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 Introduction for Sheila Allee, Author and Teacher 

Sheila Allee has been a journalist, a corporate and political speechwriter and the 

executive director of the Writer’s League of Texas.   

She has written three books, her latest titled My Father’s Eyes about her 

friendship with an uncle who had an intellectual disability.  

Sheila’s Uncle Melrose lived for almost 60 years in a state institution and she only 

knew him during the last 10 years of his life. But during that time span, he had a 

big impact on her.  

Meeting and getting to know her Uncle Melrose was a transformational 

experience, and so was writing a book about their relationship. After the book 

was published, Sheila began teaching others how writing can be a healing and 

enriching process.   

Today, she will talk about her writing workshops and about her belief that writing 

isn’t just for people who call themselves writers. It’s a gift for everyone.  

Please welcome Sheila Allee. 



 
  

  



 

Words from the President 

by Don Guerrant 

“What Is Your Character Constellation?” 

In works of fiction involving numerous characters, it can be 

helpful to sketch a chart or “Constellation” of how your characters 

counterbalance one another.  Let me first present an example of a 

Character Constellation followed by an explanation of how they offset 

each other, and finally a discussion of the benefits of the exercise. 

Let’s use Gone With the Wind as an illustration of Character 

Constellation: 

      Melanie 

   Gerald & Ellen O’Hara   Mammy 

 Doc. Meade        Frank 

Kennedy 

Rhett Butler     (Scarlett)   

 Ashley Wilkes 

  India Wilkes      Gerald O’Hara 

(after war) 

   Prissy     Aunt Pity Pat 

      Scarlett 

I charted the characters according to the following psychological 

dynamics.  Rhett Butler, is a excellent judge of character and a realistic 

man of action, covering a romantic’s heart; however, Ashley Wilkes is a 

dreamer adrift in a world of ideas and allows events to control him.  



Melanie is a saint who only sees the best in people and easily sacrifices 

to help others; while Scarlett is a selfish, manipulative, controlling 

sinner who will let nothing stop her from getting her way.  Gerald and 

Ellen O’Hara represent role models of the best of the genteel 

antebellum society; although Gerald loses his mind after the war’s 

devastation and becomes useless.  Mammy is a strong, moral, 

defensive protector who remains faithful despite all Scarlett’s ways; 

while Prissy is the fearful, feckless, and helpless servant.  Doc. Meade 

represents a no nonsense, realist who works tirelessly to serve 

humanity; however, Aunt Pity Pat represents the bumbling, moralistic 

matrons of society who are horrified by Scarlett’s misadventures.  Frank 

Kennedy is a hen-pecked, feckless flunky under Scarlett’s control; while 

India Wilkes (like Rhett) sees what Scarlett is from the beginning and 

opposes her.  And Scarlett—our protagonist—is the hub of the 

constellation responding to all these other characters and their traits in 

her own way. Of course, the great irony of the novel is that Rhett and 

Scarlett are so similar—which Rhett recognizes immediately—but 

Scarlett is forever mooning for Ashley.   

Do you see how a trait has characters on each end like a balancing 

scale?  In a great story the way that the opposing characters react to 

Threat, Events, and Crisis provide rich material to demonstrate human 

strengths and weaknesses.  Psychologically as authors we can show 

selfishness vs. sacrifice; greed vs. giving; embracing evil vs. rejecting evil 

(at great cost), etc.   

After reading a Great novel, you put it down marveling, “Wow!  

I’ve seen it all.”  When you have designed a Character Constellation, it 

elevates your work to a higher level, or even a transcendent plane, so 

that your readers can say, “That’s Awesome!”  Why not grab a pencil 

and paper, and chart your own Character Constellation? 



  



 

 MINUTES OF THE SAN GABRIEL WRITERS LEAGUE 

MEETING ON July 6, 2017 

Minutes of the San Gabriel Writers League 

The Meeting was called to order by Don Guerrant at 7:00. 

Treasurer’s Report—Janet Kilgore reports that we now have $995.20 

Don greeted the guests and welcomed any new members. 

Marty Sheldon reports that he has published three books in the past 
month. 

Program: The Program was given by Donna Bowman, who is a past 
member of the SGWL. 

She says that she started out in writing children’s magazines and for 
the Georgetown Sun. 

She states that she has written several books, but the only one 
published is “Step Right Up.” 

Donna says that it is important to have a community of writers. She 
goes on to give a history of her book, starting with the research. She 
went to the towns where her subject lived and researched 
newspapers about the subject she wrote on She also says that she 
analyzed hundreds of biographies to see how they were written. She 
submitted her book to three publishers, one of whom liked her book 
and offered to work with her. 

 She revised the book about fifteen times and there were four 
publishing delays. The book took ten years to publish. 

Tips: 



Expect to be rejected. You are not making progress unless you are 
being rejected. 

Read: reading like a writer is the best way to learn. 

Don’t be afraid of copying someone—as you put the book together 
you will rewrite it. 

Patience: You need a lot of this to publish. 

Keep an Open Mind: don’t fall in love with your own words. 

Do Not Give Up: 

Take Chances 

A website and a blog can be helpful. 

The meeting was adjourned by Don at 8:00. 

 

In order for me to add your personal touches—
coming events, poems, stories, thoughts/quotes, etc.-
-- to the newsletter, please help me out and send 
them according to the following guidelines.   

 Send in an attached Word file—NOT inside an email   

 Send single spaced 

 No PDF files 

 Pay attention and cut off excess pages at the end 
with unnecessary advertising, etc. 

 Help make this newsletter interesting  

 



Let’s help Richard find speakers: 
 
 
 

In an effort to bring the best programs to our Writers 
League, I would like to get your input on following items: 
 

1. Can you recommend an author(s) or writing 
teacher(s) that you know is a good speaker and could 
address some of the particulars of writing at our 
SGWL meetings? 

 
 

2. What are some topics that would be useful to 
advancing your writing?  Some suggestions already 
made are:  How to develop a Plot and keep it flowing.  
How to Show and not Tell.  How to write strong 
dialogue.  How to promote your work.   
 

 
3. Would you be interested in the Writers League 

conducting 2-4 hour Workshops that would cover a 
specific writing topic on a day that would be other than 
when we meet?  If so, what Workshop topics would you 
want to attend?  Here some examples:  “I’m a beginning 
writer:  How do I get started?”  “How can I make my 
characters more interesting?”  “How do I revise and edit 
my manuscript?”  “I’ve finished my manuscript, how can I 
get it printed?”   “What are successful marketing 
strategies?”   
 



   
 

 
Paul Fronczek sent us the following thought about 

writing. 

 

“What is writing? 
For me, it's the art of silent speaking.” 

source: Creative Writing 
 

 
Sissy’s Thoughts 
  
RESPECT---As you work to reach your goals, remember that 

others also have goals and are also working hard.  Respect 
people for what they are and for the stand they have taken---even 
if you don’t agree.  Respect other people’s property.  Respect 
your opponent.  Don’t fear him, but be aware of his/her ability, and 
understand that they are also trying to win.  Finally, respect your 
parents.  When you get a little older and a little wiser, yu will grow 
to understand and appreciate them more.  The EDGE 

 
UNSELFISHNESS---Always think of the consequences before 

you talk or act What you say or do affects others.  Think about it.  
You’ll live a much happier and richer life, if you make an attempt 
every day to say or do something nice, for someone who may 
never be able to repay you.   The EDGE 
 
“A man’s character is the reliability of himself.  His reputation is 
the opinion others have formed of him.  Character is IN him; 
reputation is FROM other people.”      Henry Ward Beecher 



 

S. Martin Shelton sent his short story for us to 
enjoy. 

Two Gals and a Guy © 

Sylvester M. Shelton 

“Yep, I done it alright. I done it, but I reckon I didn’t mean to. I was spittin’ nails I 
was so angry. My evil temper got the best of me. Not that I’m an angry fella most 
times. But, once in a while I jest can’t stand it. I ain’t got no control.” 

 “All right, first tell me who you are and a little about your life.” 

 “I reckon ya ought ta know who I am. That’s fair ‘nough. Well, my name is 
Joshua Bob Mulroy. “Bob,” that’s short for “Robert.” And I live in Langtry. That’s 
in Texas—‘bout half way between Sanderson and Del Rio. My mama says I was 
born in 1880 up in Odessa. But I’m not sure she got that right—she was a little 
peculiar, don’t ya know. I don’t know my papa ‘cause mama worked in Whiskey 
Pete’s Chance Saloon, and she entertained the customers a bit.” 

 “That’s fine Josh. Tell me, how do earn a living.” 

 “I don’t know what’s got to do with the goin’ ons right now. But, I don’t 
care much. Well, when I set my mind to it, I do some hard rock mining in the 
Sierra del Burro Mountains.  That’s in Mexico. Don’t ya know? And I reckon ya 
ought to keep that to ya self. I do it on the sly cause the Federales don’t cotton us 
theivin’ their gold. Get enough ore sometimes to keep me for a couple of 
months—vitals, chewin’ ‘bacca, and a female, now and then at the Mustang 
Saloon. Other times I do some cowboying over at the Storzzi Ranch—‘bout twenty 
miles north of here. Don’t cotton to it thet much. Too damn hard work for my 
tender butt. Sometimes, I do most anything to get by.  Honest stuff, mostly.” 

 “That is fine. Now tell me where do ya live?” 

 “Mostly, on the back side of Lost Mineral Hill. That’s the one with the big 
head frame. I got a nice tent with a wood floor, wood stove, and all the fixin’. It 
sets neatly in a small gulch surrounded by a bunch of mesquites. Jest fine for me. 
’Sept for a diamondback now and then. They likes my warm wood floor on those 
cool nights. They got me a couple times. Mostly, I get them dead.” 



 “I understand. What’s your address?” 

 “Ain’t got no address. No need for one. Never gits no mail. And nobody 
visits.” 

 “Interesting. Go to school?” 

 “Yup. All the way through the third grade. That’s when mama died of 
consumption. And I been on my own ever since. I can read and write mostly, and I 
can recite the Preamble to the Declaration of Independence. Want to hear it?” 

 “No thank you. Nonetheless, I am impressed. You limp and walk with a 
cane. Care to talk about it?” 

 “Nothin’ to be ‘shamed of. I enlisted in ‘97 when those damnable Spaniards 
sunk our battleship Main in Havana, Cuba. I was a Rough Rider with Teddy at San 
Juan Hill. Got a Spanish bullet in my hip—still there. Wanna see my purple heart 
medal? Carry it in my pocket. Teddy his self pined it on my blouse.” 

 “I am impressed. I did not realize you are a wounded veteran. Now Josh, 
please tell me what happened last Sunday.” 

 “Well it’s simple enough. Melissa and Matilda, twin sisters there are, are 
two lady friends of mine. And I emphasize “lady,” ‘cause that’s jest what they be. 
And they are sorta friends exactly and no more--‘cept me and Mattie and I did 
some sparking after that evangelist revival meetin’ some years back. Nothin’ 
more, mind ya. Now, don’t get no funny ideas. ‘Cause it ain’t true.”  

 “I believe you. Please continue.” 

 “After services, Matilda asked me if I’d want to go with them to Sanderson. 
About sixty-five miles down road number ninety. It’s not paved. But the bottom is 
good and hard and is passable most times. But not when it rains so hard in the 
winter. There’s always washouts that need fixin’. And the Pecos comes roarin’ 
down the valley. Can’t cross it then.”  

 “I understand. And then what?” 

 “They was a goin’ to the brand new Esmeralda Hotel to see one of them 
motion pictures that talk. It’s almost like real people talkin’ to ya, she said. I 
wondered how them fellas done make the pictures talk. Thet’s somethin’ I gotta 
see.” 

 “Indeed.  What happened next?” 



 “Do ya know thet the Southern Pacific in the railroad thet passes this way?” 

 “Yes. Please continue.” 

 “It were last year, I reckon, some fella came to town and rigged up his 
moving picture machine in the Mustang Saloon. We seen the moving picture 
show called The It Girl. Twaint no sound with the movin’ pictures. But Melissa 
played music on the player piano. Not roll music mind ya, but music where her 
fingers hit the keys. I sipped a spell of White Lightening. Damn, thet’s good 
moonshine. Anyways, right pretty girl in the pictures, Clara Bow or somebody. I 
sure like thet actress. She so pretty and spry. A wonderful evening.” 

 “Please get on with your story, Josh. We don’t have lots of time.”   

 “If ya say so. I forgot to tell ya thet them two women were dressed to the 
nines. Those flapper dressers was too short for their age. And of course they had 
a pair of matching parasols. I was in my usual blue denim coveralls, calf-length, 
lace up boots, need ‘em in the outback. I don’t cotton to them city type clothes.” 

 “Josh, I don’t need those details. The essence, please!”   

 “Well, the women got into their flivver to drive over to Sanderson. Matilda 
was in the driver’s position. I cranked the flivver to get it started. But, damn it. 
Matilda kept messing up setting the spark jest right. The flivver wouldn’t start, 
and my right arm was beginning to hurt sometin’ awful.  Do ya know how much 
effort one has to use to crank a flivver?” 

  “No! And I don’t care. Sorry. Then what happened?” 

 “Then I has to do it. I reckon Matilda fiddled with the spark on purpose so’s 
I had to sit on her lap to work thet spark lever. I set it correctly and told her to 
keep her hands off it. I got out, twirled the crank just once and thet engine began 
to purr. I got the flivver started. Them two women is tricky. Arranged the seating 
so as I had to sit right between them. Anyway, we got moving down highway 
number ninety.” 

 “I see that it is it ten minutes to the hour. What happened next?” 

 “Those two biddies started yammering bout this and thet of no point thet I 
could see. Those high-pitched voices never stopped blabbering. Screeching it was. 
Once, I tried to ask them to be quiet and enjoy the scenery. But them 
chatterboxes never stopped jabbering. And, I got tell ya, thet continuous, high-
pitch noise was irritating my soul no end. I jammed my hands over my ears to 



shut out the blabber. Didn’t work. Thet screeching was a buzz saw cuttin’ up my 
brain.” 

 “I can understand your feelings.” 

 “Feelings my ass. I was goinin’ out of my head. When would they ever stop? 
Eventually we entered Sanderson. Now Sanderson aint the biggest town in Texas, 
but it is the county seat of Terrell County. Last year I found out ‘bout Esmeralda. 
Ya know who she was?” 

 “Of course.” 

 “Well, tell me. I want to see if ya’re so damn smart after all.” 

 “No! Continue. We have to complete our chat.” 

 “I’ll give ya a hint.  She were a French woman.” 

 “I don’t know, and I don’t give a damn. We have to complete this interview, 
now.” 

 “To continue then, Sanderson has got a hardware store with all sorts of 
mining equipment, a dozen saloons, two dry goods emporiums, three barber 
shops, lots of eateries, thet brand new hotel, and four bordellos. I otta’ know.”  

 “I beg you, Josh, we are almost out of time. We have to get to the end of 
your story. Is that crystal clear.” 

 “I reckon it’s clear, but I don’t know what’s the hurry. Ya goin’ someplace?” 

 “Indeed I am.  And so are you. Get on with it.” 

 “To continue again. My brain was buzzing with this intense pain and I didn’t 
know what to do. We were driving the main street and out of nowhere, Melissa 
yells, Stop!” She had spotted a dress, or a hat, or shoes, or somethin’ in the 
display window of one of them emporiums. She and Matilda bolted into the store. 
I sat there ready to scream. Time was awastin’ Some time later these women 
return to the flivver arms loaded with boxes wrapped with fancy ribbons and 
bows. They tossed thet loot into the back. Matilda told me to wait. They had 
more shopping to do. And thet’s what they did, shop, jammer, shop, blabber, 
shop, and yammer. The pain was driving me out of my mind.” 

 “Do you believe that you were crazy?” 



 “No. I was crazy with them two women making my life miserable. Well, 
anyway, finally they returned to the flivver, dumped in lots more shopping stuff, 
got in, and we got started to the hotel just aways down the main street. We got 
there shortly. Guess what we seen?” 

 “I couldn’t imagine.  Why don’t you tell me?” 

 “The folks were coming out of the hotel: smiling, chatting, shaking hands, 
and all thet. The movin’ picture show was over. Those two damn twin women 
made me miss seeing a real live talking picture. Such a calamity is more thet my 
soul could bear. I couldn’t stand it no more.” 

 “And?” 

 “The rest is kinda fuzzy. But I knowed thet I couldn’t take it no more. I drew 
my six gun and put three bullets dead center into the chest of each one of them 
twins. I done it, alright. But I didn’t mean to. I don’t remember the rest of it.” 

 “Josh, looks as if they are waiting for us. Let’s go. Perhaps the judge won’t 
hang you.” 

FIN 

Epilogue 

“Those who have wisdom are always willing to learn 
something new.” 

 

The San Gabriel Writers League 

•DO YOU LIKE TO WRITE? 

•DO YOU WANT TO LEARN MORE ABOUT THE CRAFT? 

•DO YOU NEED A LITTLE PUSH TO GET ON WITH THAT BOOK? 

Join us on the First Thursday of each month at 

The Georgetown Public Library, 



Meet and greet at 6:30 p.m., meeting starts at 7:00 p.m. 

Interesting and knowledgeable speakers at every meeting, 

Friendly, write-minded people. 

SWGL Board of Directors 

President 

Donald Guerrant 

626-622-6054 

DonaldGuerrant@msn.com 

 Vice President 

Program Coordinator 

 Richard Glasco 

512-751-9377 

richardglasco@msn.com 

Corresponding Secretary & Historian 

Jane Thompson  Jtokc@yahoo.com 

Treasurer & Membership---Dues $25 

Janet Kilgore 

512-331-7204 

janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com 

Member at Large 

Paul Fronczek 

512-461-7552 

Plumt00easy@gmail.com 

Website  

Jamie Roton 

pugstory@aol.com 

Newsletter  

Leslie Peterson & Elaine Norman 

elainenormanauthor@gmail.com    512-484=1041 

Joneen45@gmail.com   512-388-5009 

Writers’ Liaison 

Joan Hall 
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mailto:elainenormanauthor@gmail.com


512-869-1833 

JMUHall@aol.com 
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