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Dorothy (D. A.) Featherling 
 

D. A. Featherling writes in multiple genres. Her first mystery, “It Adds Up 

to Murder” (Book 1 – “Murder at the Office” series) was quickly followed 

by her first romantic comedy, “Sauce for the Goose”(Book 1 – “Second 

Time Around” series). Book 2 in that series, “Kissing Frogs,” was recently 

published. A second mystery series, 

“Staged for Murder,” will be out soon. 

Her business years as an adminis-

trator for corporations, state agencies, 

and a university physics research center, 

and as owner of her own home staging 

business make her a perfect candidate to 

write about the lives and loves of a wide 

range of people and professions. 

She has also written numerous 

non-fiction and technical pieces for vari-

ous clients and jobs. D. A. was co-founder 

of the CenTex Chapter of the American Christian Fiction Writers (ACFW) 

and served as its president for several years. She also coordinated the 

first ever national ACFW Conference in St. Louis, Missouri in 2001.  

She lives in Georgetown, Texas and speaks at events for civic groups, 

clubs, churches, and schools throughout Central Texas. 

 Her hobbies include reading, crafts, and spending time with friends 

and family, especially her young grandson. 
 

 
 

Writer’s College   
 

REGISTER AT THE 
GEORGETOWN PUBLIC LIBRARY 

 

See www.sgwl.org’s September issue of TGW 
for more information 
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Call to Order: Janet Kilgore, Pres., called the meet 
     ing to order at 7:00 PM. 
Treasure’s Report: Deferred to October meeting 
Old Business: Writer’s College is underway. It is not  
     too late to register. See the September issue of  
     The Gabriel Writer for the complete schedule.  
New Business: None 
Visitors and New Members: 
     Vicky Greenway, Tina Delbock, Linda Benjamin,   
     Mark Hilton 
Brags and Announcements:   

    Jeanell Bolton received a contract for her 
“salacious and inspirational” story. 

Marty Shelton’s book “St. Catherine’s Crown,” a 
historical thriller, is published. Check out Marty’s 
page and synopsis on Word Press. http://
smartinshelton.wordpress.com/ge on  
Margery received her first royalty check. 
David Ciambrone will be selling and signing, 
“Dangerous Threads”, at the Chisholm Quilt Guild 
Show at Dell Diamond, September 27-28.   

Program:  Linda Larouque presented and discussed  
     “How to bring characters to life.” 
Adjournment: 8:00 p.m. 

Bill Russeth, Secretary 

 

October 2013 Minutes 

Former Member 

Helen Nardecchia, former member tells us: 
I’m sure you’re surprised to hear from me.  Sorry it has taken so 
many months to get in touch, but it seems we are finally settled 
into our new life.  Many ups and downs occurred during the 
change, but my husband and I now realize our move to spring, 
Texas, was a good idea, since we have family so close 
 A happy event happened a few days ago on a Wedneday, 
October 16 when I had a book signing in the Multi-Purpose 
Room here at The Village of Gleanloch Farms but I must share 
with all of you were so much help and guidance to me while I 
was a member and claim bragging rights by letting you know I 

sold 40 books ! 
 I don’t know if I’ve broken any records with SGWL, but 
there are still some customers trying to make up their minds 
about which book to buy. 
 But the “40” are authentic and definitely not stretch even a 
WEE little bit. 
 Best regards to all the members of the League at the next 
meeting!!! 
Member News 
 

Sylvia Dickey Smith has new email address 
SDS@CABLELYNX.COM 

Upcoming Meetings  
January  

February  

March  

April  

May  

June  

July  

August  

September  

October  

November Dorothy Fetherling “The Care and Feeding of Pet Words” 

December Christmas Party 
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President’s Words    
 

Our meetings just keep getting better and better — we had a lot of fun with Linda Lipscomb and each 
other. 
 

Join us November 7 for our monthly meeting with Dorothy Fetherling and  
The Care and Feeding of Pet Words.” 
 

See you there! 

See you there!  Janet Kilgore, Prez 

My Most Prized Possession by William H. Russeth 

It might seem silly to many people, but my 
most prized possession is an old rock. However, it 
is a very special rock, a stone ax found near Killeen, 
Texas. It caught my son-in-law’s eye while hiking 
down a dry riverbed and he picked it up. He had no 
background in archaeology or anthropology, but 
intuitively recognized it as manmade. A few weeks 
later, I spotted the rock in his backyard, discarded 
under a tree. When I picked it up, I was amazed to 
find it fit into my left hand perfectly, 
shaped with subtle curves for my 
thumb and palm to nest comforta-
bly. Clearly flakes were chipped 
away to form a edge was sharp 
edge. It looked exactly like the Axes 
illustrated in Anthropology books 
used in my college courses years 
ago. 

 An archaeologist affirmed that 
the axe was, indeed, a product of pre-Columbian 
Paleo Indians, but that is about all I could find out 

about the relic. The earliest people migrated into 
the Americas between 15,000 and 45,000 years ago 
when the oceans retreated and a land mass formed 
across the Bering Sea. Around eight thousand 
years ago, the glaciers receded and the climate sta-
bilized giving the new comers a chance to thrive, 
foraging plants and hunting and mastodon. It is 
hard to date the axe without stratification. Dating 
is doubly complicated because Native Americans 

never progressed out of the Stone 
Age and knapped arrowheads well 
into the modern era. It is amazing, 
even the mighty Incan and Aztec built 
their great cities without bronze or 
iron. They did not even use the 
wheel. However, the odds are that 
this artifact is thousands of years old. 
The style and shape are very much like 
Paleolithic ones found across Europe 

dating over 100,000 years ago.  

Austin Mystery Writers 
 

Austin Mystery Writers presents a FREE one-day event: Anatomy of a Mystery at BookPeople (6th and 
Lamar) on Saturday, November 9, from 9:30 a.m. to 3:30 p.m. 
Highly-acclaimed mystery novelists Karen MacInerney, Janice Hamrick, and Reavis Wortham will teach 
workshops on how to write crime fiction. 

First 25 attendees receive a FREE Austin Mystery Writers notepad and pen, plus a chance to win 
a FREE AMW tote along with other raffle items including books and more! Each author will conduct a 
mini-workshop and participate in a panel discussion moderated by BookPeople’s crime fiction coordina-
tor Scott Montgomery. 

Here's the link to our Facebook event page. People can even RSVP here and get more infor-
mation. https://www.facebook.com/events/195810233934581/?ref=2&ref_dashboard_filter=calendar 

https://www.facebook.com/events/195810233934581/?ref=2&ref_dashboard_filter=calendar
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Exerpt from Chasing the Sun  by Patric Sanders aka Manfred Reimann 
 

Chapter 6—  
Baltic Seaport Rostock, Mid-April 1966 
 

 A salty breeze blew in from the Baltic Sea, pushing out 
the bone-chilling fog that had crept into the cold Hanseatic 
town overnight. Keeping my head down, I walked through 
the narrow, cobblestone streets, past rows of dilapidated 
houses. They all seemed to scream for a fresh coat of paint. 
Only a few other steps echoed from the gray walls. As I put 
up my jacket collar, I thought about the last few years – the 
Berlin Wall was still standing, but now it was fortified and 
more deadly. There was a mined death strip, automatic 
shooting devices, watch towers bristling with machine guns, 
and the grounds at the Wall were patrolled by teams of at-
tack dogs. The casualty count of people 
trying to flee to the West was mounting.  
 How would it go on? Would I ever 
find a way across the Wall to the West?  
 Along with my closest friends I 
thought only the powerful Americans 
could deter the Russians and their min-
ions in the Communist satellite states. 
But the revered President John F. Kenne-
dy was dead – assassinated. Under Presi-
dent Johnson, America was embroiled in 
the Vietnam War. The GI death toll was 
climbing, and the Berlin Wall no longer 
seemed a priority. Now some Western 
politicians even called the Wall a 
‘stabilizing factor’. The East German pris-
on state appeared secure, everyone was 
under surveillance and kept on a tight 
leash. You never knew who around you 
was snooping as a Spitzel for the Stasi, 
the ever-seeing, ever-hearing and ever-present State Security 
monster. 
 But despite all this, I felt proud I had finished university 
and earned an engineering degree in marine electronics. At 
Stralsund’s Volkswerft shipyard I had gained practical experi-
ence installing and testing electronic navigation systems on 
cargo ships and fishing trawlers. Then, quite unexpectedly, I 
had been drafted. For eighteen months I had served in the 
NVA, the National People’s Army, in a recon-platoon, in 
charge of a secret radar station. Finally, I had found a job I 
really liked with the state-run company Marine Electronic & 
Automation Rostock (MEAR).  
 As I walked through the Rosengarten, the first daffodils 
greeted me, huddled like little suns and radiating from their 
dark beds. I breathed in the air deeply, the sweet fragrance 
and the smell of the warm earth. Increasing my pace through 
the park, I wondered what this day would offer. 
 “Guten Morgen.” I said cheerfully as I came into the 

office. But my two colleagues, Krause and Spiegelberg, ap-
peared busy, staring at open files with sharpened pencils in 
their hands.  
 Not looking up, they mumbled, “Morning”. Weird - usu-
ally they would talk about something, the latest soccer match 
of Dynamo Rostock, the local team, or that the wife finally 
got two pounds of beef roast at the HO-state shop, or about 
an up-coming cycling vacation in the Harz Mountains. What 
was going on? 
 The three marbled Formica-topped work desks were 
arranged in a triangle. A few months ago I had won the coin 
toss. My table faced the window. I would rather look at the 
potted geraniums on the window sill and the blooming chest-
nut tree in the courtyard, than the ‘Hurrah – long live Social-

ism’ paraphernalia adorning the white 
walls. I figured only hypocrites or party 
hacks could stand the array of photos glo-
rifying the dear Communist leaders and 
worker heroes, and the diplomas of prow-
ess in shooting and marching in the para-
military GST association for Sport and 
Technology – let alone the plaques about 
the ‘glorious’ deployments assisting de-
crepit state-owned farms in harvesting 
wheat and potatoes prior to the first 
freeze.  
 Krause cleared his throat and looked 
at me, but he didn’t say anything – the 
creep. He was close to my height, six feet 
and my weight, about 185 pounds, but that 
ended our similarity. My hair was blond 
and in a Beatles-cut, and Krause’s was 
black, oil-slicked and parted on the right. 
My frame was muscular, I liked the out-

doors, hiking and swimming. His body was pear-shaped, 
sporting a considerable marital paunch. But the main differ-
ence – he was a Communist Party member who flaunted his 
‘Bonbon’, the SED-Party member’s pin, on his lapel. And I did-
n’t like the Communist Party – or for that matter, any group 
or organization telling me what I could or could not do.  
 Spiegelberg, the third man in our office, had a crippled 
right arm. He was pushing forty and had already a receding 
brownish hairline. His wrinkly face was dominated by a red 
and blue veined boozer-nose. He always smiled sweet as hon-
ey – the damned hypocrite. 
 No surprise, I didn’t trust either one. 
 As I sank into the chair at my desk, I found an envelope 
addressed to me stuck in the green blotter. It wasn’t sealed. 
The type-written note read:  
Herr Richter, be at my office at 9:30 sharp!  
Unterhausen, Director. 

>>> 
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 It was a few minutes after eight. I stared at the note. 
What did Herr Director Unterhausen want from me? He had 
never called me before. Quite a few people envied me for my 
position, and I’d often wondered why I got the job. I knew my 
technical stuff, but perhaps above all it was my fair knowledge 
of the English language. Very few people in East Germany 
spoke English, and even fewer understood the technical lingo. 
It was quite unusual for a non-communist party member to 
get such a desirable position in the newly formed import/
export group. As ‘International Marine Electronic Liaison Man-
ager’ – what a mouthful! – I dealt with the latest marine elec-
tronic systems from the West, radars, sonars, autopilots and 
VHF-radios. And although I could not travel across the border, 
at least I could telephone and correspond across the Wall. 
Most importantly, I could meet with engineers and salesmen 
visiting from England, the Netherlands, Scandinavia and from 
West-Germany.  
 My watch read 9:28 – time to go. I closed the dictionary 

and put aside the translation for a radar installation proce-

dure. While I got up, I noticed Krause’ and Spiegelberg’s fur-

tive glances. What did they know? 

Chapter 7—  
Rostock—MEAR, director’s office 
 

 Standing at the door of the director’s ante-room, I 
tugged at the hem of my light beige corduroy jacket. Before I 
knocked, I straightened my thin red woolen tie. The ante-room 
was guarded by an older Fraeulein who always looked as if 
she’d just bitten into a lime.  
 She gave me a brief look and picked up the phone. 
“Genosse Direktor, Herr Richter is here.” 
I had to smile, she used the formal Party tone ‘Comrade Direc-
tor’ with her boss.  
 She nodded, put down the phone and pointed to the 
door, which was heavily padded with burgundy colored leath-
er. “Go right in. You are expected.” 
 When I entered the office, the Managing Director, a bald-
ing, corpulent man who always seemed to perspire, stood 
next to his desk. He greeted me tersely. “Morgen, Herr Rich-
ter.” 
 A stranger sat behind the desk. It seemed odd – why was 
director Unterhausen not in his chair? And why did he sound 
as if he’d lost control? 
 I took in the company’s seat of power, a large office with 
a high, coffered ceiling, sheer curtains shielding it from the 
outside. The furniture was standard issue for upper party func-
tionaries – light birch wood with greenish leather upholstery. 
The usual framed certificates adorned the walls, declaring 
Comrade Unterhausen as an outstanding Communist manager 
and party member. Above the desk loomed a large portrait, 
the ugly mug shot of party leader and Chairman Walter Ul-
bricht, complete with goatee, receding hairline, and thick, rim-
less glasses. Mentioning that Ulbricht’s checkered past includ-

ed pimping and lethal intimidation as a Communist party thug 
would ensure a long, miserable jail term. I despised this man 
wherever I saw him or whenever he opened his mouth with 
his squeaky Saxonian dialect.  
 Director Unterhausen’s voice pulled me from my 
thoughts.  “This gentleman wants to talk to you.” He didn’t 
mention a name but pointed to a pale-faced man whose pierc-
ing gray-green eyes, enlarged through steel-rimmed glasses, 
scanned me intensely.  
 The stranger remained seated in Unterhausen’s comfort-
able leather chair. He nodded briefly toward Unterhausen. 
Without a further word, the director wiped his face with an 
oversized handkerchief, and scurried out of the room.  
Very peculiar. The mystery man lounged in the director’s chair, 
having dismissed Director Unterhausen from his own office. 
Who was this man? My skin crawled and my toes curled.  
Apparently enjoying his moment of power, he grinned, re-
mained seated and didn’t extend his hand. His bald spot, 
fringed by salt and pepper hair reminded me of a friar’s ton-
sure. But surely this man was no placid Benedictine monk.  
 “Herr Richter, let’s say my name is Mueller.” He paused 
before he continued in a menacing, low voice, pronouncing 
every word precisely. “I am with the M - f – S, the Ministry of 
State Security.”  
 My pulse started racing. A man from the feared Stasi - 
Staatssicherheitsdienst, the Red brothers of the Nazi’s Gestapo. 
The name he gave – how original – ‘Mueller’ was the most 
popular German name, filling umpteen pages in every phone 
book. While my brain spun like a gyro, sweat built up on my 
hands and my neck.  
 What do they want from me? What could the Stasi have 
discovered? My ‘forbidden books’ – George Orwell’s ‘Animal 
Farm’ or ‘1984’ - Aldous Huxley’s ‘Brave New World’ or the 
James Bond thrillers? But I kept them well hidden. Possession 
of these books was an offense against the State worth serious 
jail time, five to ten years.  
 I gazed at the man clad in an olive-green jacket, gray shirt 
and green spotted tie. I tried to read him, but his expression 
was set in stone.  
 Awkwardly, Mueller fished a cigarette from his breast 
pocket. Staring at me, he kept it dangling from his lips. Finally, 
he lit it with a match. “Why don’t you sit down, Herr Richter.” 
He pointed to the chair in front of the desk. “Make yourself 
com - for - ta -ble.” 
 I sat down, and for support and distance I pushed my 
body against the wooden back of the chair.  
 “Herr Richter, we think…,” He blew smoke straight to-
ward my face. It smelled like burning old socks, Russian Pa-
pirosh tobacco. He slurred, “We think you can help us – and 
thus aid the cause of Socialism.”  His voice turned sharp. “Isn’t 
that what YOU, as a good citizen of the GDR want to do?” His 
words sliced through me like a razor blade through soft 
cheese. “What YOU want to do with all your heart?” 
 I hesitated, stared at the framed Ulbricht visage above  

>>> 
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Mueller’s head and collected my thoughts. Be careful. Wolf, be 
very careful. Don’t give this bastard any opening.  
 What I want to do with all my heart – this jerk must be 
kidding. I didn’t like the Party. I detested the Communist sys-
tem of East Germany. Above all, I hated the fact that since 
August 13 1961 they had kept us, the people, hostage behind 
the Wall. Dozens who only wanted to be free, who wanted to 
leave the iron cage and see the world, had been butchered. By 
orders from the Party leadership. Hundreds had been mowed 
down under a hail of bullets, or blown to bits by hidden mines 
in the Todesstreifen, the death strip. What I wanted to do with 
all my heart – was to run, escape from this damn prison State.  
 Coughing from the smoke of the harsh Russian tobacco 
still lingering around me, I said, “Sure, I want to do the best 
job here. I want to make the company successful and enhance 
the ¼.” Mueller interrupted, “Verflucht, Herr Richter, don’t 
play a stupid game with me. I’m not talking about your work 
and the company.” His gray-green eyes bored into me. He 
leaned forward and used his bony hand covered with liver 
spots to drive home his message. “I’m talking about YOU help-
ing us – the Ministry of State Security, the ‘sword and shield’ 
of our Republic.” His voice turned accommodating, “And by 
doing so, of course, advancing your own career.” 
 “What do you mean?” I tried to gain some time. I had to 
think, every word counted.  
 “Oh, come now, Herr Richter, we need information. As 
you should know, the enemy of the State never sleeps. We 
know you’re an intelligent fellow; do I really have to spell it 
out for you?” Mueller glared at me with the eyes of someone 
who had observed and dissected scores of people. “We need 
to know what your colleagues and your friends talk about. 
What comments they make about our leaders, the Party and 
about political events? What books they read? Any forbidden 
West German papers or magazines?” He paused, watching me 
intently. As I didn’t respond, he continued, “Which radio sta-
tions do they listen to? Have they special antennas installed on 
the roof or hidden in the attic to pick up West German TV pro-
grams?” He took another deep drag from his cigarette and this 
time exhaled to his side. “And, naturally, we must know what 
the foreigners you meet with think about our Socialist Father-
land. Exactly what they talk about, what questions they ask.” 
 I froze. Shivers ran down my spine. The man wanted me 
to become a lousy Spitzel, a Stasi informer. A spy! I was devas-
tated. Looking down at my folded hands, I clenched my teeth 
and said under my breath, “Niemals – never.” 
 Mueller leaned forward and asked, “Did you say some-
thing?” 
 I just shook my head, defiantly folding my arms across my 
chest. 
 Maybe Mueller felt this had been enough intimidation for 
the first encounter.  
 He raised his right hand. Pointing his finger at me, he 
said, “Herr Richter, I want you to think carefully about what I 
said. Think hard, very hard.” Ominously he added, “You will 
hear from me again, very soon.”  

 With a wave of his hand, he dismissed me. 
 Weak-kneed, I stumbled to the door. As I pulled the door 
handle closed and walked by the old secretary’s desk, she 
asked, “Are you all right, Herr Richter? You look quite pale.” 
 I mumbled, “I’m fine,” and headed for the closest bath-
room down the hall.  
 Verdammt – I was wriggling on the Stasi’s hook like a 
worm. What everybody feared, what I had hoped would never 
happen to me, had finally happened. They had cast their net 
and, all of a sudden, I was entangled.  
 I was alone in the washroom and splashed cold water on 
my face. My image in the mirror looked awful; my eyes were 
dull, without the usual Lebenslust. My God, it had taken less 
than half an hour with this Stasi creep, and now my life felt 
shattered. Fear clutched my neck, and bile came up. I almost 
gagged.  
 Why did they pick me? I was not a Party member, no 
Ueberzeugter, not one convinced of the infallibility of Marxism-
Leninism. I didn’t believe in the inevitable advance of Com-
munism over Capitalism, as paraded continuously by the 
‘Great Brother’, the Soviet Union and their East German min-
ions. But that was their way. Strike unexpectedly. No one was 
safe. Everyone was watching, taking notes, reporting, inform-
ing – spying.  
 And they liked to watch the watchers, have the unobtru-
sive, non-party member, the gray one in the background, rat-
ting on the party members, on the officers in the military, on 
intellectuals and the highly decorated artists. What a rotten 
business. How will life go on for me? How can I cut these en-
snaring ropes?  
 I knew IF – or better WHEN – I say NO to them, I will sure-
ly lose my job. What’s left then, what’s my future? Think, Wolf-
gang, think hard. I breathed in deeply, trying to calm myself. 
 The door opened and a colleague from Central Filing 
came in.  
 “Hallo.” I put on a forced smile, dried my hands, and left.      
 Still shaken, I returned to my desk. My two colleagues 
looked up and asked almost simultaneously, “What did the 
director want from you?”  
 Apparently they had read the director’s message on my 
desk before I came in. They appeared in a new light. Both of 
them must be bloody Stasi informers, Spitzel.  
 I sat down at my desk, opened a file and said casually, 
“Oh, nothing special. Just some questions about the radar 
model I’d built for our military.” 
 I still don’t know how I got through the day. I dove into 
the routine of a technical translation about the placement of 
ship’s radar antennas for maximum reception.  
 When I got home I opened a bottle of Black & White 
scotch – a gift from a visiting Danish engineer. I poured the 
golden liquid into a tumbler, took a swig and put Beethoven’s 
Ninth Symphony on my record player. Listening to Wilhelm 
Furtwaengler directing the Berlin Philharmonic, I slowly got 
plastered.  

>>> 
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Amelia By  S. Martin Shelton, Captain, USNR (ret.) 
Part I continued 

The Lockheed Electra 
The Lockheed Electra model 10A was first flown in 

February 1934. It was an all-metal monoplane, powered by 
two Pratt & Whitney Wasp Junior 450-horsepower engines.  A 
fixed two-bladed propeller was attached to each engine.  Fuel 
capacity was 900 gallons.   The Electra Model A could carry ten 
passengers 700 miles. 

Under the supervision of Paul Mantz, Earhart’s men-
tor, technical advisor, and former lover; and Clarence “Kelly” 
Johnson, an aeronautical engineer at the Lockheed Aircraft 
Manufacturing Company in Burbank, California, engineers 
made several critical modifications to Earhart’s Electra to max-
imize its range for the long-distance flight from Lae, New Guin-
ea, to Howland Island—about 2,230 nautical miles (nm).  To 
increase the Electra’s speed and load-carrying capacity, engi-
neers installed twin Pratt & Whitney Wasp 550-horsepower 
engines.  On the engines were the newly designed Hamilton 
Standard two-bladed, variable-pitch propellers. On average, 
flying at 15,000 feet, the Electra’s cruise ground-speed was 
about 150 nautical miles per hour. 

To boost the Electra’s range, Lockheed added six fuel 
tanks in the wings and six in the fuselage, thus increasing the 
airplane’s fuel capacity to 1,150 gallons.  With skillful fuel man-
agement and by optimizing the pitch of the propellers for min-
imum drag, Earhart could extend the Electra’s range ten to 
fifteen percent, perhaps more.   Because Earhart’s Electra was 
so different from the Model A, Mantz and Kelly dubbed it 
Model 10 E Special. 
  Mantz personally managed the installation of the latest 
cutting-edge electronic technology—for example, an ad-
vanced Western Electric radio receiver and transmitter with an 
International Distress Frequency, and a Bendix radio direction 
finder. These and other modifications made Earhart’s Electra 
10 E a unique aircraft.  Before departing Burbank, Earhart paid 
the Lockheed invoice in crisp, new $1,000 gold-certificate bills.  
That was unusual, because she was continually complaining 
about the shortage of funds.  

Paul Mantz and a few other professional aviators 
knew that Earhart was vastly overconfident about her long-
distance flying skills.  She was a victim of her own ego and her 
husband’s, George Putnam, intense publicity campaigns.  

Moreover, Earhart was only minimally proficient in under-
standing the variables of radio propagation and operations, 
and she adamantly ignored Mantz’s insistence that she signifi-
cantly upgrade her radio skills.  For example, in preparation for 
her around-the-world flight, she refused Mantz’s urgings to 
practice radio protocols with the Itasca.   He also insisted that 
she learn and become proficient in telegraphy—the transmit-
ting and receiving of signals in Morse Code.  She was unwilling 
to learn pleading that she did not have the time.  To save 
weight, she stripped the Electra of the long-range antenna 
that Mantz had installed to transmit Morse Code signals.  Hav-
ing Morse Code capability would have enabled her to transmit 
and receive clear signals over very long distances night and 
day.  As it was, her radio capabilities were severely limited, 
and, I would suggest, this was the primary cause of her failure 
to find Howland. 

 

The Flight 
 The records document that Amelia Earhart lifted off 
her Electra from Lae, New Guinea, at about 1000 hours on 1 
July 1937 for her 2,230 nautical mile flight to Howland Island.  
She was projected to arrive at Howland shortly after dawn the 
following day.  This take-off time is curious.  Why would Ear-
hart time her take-off so that towards the end of her flight she 
would have to find a tiny speck of an island while flying into a 
blinding east-rising sun?   Additionally, the shadows of low 
cumulus clouds on the ocean surface at that hour resemble 
low-lying islands, making her visual search for Howland signifi-
cantly more difficult. (Please see Figure 1.) 

What responsibility does her navigator, Fred Noonan, 
have in this disaster?  We cannot say.  We do know that on 
earlier legs of her flight Earhart, from time to time, had reject-
ed Noonan’s course recommendations, even though he was 
one of the most proficient celestial navigators in the world.  If 
Noonan had made even the slightest miscalculation in a sun or 
star fix or in a navigational computation, the minor error 
would cause significant error at the end of the flight.  For 
many hours Earhart was flying at night and during the critical 
approach to Howland.   Accordingly, Noonan only had the op-
portunity to take a sun-line reading to compute their position 
accurately when the Electra was almost out of fuel.  In the 
2,230-nm over-ocean flight to Howland, there were no visual 
checkpoints.    

 The Electra Model 10E Special’s optimum cruise alti-

 As the ‘Ode to Joy’ rang out, and the choir belted … 
brothers, even risking property and life – let merit be crowned, 
downfall to the breed of liars! …  I repeated the last line 
‘downfall to the breed of liars!’ and collapsed on my bed.  
 During the night I woke up, shivering. The wall next to 
me felt cold and clammy. I thought I was in a Stasi prison 
cell. My tongue was dry and my mouth burned and tasted 
like smoky cow dung.  
 My eyes blinked as I switched on the lamp at my bed 
side.  Thank God – just a bloody nightmare. I staggered to 

the kitchenette and gulped down two glasses of water. I 
prayed that tomorrow would be a better day.   

 
Want more ? ?  Kindle Link 
http://www.amazon.com/Chasing-The-Sun-ebook/dp/

B00BT09JIO/ref=sr_1_fkmr2_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1363182645&sr=8

-1-fkmr2&keywords=chasing+the+sun+patrick+sanders 

http://www.amazon.com/Chasing-The-Sun-ebook/dp/B00BT09JIO/ref=sr_1_fkmr2_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1363182645&sr=8-1-fkmr2&keywords=chasing+the+sun+patrick+sanders
http://www.amazon.com/Chasing-The-Sun-ebook/dp/B00BT09JIO/ref=sr_1_fkmr2_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1363182645&sr=8-1-fkmr2&keywords=chasing+the+sun+patrick+sanders
http://www.amazon.com/Chasing-The-Sun-ebook/dp/B00BT09JIO/ref=sr_1_fkmr2_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1363182645&sr=8-1-fkmr2&keywords=chasing+the+sun+patrick+sanders
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tude was 15,000 feet.  Flying at this altitude without supple-
mental oxygen is dangerous, and Noonan and Earhart might 
have suffered from mild to severe hypoxia—a mental and 
physical debilitation due to lack of oxygen.   We have no evi-
dence that the Electra carried supplemental oxygen. 

One of the most vexing questions about Earhart’s last 
flight is why she was fuel starved on her arrival near Howland?  
At about 0700 local time she broadcast en clair to the Itasca, 
“RUNNING OUT OF GAS ONLY ONE HALF-HOUR LEFT.”   

—- 
This radio transmission is troubling.  I have done some 

simple computations to try to understand this puzzle.  Docu-
mentation shows that the Earhart Electra had 1,150 gallons of 
gasoline on board at take-off from Lae.  Paul Mantz computed 
that the Electra’s fuel consumption was 45 gallons per hour 
flying at 150 nautical miles per hour and at 15,000 feet. Conse-
quently, the Electra had a total flight time of 25.6 hours (1,150 
gallons divided by 45 gallons per hour). Flying at 150 nm per 
hour for 25.6 hours, Earhart’s Electra had a total range of ap-
proximately 3,840 nm (150 nm per hour times 25.6 hours).  If 
she flew the direct great-circle route to Howland, she covered 
only 2,230 nm—approximately 14.9 hours of flight time and 
used about 670 gallons of fuel.  Accordingly, on arrival near 
Howland she should have had 480 gallons of fuel in reserve 
(1,150 gallons minus 670 gallons).  The Electra’s extended 
range using these 480 gallons, with a fuel consumption rate of 
45 gallons per hour, is about 1,600 nm. 

In these computations, I’ve not considered the Elec-
tra’s large gasoline consumption rate on take off and climb 
out, nor Earhart’s expert fuel-management skill and her ma-
nipulation of the variable-pitch propellers to minimize fuel 
consumption at cruising altitude.   These variable factors prob-
ably cancel each other out, so the Electra’s consummation 
rate of 45 gallons per hour on average is reliable.  We must 
also consider that the longer she flew, the more fuel the Elec-
tra consumed—reducing the overall weight of the aircraft, 
and thus requiring less fuel to maintain a constant air speed. 

About six hours into her flight, Earhart sent a mes-
sage to the British radio station at Nauru in the Ellis Islands 
reporting that she was facing a head-wind of about 20 knots.  
(One knot is one nautical mile per hour.)  A head wind of this 
magnitude would reduce her ground speed to about 130 nauti-
cal miles per hour. 

I have mixed thoughts about this message from Ear-
hart.  It could be accurate, because easterly winds are the 
norm in this area in July.  Note well, however,: radioing a false 
position and flight conditions is a classic technique to deceive 
unfriendly ears.  Perhaps this message was a ruse.  We know 
that the Japanese navy was interested in this flight and had 
positioned the Kamoi Maru in the area near Howland.  With-
out doubt, the Japanese carefully monitored all Earhart’s radio 
transmissions from their listening stations throughout Micro-
nesia.  

I’ll consider that Earhart’s message was accurate.  
Accordingly, I’ll compute Earhart’s fuel consumption, range, 
and flight time, using a 20-knot head-wind and a ground speed 

of 130 nm, and assume that such conditions remained con-
stant from a point south of Nauru to Howland.   In the follow-
ing calculations, I posit that Earhart made this radio transmis-
sion south of Nauru, which is about 900 nm northeast of Lae.   
Flying 900 nm at 150 miles per hour would take 6 hours and 
consume 270 gallons of fuel (at 45 gallons per hour).   At the 
time of her radio transmission, Earhart should have had about 
880 gallons of fuel on board. 

At this point, Howland is 1,330 nm to the east.  Flying 
at 130 knots, the flight time from a point south of Nauru to 
Howland was 10.2 hours, and the fuel consumption was 460 
gallons.  

Using the factors in the above scenario, I’ve comput-
ed Earhart’s total flight time and fuel consumption from Lae to 
Howland.   Using 150 nm/hr ground speed from Lae to a point 
south of Nauru, and 130 nm/hr ground speed onward to How-
land, Earhart should have used about 730 gallons (270 gallons  
plus 460 gallons).  Accordingly, on arrival near Howland, she 
had 420 gallons of fuel remaining (1150 gallons minus 730 gal-
lons), or enough fuel remaining to fly an additional 9.3 hours 
or about 1,200 nm. 

Accordingly, if  Earhart had 420 gallons of fuel at arri-
val near Howland, why does the official record state that she 
ran out of fuel and crashed into the sea about 100 miles north-
west of Howland?  From the few radio transmission the Itasca 
received from Earhart, we know that she did not loiter in the 
Howland area for long.  From the time of her “Running out of 
gas” broadcast to her last one was only 63 minutes. 

The official story does not make sense.  The key ques-
tion is, where did Earhart use that generous reserve of fuel?   
Perhaps, after searching for and missing Howland, she turned 
around and headed for the British Ellis Islands.  But this is not 
likely.  She was determined to complete her flight as adver-
tised and to arrive in Oakland on the Fourth of July.  Her repu-
tation demanded it.  Her husband had arranged a stupendous 
reception for her, and she was under tremendous pressure to 
succeed.  

Some researchers contend that the Kamoi Maru 
found the Electra floating in the sea and took Earhart and 
Noonan to Saipan in the Mariana Islands, where she died of 
dysentery and a Japanese officer beheaded Noonan. 

 Others contend that after missing Howland, Earhart 
turned south and crash landed on Gardner Island in the Phoe-
nix Group, about 350 miles south of Howland.  Flying 350 miles 
at 150 knots takes slightly over two hours, she would have 
several hours of fuel reserves. 

Gardner is a deserted atoll completely devoid of fresh 
water.  If Earhart landed on Gardner or on one of the other 
atolls in the Phoenix Group, she and Noonan were castaways.   
Assuming that they survived the crash, they probably died of 
dehydration, dysentery, or perhaps from injuries resulting 
from the crash landing. The USS Colorado’s catapult-launched 
seaplanes searched the Phoenix Group, but photographic in-
terpretation of their hand-held, oblique aerial photography of 
the entire Phoenix Group confirmed no sign of the castaways 
or of the Electra.  We might conclude that the Electra sank off 
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Looking for a person proficient with Apple computers — will trade edit-
ing know-how for technology know-how! 
 

The SGWL Holiday Party Will 
be December 5, 2013 

 
 

GIFTS — everyone bring at least ONE UNWRAPPED 

CHILDREN’S BOOK for the Georgetown Blue Santa  

FOOD — Pot Luck by name as follows: 

 A-G — Casseroles, meat, meat dishes 
 H-L — Vegetable, Salad, bread 
 M-Z — Munchies, Desserts 
 SGWL — Dishes, cutlery, napkins,  
 plates, and drinks 
IF any of you want to bring wine, that’s 
fine—bring enough to share . . . . 

ENTERTAINMENT 
 
 
 
 
 
 

is still in planning stages — 
suggestions welcome 
Contribute @ meeting 

Or to 
thirdgate@aol.com 

WHERE —  30 Wildwood Dr, Georgetown 

Clubhouse at the Oaks at Wildwood 
See map / directions below—* = light 

From I-35: Northbound 
Exit 260 (Hwy 29) 
Left (West) on Hwy 29 to *DB Wood Rd 
Right (North) to *Willliams Drive 
Left to next light 
Right on Wildwood  
(last driveway on left) 

 
 
 

Via Williams Drive 

West 3.6 miles to Wildwood Dr. 
Right on  Wildwood 
(last driveway on left) 
 
 

Via Shell Road 
Hwy 195 to Shell Rd 2.2 miles from I-35 
Left on Shell Rd to Verde Vista 
Right and immediate Left to Wildwood 
Right on first driveway on right) 

Maps available on Google Maps 

the reef.  But again, where did Earhart spend those missing 
nine hours of flight time?  

 
End Part I 

(to be continued) 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=P1ahUkIxcn6vSM&tbnid=tIMWpQ1-rIkC0M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fjeffersontoncommunitycenter.com%2Fai1ec_event%2Fcovered-dishpot-luck-dinner%2F%3Finstance_id%3D&ei=gDp
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=jfqwQheBnku1cM&tbnid=0X3pogdjpj6YgM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.illustrationsof.com%2F1081055-royalty-free-board-game-clipart-illustration&ei=LTtgUu3zJeaD2gW9o4CI
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=0E-ZLdJXsmkoXM&tbnid=kgXUWnMQOi0OYM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.allposters.com%2F-sp%2FSanta-Clause-Flying-Over-City-Posters_i8654703_.htm&ei=GjlgUorqOcfY2QWh3YGQ
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons One at a Time by Joan Upton Hall 

STYLE—A.M. & p.m. with Caps? Periods? 

 
 Style guides differ on whether or not to capitalize this abbreviation, so follow your editor’s preference. 

Otherwise, choose your own style and stick to it at least throughout each story or article. Using periods 
with lowercase letters is usually preferred for the sake of readability (writing a.m. distinguishes ante me-
ridiem from the word am), but periods are often left off with AM or PM, which will not be mistaken for 
any other meaning. (The capitalized abbreviation may use periods or not.) 

 
  Abbreviation for Latin terms: 
  Ante meridiem means “before noon” and post meridiem means “after noon.”  
  Thus the noon hour is neither AM nor PM. It is simply “twelve noon.” 
 Avoid using the term antemeridian, which means “having to do with morning,” and should be properly 

written as one word. 
 
   Take your choice, but be consistent: 
 “We will start at 8:00 a.m. and arrive at twelve noon.” 
 “We will start at 8:00 A.M. and arrive at twelve noon.” 
 “We will start at 8:00 AM and arrive at twelve noon.” 

 

The Key —  
Wise Money Choices 

for Teens 
 To fully discover how much the 
material in this book was need-
ed, the Author surveyed 100 
middle and high school stu-
dents abut a variety of financial 
topics.  The full survey and find-
ings became the basis for the 

book.  Every teen household should have a copy of 
this book!   
 “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.” 

 

You may purchase her book at  
Challenge4teens.com; Xlibris.com;  Amazon.com and 

Barnesandnoble.com).   
 

Wanted Alive !!   Words for  The Gabriel Writer . . . 
800 words per page not including headline and illustration. 

1000 words per page no headline, no illustration. 
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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 

 

 

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 
 

Janet Kilgore 
http://janetkilgore.com 
 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Member websites 
 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.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  

Special Interest Groups 
Last Writes Critique Group—Full right now, wel-
comes a Waiting List   Contact: JmuHall@aol.com 
 

Novel Crafters is Full right now, welcomes a Wait-
ing List   Contact Mary Stafford at  

marylynn@mstafford.net  
 

Quixotic Quills Contact Sharon Lyle, 512-639-1162,  
iwritecozies@gmail.com.   

 

Bard Masters Critique Group Contact:  Ross Carnes  
rosscarnes@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners Contact Randall Best at     
  R_best@3yahoo.com 
 

The Coroners Contact Dave Ciambrone,  
  mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

Life Stories/Memories is Full right now,  
welcomes a Waiting List contact Paul Fronczek at  
  paulfronczek@gmail.com 
 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.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.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://janetkilgore.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.com
mailto:aulfronczek@gmail.com
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    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 

November 7 speaker:  Dorothy (D. A.) Featherling.  See pg 1 
 

Christmas party  December 7, regular meeting time.  See pg 9 
 

Let your budget know  
Due$ are due in January  

 

Back in the good-old-days before you had a choice, I could say:  
No Dues, No News  

 

And while I could still say it, it seems irrelevant with the newslet-
ters online ….  

HOWEVER  
if your name is on the Hard Copy List then I can say  

No Dues, No Hard Copy News !!! 
 

Pay by: 
Cash or Check at the meeting  

PayPal via the SGWL.net website 
Check to SGWL 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown tX 78633 


