement before they begin their careers 
They will know a different world to you.  We are divided by data.  
 

word is alive and well! 

 

but it has morphed and spawned many children- 
text and Tweet for newbies/Ritalin Generation/dyslexic/ADHD 

HALLMARK greeting cards for the nominally emotional 
Country and western for the sentimentalists 

Novels for airport reading/ebooks for instant messaging 
Magazine articles for leisure and dentists offices 

Poetry for teardrops, loveloss, departures, fragments and moments 
we share with intimates-a private/public language 
that whispers to each prisoner "YOU ARE FREE!" 

and this is where the door is-as it swings open (in imagination) 
it is not the rules or cages set us free 

it is the lilt of our magic and music underneath...   
chants, spells, invocations,I ncantations, affirmations 

as soon as your voice reaches cadence and resonance 
you are alive as well! 

 Three Book Publishers for Writers from Writers’ Digest 

WritersMarket.com lists hundreds of book publishers for writers of fiction, nonfiction, poetry, writing for children, and more.  

Here are three:  

Copper Canyon Press publishes 18 titles per year—mostly poetry. Poets with first time collections are discouraged from submit-
ting to anything but their first book competition. More experienced poets can submit via mail a cover letter, bio note, 10-15 sam-

ple pages of poetry, and a self-addressed, stamped envelope (SASE). 

 

Lee & Low Books publishes 12-14 titles per year. The editorial focus is on fiction and nonfiction featuring children/people of 

color. The age range is 5-12. For picture book authors, submit the entire manuscript; for middle grade authors, submit a query 
letter, synopsis, and chapter outline. All submissions should be sent by mail.  

 

Seven Stories Press publishes 40-50 titles per year. This press publishes mostly fiction. Potential authors should submit a cover 
letter, two sample chapters, and SASE with First-Class postage  
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Reality Blinked by Jane Thompson 

 My uncle Earl was one of those people who are larger 

than life. When he strode into a room, he dominated it, no mat-
ter how many others were there. He was always the center of 

attention, even if he was only quietly listening. He exuded charm 
and charisma; it was impossible to resist him.  

 Earl was born with the century, my grandmother’s first 

son. If you pick up an Oklahoma University yearbook for the early 
1920s you see his picture all through it; for some reason he 

was known as “Yoni,” the football superstar. When I attended 
school there some forty years later a few of my professors still 

remembered hearing of him. His college roommate was later 

elected Senator; when Yoni died, the Senator dropped every-
thing in Washington and flew to Oklahoma City to serve as pall-

bearer at the funeral.  
 Earl inherited his charm from his father 

and also his father’s alcoholism; from his 

mother, he was dealt the strength of charac-
ter to beat his drinking problem long before 

it was considered a disease. Yoni just quit 
drinking through sheer force of will. He 

wrote his mother--my grandmother--daily, 

and visited her once a week. You couldn’t 
help but know when Earl hit the door and 

bounded up the stairs two at a time to see 
his “little mother.” Grandma lit up when he 

visited and the kids gathered around to hear 

his stories and his booming laugh.  
 During the war, Earl served in Italy and 

France and Germany with the 45th Division. 
It’s well-known that war can bind men closer 

than any blood relationship; like so many oth-

ers, Yoni and his buddy dreamed of return-
ing to peaceful Oklahoma and starting a busi-

ness together. Unlike others, though, Yoni 
turned dreams into plans and hammered 

the plans into reality. After the war, he and 

his army buddy settled in tiny Prague, Okla-
homa. They built a service station --Yoni ran 

the station and served the customers while the buddy did the 
mechanic work. They married and started raising families and 

built houses next door to each other. They remained closer 

than most brothers. Their business prospered, and of course, 
Yoni became a vital part of the community with a column in the 

newspaper and friends all over the state. Like so many men 
who saw so much during the war, they remained satisfied and 

happy with their quiet, backwater lives.  

 In 1954, when I was just a little girl and medical science 
was in its infancy when it came to cancer research, Yoni’s 

buddy was diagnosed with leukemia. Nothing to be done. Termi-
nal. It was long and very, very hard. Took over a year. At the end, 

only Yoni and his buddy’s wife could bear to even go into the 

hospital room. Yoni broke all the rules and gave more blood 
than he ever should have and buttonholed all his friends in Pra-

gue, Oklahoma City, and the rest of the state for more blood. Of 
course, to no avail. Yoni’s friend died a pauper, having spent all 

the money he had saved from the business for his children’s 

education and for his old age on palliative medical care. His wife 
was left with only enough to bury him. Yoni had lost his right 

arm. But, of course, you don’t have any other choice but to go 
on. Yoni hired a mechanic, bought out the widow, did what he 

could for the kids and hoped for a better future.  

 Then, a few months later, Yoni started feeling poorly. And 

suspicious. He didn’t say anything to anyone--just quietly went in 
for some blood tests. He got the results back on December 26, 

1955. Leukemia. The same kind that killed his buddy. The doc-
tors were baffled--had Yoni given too much blood? Was that 

type of leukemia, perhaps, contagious? Did he and his buddy 

run into some mysterious toxin during the war? What could 
possibly cause two healthy men to die of the same disease 

within a year of each other? Now it is known that the type of 
leukemia that killed Yoni and his partner is triggered by petro-

leum distillates but, at that time, it was a fearful mystery.  

 Yoni thought about the future and what it held for himself 
and his family. He stared at reality and reality blinked.  

 Earl went to the University of Oklahoma Medical School 
and presented himself to the cancer re-

searchers. He explained his situation and 

stated that he was well aware of what was to 
come. He rejected a passive role. He volun-

teered himself as a research subject. He 
asked them if there was anything, anything at 

all that they would like to know about leuke-

mia. He would be glad to help--on two condi-
tions. Those were that they not charge him 

for his care and that no effort be made to 
keep him alive. 

 One of the researchers had long 

wanted to know how cancer cells would react 
to radiation but knew what would happen to a 

subject who was irradiated, so had not been 
able to try the experiment. Earl volunteered 

to deliver a radiation source to the cancer-

ous cells to study the effect of radiation on 
leukemia. Of course, it took a while to con-

vince them that he was serious and he had 
to sign a ream of releases, but he got them 

to agree to his plan. Earl could talk anybody 

into anything. 
 He had to convince his wife and chil-

dren; again, though, he prevailed. I have a clear memory of the 
occasion of his talk with his mother and how brave she was 

when he said goodbye; she knew she would never see him 

again. He forbade her to visit him in the hospital. He knew how 
bad it was going to be. She didn’t cry until his foot hit the front 

porch. 
 He checked himself into University Hospital in January, 

1956. After a battery of tests, one afternoon the researcher 

mixed a highball for himself and an “atomic cocktail” for Earl--a 
drink made with radioactive cobalt. Later the doctor shook his 

head in disbelief when he described how Earl discussed OU’s 
football prospects as he quietly sipped his drink.  

 Of course, it was horrible. Earl died of radiation sickness, 

but it only took five days. Somewhere there’s a study of what 
happens to leukemic cells when radiation is delivered through 

the stomach to the bloodstream. God knows if it did any good in 
the scheme of cancer research, but it gave Yoni some control 

over his fate and made him feel that he was contributing.  

 I was only a little girl when he died; his was the first death I 
experienced. He taught me more about life and death than any-

one else ever likely will. Earl was larger than life and even bigger 
than death. 

 



6 

                 Promise by Jeanell Bolton                                             Ocean’s sleep by Carol MacDonald Menchu 

 Somewhere in the world, a child is crying 

 Somewhere in the world, the sky is gray 
 Somewhere in the world, a dream is dying 

 Ground to the dust, and swept away 
  

 Somewhere in the world, a child is singing 

 Somewhere in the world, the sky is blue 
 Somewhere in the world, the bells are ringing 

 For life is hope, and God is true 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 Symphony by Pat McNeely 

 
 The whole universe moves in rhythm – 

 

 Choreographed planets do a stately dance thru space 
 comets trail bright colored scarves 

 of fire across the vaulted sky. 
 Amid stars spinning swiftly ‘round 

 

 Clouds do light pirouettes twixt earth and sun, 
 sending silvered rain spangling to the world below 

 flashing their pulsing random patterns  

 to the whisp’pring roll of the might sea. 

 

 Mountains haloed with sparkling, shining snow and ice  

 reach hoary heads heavenward, stretch below 
 where green trees ruffling, bow 

 to the chorus of singing winds and breezes, 
 change the colors of their leaves ere they fall 

 to earth’s turning, rocking, seasoned stage. 

 

 Hearts of men beat thrum-thrum like drums  

 in measured time, wooing all of life. 

 God orchestrates His symphony 
 of Earth and Sun and Sky. 
 

 All the universe moves rhythmically 
 to create rhyme and music 

 to sing the words and notes 
  on pages of living  

  thru the poet’s pen. 

 
 

 
 

 

Silly Poem by Spike Mulligan 

 
 Said Hamlet to Ophelia, 

 I’ll draw a sketch of thee, 

 What kind of pencil shall I use? 
 2B or not 2B? 

 

   I lay abed relaxed between awake and sleep . . . 

   the sound of ocean waves, my night music. 
   And I felt myself rise  . . . rise and walk out through the door. 
 

   I felt myself rise  . . . rise into the air 
   and fly on outstretched arms, into the Western sky. 
   

   I felt myself walk . . .  walk through sand dunes high and round 
   Until I reached the ocean’s hardened sand. 
 

   I felt the ocean’s cold wind as I walked the water’s edge 
   until I came to an outcrop standing high. 
 

   And climbing to the top I sat—awash in the sound of waves, 
   awash in drops of ocean that fell upon me 

   for what seemed hours  . . . until, chilled, I thought  

 

”I’ll walk on”. 
 

And then I woke in my own 
bed 

in my own room— 
in my own house . . . 

with salt upon my lips. 

 
 

  

   I stand motionless 

   atop a mountain 
   that lives inside of me 

   horizon in my eyes 
   I look beyond the  

       Western sky 

                 and move beyond the narrowness of life 
                                              to the freedom of forever 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

   Death is putting a used body 
   in the Used Body Lemon Orchard 

      Then turning to smile at the Soul 
      Savoring then the memories of  

      Soul’s life 

      Soul’s being 
             Always in the present tense. never in the past 

 
   

   A poem  

   is never finished,    

   only abandoned.  
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My Little Dog by Pat McNeeley (age 7)         Slouching Mother, Hidden Clutter  
                  by Tracey Skeen 

 As I was standing in my garden fair, 

 The sun was shining on  my hair. 
 A little dog came in to play 

     And I asked mother if he might stay. 

 

 The morning of the next day 

 My little dog had run away. 
    I looked for him all around, 

     But he had run away to town 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

Rusty  
by Jenna Champion, honorary 

member 
 

The dog we say "I love you" to. 
The dog that is a Texas Blue. 
 

The day we had to say goodbye. 
The day we said,  

“                    You're gonna fly." 

 

 The day he took off to go and fly. 

 The day he watched us from the bright, blue sky.  

 

 Rusty made the world a happier place, 

 By wearing a smile upon his face. 

 

 The dog we said, "I love you" to. 

 The dog that is a Texas blue. 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

I start the day like any other, 

Coffee sweet, email peek. 
Seeing the features of my mother 

In my actions, in my face. 
 

Donut sweet, email peek. 

Household duties calling loudly; 
Dishes dusty, skillets rusty 

In the sink and on the counter. 
 

Household duties calling louder 

Lurking, surfing, posting, shirking. 

Laundry mountain is a quandary,  
Winter sweater, July’s laundry? 

 

Lurking, surfing, posting, shirking. 
Cobwebs adorning chandelier, 

Dusty shelf, dusty mirror. 
Toys left scattered on the floor. 
 

Cobwebs adorning chandelier 
Coffee cold, forward old,  

Overdue library stack, 

Grimy stove and oven rack. 
 

Soda cold, forward old, 

Time evaporates in cyber space. 
Moldy remains unidentifiable 

On a shelf, behind the milk. 
 

Time evaporates in cyber space. 

Mystery stink, clogged up sinks, 
PBS playing Cyberchase. 

Dinner time?  NO, half past nine! 

 

Mystery stink, clogged up sinks, 

Windows XP drives me insane 

Click is chiming, Letterman rhyming, 
Now it’s time the sandman came. 
 

I end the day like any other 
Slouching mother.  Hidden clutter. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

I am his Highness’ dog at Kew; 
Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are you? 

 

Alexander Pope’s inscription for the collar of a dog that he gave to 

Frederick, Prince of Wales 
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There’s Jews in Texas ? by Debra L. Winegarten   (1/2) 

Second Grade, Part Two © 

 

Being eight years old means walking 

Alone to the Skillern’s Drug Store 
At the Park Forest Shopping Center 

With my weekly allowance quarter 
Searing a hole in my already-sweaty shorts pocket. 
 

I know what I’ll buy—  
The latest Superman or Batman comic book 

Whichever one came in that week 

And doesn’t already live in the pile on my nightstand at home. 

 

With my new Superman comic slipped in the sleek paper bag 

Top carefully folded so my sweaty hands don’t ruin my treasure,  
A grown man stops me on the sidewalk, 

Eyeing my Star of David necklace and asking if I’m Jewish.  

 

When I nod yes, (I’m not supposed to talk to strangers), 

He tells me that’s really too bad for me,  
Because didn’t I know that 

Jews burn in Hell when they die? 

 

Tears falling so hard I could barely see, 

I dropped my weekly treasure and ran home 

To Mom so fast I thought 
I might keel over before I got to her 

And be snatched right down to Hell. 
 

When I told Mom what happened,  

She put both hands on my shoulders, 
Knelt to my height where she could look square in my eyes, 

And in that Dallas drawl of hers, said, 

 

“That’s okay, honey, don’t worry, 

We’re Jewish 

We don’t believe in hell.” 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

Paul Valery (1871 - 1945),   

 

Ambroise-Paul-Toussaint-Jules Valéry (French pro-

nunciation: [pɔl valeʁi]; 30 October 1871 – 20 July 

1945) was a French poet, essayist, and philosopher. His inter-

ests were sufficiently broad that 
he can be classified as a poly-

math. In addition to his poetry 
and fiction (drama and dia-

logues) and aphorisms on art, 

history, letters, music, and cur-
rent events, he also wrote many 

misanthropic diatribes on hu-
man nature. 

On the night of 4 October 1892, during a heavy storm, Paul 

Valéry underwent an existential crisis, an event that made a 
huge impact on his writing career. Eventually, around 1898, he 

quit writing altogether, and, for nearly twenty years, Valery did 
not publish a single word. This hiatus was due, in part, to the 

death of his mentor, Stéphane Mallarmé. When, in 1917, he 

finally broke his 'great silence' with the publication of La Jeune 
Parque; he was forty-six years of age.  

 

This obscure, but sublimely musical, masterpiece, of 512 alex-
andrine lines in rhyming couplets, had taken him four years to 

complete, and it immediately secured his fame. With "Le Ci-
metière marin" and "L'Ebauche d'un serpent," it is often consid-

ered one of the greatest French poems of the twentieth cen-

tury. 

Winner of Poetica Magazine’s 2011 chapbook contest. 
 

Paperback and e-book versions available;  Www.sociosights.com 

Or 
mail check or money order for $13 (includes shipping to:  Debra Winegarten                                                                                                                                 

                                                                                                      1402 Crestwood Road 
                                                                                              Austin TX  78722 

 

512.789.5491—Email:  sociosight@aol.com 

 

Debra is available for public speaking engagements     

http://www.quotationspage.com/quotes/Blaise_Pascal/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wikipedia:IPA_for_French
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poet
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Essayist
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philosopher
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Polymath
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Polymath
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aphorism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/St%C3%A9phane_Mallarm%C3%A9
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alexandrine
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alexandrine
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 They come on soaring wings 

 In answer to my heart's cry 
     Screeing 

 In answer to my heart's beat 
 Silver-grey, white-winged 

 Smoothly soft and sleek 

 Ebon heads, shining eyes, 
 Beaks snatching 

 Sharing bread-bits. 
 Swirling, twirling 

  Low and high 

 Dancing 'gainst blue brilliant 
 White clouded sky 

 Above a restless sea. 
 Hovering, communing, 

 Silent-tongued, wing-whispers 

       "We are brothers, sisters, in the earth -- You and me." 
  I yearn and reach to fly, 

  To fly 
  With thee, with thee 

  Above the ever-restless sea. 

 
 

Emily Dickenson’s poem to self 
 
     I have no life but this, 

     To lead it here; 

     Nor any death, but lest 
     Dispelled from there; 

 
     Nor tie to earths to come, 

     Nor action new, 

     Except through this extent, 
     The realm of you 

 

Wings By Pat Morse McNeeley               Moving Like Water by C.J.Clark 

My typing is horrible,  

what shall I do? 
I finger the keyboard without any clue. 

I practice & practice.  How long will this take? 
I just want to quit; my typing at stake! 

I practiced some more,  

and got better as I tried. 
But when I wanted to do great,  

my fingers were tied. 

Typing by Jenna Champion, honorary member age 10 

I saw you once  

In the shadow  
Of a violet cloud 

You smiled 
Then nodded 

Your head was bowed 

Your fingertips touched 
In a delicate embrace 

A complicated sculpture  
Of misunderstood grace. 

I knew you then 

Before shadows grayed 
Before winter crept 

Into sunless days 
When forever seemed 

Formless 

And so far away 
When we dreamed  

Of inventing colors 
Of sculpting raw clay 

It was decades 

Before I saw you again 
Alone in your skin 

Moving like water 
The coolness within 

Your fingertips touched 

The space that had been 
The form of forever 

Forever 
My friend. 

 

Remember 
To check out the 
Writing Smarter 

Workshop 

Information 
On page 3 

 
There is 
Always 

Something new 
To be learned 

http://www.canstockphoto.com/file_view.php?id=7249275
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Special Interest Groups 

Last Writes Critique Group—Full right now, welcomes a 

Waiting List   Meets (usually) at 7 PM, 2nd & 4th Wed. each 
month, at Oaks at Wildwood Clubhouse. Novels in progress, 

varied genres. Membership currently full. Contact: Jmu-

Hall@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 full.  

 

Bard Masters Critique Group The focus of the 

critique group is historical fiction and fantasy. Meeting 

Tuesdays, 6:00 PM at the Georgetown Library.  Currently open 
to a new member with a serious work in progress.  Contact:  

Ross Carnes rosscarnes@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yes-

teryear where we put some novel twists on old sto-
ries.  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 

 

The Coroners, is open to 2 new members. They 

meet Wednesdays at 5:30 p.m. in the stacks at the 

Georgetown Library.  Contact Dave Ciambrone, mystery-

If you are interested in joining/forming a critique group, contact Joan Upton Hall (jmuhall@aol.com)  

                                           or Sylvia Dickey Smith (sds@suddenlink.com) 

Dear Doc  
 

Lately every piece I take to my short story 

group, they tell me it reads like a summary and 
that I should flesh it out with details. Help! If I do 

that it bursts the seams of the short story word 

count. – Anorexic Short Stories 

 

Dear Anorexic, 
While story structure is basic to anything 

from flash fiction to epic novels, some concepts cry out for 
greater complications, numbers of characters, and time span 

than you have room for in a short story. 

In my writing classes I use the children’s fable, “The Three 

Little Pigs” as an example for PLOT STRUCTURE: 

 

Setup & Story Goal: Three pigs want to seek their fortune 

(Select one to be the protagonist) 

Major Obstacle: Wolf threatens their lives (Mother’s warning). 

Complications: (1) All 3 set forth; then establish their places in 

life.  (2) Pig #1 fails; flees to sibling’s house. (3) Pig #2 fails; 
both flee to next sibling’s house. 

Climax: No more places to run! Wolf is knocking at the door. 
Will they succeed or fail? 

Turning Point: Pig #3 (“the sister pig” according to my grand-
daughters ) unites her brothers to outsmart the wolf. 

Conclusion: Together they conquer their evil 
nemesis. 

Denouement: They live happily ever after.  
(*Denouement [pronounced: day-noo-MAH] is 

optional. Some stories leave this to the reader’s 
imagination.) 

But what if your story is more about the angst 
of Sissy Pig (Pig#3) over safety issues and how 

her brothers have always put her down for her 

chicken-hearted ways? What if the issue is about symbolic sur-
vival instead of the physical threat of becoming Wolf Chow? 

Start layering personalities with conflicts. Give each brother—
and maybe even the wolf—goals of their own, and you have sub-

plots. Add a love interest and surprising obstacles, and…well, 

you see what I mean. 
A short story is an art form of its own. If you can isolate a 

single track of the story, make readers care, and then distill it 
until every single word contributes to THE story, you have it. To 

stick with your original metaphor, get rid of the fat while devel-

oping the muscle, and your story will be skinny no more 

 

– Doc Joan 

 --------- 
Have a question to share in this column? Email me at: jmu-

Hall@aol.com with “Ask the Book Doctor” as your subject line. If 
you want to remain anonymous, I’ll address you by whatever 

 

Ask the Book Doctor: Anorexic Writing by Joan Upton Hall 

San Gabriel Writers’ League Workshop 

Saturday, October 6, 2012 — mark your calendar now — 
   Tell your writer friends and wannabes today — 
     More information on Page 3 of this issue of TGW 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.com
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
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  Preston Stone, Owner of Hill Country Bookstore,  

  is giving all members of the San Gabriel Writers’ League a 10% discount on all purchases!   

 
 

SGWL Board 
President 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 
mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

Vice President 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.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 
D J Heinrich 
dj@redbarronconecpts.com 

 

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 

  
 
 

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 

 

Gary Clark 

www.clarkliterary.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  

 

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 

 

Support SGWL 
by 

keeping your dues 
up-to-date 

 

Dues help SGWL 
 

Publish the newsletter 
Stipends for speakers 

Seed money for workshops 
 

mailto:JMUHall@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://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
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/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

CONFUSING WORDS—Shone / Shined 
 

Frequently mixed up depending on whether its past tense is transitive  (has a direct object to receive the 
action) or intransitive (does not have a direct object) 
 
• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Amy shined the silver.  (has a direct object) 

• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – The silver shone from her effort. (no direct object) 
• Shhined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his car to a high polish. (has a direct object) 
 
• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – The moon shone brightly. (no direct object) 
• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his flashlight at the house.  (has a direct object) 
• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – From the window, a mysterious light shone back. (no direct object) 

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” wi ll 

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 at: jmuHall@aol.com. More 

problems like the one above are demystified in the booklet, 50 Writers’ Tips.  
Find a few of them at http://www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm.  

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


