
  

 
 

 
 

 

For The San Gabriel Writers’ League   
www.SGWL.net                                                                                                                                              January 2014 

 

Inside this Issue 

 

2 
Minutes 

Upcoming Meetings 
News 

 

3 
President’s Words  

Yummy Recipes 
 

4 
Amelia Pt 2 . . . 

 

5 
. . . Amelia 

 

6 
The Girl . . . 

 

7 
. . . The Girl 
Poker Game 

 

8 
Irony Can Kill You 

 

9 
Demystifier 

Dues 
 

10 
Adv 
SIGs 

 

11 
Board Members 

Member Websites 
Promote Your Book 
Promote Yourself 

 

12 
Demystifying  

Writers’ Demons 
Meeting  

Information 
 

 By Joan Hall . . . Working with Editors 
 

 Manuscript editors, Janet Kilgore  and Joan Upton Hall, offer to guide 
participants on what to look for in your writing and how to improve it.  
 To participate, bring the best story first page you can write.  
 Your page must be typed double-space and in 12-point Times. 
 
 
 

Speaking of editors . . . 
 

 As you may or may not know,  I have been editing The Gabriel Writer for 
nigh on to ten (yes, 10 !!) years AND this is to advise all of you that this is the 
last year for my reign. 
 I also took on the office of Membership because first and foremost the 
editor of the Newsletter needs to know how to contact everyone and their 
preference for receiving the same. 
 Neither one of these is any more of a job than the doer makes of it. 
 HOWEVER, if any one of you is interested in picking up the reins of these 
two jobs, I will be more than happy to hand them over . . .  AND to give you 
any kinds of help you may want and to leave you to your own devices if you 
don’t want. 
 Membership is easy; you ask for and take in and are the depositor of all 
money collected for SGWL.  This includes dues, ads for newsletter (if we con-
tinue to charge members),  monitoring gmail account for PayPal payments 
and sending info on to Treasurer while editing membership list. 
 Newsletter, for me, takes a few hours over a week to put together and 
gather have-to words from have-to contributors.  Fitting it into the format.  
Printing the hard copies (easily and inexpensively at UPS store), mailing the 
few that must be mailed, and emailing a link to the website PDF that you have 
already sent to Webmaster. 
 Easy. 
 So, Someone, step forward and live the life of an Editor !! 
 Contact: Carol Menchu—512-930-0138 (leave a message) — 
thirdgate@aol.com 

 

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 
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 The SGWL Christmas party was held at the club-
house across the street from Joan Hall’s house. 
 It was well attended. 
 There was an eight-foot table full of books donat-
ed to the Georgetown Blue Santa. 
 A table of munchies and desserts; a table of cas-
seroles and salad filled the tummys of all. 
 Two fun word games gave us all a good laugh. 
 
     
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

February  

March  

April  

May  

June  

December 2013 Minutes 

 
 

 
 
 

THIRDGATE@AOL.COM 
Deadline is  
  ONE WEEK  

after a meeting. 
Contributions are published in the order I receive them.   

Excess is carried over until the next month where they are at head of the proces-
sion. 
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Yummy recipes  
from the Christmas party  

MexiCorn from Janet Kilgore 
 

1 1/2 - 2 lbs. frozen corn 
4 tbsp. oil 
1/2 large onion 
1/2 large green bell pepper 
1/2 large red bell pepper 
Salt and pepper (I used fajita seasoning.) 
 

Heat oil in a large skillet. Dice onion and peppers and 
sauté until half-cooked. 
 

Stir in corn, and cook until just tender. Salt and pep-
per to taste. 
 

Makes a 9x11 casserole full. 

Cucumber, Tomato, and Onion Salad  
from Jane Thompson 

 

Chop one onion,  
Chop one tomato 
Peel one cucumber; drag the tines of a fork down the 
sides for character, then slice 
Combine  
 

Dressing 
2 tbs vinegar 
3 tbs water 
1 tsp salt 
3 tsp sugar 
1 tsp oil 
Dash pepper 
 
 

By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

If you missed our holiday party, you missed a good 
one! Start planning to attend in 2014 so you won't 
miss out on the fun again. 
 

We collected several books for Blue Santa, so many 
that Linda Lipscomb was surprised, and she doesn't 
surprise easily. I'm so proud we were able to make a  
good contribution to Blue Santa. 
 

The food was fantastic, so much so I've requested 
everyone send their recipes to Carol Menchu for pub-
lication in the newsletter. It was the perfect mixture 
of healthy and sinful. 
 

We also announced we will have board elections at 

the January meeting. If you have a desire to run for 
one of the positions, please let me know. Everyone is  
welcomed to serve. 
 

Joan Hall and I will provide the program January 2, 
2014. We will talk about how to prepare a manuscript 
for an editor, some easy steps you can take to save 
your editor time and yourself money. Please join us 
for that meeting, even if you're a little hung-over. 
Joan and I will talk softly. 
 

Happy Holidays, 

Holiday Tamales from Marjorie Anderson 
 

- Find an H.E.B. store closest to you 
- Look in the cold section near the Cheeses 
- Pick up (4 inch size) “Mi Comida” Tamales hand-
 wrapped in Corn Husk   (12 to a pack; choice of 
 Refried Pinto Beans, Chicken or Pork) 
-Refrigerate until needed (Freeze, if not to be used  
 within a few days) 
 

Microwave 
- Remove Tamales from package; place on microwave

 able plate 
- Cover Tamales with damped paper towel 
- Microwave for 2-3 minutes (see instructions on 
 package, if needed) 
 

Oven-Heat (without the damp paper towel!) 
- Use Oven pan/dish; line with foil paper 
- Cover pan/dish with foil paper 
- Heat Oven to 350% 
- Heat Tamales for 5-7 minutes  
 
Note: Tamales may also be steamed heated!!?? 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=o6H1W1wqSy5A_M&tbnid=MDXW8v4oqD6x0M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.dreamstime.com%2Fillustration%2Fcook.html&ei=P3yvUuvLD-Gp2gX8r4DYCQ&bvm=bv.57967247,d.b2I&psig=AFQ
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Amelia Part II continued — by S. Martin Shelton Captain, USNR (ret.) 

 By early 1941 we knew that the United States would soon 
be engulfed in another world war.  The Japanese had occupied 
Manchuria and were waging an intense campaign in China, hav-
ing captured Peiping, Tsingtao, Shanghai, Canton, and the 
Kwangtung Peninsula, then moved inland.  In Europe, the 
“Phony War” was stalemated with both sides facing each other 
from behind their fortifications—the French in their Maginot 
Line and the Germans in their Siegfried Line. However, the naval 
action in the Atlantic was vicious; Germany’s submarine fleet 
was taking a terrible toll on British merchant shipping, and the 
British East Indies cruiser squadron sank the Kriegsmarine’s 
pocket battleship Graf Spee off the coast of Montevideo. 

In 1941, the U.S. Navy was almost blind to what the 
Japanese were doing in Micronesia.   The National Command 
Authority and the Commander-in-Chief, U.S. Fleet, Admiral Ern-
est J. King, put intense pressure on Admiral Alan G. Kirk, Director 
of Naval Intelligence, to get hard intelligence about Japanese 
activities in Micronesia.  We had almost no information on their 
activities, and no collection resources that we could insert.  Be-
cause of the Japanese iron clamp on Micronesia, what intelli-
gence we did get was unverifiable and very old—not the sort of 
information to send to the President.   
 One morning in early March 1941, Admiral Kirk summoned 
me to his office at Naval Intelligence Headquarters in Washing-
ton, D.C.  Here’s an approximation of our conversation: 
 Without ado he snapped, “Commander Thompson, my butt 
is in a sling and the poobahs ‘upstairs’ are beating it.  We need 
hard intelligence on what the Japanese are doing in Micronesia 
and I’m at a loss how to get it.”  He took a long draw on his ever-
present cigar. His eyes followed the exhaled smoke as it drifted 
slowly upward.  

I knew his moods.  He was thinking and did not want to 
be interrupted.  

He looked at me with a quizzical eye and swigged his 
coffee.  “I read your treatise on Amelia Earhart’s trans-Pacific 
flight in 1937.  I was intrigued by your mathematical analysis of 
her fuel consumption.  Well done.”  He pauses for a few sec-
onds, puts his elbows on his desk and leans forward towards me 
with his eyes in that questioning mode of his.  “I read in the sub-
text of your paper that Earhart might have diverted her Electra 
into Japanese Micronesia.  Do you have something I can use?  
Exploit?  Anything hard?” 

“Perhaps, Admiral.”  I shifted forward in my chair and 
looked him straight in the eye. “You’ve seen the questions I’ve 
raised.  There’s something seriously amiss about her flight.  I 
have no firm answers, but I have an inkling as to what hap-
pened.” 

“An inkling?  Not good enough, Commander.  I need 
hard, verifiable intelligence rated A-1 that I can hand to Admiral 
King so he can brief the President. And I need it ASAP or sooner.  
Lieutenant Colonel Pete Ellis’s conclusion in his1920s thesis—
that we’ll be at war with the Japanese in a few years—is on tar-
get.  Reckon you can transmute that inkling into A-1 intelli-

gence?” 
When an Admiral puts on the pressure, you’d best have 

the answer.  “Aye, aye, sir,” I snapped.  “I’ll need… .” 
In his booming voice he interrupted, “I don’t give a 

damn what you need!  Get it.  I’ll have our admin officer cut or-
ders for you that’ll allow you to proceed to wherever you need 
to go ‘as you’ve been verbally instructed’ and with top priority 
air transport.  All expenses authorized.  Your project is classified 
special compartment intelligence, Top Secret, MERCURY.   Shove 
off Commander, and keep me posted.”   

For several weeks I searched the documents at the Li-
brary of Congress and National Archives for any evidence of our 
government or the Navy’s involvement in Amelia Earhart’s last 
flight.  In all these archives’ major or minor subject listings, I 
could not find any mention of it.  I scanned thousands, and thou-
sands of index cards without success.  It was a void.  Finally, as I 
was about to give up searching the National Archives and take 
another search tack, I decided to take one last, repeat look in 
one of their highly-classified vaults.  After a couple of frustrating 
hours I was ready to return to my office when I found a folder 
marked “Fairchild Camera Corporation.”  Inside, the documents 
were marked TOP SECRET LAMBDA.  I withdrew a copy of a paid 
receipt from the Fairchild Camera Corporation for one Fairchild 
KA-17 aerial camera, serial number FC327; a 24-inch Zeiss Planar 
lens, serial number 2385; a 200-foot film magazine, serial num-
ber 184; one Eastman Kodak starburst K-2 filter; and a 200-foot 
packet of nine-inch Kodak Plus X aerial film.   Handwritten on 
this receipt was, “Paid in full by cash.”  The receipt was signed, 
“Sydney J. Kellogg, Jr., Vice President Fairchild Aerial Camera 
Division.”  Below was the notation, “Received in good order.  
Commander Russell James R. MacCleaver, USN, Supply Officer, 
USNAS Alameda.”  The date on this receipt was 11 May 1937. 

Bingo!   The date is right on target, and the photograph-
ic equipment was paid for in cash.   The military never pays cash 
for anything unless the transaction is off the record.  I tried to 
find Commander MacCleaver.  No luck.  The Office of Naval Per-
sonnel reported he was killed in the crash of a patrol plane near 
Midway Island.  In navy parlance the patrol plane was a 
“Consolidated  PBY.” 

Prior to World War II, the Alameda Naval Air Station 
was the base for several seaplane and utility squadrons, but 
there were no aircraft capable of precision, stereo-aerial photog-
raphy stationed there permanently.  In a curious twist that might 
be relevant to any clandestine operations, this station was also 
Pan American World Airways’ terminal for its China Clipper trans
-Pacific operations.   

The intrigue deepens.  Pan American’s China Clipper 
service started in 1937 during the heart of our Great Depression 
and is still flourishing. Pan American gained landing and terminal 
rights at our Naval Air Stations at Alameda, Pearl Harbor, Mid-
way, Wake, Guam, and Subic Bay in the Territory of the Philip-
pines.   From Subic Bay, the Clipper ships flew to Hong Kong, 
which was the terminus of their trans-Pacific route.  
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Continued 
How, I wonder, did Pan American finance this expensive 

operation—purchasing the seaplanes and establishing an exten-
sive network of bases consisting of employees, supplies, struc-
tures, equipment and expect to turn a profit on the income of its 
few high-fare passengers and mail contracts?  A plausible an-
swer is that it did not.  Accordingly, the reasonable explanation 
is that our government financed Pan American’s China Clipper 
operations.  President Roosevelt probably reasoned that funding 
twelve Boeing Airplane Company’s model 314 seaplanes and the 
cost of running this operation was in our country’s national in-
terest.   He must have guided secret funding into Pan American 
via Juan Trippe, his close friend and president of the airline.  In a 
classified Executive Order, he ordered the Navy to make their air 
station and the seaplane base at 
Alameda available to Pan Ameri-
can for the hub of their China 
Clipper operations. 

To continue my narra-
tive, with this camera evidence, I 
now had a lead that I needed to 
exploit.  The next day I was in 
Admiral Kirk’s office.   On hearing 
my report, he cracked a small 
smile.  “You’re on to something.  
Follow through and find out what 
this aerial camera has to do with 
Earhart’s flight.”  

“Aye, aye, sir.” 
From this evidence, it 

appeared that some government 
muck-a-muck had tasked the 
Navy to manage whatever clan-
destine aerial-reconnaissance operations were underway.  The 
peacetime Navy would never undertake such a risky venture 
without presidential approval.  We were in a time of tight mili-
tary appropriation budgets, congressional isolationists, and a 
public more interested in surviving the Great Depression than in 
Japanese Micronesia. 

With minimum effort, I found that Amelia Earhart had 
visited the White House on 21 December 1936.  I called the Pres-
ident’s chief-of-staff, Jacob Lew, to arrange an appointment to 
discuss Earhart’s visit. 

“Okay, Commander.  Come by about 10:00 tomorrow 
morning. I’ll set up your clearance and see what I can find.” 

On time, I entered Lew’s office. After the preliminaries, 
he said, “There’s not much except to confirm that Earhart was 
here on 21 December 1936.  Mrs. Roosevelt escorted her into 
the Oval Office at three in the afternoon to meet President Roo-
sevelt.  The President’s steward served pekoe tea, a variety of 
cookies, and square-cut cucumber sandwiches.  The meeting 
adjourned at four o’clock. That’s all there is.” 

Concerned, I asked, “There ought to be more. What did 
they discuss?” 

With a shrug of his shoulders Lew responded, “I don’t 

know.  There’s no record of any discussions.” 
Incredulous that the official record was so deficient, I 

spouted, “That doesn’t make sense.  White House records are 
always completely detailed.  There has to be more.”   

“Perhaps, but there’s nothing more in the official rec-
ord.” 

“What about unofficial records?” I cracked with a touch 
of anger. 

Trying to smooth troubled waters, Lew offered, 
“Commander, there are no unofficial records about Mrs. Ear-
hart’s visit.” 

Defeated, I rose to leave.  As a last-gasp query, I asked,  
“Was anyone else present?” 

“There is an ink notation, ‘Other guests were present.’” 
“What guests?  What 
were their names?” 
“Commander, I’ve told 
you everything that’s in 
the record.  I cannot help 
you further.” 
I rose and thanked him 
for his cooperation. 
In somewhat a quizzical 
daze, I returned to my 
office and discussed the 
White House visit with my 
intelligence yeoman, a 
bright young man from 
Mule Shoe, Texas.  “There 
were others in that 
meeting with Earhart.  
Who?  Why?”  I propped 
my feet on the desk, 
leaned back in my chair, 

closed my eyes, and let my mind wander.  “We can crack this 
mystery of ‘others guests were present’ with logic and hard 
work.  First, let’s prepare a list of possible candidates and then 
find out where they were at 1500 on 21 December 1936.” 

Finding out who attended the Earhart meeting was rela-
tively easy with our three-pronged probe.  On each targeted 
person, we had his secretary or an aide, check the person’s daily 
calendar. If we drew a blank, we got copies of their daily auto-
mobile-trip records.  Lastly, we checked the White House’s gate 
log.  Two weeks later, we had a list of the most likely candi-
dates—most were confirmed one hundred percent and the oth-
ers ninety-five percent confirmed.  They were senior officers in 
the Navy, State, and War Department, the director of the Civil 
Aeronautics Board, and the president of Pan American World 
Airways.  No need to name these folks now, I’ll discuss them in 
my concluding section. 

 
To be continued . . . . 
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The Girl in the Swirly Skirt . . .  By Jeanell Bolton  

There she was again, his Christmas angel, the same girl he’d 
seen yesterday and the day before.  A real hottie--slender but 
curvy, with a cloud of shoulder-length dark hair.  Today she was 
wearing a red dress with a skirt that swirled around her like 
dancing flame.   

Rem watched the girl’s progress down the center of the mall
--probably doing some last minute shopping before an evening 
of holiday partying. 

His own Christmas Eve was going to be spent alone. This 
was his first year in grad school, his family lived half a continent 
away, and he hadn’t socialized much. In the long run, he knew 
the A’s were worth it, but right now all he could think of was the 
pretty girl in the swirly skirt. 

He checked his watch.  Another half hour and his temp job 
selling t-shirts would be history. Some of the other carts had 
already closed, but he was keeping Treasure 
Chest open till the last minute. The mall 
management sent mystery shoppers around 
who could write him up for leaving early. 

Rem touched the two gold buttons 
pinned to the rim of his Santa hat. The third 
button, the one that would have given him 
a bonus, had eluded him.  One never knew 
who the mystery shoppers were, but Rem 
was pretty sure his third one had been the 
guy who lectured him yesterday about the 
wages paid to garment workers.   

“Garment salesmen aren’t paid much 
either!” he’d finally told the man, who’d 
stormed off in a huff.  

Rem took a few minutes to straighten his stock in prepara-
tion for closing.  Suddenly, there she was, right in front of him, 
the girl in the swirly skirt.  He waited a couple of minutes, then 
approached her with a friendly smile.  “Looking for something 
special for tomorrow?” 

 She didn’t even glance at him.  So much for his fatal charm.   
“I need a T-shirt for my thirteen-year-old brother,” the girl 

said, pulling an orange shirt out from the bottom of a pile Rem 
had just straightened.  She glared at the shirt, sneered, then 
stuffed it back into the wrong display. “Don’t you have, like, any-
thing decent here?” 

“Uh, what size does your brother wear?”    
 “Medium, of course!  He’s just thirteen!” she answered, 

her dark eyes flashing. “Don’t they give you people any training 
at all?”  

 Rem told himself to stay calm and professional.  Maybe 
Angel had had a bad day.  “What are his interests—sports, com-
puter games, skateboarding?”   

 The girl looked at him like he was crazy. “What does that 
matter?” 

  “Because then I might be able to find something that 
would work for you.” 

 She rolled her eyes upward as though trying to locate pa-

tience. “He’s into soccer. He lives and breathes soccer.” 
 “Let’s see what we have.” He walked the girl around to the 

other side of the cart and presented a shirt for her inspection. 
 “No, no,” she complained.  “It has to be orange.” 

 “Here’s an orange one that has a soccer ball on the front.”   
 She grimaced.  “I don’t like that one.  How about the one 

with the soccer player on it?  Do you have that one in orange?” 
 “No ma’am, I’m sorry.  We’re out of the orange shirt in that 

design.  Maybe after Christmas.” 
  She glared at him.  “That would be a little late, wouldn’t 

it?” 
 “Maybe your brother would like a cap,” he suggested, try-
ing to save the sale. “We have several designs available.”   
 “No, I don’t think so.”  She gave him a contemptuous snort, 
stuck her cute little nose in the air and walked away, her red 

skirt swirling around her. 
 Rem blew out his breath.  Nasty cus-
tomers were part of the job, but pretty girls 
should act pretty too.  What a disappoint-
ment. His Christmas angel was a devil from 
hell.  
 Three customers later, it was time to 
leave.  He locked up, tucked his hat in his 
pocket, and walked out of the mall into the 
Christmas Eve darkness.   
The weather was a little brisk, but his old 
Chevy was parked close enough to the door 
that he didn’t need a jacket. He unlocked the 
door and slid in, turned the key, lost the en-
gine, then tried again.  

 And again.  
Finally he got out and raised the hood. Maybe the poor 

thing had died of old age. A sudden breeze hit him and he shiv-
ered 

Reaching into his pocket, he realized his cell phone was still 
sitting on the kitchen counter in his apartment. There wouldn’t 
have been anyone to call anyway.  It looked like he going to be 
spending Christmas Eve huddled in his broken-down car in the 
mall parking lot.  He’d never felt so lonely in his life.  

A low-slung MX-5 pulled up beside him. 
“Need a ride?’ 
Rem looked up so quickly that he banged his head on the 

open hood.  It was the girl in red again, but this time she was 
smiling.    

“That--that would be great,” he stuttered, rubbing the back 
of his head.  

“It’s the least I can do after giving you such a hard time. I’ll 
just call my mother to tell her what’s going on.” She reached for 
her cell phone and unlocked the passenger door. “Hop in.” 

He crammed himself into the tiny two-seater and buckled 
the seatbelt. 

“Hi, Mom.  It’s me.  I’m taking Remington home so I’ll be a 
little late for dinner.  His car won’t start.” 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=DAFt53DVqh66LM&tbnid=GCtm-3i_ufS-mM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.fotosearch.com%2Fillustration%2Ffull-dress.html&ei=m4WvUqjLKaTu2wWWi4C4CQ&bvm=bv.57967247,d.b2I&ps
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By Jane Thompson. . . Poker Game  

. . . Continued  . . . 

 

She laughed, put the car in gear, and headed out of the lot. 
“Remington Villalobos: tall, blond, chemical engineering major 
with a radiant smile. You were on my list.” 

“Your list?”  
“I’m your third mystery shopper.” She stopped at a light and 

fixed him with her own radiant smile. “I’m Meredith Montano. 
The mall hired my mother’s firm to ride herd on cart employees, 
and she asked me to check you out.  I was really stinky and you 
did a great job. You can have a nice Christmas Eve on that hun-
dred dollar bonus I’m about to give you.  What are your plans?” 

Rem moved his hands in a gesture of futility.  “Nothing, real-
ly.  I’ll just sit around and watch some TV.” 

“You’re going to be alone for Christmas Eve?” Horror was in 
the angel’s voice. 

“Well, yeah.   
“Just a minute.”  Meredith pulled to the curb and got on her 

cell phone again.  “Mom?  Set another place for dinner.”  She 
winked at him.  “I’m bringing someone special home to meet the 
family.”  

 

 Many years ago, during a long hot Dallas summer, I 
had a week’s vacation coming to me and decided the best 
place to go was to the beach. I had no one to go with, so 
thought “What the hell! This is the twentieth century; I’ll 
just go by myself.” 
 So I got out a Texas map and found a beach town I 
had never heard of, and just took off.  
 When I got there, after the usual long, hot, and lone-
some drive, I paid a week’s rent to the motel 
man and headed straight for the beach.    I wad-
ed and swam and looked for shells and did all 
the normal stuff.  
 Then, when I went back to the motel I 
discovered there were no other ladies in resi-
dence. Just some parents with little kids and 
some young men in their twenties. The young 
men kept inviting me to go to the bar with 
them, but I wasn’t interested in men of that 
age (or of any age at that stage of my life, for 
that matter.)  They were just the right age and stage of 
arrogance to consider it a real insult that a 30-ish woman 
would not jump at the chance to be in their presence. 
 For the next few days, I amused myself with the 
beach and the sun, while the guys slept in most of the 
days, staying out most of the nights. We had an uneasy 
truce.  
 At night while they were gone, I read books in my 
room. This worked fine until my third night, when all of 
sudden, in the small hours of the morning, my door was 
shaken with loud pounding and voices yelling at me that I 
had better open the door. This went on for ten to fifteen 
minutes.  
It was during that time that I noted I did not have a tele-
phone in my spare room, and the cell phone had not yet 
been invented. I just lay there, quietly panicked, hoping 

that the lock would hold. 
 It did, they got bored, and eventually I fell into a rest-
less sleep. The next morning, as soon as the sun was up, I 
quickly packed up and got out of there. The first thing I 
did, though, was to go to a filling station and get gas and 
have my oil checked and all that stuff that you used to get 
done for you at gas stations. And this is where we come to 
the high point of my story and the thing that makes it 

worth telling. 
 Remember, it is seven in the morning, in south 
Texas. While waiting for the men to get finished with 
my car, I hear, emanating from a back room, a full-

blown Saturday night poker game. The men are 
speaking in Spanish, but I can hear them all talk-
ing, chips hitting the table, cards being shuffled 
and dealt, ice clinking in glasses: just all the 
sounds you would associate with several men 
engaged in a friendly poker game. 
 I was a little surprised to hear a poker 

game at that time of morning on a weekday, so being curi-
ous, I quietly sneaked to the back room and stuck my head 
around the corner. And there was not a soul in the room! I 
had to re-orient myself to realize that all that noise was 
coming from a parrot, who was entertaining himself by 
doing the whole poker game he heard on Saturday. It was 
mind-bogging that a little bird could make all that noise 
and make it sound exactly like a party.  
The station’s owner told me that he did it all the time and 
did have the ability to startle people, but they were mostly 
used to him. They just laughed when they saw the looks 
on stranger’s faces. 
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Irony Can Kill You . . . By Jane Thompson  
 

 Going over to Aunt Pauline’s house was never a fun 
thing. She was a good cook, but not a playful person. 
When you entered her house, it was like stepping into a 
church. My grandmother had raised all her children to be 
good Catholics, but even she thought Pauline had taken it 
to extremes. Her whole house was filled with statues of 
the Blessed Mother, and pictures of Jesus and the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus and various Saints. It was enough to make a 
person feel a little uncomfortable. At least you never felt 
like letting your hair down in her house. 
 We went because she was my father’s sister, and my 
grandmother lived with us and she felt an obligation to 
visit. But Aunt Pauline fussed, and that was what drove 
everyone crazy. She was a good woman who worked her 
whole life and had done everything right. She was mar-
ried and had four children; during the ‘30s she and her 

husband gave my father a place to live in Austin so he 
could go to the University of Texas, where he met my 
mother. Later, her husband had a stroke and one of those 
personality changes that made him mean but she put up 
with it and cared for him until he died.  
 After that, she took care of the kids until they were 
on their own and then kept her job at a department store 
to support herself. She always had a job on the side, such 
as selling encyclopedias door to door, but we suspected 
most of her extra money went to charity. She was a frugal 
lady. She was also tiny, with a fringe of fizzy grey hair and 
she always wore simple cotton frocks with sensible shoes. 
 When she had us over for dinner, nothing was ever 
right, it seemed. She would get everything on the table, 
sit down, say Grace, then remember something she had 
forgotten and jump up and run into the kitchen for it. Or 
maybe she’d think the gravy wasn’t warm enough and she 
run into the kitchen and fix it. Sometimes she thought 
Grandma didn’t have enough ice in her drink and she 
would have to get her more. It seemed like our hostess 
was a jack-in-the-box who couldn’t sit down and have a 
conversation. Everyone’s blood pressure would rise, espe-
cially my father’s, who would argue with her and tell her 
to sit down and eat. All in all, it was not the ideal dinner 
atmosphere. 
 But she loved her nieces and nephews, and went out 
of her way to make sure she got us little gifts. I still have 
special-issue Christmas plates from the department store 
where she worked. She gave me one each year for six 
years. I treasure them. 
 After she retired, she spent more time in church and 
in good works. She continued to drive people crazy but 

everyone knew her heart was in the right place. We all 
appreciated her and knew she cared about us; she just 
wasn’t our fun aunt. 
 She was defiantly independent, and refused to move 
in with her children or go to a nursing home as she got 
older. She did for herself. Bob, her oldest, kept a close eye 
on her and made her call him whenever she left the house 
and then returned. This system worked for years; she was 
only two blocks from church and three from the store, so 
she took care of herself mostly. If she had to go farther 
afield, Bob or my mother took her. 
 Then one night we got what seemed like unbelieva-
ble news. Pauline had called Bob to tell him that she was 
going to the store. When she didn’t call back in a reasona-
ble time, he called her. No answer. So he went over to her 
house and saw emergency vehicles at the corner. He 
knew it was bad news and walked down there—only to 
find that his mother had been run over and killed by man 
in a Mercedes Benz. Such a quiet, modest little woman, 
killed by such a fancy and expensive car. The police theo-
rized that since it was the first day of time change, she 
hadn’t realized how early it would get dark. 
 Her funeral was one of the largest ever held in our 
church. She walked all over the parish, caring for the shut-
in and visiting the sick. More people knew her and cared 
for her than we ever knew.  
 The next day the newspaper ran a story with quotes 
from onlookers stating what a sad state of affairs it was 
when children neglected their parents and allowed them 
to be run over by cars. It made all of us, especially Bob, 
feel bad. But she died being independent, which is what 
she wanted to be, and her death always seemed ironic to 
her relatives. That was the closest she had ever been to a 
Mercedes-Benz 
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Sit/ set  
 

Confusion between these different verbs occurs be-
cause they use the same or similar words in 
different tenses (as does “lie/ lay”). Getting the 
principle parts straight should help. 

 
• To sit means “to lower yourself to a sitting posi-

tion.” It takes no object (in other words, it’s an 
intransitive verb).  

 Principle Parts: sit, sat, sat - “Now I sit in a chair.” 
“Yesterday I sat there.” “I have sat in many 
different chairs.” 

 “When I tell my dog to ‘sit,’ I expect him to also 
‘stay’ until I call him.” 

 
• To set means “to place” and requires an object 

(transitive verb).  
 Principle Parts: set, set, set - “Now I set the plate 

down.” “Yesterday I set it down.” “I have set 
flowers on the table as well.” 

 Also: “He set his story in ancient 
Rome.” (meaning “located”; with “setting” mean-
ing “location”) 

 
Memory tip: Think of it this way. To sit is usually 

something you do with your rear. To set an ob-
ject somewhere is something you do with your 
hands. 

 Then those inanimate objects continue to sit 

 

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

 

Dues are due for 2014 
 

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 AND BE MORE THAN A NAME ON A IST —- Attend the meetings 

 
Pay by 

 

PayPal via www.sgwl.net 

 

Check/cash at the meeting 

 

Mailing check to 
SGWL 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown Tx  78633 

 

Elections in January — be at the meeting and 
Participate !!! 

Volunteer for the Presidency, or Vice Presidency 
Participate !!! 
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Marjorie L Anderson shares her financial exper-

tise and wisdom with today’s teens and their parents by 
helping them learn to make wise money choices that will 
impact their future in her book 

 

The Key —  
Wise Money Choices for Teens 

 

 To fully discover how much the material in this 
book was needed, the Author surveyed 100 mid-
dle and high school students abut a variety of fi-
nancial topics.  The full survey and findings be-
came the basis for the book.  Every teen house-
hold should have a copy of this book!  You may 
purchase her book at  
   Challenge4teens.com; Xlibris.com;   
Amazon.com and Barnesandnoble.com). 

 
 
 
 
 
 

“If you teach your family 
how to live and how to 
manage their finances early 
in life, they will take the 
knowledge with them and, 
in turn, pass it down to their 
children and their children’s 
children.” 
 
 
 

 

Special Interest Groups 

Last Writes Critique Group—Full right now, wel-
comes 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: 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 inter-
ests. 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, iwriteco-
zies@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.  Contact:  
Ross Carnes rosscarnes@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 

 

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, mysterywrit-
er5@msn.com 

If you are interested in joining/forming a critique group,  

 

contact Joan Upton Hall (jmuhall@aol.com) or Sylvia Dickey Smith (sds@suddenlink.com) 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.com
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SGWL Board 
President 
Janet Kilgore,  
512-3317204 
janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com  
 

Vice President 
Program Coordinator 
Joan Hall 
512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

 
 
 
 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
William (Bill) Russeth 
512-868-0062 
williehowie2002@yahoo.com 
 

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

Membership dues $25.00 
Carol Menchu 
181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78628 

Member at Large 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 
mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

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

 
 
 
 

Writers’ Liaison 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

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

  

Website  
Jamie Roton 
pugstory@aol.com 

 

Marjorie Anderson 
Www.challenge4teens.com 

 

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 

 

 
 
Joan Hall:  
www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

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

Sam Holland: 
www.samholland.com 
 
 

Linda B. Johnson 
www.lindabatenjohnson.com 
 
 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.com 

 

Member websites 
 

 
 
 

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 to 

 
Publish the newsletter 

Give Stipends to speakers 
Provide seed money for work-

shops 
 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.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://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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DUES  

ARE  

DUE 

$25.00 / member 

See page 9 . . . 

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


