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A Dummy Does E-Pub 
By Sylvia Dickey Smith 

Presented by Earl Staggs 

 

A few months ago, I wanted to select some of the short stories I’d had published 

over the years, put them together as a collection, and make it available as an ebook. 

They were good stories and I was proud of every one of them. Every one of them had 
been published, some of them reprinted two and three times. I hated having them 

gather dust on my hard drive. 
 

     I considered querying publishers large and small, but learned they were not inter-

ested in a short story collection from a writer a few miles short of being a household 
name. 
 

     That left self-publishing. In the past, self-publishing meant paying a vanity press a 
few thousand dollars to print a few hundred books for us. No longer. Now, with digi-

tal printing and electronic readers, we can do it all ourselves – at no cost -- through 

Kindle, Smashwords, Lulu, and a few other outfits. 

 

How hard could it be? A lot of writers were doing it with novels, and doing a collec-

tion of short stories wouldn’t be any different. I figured I was as smart as any of 
them.  

 

     It didn’t take long to realize I was a complete dummy.  

 

     But being a dummy has never stopped me from doing anything before. 

 

    So I set myself to the task.  When it was all over, I still had some sanity left, and 

my collection of short stories was available as an ebook as well as a paper and ink 

printed version. 
 

Now I’d like to share with you what I went through, what I had to learn through trial, 

error and do-overs, and how many times I wanted to scream, “What was I thinking?”  

 

I’ll also show you the results, tell you if it was worth what I went through, and if I’d do 

it again. 

 

 

Derringer Award winning author Earl Staggs has 
seen many of his short stories appear in maga-

zines and anthologies. He served as Managing 
Editor of Futures Mystery Magazine and as Presi-

dent of the Short Mystery Fiction Society. His 

novel MEMORY OF A MURDER earned thirteen 
Five Star reviews on Amazon.comand BN.com. 

He is also a regular blogger at: http://
makeminemystery.blogspot.com/ andhttp://

murderousmusings.blogspot.com/  

Earl also writes a regular column called “Write 
Tight” for APOLLO’S LYRE, an online magazine. In 

each issue, he offers suggestions for self-editing your writing to make it tighter. 

 

Email:  earlstaggs@sbcglobal.net   
Website:  http://earlwstaggs.wordpress.com/ 
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The October 6, 2011 meeting of the 

San Gabriel Writers’ League was 

called to order by David Ciambrone. 

President Sam Holland was not able 
to attend. 

Dave welcomed guests Larrine 

Brown and Gary Miller. 

The Treasurer’s Report was given 

by Kayla Marnach. 

New Business: 

Announcements and Successes: 

Joan Hall introduced Wayne Daw-

son who reminded the Membership 
that he will be putting together articles 

(Hill Country Book Review) in Focus on 
Georgetown reviewing local authors. 
The reviews will be published every 

other month in 2012. Joan (Just Vis-
itin’ Old Texas Jails) was featured in the 

October 2011 issue. 

Janet Kilgore bragged about her 

“adopted daughter” Brooklyn James 
who has a second book coming out in 

several weeks (approved November 

1st). It is the first of a trilogy about a 

super-heroine called Vigilare.   

DJ Heinrich announced that he was 

giving a taped presentation Monday 
evening, October 10th, entitled Select-
ing Your Personal Autopilot for Suc-
cess, at the Community Conference 
Room of the Georgetown Parks and 

Recreation Administration Office Build-

ing. He invited everyone to attend.    

Jeanell Bolton has been nominated 
in several more writing contests! She 

will be attending conferences in the 
next couple of weeks to interact with 

agents for her books. There is a top-

notch agent who is presently reviewing 
one of her manuscripts. Jeanell also 

happily announced that her daughter is 

engaged!  

Old Business: 

Christmas Stroll Parade will be held 

Saturday, December 3rd. Volunteers 

are needed to wear festive costumes/

hats, walk, and help promote the 

League (distribute flyers, etc.). Meet at 

approximately 11:30 for noon step-off. 

Share your ideas with Sam Holland or 

coordinator Sharon Lyle. 

“SGWL Day at Square Books” will 
be held December 10th. Books from 

League writers will be displayed in one 
area. Interested authors should con-

tact Sylvia Dickey Smith or David Ciam-

brone. 

The SGWL Christmas Party will be 

held Thursday, December 1, at the 
Berry Creek Country Club. The Board 

has approved the BCCC venue, times, 

and selected the menu. Attendees 
arrive at 6:00 PM for cocktails (one 

free drink of wine or beer included) and 

hors d’oeuvres, followed by dinner 

(roasted turkey, trimmings, and des-

sert) beginning at 6:30 PM. League 

Members who sign up at the Novem-

ber SGWL Meeting will receive $5.00 

off the $25.00 meal price. Party activi-
ties will include an exchange of gift-

wrapped books brought by attendees 

and a “concentration” game that in-
volves remembering and matching 

terms under numbered panels for a 

prize. 

SGWL Poetry Competition 
(Cowboy /Western Theme). The pro-

posed competition in honor of Neil 

Greene has been rescinded. However, 

a decision was made by Board to pur-
chase several cowboy/western poetry 

books, place plaques inside the covers 

in memory of Neil Greene, and donate 
them to the library. It was felt that this 

would have a longer-lasting impact and 

provide an enduring tribute. 

Hill Country Book Festival Writing 

Contest judges needed! Ann Bell an-

nounced that a young author writing 
competition is planned for October 19 

and 22 for elementary students and 

October 20 for high school students. 

The prompt for the writing event is 
“Making Good Choices.” Additional 

judges for the competition are needed. 

Contact Ann Bell. 

Spring Workshop 2012  

(September?) sponsored by SGWL. 
Purpose is to educate existing 

(especially SGWL Members) and aspir-

ing writers in Georgetown/Austin 

area, grow SGWL membership, in-

crease exposure for speakers 
(however, no advertising!), and break 

even or turn a small profit. The Board 
is considering the Georgetown Library 

and other venues. The full-day’s activi-

ties will include a welcome by the 

SGWL’s President, keynote kickoff, and 

two sets of breakout sessions in both 
the morning and the afternoon. Plans 

are to use our own excellent SGWL 
talent, allowing us to qualify our own 

speakers and control the subject mat-

ter. The two tracks will be for existing 
authors (e.g., Finding a Publisher/

Agent; Planning/Research/

Organization/Action!; Writing Snappy 

Dialogue; other) and for aspiring au-
thors (e.g., How to Write Your Mem-

oirs; I want to write a book! Where do I 

begin?; Creative Story Ideas; other). To 
volunteer to assist on the Committee, 

contact Dave Ciambrone or DJ 

Heinrich. 

Officer Nominations for 2012: The 
SGWL elected officer positions include 

President, Vice-President, Treasurer, 

and Secretary. Individuals for remain-

ing positions on the Board are ap-

pointed by the President. The proposed 

slate includes: Kayla Marnach – 

Treasurer; Jaime Roton – Webmis-

tress; Sylvia Dickey Smith – Program 

Coordinator, Carol Menchu – Mem-

bership/Newsletter; DJ Heinrich – 

President; Dave Ciambrone – Vice 

President; Secretary – need Secre-

tary! If you are interested in serving 
your League in the coming year, espe-

cially as Secretary, please contact Sam 

Holland. 

Earl Staggs, Derringer Award-

winning author, will speak at the No-

vember 3rd SGWL Meeting about set-

ting up and selling your own e-books.   

Susan Miller continued Sam Hol-

land’s contest tradition, “Win the 

President’s Stuff,” by giving away one 

of her personal books (More Ghosts of 
Gettysburg by Mark Nesbitt) to lucky 

winner Jane Thompson. 

Carol “Send-me-your-words!” Men-

chu announced that Jason Temujin 

Minor’s first volume Fables for Japan 
is out and available at www.fabl es4ja-

pan.com. Fables for Japan is a beauti-

ful anthology book of fiction, poems, 
sequential stories (comic books), and 

artwork. These are original works cen-

tered around the theme of Japanese 
folklore, fables, and myths. All proceeds 

go the victims of Japan’s March 11th 

earthquake. It is available for only 
$4.95. 

Jeanell Bolton mentioned the 
Writer’s Digest writing competitions. 

Writer’s Digest hosts fiction writing 

contests, poetry writing contests, 

short story contests, screenwriting 
competitions, self-publishing competi-

tions, and more. Their Website 

(http://www.writersdigest.com/) indi-
cates that you could win up to $3,000, 

as well as the opportunity to see your 

name in Writer’s Digest Magazine, 
plus opportunities to meet with editors 

and agents.  

Program: 

Dave Ciambrone introduced guest 

speaker Kaye George, who discussed 
Getting Your Name Out There: Hints 
and Help for Self-Promotion. Kaye is an 

Agatha-nominated short story writer 
and the author of CHOKE: An Imogene 
Duckworthy Mystery, A Patchwork of 
Stories  (a collection of her previously 

published stories), The Bavarian Krist 
Caper, and FIish Tales: The Guppy An-
thology . Kaye serves as President of 

the Guppies chapter of Sisters in 
Crime, reviews for Suspense Maga-

zine, and writes for several newsletters 
and blogs.Respectfully submitted, 

Durwood “DJ” Heinrich, secretary 

Minutes for October 2011 meeting 

http://www.fabl%20es4japan.com
http://www.fabl%20es4japan.com
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 Are YOU Distinct ? ? ? ? by Kaya Marnach 

Webster defines “member” as: A DISTINCT part or element of a whole body 
The definition of “distinct” is:  Clearly perceived, unmistakable, well defined 

 

 …so as a MEMBER of SGWL, YOU are a part of us, but are you DISTINCT? Would we recognize you, know what you 
write, know your recent successes or struggles?  

In the places you spend your time, have you been asked, “How’s your writing going?” “Don’t worry; I’ve been dis-

couraged, too. Do you know what I do when I get discouraged?”  “When are you going to submit your next piece of 

work?” “I just read the greatest article about writing and time management. Would you like a copy of it?” “Would you like 
to meet to discuss your work?” 

When you attend the meetings – THAT’S what you get…the camaraderie of people who know and understand 
what it takes to be a writer, how lonely, frustrating, exciting and exhilarating it can be. Plus each month we have an out-

standing speaker specifically chosen to assist YOU in YOUR writing. 

 

The SGWL Christmas Party will be held Thurs-
day, December 1, at the Berry Creek Country 

Club.  
 
6:00 p.m.: Cocktails and hors 
d’oeurves:  
(one free drink of wine or beer in-
cluded)  
 
6:30 p.m.: Dinner (roasted turkey, 
trimmings, and dessert)Followed by 
Gift Book Exchange, Games, and Con-
versation 
 
 
 

 
League Members who sign up at or by the No-
vember SGWL Meeting will receive $5.00 off 
the $25.00 meal price. Guests are $25.00. 

 
Checks can be mailed to  
SGWL,  
181 Young Ranch Rd,                
Georgetown TX 78633 
 
PayPal through the website accepted 
―be sure to indicate  “Xmas Party”‖ 
 
Cash is always welcome 

 

DIRECTIONS and you can Google “Berry Creek Country Club for map” 

Via Hwy 195 
I-35 to Hwy 195 

Left (North) on 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd) 
Left on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive 

Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge. 

Via Hwy Lakeway Drive 
West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Lakeway Drive 
Right on Lakeway Drive to Hwy to Airport Road 

Left on Airport Road to Berry Creek Drive 

Left on Berry Creek Drive to Country Club on the right just after long right curve.i 

Via Hwy Shell Road 
West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Shell Road. 

Right on Shell Road to Hwy 195. 

Right on Hwy 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd) 
Left on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive 

Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge. 

Via Shell Road Cutoff 
West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Shell Road. 
Right on Shell Road Cutoff to Logan Ranch Rd 

Left on Logan Ranch Rd to LaQuinta Drive 
Left on LaQuinta Dr to Oak Tree Drive to Saw Grass Trail—shortcut 

Right on Saw Grass Trail to Oak Tree Dr 

Oak Tree Dr to Country Club just across the bridge. 
Via Sun City Blvd 

Sun City Blvd to Hwy 195 

South on Hwy 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd) 
Right on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive 

Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge. 
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Story’s Story by Pat Morse McNeely 

 Once upon a time, one of the Author clan gave birth to 

a beautiful baby. With great pride, she named this beautiful 

baby – Story. 
 

Now Story was conceived by the coming together of an 

Idea fertilized by an Imagination that envisioned this Child 

from conception through growth to a complete Publication. 
Winning prizes on the stage of Life and receiving accolades 

from the inhabitants of the planet known as The Readers.  

 

Author fed the baby Story the best she could from the 

Grammar store – carefully controlling the amounts of 
Punctuation, Instransitive Verbs balanced with Transitives, 

Descriptions and more. Story grew and grew, developing 

slowly—some-times rapidly until she had a personality and 
physical beauty that Author believed would startle and 

amaze the Board of Publishers and Booksellers. Of course, 
along the way to Fame and Fortune, Author engaged the 

best of Agents to help Story prepare for the tests she 

would have to pass before the Board. 

 

The day came, and Story stood before Top Agent Bengali, 

who walked around and around her – suggesting a bright 
touch here, an extra curl there, shortening of the finger-

nails with a bit of delicate color, of course, and other 
touches to carefully enhance her appearance.  

 

Author reminded him a time or two that he, Agent, was her 
employee and that he needed to consult with her as to ho 

 

w her child, Story, should appear, speak, sing, dance and 
respond to the Board.  

 

A few arguments occurred along the way, but mostly Au-
thor prevailed. Agent called Author a hard-headed Rebel 

and Difficult. Author agreed that that was true, but this was 

her child, coming from her melding of Idea and Imagination 
to bring about the great Conception, not Agent’s, for Agent 

obviously had produced little or nothing like Story!  

 

At last, Story stood before the Board in all her glory, waiting 

to be reviewed, examined, edited and polished to perfection 
befor the Booksellers put her on display before the Read-

ers.  

 

They had Story sit, stand on her head, parade all her ac-

complishments before them, speak, sing, dance – and on 
and on over many days – in fact for a couple of years!  

 

They began to edit her. 
 

“I think,” said Board Member Number One , “we must make 

her taller and change the color of her hair from ruby red to 

light sapphire. Her eyes should be onyx instead of blue. She 

needs to be thinner…..” 

 

“No, no,” cried Board Member Number Two. “She needs to 

be plumper and more curvy – you know, ala Dolly Parton. 
She is too skinny …” 

 

“Come now, Number One and Number Two,” said Board 
member Number Three. She is too fat – she needs to be 

cut down a bit here and here and here…”  while pointing to 
Story’s Beginning, Middle, and End. “She also has too many 

Descriptions which hurt her personality. We need to see 

what we can do about that.” 

 

“Well maybe she needs more Love Life – We need to 

change how they meet and they must go through more 
crises and conflict before they come together Happily ever 

after.” 

 

The Board members kept arguing among themselves and 

every now and then one of the Board’s Booksellers would 
shake a head and say, “Won’t sell, won’t sell, not sexy 

enough.” 

 

Author tried to be heard in defense of her child, but was 

pushed aside except for and occasional “Don’t you agree, 

Author?” with nobody listening to the answer. 

 

After a long time, the Board turned to Agent and said, “it 

was your job to take care of all these things before you 
brought Story before us, you know.” 

 

Agent protested that he had done his best, but that Author 
did not agree and often became upset over his sugges-

tions. Author interjected that Agent had insisted Story 
could not miss and only needed a little editorial polishing 

here and there – not really changes at all! 

 

“Well,” said the Board, “we like what you have shown us, but 

without our changes…” 

 

“She won’t sell,” added the Booksellers. “We have too many 

Books still on the Shelf now. We need something new and 

different, but she is too new and different. She must be  
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Continued 
changed in so many ways before we can put her on a 

Shelf.” 

 

Everyone was silent. Author was wiping tears from her 

eyes and wondering how she could change the child of her 
brain and heart to fit the Board and Agent’s desires. She 

began to wonder if she really wanted to let them have Story 

after all. 
 

 She looked around for Story, but Story—her Story, was 

gone and there was only a tired and bedraggled child 
where Story had stood. There was no more Story to shine 

before The Readers. She had been pulled and poked and 
changed and re-changed until nothing was left of the meld-

ing of Idea and Imagination.  

 

Author took Story’s hand and led her from the room. 

 

The Board looked up from their consulting to see what they 
had recreated through their peregrinations and found noth-

ing.  

 

The Booksellers were scratching their heads and wonder-

ing where the lovely Story had gone.  

 

It never occurred to them that they—who seldom had an 

Idea actually or virtually and little to no Imagination, had 

created instead too many yardsticks and rules to measure 
Author and Story by. The tales they had accepted sat long 

days on Shelf, waiting to be bought and read and enjoyed, 
but often ending up in the Alley of Boredom since, due to 

the long list of rules and measures, they were all nearly 

exactly alike and the Readers no longer wanted them.  

 

* * * * 

We have been systematically destroying the world of imagi-

nation and creation by constant construction of new rules 

and measures for what is good and what is not in the liter-
ary world, never realizing that that which matters most of 

all – above and beyond exact grammar, precise measure 
of paragraph, page, word and book length – is THE STORY!  

 

Salabiltiy does not really depend upon total ‘egghead’ liter-
acy, but on the Story (as the DaVinci Code Story has 

proven) told in its own individual an inimitable way by an 

author from his Center of Creativity. We have forgotten 
that polishing is not changing what is before us and should 

be done with a delicate and caring touch so as not to 
bruise the heart and soul of a Story. 

What I Must Do Before I Die by Jane Thompson 

GTFE Magazine by Jonathan Bradford, former member 

http://georgetown.texasfunandevents.com/Georgetown/2011/10/08/october-8th-2011/ 

I will be publishing a Friday writer every week. If you 

know anyone, including yourself, who would like to be a part 

of this please let me know.- The format will be for us to pub-
lish 300 words at a time of any piece of work. The piece 

can be longer that 300 words but the rest will be publish 

on subsequent days. (Poems, Short Stories, Excerpts are 
welcome.  

 

I will feature Writers in our Seven Questions Series: The 
Seven Questions Series is where we introduce the commu-
nity to writers and their craft, their passion and their event. 

This is great for anyone who is trying to promote a book, or 

an event.  

 

GTFE is also reviewing books: I have an experienced book 
reviewer on staff who will be reviewing books for our maga-

zine. If you have anyone who is local that would enjoy having 
their book reviewed - we would love to be a part.  

 
I am open to any other ways you feel GTFE Magazine can 

help. I personally feel you guys are doing great work - I want 

to help  

I must witness a Supernova in our galaxy.  

          According to history, one happens about every one hun-
dred years. Except for the one in the Magellan Cloud in the 

southern hemisphere a few years ago, which I don’t count 
because I couldn’t see it, we have not seen one for three 

hundred years.  

     I have never seen a photograph of a supernova from our 
galaxy, and I can only imagine how beautiful it is. Contempo-

raries of the last one report that newspapers could be 
read in the London street by its light. It was considered by 

many to be a portent or an omen, but since we have known 

what one is, science hasn ‘t been able to observe the 
showy blast.  

I’m actually not too worried about science; I just want to 

hang on long enough for me personally to see the bloody 
thing. 
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Concerning Knockturns: 

 

      The favorite past time of all Knockturns is disturbing the 

peace of any late evening or early morning, in enumerable 
ways depending on the preferences of the individual. They 

mimic the patriarch Enoch, their creator, in this activity. 
Enoch was known to the Egyptians by the name Thoth and 

appropriately his symbol was that of a baboon as well as the 

Ibis (a water bird) and the crescent moon. Baboons love to 
greet the rising sun with as much racket as they can pro-

duce. 

 
 

      Today Enoch’s creatures are alive and well and they 

continue their humanitarian work in our modern world. 

There are many stories unfolding around us even as this is 
written. I will continue my translation of the ancient manu-

scripts and also record the stories continually being re-
ported to me. 

                            Yours in faithful accuracy, fun and fantasy,  

                                               Ross H. Carnes, Jr. 
                                 -Myth Keeper and Recycler of Tales 

Thud the Bumper part 1 of 2 
By Ross Carnes 

      The old oak tree in the back yard behind Oliver’s bed-

room grew bent over the house as if guarding it from harm. 
Three hundred and fifty years old, it seemed ancient to the 

modern neighborhood. When it was younger, the Texas hill 
country ran wild with deer and coyotes, but now the paved 

streets of the new sub-division were the domain of only 

cats, dogs and an occasional raccoon.  
     Oliver came to the house, just five years previously, di-

rectly from the hospital where he was born. During the day 
he played under the oak tree, warmed by the spring 

breezes, unconscious of the eyes that watched him. 

      The clock in the kitchen chimed midnight and Oliver 
stirred, awakened by another noise outside his bedroom 

window. He lay wide-eyed as the “thud” was repeated, 
louder and closer to the window pane. From a neighbor’s 

yard a dog barked in response. 

      Oliver got out of bed and crept into the hallway toward 
his parent’s bedroom. He was startled by the “thud” -- 

louder and from right behind him. He quickly ran and 
jumped into the bed between his mom and dad. The sleep-

ing adults groaned and tried to move away from his elbows 

and knees that pierced through the bed covers. His mother 
half-opened her left eye; her right eye shut tight, in a kind of 

wink. 
      “What’s the matter, Oliver?” she asked.  “Why aren’t 

you in your bed?” 

      The boy slipped his head under her pillow and didn’t 
answer.  

      “Come on -- let’s go back to your room,” she said, reluc-
tantly getting out of bed.  She carried the boy back to his 

room and laid him down, pulling the covers up under his 

chin. She sat down beside him. “Now what’s the matter 
with your bed? It’s warm and you have your favorite toys 

with you. What else could a boy need?”  
      Oliver looked away, not wanting to say anything, but his 

mother was insistent.  He mumbled in a soft voice, “There’s 

a monster in the yard.” 
      “What makes you think so?” she asked, smiling. 

      “He makes noise outside. He scares me. Sometimes he 
looks at me through the window,” Oliver said and pointed to 

the window at the far side of his room. 

      “I’m sure it’s just a cat. Now, lie back and you will be 

asleep before you know it.” She started to get up. 
      Oliver begged loudly, “Please, please stay here with me. 

He doesn’t come when you are here.” 
      She lay down beside him for just a moment.  

~*~ 

      In the back yard, Thud the Bumper jumped down from 
the garbage can where he had been banging away. He 

stood up to his full eight-inch height and scanned the area 
for any cat or dog that might be on the prowl. His six hun-

dred years of experience with cats, from old Ireland to Mas-

sachusetts to Texas, made him wary and alert to their 
presence. Dogs weren’t as devious and sly as cats, but 

both remained a constant threat.  
      The full moon shone bright through the branches of the 

old oak and close by, the planet Venus burned like a pure 

white spark. It was time for the monthly meeting of Knock-
turn communities in every part of the world and Thud’s 

tribe was no exception. He made his way to the root portal 
of the Master Host Tree. He whispered the words in a for-

gotten language that allowed him entry. 

      In the dimly lit meeting room, several feet below ground, 
a few early arrivals sat in their usual places on large tree 

roots that wound around the room at differing levels. The 
higher areas were reserved for the oldest and wisest of the 

tribe.  

      The highest chair belonged to Pssst the Whisper. She 
was the presiding elder, a “Brehan” or judge, hatched in the 

year 1010 A.D. in a remote corner of Ireland known as 
Knock in the county of Mayo. In this new country, many 

tribes lived without a Brehan and he felt pride in belonging 

to this one.  
      Thud was hatched in 1414 A.D. near the town of Bal-

lyknockan, Ireland, in the county of Wicklow. He did not feel  
the call to become a Brehan, despite his ancestry and was 

quite content to be an “ovate.”  As an ovate, he could feel 

the future and kept alert to the forces of the trees and 
earth around him. 

      While waiting for the assembly to convene, his thoughts 
drifted into the past, remembering how small this room  
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 Continued  
 

seemed when he first saw it. In October of 1873, it was a 

small hole under thinner roots.  
      He found this tree quite by accident. That summer he 

hitched his way from New Orleans taking any kind of trans-
portation headed westward. He wanted to go far away from 

the southern states, so troubled the Civil War.  He barely 

escaped being burned alive in Atlanta, and New Orleans 
reeled in chaos. There was economic turmoil everywhere 

and violent atrocities resulted from resentment and preju-
dice. Many people longed for a fresh start somewhere, any-

where -- and west was the popular direction. 

      In Dallas he wiggled his way into an old bag made of car-
peting that belonged to a large lady of obvious social status, 

one of the idle rich refugees from New Orleans who, after 
losing most of their family’s land and fortune, made her way 

to any relative that would, or could offer a new home. She 

was traveling by stagecoach to Austin.  
     Bandits held up the stage on the trail and Thud deserted 

her and her baggage after spying a modest, but inviting oak 
tree close by. Thud felt welcomed by the quiet Texas coun-

tryside within sight of the little community of Georgetown.  

     Through the coming years, he watched the town grow. 
Other immigrants came and the generations were born to 

them. Their problems sometimes became his and he did 
what he could to help the town grow healthy and happy: 

which is the reason that Knockturns are in the world.  

     Under the oak, the tribe of Knockturns grew also, not 
getting too involved with individual people, as had all Knock-

turns from the beginning; keeping their existence secret, yet 
guarding the settlement while practicing their favorite sport 

of disturbing the peace of still nights and early mornings.  

      These days, Thud shared a new brick house beside the 
old oak with three other Knockturns. He used to live in the 

hundred year old, wooden house on the other side of the 
tree. The children in that house had all grown and moved 

away, so he too moved into the newer one. It was cooler in 

the summer and warmer in the winter. He slept in the ga-
rage and kept pretty much to himself. In the main part of 

the house lived two Whispers named You-who and Who-
me. They were young, hatched in China in 1829. Thud 

thought them to be immature, silly and useless when it 

came to serious endeavors. Frequently a visitor Scraper 
named Scratch, who was slightly more useful, visited the 

kitchen. Scratch came from Germany. You-who, Who-me 
and Scratch all came to this part of the country with some 

of the first settlers of Georgetown.  

      Pssst the Whisper entered the room and a hush fell 
over the group. Thud sat back and got comfortable. The 

meeting would probably continue until dawn. 

 

~*~ 

      Oliver and his mother awoke to the sound of clanging 
from the kitchen. The boy still lay beside her and he shook 

her arm, “I think Daddy is cooking our breakfast.” 

      She sleepily sat up and turned an ear toward the hall-
way as if to listen for more sounds. “I don’t think so, not to-

day,” she whispered. “He has lots to do at the office.” 
      More noise came from the kitchen, accompanied by 

loud cursing and a door slam. 

      “I think daddy just went to work,” she said. “Want some 
cereal and juice for breakfast?” 

      The two of them inspected the wreckage at the door to 
the dining room. A table was overturned and papers and 

pencils lay everywhere. In the kitchen the refrigerator gaped 

open and a bottle of cola lay shattered on the floor. The 
back door hung slightly ajar and it creaked closed with a 

breeze. Suddenly it burst open again with a bang. Oliver’s 

Dad waved his hands at the two of them. 

      “Get out of my way,” Ron yelled, as he stormed back 
through the room. “I forgot my damn keys!” He grabbed at 

the little bundle of leather and metal on the counter. He 
hurried back through the door and yelled, “I don’t know 

when I will be home.” He was gone, leaving the door wide 

open. 
      Oliver looked at his mom. Her head was down and he 

could not see her face. “Is Daddy mad at us?” he asked. 
      Katie wiped her eyes before she looked at him. “No, no! 

Of course not.” She said. “He’s just in a hurry and doesn’t 

want to be late for work.”  
     She began picking up the mess. It was getting harder for 

her to explain Ron’s outbursts of anger and loud argu-
ments. She knew Oliver was troubled by it all. The boy had 

nightmares more frequently and started sleep-walking in all 

hours of the night. She did not know how to help Oliver un-
derstand what was making his daddy so angry. Even more 

frustrating, she did not know how to help Ron.  

 

~*~ 

      The Knockturn meeting ran long, just as Thud antici-
pated. The tribe was getting far too large for everyone to 

have a chance to be heard. Knockturns loved to talk about 

even the most trivial details of life. Situations arose at every 
meeting now, becoming too much of a burden for one Bre-

han. The tribe should soon divide, but only if another Brehan 
could be found. The community of men grew also, develop-

ing too many problems for even a thousand Knockturns to 

consider. 
      At the moment, Thud’s main concern was for the boy 

and the family living in his house. When the family moved in 
seven years ago, he found them to be relatively easy to live 

with. Then suddenly things changed. There was more noise 

than usual, loud voices, crying at all hours of the day and 
night, slamming doors and breaking glass. From little snips 

of conversations overheard, he had an idea what the basic 
problem was. They had lost their first child, a daughter 

named Amy, in a car-machine accident. It happened almost 

two years before, but the adults were still deeply affected by 
the loss. Thud had no idea how to help them. Recently he 

began to watch Oliver more closely. 
      Clutching his hand-made hammer, he went outside; his 

eyes winced from the early morning light. He heard the  

commotion from the kitchen and saw the car-machine drive 
away, leaving its awful smoke and fumes hanging in the air. 

He was sleepy, but the smell lingered in the garage where 
he made his bed, so he went around the house and peeked 

in the dining room window.  

      Oliver ate his breakfast cereal while his mother sipped a 
cup of coffee. Suddenly Oliver spied Thud in the window. He 

pointed and cried out excitedly. Thud dashed away in a flash, 
much too fast for Katie to have seen him.  

      She smiled. “Now Oliver, you know there are no such 

things as monsters. Maybe it was the neighbor’s cat again.” 
      “No, no! It is a monster!” the boy insisted. 

       “You are worrying me now, son.” Katie hugged him. 
“Why do you think it’s a monster?” 

      Oliver’s eyes widened when he described the creature, 

“It has two big horns and long ears and his legs are furry.” 
The boy stood up and demonstrated. “He walks like this!” 

Taking a few steps he raised a clenched fist in the air. “And I 
think he has a big hammer in his hand.” 

      Katie could not suppress a smile. “Well, I have never 

seen anything like that, but I am sure it is not going to hurt 
you -- so don’t be afraid, okay?” 

      “Okay mommy.”  
~*~   

continued 
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Continued  
   

      The sun shone bright, but the air was cool and breezy 

under the tree. Oliver ran outside, totally occupied with play 
as only young boys can be. Thud sat in a small hole, halfway 

up the main tree trunk and looked down at the boy playing in 

the sandbox. Thud watched deep in contemplation. True to 
his nature, he knocked his hammer on the tree with a soft 

“thunk-thud.” From far back in memory he searched for a 
clue or some similar experience long ago, from which to 

draw a plan of action.  

      He had seen many men deal with all kinds of sorrow and 
tragedy. There had been wars and natural disasters, acci-

dents and diseases, losses of fathers and mothers, broth-
ers and sisters, but none compared to this loss; parents 

losing their young healthy child because of the carelessness 

of another. It was not fair.       
     The mane down the back of his neck suddenly stood up. 

That was it! It was not fair! It made him angry! Finally he 
thought of a way to help this family. He would have to be 

careful and think this through. It would require stepping very 

closely to boundaries put upon Knockturns from their begin-
ning. He needed to get the blessing and cooperation of the 

Brehan, but now he would take the first step. As he 
watched Oliver his conviction was set.  

     Thud hit the tree with his hammer three times loudly. He 

stood up in full view of the boy. “Hello,” he said boldly. 
      Oliver looked around, bewildered that he could not see 

the one speaking. He answered in an unsure voice, “Hi…” 
      “Up here, boy!” Thud said. 

      Oliver looked up, his mouth fell open and his eyes wid-

ened. He stood transfixed for several seconds, trying to 
decide whether to stay or run away. He finally found his 

voice again and repeated, “-- Hi”. 
      “Yes, you said that before,” Thud grinned. “May I come 

down and talk to you?”  Oliver started to back away.  Any 

second he would break into a run toward the house, so 
Thud quickly spoke again, “Or I could talk to you from up 

here, but it would be a lot easier if I could talk to you down 
there.”  

      The boy let out a breath and seemed to relax a bit. “Uh, 

okay.” He knelt down on a little pile of sand, but did not take 
his eyes off of Thud.  

      Nimbly Thud picked his way down the tree trunk. He sat 
down on a large tree root facing the boy. A few moments 

passed while they both took a breath.  

     “I am NOT a monster,” Thud stated matter-of-factly. “I 
watch you every day. I know all about you. Your name is 

Oliver. Your favorite food is spaghetti and hot dogs.” He 

waited for what he said to register. “Is there anything that 

you want to know about me?” 
      Oliver nodded, “Uh huh.” The boy looked from side to 

side, then whispered softly as if he did not want anyone to 
hear. “What’s your name?” 

      Thud smiled at the question and answered in a loud 

voice. “Thud,” he said, then added louder, “The Bumper.”  
      “What’s a Bumper?” Oliver whispered. 

      “I am a Knockturn,” Thud said and noticed the blank look 
in Oliver’s eyes as the boy wrinkled his nose considered the 

meaning of the words.  

     In a calm voice Thud said, “It really doesn’t matter what I 
am. Just remember I am a friend and I am here to help 

you.” 
      “Oh,” Oliver said and nodded as if to show approval. Then 

he immediately asked, “Was that you last night outside my 

window?” 
      “Sorry if I woke you. I was on my way to an important 

meeting,” Thud said. 
      The boy became more comfortable and accepting of the 

fanciful creature sitting in front of him. They eased into a 

conversation. Thud asked questions about the family’s his-
tory and Oliver gave his child’s viewpoint of the events that 

changed everyone’s life so profoundly. The boy remembered 
his sister, but only distantly; almost like a playmate that had 

moved away. Her absence was sometimes explained that 

way and one day they would be reunited with her. 
      Thud asked a question he hoped Oliver could answer, 

“Does your Dad talk about your sister, Amy, very much?” 
      Oliver thought for a moment. “No. He works a lot and 

Mommy says that makes him tired. He gets mad if I ask him 

too many questions about her.” He paused in thought. 
“Maybe he doesn’t remember her as good as Mommy.” 

      “Maybe,” Thud frowned and tried to think of how to ex-
plain to a small boy the complexity of the situation. Oliver 

couldn’t possibly understand his father’s emotions and an-

ger and deep sense of loss. He asked a simpler question: 
“Does your Dad smile when he talks about Amy?” 

      “No, he doesn’t smile,” Oliver said, “Mostly he gets mad 
at me.” 

      “He’s not mad at you, Oliver,” Thud said, shaking his 

head. Then he thought of a simple way to explain it to the 
boy, “He just doesn’t know the right way to remember her. -- 

When he learns the right way to remember her, then you 
will see him smile again.” 

      Oliver’s face suddenly brightened at the possibility. 

“Really? He will smile at me?” He grinned. 

 

~*~ 

Continued next month 
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 "When I was a little boy, they called me a liar, but now that I am grown up, they call me a writer."  

 

Coming Home  by Peggy Lee Snyder 

AT 5:00 P.M. you stop and stand very still, while the Na-

tional Anthem plays on the loud speakers.  It speaks of the 
regimen, the normal, the precision, the dedication to duty, 

the pattern of growing up in a military family and living on a 
military base. 

          My life was filled with sameness, with a simple repeated 

pattern.  Our house looked like a cookie cutter copy of each 
of the houses on either side, of the house across the 

street, down the street and on the next street.  Our house 
was painted plain beige, sometimes with brick, most times 

not. 

     You learned to accept it.  You learned quickly that it was-
n’t the structure, but rather the home you made inside.  

Against the eggshell white of the walls, color was instead 
found in bedspreads and curtains, throw pillows and vari-

ous decorations. Each house on each military base was a 

repeat.  But the sameness was not all bad.  The sameness 
opened wide the door to variety in neighbors and places 

you lived.  Friendships were formed quickly and goodbyes 
came just as quickly. 

      There were many plain beige houses. From my plain 

beige house in Japan, I remember the sights, sounds and 
smells of that oriental wonderland, the bright colors of ki-

monos, the beauty of Tokyo, the children 
in their school uniforms, and the exqui-

site oriental buildings and bridges. 

     From my plain beige house in Santa 
Fe, I saw the beautiful red mountains 

and the cactus.  I learned about Indians 
and their ancient villages built high in 

the mountains. 

     My plain beige house in Rantoul, Illinois showed me corn 
fields, miles and miles of them.  It was there I met Marsha 

Weaver who lived in the plain beige house that abutted 
ours.  I’m still looking for her today. 

     That same beige house in Virginia was fleeting, as was 

my friendship with Ruth; a 6-month stay for a school my 
Dad attended on our way to Tripoli, Libya, North Africa. 

     In North Africa those quarters were next to a mosque, 
next to an Arab village of houses made of tiny pieces of 

cardboard.  I fell in love with the differences, with the cul-

ture, the sand, the camels, and the warm dates that fell 
from the date-palm trees onto the sand.  I fell in love with 

the striking greens and blues of the Mediterranean Sea.  
My thoughts often go back to the startle of the calling to 

prayer in the towers of the mosque late at night, to the 

screams and tongue trills of the Arab woman 3 days and 
nights straight during a funeral.  That beige house took me 

to the beautiful flowers in Germany, the Vatican in Rome, 
huge black scorpions of Morocco.  

     What I thought would be my last plain beige house was 

in San Antonio, Texas where my dad retired.  As with the 

other similar houses, the love of my family inside and the 
vast ethnic variety outside were what was important. My 

family thrived in those plain beige quarters on each military 
base. My immediate family became and remains the life-

long friends our short “tours of duty” did not allow me in 

our travels.  Plain and beige, orderly and neat always made 
me feel safe.  

     Even though it didn’t seem so along the way, I look back 
now and know that those plain beige houses allowed me to 

see more parts of the world and different cultures and 

lifestyles, than most people will ever see in their lifetime.  
Every time I see a turquoise necklace, it reminds me of 

‘home’.  Every time I see anything oriental, I think of ‘home’. 
Every time I bite into a date I think of the beaches in Africa. 

I think of ‘home’. 

      In the summer of 2003, from Dallas, Texas, I met and 

had a long distance relationship with a wonderful man for 

3 years and decided to join him in Maine in the fall of 

2006.   When my Afghan neighbors who live next door to 

me in Maine brought over homemade flat bread, it made 

me think of my plain beige military home overseas. I 

planned on making Maine the perma-

nent home I’d never known.  But the 

greater plan for my life had other ideas. 

     As John and I approached retire-

ment age, our talks strangely turned 
away from Maine and trickled, slowly at 

first, to thoughts of Texas where we 
discovered Sun City.  Then the current 

got stronger and there was no turning back.  John was 

drawn to Texas because he’d had his ―lifelong‖ fill of the 
Maine winters.  He was drawn to Sun City because of all 

the activities.   

     But I was drawn to Sun City because it was like the 

most elegant plain beige military housing base I could ever 

imagine. It was like coming back to the orderly and neat 
that had been my childhood. Although truly not plain, the 

beige homes called out to me offering comfort, familiarity 
and a proper place to finally settle. It offers me a place of 

warmth and peaceful contentment to live out the rest of 

my life. 
     To some the home they grew up in was their world.  To 

me the world I grew up in was my home.  Plain and beige 
opened my life to the rainbow of the world.  Finding George-

town and Sun City is like finding the end of the rainbow.  

     ...and you know what they say about what you find at the 

end of the rainbow.  
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The Williamson County Coroners is a mystery/

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

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

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

Novel Crafters is Full right now, welcomes a Waiting 

List 
Meets every other Thursday on the second floor of the George-
town Library in a private room.  Contact is Mary Stafford at 
marylynn@mstafford.net 

 

Quixotic Quills critique group represents varied interests. 

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

639-1162, iwritecozies@gmail.com.  Currently, we are closed to 
new members.  

 

Bard Masters Critique Group The focus of the cri-

tique group is historical fiction and fantasy. Meeting Tues-

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

tact:  Ross Carnes graphicrex@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yesteryear 

where we put some novel twists on old stories.  Historical 
fiction’s the name, publication’s the fame.  Join us now with 

your work in progress.  We have an opening for one new 

member.  We meet on alternate Mondays at 2:30 in the 
Georgetown Library.  Contact Randall Best at 

R_best@yahoo.com 

 

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

or Sylvia Dickey Smith (sds@suddenlink.com) 

Special Interest Groups 

Who “said” Answer …  Isaac Bashevis Singer  

Singer's first published story won the 

literary competition of the "literarishe 
bletter" and garnered him a reputation 

as a promising talent. A reflection of his 
formative years in "the kitchen of litera-

ture"[2] can be found in many of his later 

works. I. B. Singer published his first 
novel Satan in Goray in installments in 

the literary magazine Globus, which he 
cofounded with his life-long friend, the 

Yiddish poet Aaron Zeitlin in 1935. It 

tells the story of events in 1648 in the village of Goraj 

(close to Biłgoraj), where the Jews of Poland lost a third of 

their population in a cruel uprising by Cossacks, and details 
the effects of the seventeenth-century faraway false mes-

siah Shabbatai Zvi on the local population. Its last chapter 

imitates the style of medieval Yiddish chronicle. With a 
stark depiction of innocence crushed by circumstance, the 

novel appears to foreshadow coming danger. In his later 
work The Slave (1962), Singer returns to the aftermath of 

1648, in a love story between a Jewish man and a Gentile 

woman, where he depicts the traumatized and desperate 
survivors of the historic catastrophe with even deeper un-

derstanding. 

 

In the Corn Maze — see you later . . . 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
- - - - - 

Have a question to share in this column? 

Email me at: jmuHall@aol.com with “Ask the 
Book Doctor” as your subject line. If you 

want to remain anonymous, I’ll address you 
by whatever pseudonym you sign. To see 

previous issues, go to: http://

www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm. Scroll 
past the book covers and click “Ask Doc” 

Q&A’s. 
 

 

 

Ask the Book Doctor:   by Joan Upton Hall 

Upcoming Programs 
 

January 2012—Cindy Weigand- steps to making an independent movie from pre-production to post-production. 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isaac_Bashevis_Singer#cite_note-Telushkin-1#cite_note-Telushkin-1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aaron_Zeitlin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bi%C5%82goraj
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shabbatai_Zvi
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gentile
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Bring your used printer inkjet or laser  
cartridges to the meeting for recycling. 

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

 

Vice President 
Sylvia Dickey Smith 

512-240-5505 
sds@suddenlink.com 
 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
Durwood Heinrich 

512-966-9954  
dj@redbaronconcepts.com  

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

Program Coordinator 
Robert Fears 
512.863.6873 
robertfears@earthlink.net 

 

Membership dues $25.00 
Carol Menchu 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78628 

 

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

 

Member at Large 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 

 

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

 

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

 

Publicity 
Open 
  
 
 

Website  

Jamie Roton 

webmaster@sgwl.net 

 
 

Preston Stone, Owner of  

Hill Country Bookstore, is giving 

all members of the San Gabriel Writers’ 

League a 10% discount on all purchases!   

 
 

To get your discount, take your merchan-

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

Hill Country Bookstore today and flex your discount!   

 

Member websites 
 

Anna M. Bell 
Website: http://

www.annamaebell.com 

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

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

   

Ross Carnes 

http://webstarts.com/

RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 

www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 

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 

 

Helen Nardecchia 
www.helennardecchia.com 

 

Joy Nord: 
www.joynord.com 

  

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

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith: 
www.sylviadickeysmith.com 

   

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

Books by Members 
 

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

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

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

ing information to webmaster@sgwl.net   

   

Here's what we need: 

 

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

• Title of your book, copyright, date, publisher                  

 • ISBN #:                 

 Retail price 

 Genre 

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

• Any awards this book has won? 

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

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

ber to credit these quotes. 

Promote your book 
 

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

 

 

Promote yourself  
 

with an ARTICLE/STORY/POEM 
 in The Gabriel Writer 

 

IMPORTANT:  to figure out how your submission will fit use 
Eurostile font—size 10 for body of article 

Columns are 3 and 1/4 inches wide. 

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

 

Send to SGWL Submission 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown Tx 78633 

Or 
Thirdgate@aol.com 

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

All right / all ready / already 
 

 all right ―adjective or adverb‖ ―old style “alright” for adverb is no longer used) 

 

 “All right, I agree. OR  All right!” ―meaning an emphatic yes‖ 
 “Is this all right?” ―satisfactory, okay‖ 

 “Don’t worry. I’m all right.” ―unhurt, okay‖ 
 “These answers are all right.” ―all correct‖ 

 

Memory tip: Spell “all right” with two l’s and two words all the time. 
 

 all ready (adjective) (all participants or parts prepared) 

 

 “The team members are all ready.” OR  “The parts are all ready to assemble.” 

 

 already (adverb) (previously) 

 

 “The team has already practiced.” OR  “I did that already.” 

 

Memory tip: Which meaning could you substitute: All  prepared or previously? 

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

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

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

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

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

www.JoanUptonHall.com.  

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


