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 www.SGWL.net 

 July 2010 

Short story writers, July is your month. Our guest speaker for the SGWL July 1  meet-

ing is Earl Staggs, an author who will discuss the art of writing short stories. Re-
gardless of our specialty, it is felt that we will all learn some new techniques during 
this program. 

 

Staggs is a Derringer Award winner and has published 
many of his short stories in magazines and anthologies. 

He served as Managing Editor of Futures Mystery Anthol-
ogy Magazine and as President of the Short Mystery Fic-

tion Society. His novel, Memory of a Murder, earned twelve 

Five Star reviews online at Amazon and B&N. His column 
“Write Tight” appears in Apollo’s Lyre at http://apollos-

lyre.tripod.com/ and he is a member of Make Mine Mys-
tery at http://makeminemystery.blogspot.com/. He 

hosts a workshop for the annual Muse Online Writers 

Conference and is a frequent speaker at conferences and writers groups. 
 

It is felt that SGWL members and guests will find Staggs to be interesting and enter-
taining. 

 

Editor’s note:  See Syllvia Dickey Smith’s interview with Earl Staggs at  http://
sylviadickeysmith.blogspot.com/2007/12/interview-with-earl-staggs-mystery.html 

Looking ahead to the ghostly month of October 
by Joan Hall 

 

Here's your challenge: (One submission per person please)  

 

FLASH FICTION: Write a story of 200 words or fewer (must have a plot) 
or 

POEM: Catch the spooky spirit in 20 lines or fewer-any style; rhymed or un-  

 

I challenge critique groups especially, to get your members to try this, and to help 
each other see where to cut flab. It's a great exercise for tight writing. (See page 4 

for a few tips.) 

 

Deadline for sending it to The Gabriel Writer: September 1, 2010.  

Email to: Editor Carol Menchu at: thirdgate@aol.com  

Putting SGWL-OCTOBER in the Subject line 

 

Short-Short Story Tips on page 4 

 

Editor’s note: 
Submissions will be in the newsletter as far as possible 

in the order in which they are received. 

Those arriving AFTER the pages are full will be in the 
next issue(s). 

 

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. 

http://apollos-lyre.tripod.com/
http://apollos-lyre.tripod.com/
http://makeminemystery.blogspot.com/
mailto:thirdgate@aol.com
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The June 3, 2010 meeting of the San Gabriel Writers’ League was called to order 

by President Sam Holland.  
 

 President Sam Holland welcomed 30 members and 2 guests.   
 

Old Business: 
 

Helen Nardecchia read the Treasurer’s report. SGWL received its first PayPal 
membership deposit. 
 

Carol Menchu reminded members the newsletter is going digital next month. 
Members who want a hardcopy mailed to them need to let Carol know. 

Newsletter items are due the second Thursday of the month.  

 

Joan talked about the new critique groups that have been formed. They have 

not chosen names for their groups yet. Janelle Fears' group is an eclectic 

assembly of writers. Ross Carnes' group is sci-fi and fantasy. They meet 
Tuesdays at 6 pm in the library and have 3 members so far who are varied 

in their stages of accomplishment. They are also on Facebook. 

 

The fall workshop is still in the works, nothing firm yet.  

 

Announcements and Brags: 
 

Joan Hall heard from her publisher. 
 

Neil Greene's Poems from the Texas Panhandle will be out in a month. 
 

 Robert Fears introduced the evening’s speaker, Vallie Fletcher Taylor who spoke 

on putting the paranormal into books and stories. 

 

Respectfully submitted, Jaime Roton, Secretary 

 
SGWL Board 
 
 

President 
Sam Holland 

512-868-5322 
samholland@austinfoam.com 
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Dede Harper 
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Corresponding Secretary  
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Robert Fears 
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Carol Menchu 
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Writers’ Liaison 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 

JMUHall@aol.com 

 

Member at Large 
Joy Nord 

512.255.4583 
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Roger Busfield, Jr 
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busfield@cox-internet.com 

 

Newsletter  
Carol Menchu, editor 
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Georgetown TX 78628 

254-493-6224 
thirdgate@aol.com 

 

Parliamentarian 
 

Website  
Sam Holland 

webmaster@sgwl.net 
 

Regular Board  
Meetings 
are held at the Georgetown 

Texas Public Library at 6:00 p.m. 
on the day of the monthly meet-

ing.  Members are welcome…. 

Address change: 
 
 
 

Teleph # change: 

 

Menchu, Carol  254-493-6224 
 

 

 

New Members: 
  

Mitchell, Thomas 
308 Independence Creek Lane 
Georgetown TX  78633 

512-240-4141  

mitchtm@msn.com  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Membership: 

Dues     $25.00 for one 

             $35.00 for two 

 

Pay at the meeting 

OR 
Mail to 

SGWL Membership 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78633 

 

 

Programs: 2010 
If You have a topic you would like to hear discussed, please email 

Robert Fears at Robert-fears@earthlink.net 

Minutes for May 2010 meeting 

Member(s):  New and/or Changes 

mailto:Mysterywriter5@msn.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:Rnord@austin
mailto:busfield@cox-internet.com
mailto:webmaster@sgwl.net
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 President’s column:  How to Make Movies for Fun and Profit By Sam Holland 

Movies are wonderful things.  They have the ability to move 

us in a way that few things can.  They inspire, unite and 
entertain us.   

 

 Or they can just stink.   

 

 Have you noticed that there seem to be a lot of movies 

that stink?  But why is that?  They take too much time and 
cost too much money for them to stink on purpose.  No 

one sets out with the purpose of making a horrible movie, 
yet they get made, over and over.   
 

 Once upon a time I set out to make movies that didn’t 
stink.  Over the course of four years, from 2000- 2004, I 

made eleven short films that varied in grades of stinkability, 

from very little to a whole lot.  It was a wondrous journey, 
full of pitfalls and pratfalls, a journey that helped me be-

come a better writer and taught me that of all the filmmak-
ing toys, I loved writing the most.  It was with a satisfied 

heart that I swore that I would never again make another 

movie.   
 

 I should have known better.  My mother taught me 

never to swear.   
 

 In what is perhaps a lapse of judgment, I have decided 

to revisit my filmmaking roots and take part in the 48 Hour 
Film Project, a timed filmmaking competition where en-

trants are challenged to write, shoot and edit a movie in 48 
hours.  To keep everyone honest, each team draws a genre 

out of a hat and is provided required elements (line of dia-

log, prop and character) that must appear in the com-
pleted work.  The filmmakers can then watch their hard 

work on the silver screen like a big time movie maker! 
 

 This is not my first 48HFP.  I’ve participated three 

times before, but it’s been six years since I stepped behind 
the camera, so I thought it prudent that I review some of 

the steps to successful moviemaking.    

 

1. Pick up a camera (preferably a video camera- that will 

make the next steps much more worthwhile). 
 

2. Turn the camera on ―this is an old industry trick that isn’t 

usually passed on to novices).  
 

3. Put the viewfinder up to your eye.  
 

4. Put something in front of the camera (a person would be 

a good choice). 
 

5. Bark orders at it.  
 

6. Tell it to recite difficult lines that you’ve written.  
 

7. Hope that you didn’t put a plant in front of the camera.  
 

8. When it doesn’t do what you want call it a “talking 

prop.” It loves that.  
 

9. Edit your movie with either a computer or scissors and 

duct tape (it may or may not make a difference). 
 

10. Show your movie to a trusted friend or family member 

and ask for honest feedback.  
 

11. Swear to never speak to that friend or family member 

again.  
 
 

12. Schedule a screening at your house; invite everyone 

you know.  
 

13. Charge for the popcorn.  
 

14. After it’s over, bask in the uncomfortable silence.  
 

15. Kick everyone out of your house. Be sure to remind 
them that you are an auteur.  
 

16. Begin work on you next project.  
 

17. Be glad you charged for the popcorn.  
   

 In case you haven’t figured it out yet, I lied about the 
profit part.   

SGWL members and guests sat spellbound during Vallie 

Fletcher Taylor’s presentation at our June meeting. 

 

 Taylor immediately surprised the audience when she 

announced, “I’m not going to talk on the subject given to 
me, ‘putting the paranormal into books and stories’. You 

have developed your own successful style of writing and I 
should not try to change it. What I will do, however, is try to 

help you understand the paranormal.” 
 

 “I am a psychic and have been a psychic since I was a 

little girl,” Taylor continued. “Everyone is a psychic – each 

one of you in the audience is a psychic. Most people try to 
suppress their psychic powers and we try to stifle these 

abilities in our children. Men call their psychic powers, 
hunches.” 
 

 “Psychics are not asked to hurt themselves or anyone 
else,” Taylor emphasized. “They simply use their energy 

fields as a communications center to connect with the 

spiritual side. If a person stands in front of you and you run 

a hand up each side of their body without touching them, 
you will feel their energy field. People’s energy field ex-

presses itself as an aura of color.” 
 

 At least two people in the audience said that they saw a 

green aura surrounding Taylor. 
 

 Taylor’s presentation concluded with an opportunity for 

the audience to ask questions and many were received. 
The meeting then adjourned and we all left with a mystical 

feeling. 
 

 If you want to learn more about the paranormal and 

Taylor’s psychic powers, she discusses these phenomena 

in her three novels – Rebel Private: Front and Rear, Spirits 
of Texas and Eyes in the Alley. 

Recap: Vallie Fletcher Taylor by Robert Fears 
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Member websites 

 

Anna M. Bell 
Website: http://

www.annamaebell.com 

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

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

   

Margie Boyd 
www.margieboyd.com 

 

Ross Carnes 

http://webstarts.com/

RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 
www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 
 

Joan Hall:  

www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

Sam Holland: 
www.samholland.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 

   

Jane Thompson: 
www.aboutbipolarbook.com 

 

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

A reader’s musings  by Carol Menchu 

I’ve been revisiting in print and film 

the man, Endeavor Morse, a charac-
ter created by Colin Dexter.  Watch-

ing episode 3 of the British Mystery 
Series from PBS, leaves me sitting 

here, wondering why I am so drawn 

to him—the character, not the actor 
who plays him in the films nor the 

author. 
 

Is it the aloneness he lives in while surrounded by people?   

 

In that wondering, I also wondered about all the other char-
acters I am drawn to as I travel from China, to France, to 

England, to Sweden, to Amsterdam, to Alaska--to wherever 
these characters take me. 
 

They are all, basically, the same kind of people.  Melancholy-

ish; basically solitary, but desiring companionship while not 

really wanting the fuss of it.  While I am irreverent rather 
than melancholy, I am basically solitary, and do desire occa-

sional companionship while not really wanting the fuss of it. 

 

The good thing about all of them ―dozens I won’t name‖ is 

that in spite of the fact their creator may have moved on to 
another realm (or life, if you prefer) the characters are still 

here to tempt, cajole, tease, enthrall, and to draw me into 

their worlds—much more real than their creator could or 
will ever be. 
 

So, I learn more about myself.   

 

The character, after all, is all; the poem is all; the music is 

all; the creator--while important, is then, incidental. 

 

Except . . . . 

Short-Short Story Tips From Joan Hall 

Need an element of change-perhaps in the reader's im-
pression. 
 

Must have a complete plot: from conflict to resolution; no 
“slice of life” or vignettes! 

 

Techniques for tightening (might improve other fiction too) 

 

1. Let dialogue carry the story at least part of the time -  

     but must be good dialogue: 

    no “as you know Bob”  

    may answer quest. w/ quest 

    implied meaning (trust reader to get it) 

    fragmented dialogue   

    tension in every line 

 

2. Ways to cut:   

     test every adjective & adverb for its value     

     use strong verbs instead of be-verbs any time you  

       can    

     phrases that can be reworded   

     use intentional fragments 
 

3. Limit number of characters, time  
     frame, & locations 
 

4. Place in a setting that doesn't require much explanation 
 

5. Use title as a clue or for irony 

Artifices From Jeanell Bolton 

 Have to confess 

 Fio's a mess-- 
 Her hair is permed, 

 Her teeth are capped, 
 She's been Botoxed, 

 Her eyes were zapped, 

 Her legs are lasered. 
 Her heart's electronic-- 

 All in all,  
 Fio's bionic. 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

(Fiorella is one of my alternate personalities) 
 
 

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://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://www.helennardecchia.com/
http://www.joynord.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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 Get in touch with your inner prostitute By Sylvia Dickey Smith 

I attended a writers’ conference in Beaumont, Texas a few 

months ago. It truly was a magical weekend with three–
yes, THREE superb keynote speakers. 

 

But right in the middle of one of the speeches, the pre-
senter encouraged us to get in touch with our inner prosti-
tute. As you might imagine, that statement brought the 
house down. Of course to understand the statement, we 

must understand the context in which she made it. 
 

Her topic was RENEWAL. She recounted how, at one point 

in her life, she stagnated. In the process of getting herself 

moving again, she made the commitment to herself, that 
every two weeks she would do one thing she had never 

done before. In other words, she would take risks. When 
she needed directions, instead of asking someone who 

looked like her, she would ask the homeless person on the 

street. 
 

She kept that promise to herself for the designated time 

and rediscovered a most exciting world, meeting people 
who were most unlike her. In the process, she discovered a 

new ‘her’. A person she liked much better than the former 
one drowning in stagnant pond scum. 

 

She challenged us to take a leap off the cliff and into the 

water of discovery. The last one in, she said, is a rotten egg.  

 

Her speech reminded me of how, at times, my writing gets 

stagnant, boring, not-moving, stinky. Perhaps that’s be-
cause I am not stretching myself to do something different. 
 

A couple of weeks ago, I did just that. I wrote a folklore-type 
story I called The Singing Bone Collector. The result was I 

discovered I loved that style/genre of writing. I plan to do 
more of it. Now, I can explore what fun things I’d like to do 

with it. Where I might submit it, or with whom I might share 

it, and hopefully for a price! 

 

I pass the challenge along. At least once a month, I commit 

to write something totally out of character for me. I invite 
you to join me–last one in ’s a rotten egg. 
25MAY 
 

Name Tag from Neil Greene 

The other night I went to a monthly meeting of the SGWL, 

San Gabriel’s Writer’s League.  Carol Menchu greeted me 
and I signed in, took a name tag, filled in my name and 

stuck it on my chest.  Now if I get lost the cops can ask me, 
“Where do you live, little fella?  Here, Neil, have an ice 

cream cone while we notify your momma.” 
 

  Several other members greeted me by name, and I 

them, as I looked at their chest and not their eyes.  Then 

the meeting started. 
 

 Well, the cops do have their job to do and we give them 

every chance we can to make their day complete.  Colored 
lights fascinate me and the blue and red lights in my mirror 

caused me to pull over and look back.  Cop walks up and I 
roll down my window to see what he has in mind.  Hello 

Neil, may I see your driver’s license?  I say pardon me?  He 

says, “You got an ID?”  I say, “about whut?”  “Common Mr. 
Greene, let me see your driver’s license and insurance 

card.” 
 

 We had just had a speech at the meeting with a lady 

explaining about Paranormal Experiences, and here I was 
involved in one.  How did he know my name?  I don’t recall 

ever meeting him in the past, although I have worked in the 

Georgetown area for the past 30 years.  And I don’t think 
he was even that old.  He said I didn’t have my seat belt 

fastened properly and I explained that I had a pacemaker/
defibrillator, showed him, installed in my chest on the left 

side and the belt passed over the device and caused dis-

comfort.  He never looked at my license, but said, “Look 
Neil, I need to tell you that if another officer who sees you 

with your belt fastened under your arm instead of by your 
neck, he may have you stopped and not understand your 

logic.  I can see now why you don’t want to wear it properly 

and that is why I stopped you.  I couldn’t see that you had it 
fastened like you do.”  What the heck?  He called me by 

both my first and last name.  
 

 “You be extra careful now and go on home to Mrs. 

Greene so she won’t worry why you are a little late.”   
 

 I stopped by HEB to pick up some orange juice and a 

couple other things.  A lady came up and said, “Hello Neil, 
have you been to a meeting?”  “Why yes, how thoughtful of 

you to ask,” I said.  ―Is she the wife of someone I know?  I 
don’t recognize her‖. ―Another Paranormal thing going on‖, 

but she was pleasant as well as pretty and didn’t seem to 

mind talking to a wrinkled old man that walks funny.  I told 
her I tried to write stuff and when she asked what I write, 

that gave me an encouraging boost, and I told her what I 
write and gave her a thing I had written.  She said her 

name was Criss and she liked poetry and would like to 

come to our meetings.  Do we get points for recruits 
 

 I tried to not look at her when she walked away, just in 

case it was some sort of a set-up and I would surely be 
arrested for stalking and going to the Williamson County 

Jail that I helped build in 1988.  I went through my check-
out line and she came up again as I started to leave the 

store.  “Thanks for the information, Neil, and I’m interested 

and I intend to be at the next meeting at the library.”  I went 
on home with my mind roiling over the events of two Para-

normal Experiences in one evening, parked the Tahoe and 
went inside.   
 

 Then my wife said, “I think everyone here in this 
house knows your name and the cats and dog don’t read, 

so take that name tag off.”  Blowed my whole evening’s 

Paranormal Experience.   Here I thought I had something 
going.  If I don’t look in a mirror, I forget about that name 

tag.                       

http://sylviadickeysmithbooks.files.wordpress.com/2010/05/egg.jpg
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Herding Cattle by David Johnson  

Sometime around four-thirty, I drove up the long caliche 

road to the ranch entrance. The directions had been per-
fect, and I wheeled onto the huge lawn in my father’s new 

Mercedes 500D sedan and parked alongside the row of 
dirty Ford F150’s. Being a poor, twenty-four year old pilot 

wanna-be, I borrowed his car knowing that my ancient van 

wouldn’t make the eighty mile journey without overheating. 
I could see the Spanish style ranch house/headquarters 

sitting back in the gloom, and couldn’t decide if it was hid-
den in morning fog or dust. 
 

 Seven sodium lamps mounted on telephone poles gave 
the area a yellow glow. The left side of the lawn had twenty 

horses lined up, each with a rider standing by its head. 

They were being briefed in Spanish by a tall Gringo. His 
bearing and their deference marked him as the Foreman. 

He stood on a long goose-necked trailer leaning against 
the Schweitzer 300 helicopter that I was to fly for this 

round-up. Squatting on the trailer, its plexi-glass bubble and 

stick-like tail boom made me think of a large dragonfly. 
With my poor Spanish, I recognized the phrases “same as 

always”, “don’t run the cattle”, and “be careful of that bull!” 
 

 I had just graduated from a helicopter flight school and 

felt important with a new commercial rotorcraft pilot’s 
license in my back pocket. Today would be my first job inter-

view. It had been two days since I called the Foreman on 

the phone, looking for work.  
 

 “Sir, my name is Dave Johnson, and I’m a helicopter 

pilot looking for a job. I hear that your pilot just got on with 
Petroleum Helicopters.” 
 

 “Son, how did you get this number?”  
 

 “Jim Kemp suggested that I call you.” 
 

 “You know Slim Jim, do you?” 
 

 “Yes sir. He was my instructor. He mentioned that he 
knew you in the Army.” 
 

 “Yep. Jim and I go way back. You must be the youngster 
that he talked to me about last week. Come on out 

Wednesday morning around four-thirty, and we’ll give you a 

try.”  
 

 So now I waited behind the riders. They laughed at the 

Foreman’s joke, mounted up, and turned left, riding single 
file through a large gate. Just like a scene from an old Cav-

alry movie, except with the smells and dust. 
 

 The Foreman looked down from the trailer at me, my 

head no higher than his knees. 
 

 “Okay, son, show me what you know about my machine 

here.” 

 

 As I went around the helicopter, preflighting the ma-

chine, he asked me lots of questions about the helicopter, 
my training, and ranching. The helicopter, a 300C, was 

exactly like the machine I trained in except for a Ruger Sin-

gle Six .22 pistol in a holster bolted to the right side of the 
instrument tower. Both doors were removed, just like I 

liked it. 
 

 “You weren’t brought up on a ranch, were you?”  
 

 “No sir. Why do you ask?” 
 

 “Well, we don’t see too many Mercedes out here. And 

you ain’t dressed for work.” 
 

 I looked down at my clothes and realized how out of 

place I looked. My red Izod pullover and grey wool slacks 

seemed like a good “casual interview” outfit at 0230 this 
morning. But now I wished that I had worn jeans and my 

elephant skin cowboy boots instead of penny loafers 
 

 “Yes sir.” 
 

 I learned in the 82nd Airborne that there was never a 
good time to offer an excuse. 
 

 We got into the helicopter. I took the left seat without 
asking, thinking that it would look better for me to assume 

the pilot-in-command posture to show the Foreman that I 
was capable. His tiny smile told me that I was right. He 

walked around the front and folded his long limbs into the 

right seat. 
 

 I started the engine and let it warm up while I went 

through the checklist, making sure that I had the map 
folded correctly and strapped to my left thigh. It takes two 

hands and two feet to fly a helo during a roundup, and 
there would be no opportunity to adjust the map again until 

we landed. 
 

 I felt confident since Jim Kemp had given me several 

pointers about how to herd cattle. Many mornings we 

practiced in the infield at McAllen airport on the hundreds 
of rabbits that lived there.  Magneto checks done, the rotor 

and engine RPM needles matched and the oil temp in the 
green, I pulled pitch and we lifted off of the trailer just as 

the sky turned the color of dirty dishwater. It was just now 

0540. 
 

 The Foreman pointed left, and I zoomed up to two hun-

dred feet to be sure to clear the unseen power lines that I 
knew stretched across to the big house. But soon the 

South Texas sun bleached the sky white and threatened to 
pop up and pound us. We had to get all the cattle moved to 

another pasture before ten o’clock, or take the chance of 

losing some to the heat. 
 

 The drought had hit hard, and the farmers and ranch-

ers of South Texas and Northern Mexico scrambled to 
survive, just as their forefathers had done for the last four 

hundred and fifty years. Since this pasture had been 
grazed down, it was time to move the stock to another 

section.  
 

 Now, many Texas ranches are small affairs, two or 

three hundred acres, where a city boy keeps his jeep and 

shoots a couple of deer each season. But this ranch, the 
San Pablo, was an original Spanish land grant, and 

bounded across two state highways and almost down to 
the Rio Grande.  We flew south for ten minutes at eighty 

knots, passing the riders strung out along the eastern 

fence line. 
 

 The land below came into sharp contrast as it was al-

most dawn, and I could see the cattle moving.  

 

 “Move to the left son, so we don’t get any behind us.” I 

lowered the collective pitch lever at my left side and floated 
down to about six feet above the scrub brush. He pointed 

to a corner where an angry bull separated himself and 
plunged into a thicket of mesquite and pear cactus. 

 

 I eased up toward the bull.  

 

 “Careful, here, son. That’s Peter the Great. He’ll charge 

this helicopter sure as the world. That’s why we got this 
here new one. Last year, I didn’t pull up soon enough, and  



 

7 

 he got a leg tangled in the skid. I crashed, but the bull was 

OK.” 

   

 Mesmerized by the story, I almost missed the great 

mass of black and brown that rushed the chopper. I jerked 
up on the collective lever and the helicopter jumped twenty 

feet into the air. 
BOOM! 

  

 I saw the Foreman with the Ruger pistol in his hand. He 
had fired at Peter the Great as he stormed by.  

“Why’d you do that?” 

  

 “Oh, it’s just some rat shot,” he said with a wry smile. 

“It’ll sting his rear end, and teach him not mess with this 

helicopter.” The Foreman waggled the barrel of his six gun, 
communicating where he wanted me to go. So we followed 

Peter the Great. I sidled along a little sideways, so that the 
Foreman could keep his gun on the bull, and I saw that the 

other cattle had lined up at the sound of the helicopter and 

started north. 
  

 Peter, now holed up in another thicket, bellowed at the 

helicopter and raised his head in defiance. The Foreman 
motioned me lower, and I kept his door toward the belliger-

ent bovine. Sure enough, he charged out from his fortress. 
The Foreman got off two shots this time. Stung, Peter hung 

his head and trotted off after the cows. 

  

 The Foreman chuckled and holstered the six gun.  

 

 “If he’s so much trouble, why do you keep him around? 
Just make hamburger out of him.” 

 

 The Foreman looked at me like I had suggested that he 
move into town and become a gay liberal anti-gun activist. 
 

 “Boy, you don’t know anything about cattle, do you?” 

 

 “No, sir,” I said, knowing that I had not only made a fool 

of myself, but I had probably shot down any chance at a job 
on this ranch. 
 

 “That bull services scores of heifers, giving them some 
of the finest calves in South Texas. His bloodline is famous, 

and he’s made this ranch more money than I can count. 

He’s worth more than you and I and this helicopter put to-
gether. No, son, that bull is a treasure,” he said nodding his 

head. 
 

 He pointed left and I spotted the calf frolicking back to-

ward the empty pasture.  I banked hard left out of the high 
hover and scooted in front of him, turning him back toward 

his mamma. I angled back and forth, helping a cowboy here 

and there, but mostly just providing the noise to move the 
cattle through the big gate into the northern pasture. This 

was great, getting paid to fly a machine that is like a three 
dimensional motorcycle. 
 

 I was pretty pleased with myself. I had flown the helicop-
ter well, and the Foreman, who had dual controls, had not 

had to take over or correct anything about my flying. I came 

to a high hover and drifted left as I watched the last of the 
cattle squeeze past the gate, where a dusty Mexican 

sprayed tick and flea medicine on their backs. 

 

 Pop! The Foreman slapped the control stick between his 

legs to the right, stopping my leftward drift. He pointed out 
my door. A power line hung outside, less than fifteen feet 

away. 
 

 “Thanks,” I said, and I drifted right to get some space.  

 

 “That’s it for today. Let’s go back to the trailer.” 

 

 Landing a helicopter on a trailer is a tricky proposition. 

During the last week of my training, Jim Kemp forced me 

to make every landing on his small trailer. Only two inches 
to spare, left to right, and if one makes a big bobble and 

drops a skid off of the side, he can damage or destroy the 
flying machine. 
 

 By now the South Texas wind whistled across the trailer 
as a quartering headwind from left to right. I approached 

from the downwind side and hovered sideways into a 

steady state above the platform. Firmly I lowered the collec-
tive, and the skids thudded into their slots made of welded 

angle iron. I finished the shutdown checklist, and, satisfied 
that all was right with his machine, the Foreman unfolded 

out of the right door. 
 

 “Well, son…” The Foreman looked up and to the left, 

searching for the right thing to say. 
 

 Here comes the bad part, I thought. 
 

 “You fly the helicopter well. But you don’t know diddly 
about ranching or cattle. I’m afraid that it’d be easier to 

teach one of my cowboys to fly than it would be to teach 

you to be a cattle man. You give my regards to Slim Jim, 
and tell him that he taught you well.” 
 

 “Thank you, sir. I’ll do that.” We shook hands and I 
turned to go. 
 

 “And son, one more thing. Don’t ever come on this 
ranch wearing red again. Don’t you know it scares off the 

rain?” 
 

 

Adam’s Ale by Pat McNeeley  

          I lift the crystal goblet 

          To shine there in the sun, 

          Reflecting sparkling rainbows 

          As rain clouds have often done. 

 

          I taunt my senses, gazing 

          At the diamond’s glimmer there – 

          (Teasing taste bud eagerness), 

          Kiss goblet’s rim with care. 

 

          Satin liquid slides within me, 

          Caresses throat and tongue, 

          Recalling Life’s moist sweetness 

          From day’s when I was young. 

 

          From the Garden, Adam’s Ale before me, 

          Passed from father, son and daughter, 

          Aged with the Garden’s silver sweetness – 

                        Adam’s Ale – 

          A long, cool drink of Water! 
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Is "Alot" a Word? 
 

Q: Why are so many people using “alot” instead of “a lot”? 
There’s no such word as “alot,” right? I can't find any 

source that says it's an acceptable word, yet it’s in con-

stant use. Can you help me? —Lynn B. 
 

A: You are correct: “alot” is not a legitimate word in the 

English language and has no place in sentences, para-
graphs or advertisements on the side of buses (I've seen 

this twice!). So my answer is: I have no idea why so many 
people use it. They must be crazy. 

Questions and Quandries From WritersDigest.com blog by Brian Kelms 

USING COMPOSITES 
Say I’m working on an article about how burglars burgle. I 

talk to three miscreants, one of whom is serving time and 
two who are still visiting homes that aren’t theirs. I decide 

that much of what each of them tells me duplicates, in 

many respects, what the others have said, so, in order to 
eliminate redundancy, I roll them into one character—a 

composite—whom I introduce in my article as “a person I’ll 
call Bobby G.,” which puts the reader on notice. Because of 

the anonymity, there’s no way my story can be verified—

that alone affects my credibility—but I’m a writer, not a cop, 
and the article, written in the clearest way possible, may 

help people keep their homes and families safer. 

 

          BOTTOM LINE: So is it OK to use composites? When 
there’s a good reason for doing so, yes, provided you’ve 

actually done the legwork in the form of real research. If 

the aforementioned Janet Cooke had used 
a similar technique—that is, if she’d said, “a 

person I’ll call Jimmy,” and had based her 
subject on two or three real kids instead of 

a nonexistent one—things could be different 

for her today. 
  

BEING SUBJECTIVE VS. BEING OBJEC-

TIVE 
I don’t have anything against objectivity, but 

nobody’s really objective and most writing 
doesn’t require it. Objectivity is misleading: 

Some people will think it’s actually without 
bias. Subjectivity is more honest, more interesting and juic-

ier, and most readers spot it easily enough; in fact, almost 

everything they read contains it. That’s my opinion. 
 

          THE VERDICT: As a writer, you’re expected to have rea-
sonable, responsible opinions, and stating them as such 

will never be a matter of life or death—unless you’re on  
a jury. 

 

FINDING A WAY TO SAY WHAT NOBODY’S SAYING 
Sometimes I’ll have a thought or opinion that I believe 
should at least be mentioned in an article I’m writing, but 

nobody I’ve spoken to has actually said it. To give voice to 

the thought, I’ll occasionally put it into the mouth of “an 
interested observer” who happens to be me ―arguably, no 

observer is more interested than the writer). Such an unat-
tributed quote will likely not carry a great deal of credibility, 

however, because everyone knows the village idiot could 

have said it. 
 

          SOME GUIDELINES: If you choose to employ this tech-
nique, do so sparingly—and keep it short and to the point, 

the kind of comment you’d get from a stranger standing 

next to you waiting for a flu shot. (Like a flu shot, you want 

to present the germ of an idea, not the whole disease.)  

 

SHIELDING YOUR SOURCES 
I once did a cover story for Philadelphia magazine about a 

coterie of soccer moms who were turning tricks ―I’m not 
talking pinochle‖. I’d learned about the team from a col-

league who set up a friendly chat about their entrepreneu-
rial secrets over milk and cookies—confidentially, of course. 
 

When the evening came, I told my friend to drive aimlessly 
in the darkness for a while before moving on to our desti-

nation. We ended up at a small, nondescript home some-

where in New Jersey—I knew not where. 
 

After the story’s publication, a couple of New Jersey police 

investigators came to the magazine to find out who and 
where the prostitutes were. I said I didn’t 

know nothin’, which was true—no names, no 
addresses. I could have said it under oath. 

They could have asked me about the friend 

who acted as intermediary, but they didn’t. I 
guess they had bigger fish to fry. 

 

While it’s rare that you’ll have to protect 
your sources—most stories are harmless, 

after all—when     you do, knowing less is 
sometimes better. But the fewer hard facts 

you supply to the readers (names and ad-

dresses, for instance), the more soft detail 
you should include (what she was wearing, 

brothel decor) to create a believable environment. Too 
much anonymity jeopardizes your credibility, so it’s a bal-

ancing act. 
 

          UNWRITTEN RULE: When people agree to be your 

Deep Throat, you are honor-bound to protect them. If 
you’re covering a crime but you’re not ready to go to jail, 

think twice before cutting any deals.   
 

PARAPHRASING 
When you paraphrase, you transform an inept mouthful 

into a clearer, more concise statement. For example, to 
paraphrase the two paragraphs preceding this one 

―assuming you think they’re a waste of space‖, you could 
cut my 100 words to 12: “Spikol recommends citing 

sources when possible—but not if you’ve promised anonym-

ity.” 

 

           REMEMBER: Mention the sources of paraphrased 
quotes; use quotation marks around verbatim phrases 

only.  
 

2. Can Writers Get Creative With Facts?   by  Art Spikol  From WritersDigest.com  

Is it ever OK to get creative with the facts in nonfiction?  

http://blog.writersdigest.com/qq/Is+Alot+A+Word.aspx
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Chapter I  In which we meet the hero. 

 

Cigar smoke 
swirled through the 
dark office in snak-
ing tendrils. Thin 
rays of evening sun 
poured through the 
blinds, slicing the 
gloom and dancing 
with the smoke. It 
irritated the one-
eyed dwarf.  

 

“Do you have to 
smoke those?” The 
dwarf waved his 
pudgy hand in front 
of his face. 

 

“You wanna talk about why you’re here or about my 
bad habits?” Jon Sledge drew on his Cohiba and puffed out 
another funnel of smoke. 

 

Carl McGavin looks at what he’s just written. “Jon 
Sledge?” Good god! What a horribly cliché name. Might as 

well have named him “Dick Tracy” or “Sam Spade.” The 
protagonist needs a strong name but it shouldn’t sound too 

highfalutin, like “Lamont Cranston” or “Phillip Marlow.” He 

sits back in his chair, staring at the screen of his Apple 
Laptop. He runs his thick, calloused hands through his dark 

gray hair and considers naming the character “Carl.” After 
all, the detective is base on him. But, no, Carl is too pedes-

trian. And “loosely based” might be better. No one wants to 

read about a 49-year-old retired PI with a beer belly. How-
ever, the characters arms could be modeled after Carl’s. 

Even at 49, his boxer arms are impressive, good enough 
for a main character. 

 

There is a knock at the door. Annoyed, Carl tosses the 
laptop on his desk. The screen flickers. He pushes himself 

up and cautiously looks through the peephole. A woman 

stands in the late Austin sun. She’s well dressed with me-
dium length brown hair and large sunglasses. A huge purse 

hangs from her shoulder. She looks at her watch and 
knocks again. He opens the door. 

 

“Carl,” a broad smile spreads on the woman’s face. 
“McGavin?” 

 

“That’s me, do I know you?” 

 

“No, but I know you.” She walks past him and begins to 

look around the house. “Nice shirt.” She says, referring to 
his stained wife-beater. 

 

“Thanks. Who are you and how do you know me?” 

Carl lets his irritation show. 
 

“My name is Martha Ellington and we have mutual 

friends.” She speaks slowly; her pronunciation is deliberate 

and calculated. “But that’s not important. I have a job for 
you. I need you to find someone.” 

 

Carl groans. “Maybe you haven’t heard, but I’m not in 
the people finding business any more.” He stands by the 

door, hoping she’ll take the hint. She doesn’t. Martha walks 
into his office, exploring the room. 

 

“So, what business are you in?” 

 

“I’m a writer, and I really should be getting back to it, 

Ms. Ellington.” 

 

She looks at his laptop, reading what he’s written so 

far. “Jon Sledge?” She wrinkles her nose and looks up at 
him. 

“It’s a work in progress.” 

 

Martha stops snooping. Her mood is suddenly seri-

ous. “I know you are retired, Carl, and I know it wasn’t ex-

actly your idea. But I can give you the chance to make up 
for what happened. You can redeem yourself.” 

 

Carl takes a closer look at this woman who clearly 
knows too much about him. She’s in her early forties, a little 

overweight but still very attractive. He feels the old detec-
tive in him; he has a thousand questions he wants to ask. 

Instead, he says. “I’m a writer now.” 

 

“It’s a sixteen year old girl. She’s missing, Carl.” Mar-

tha starts rummaging through her huge purse. “She might 

be…dead for all I know. But she’s won’t be the only one. 
Thousands could die if we don’t do something.” She pulls 

out a button pearl ring and holds it out for Carl to see. “The 
girl’s name is Isabella, Isabella Sereda. Your daughter.” 

 

Carl’s mouth drops. “I…I don’t have a daughter.” Mar-
tha doesn’t reply. She holds the ring out to him. He reluc-

tantly takes it from her and walks across the room to a 

lamp. He holds it under the light. Carl knows this ring and 
the inscription engraved on the band. Tears well up in his 

eyes. 
 

“Isabella’s mother, Katarina, gave me that. She said 

you’d recognize it, she said you’d help.” 
“I don’t have a daughter. I don’t.” Carl says in a whis-

per. 
 

“I have a picture of Katarina and your daughter here.” 

She digs through her purse again. “What’s this?” she says 

to herself, finding something alien. There is a small metallic 
click. Carl looks up. Martha Ellington explodes. 

 

To be continued… 

Chapter Play By Jason Temujin Minor 

 Who said ...  “Politics is not a bad profession. If you succeed there are 

many rewards, if you disgrace yourself you can always write a book. “ 

A place to relax while you read your Gabriel Writer . . . . 
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Story Spinners critique group is now closed to 

membership.  When a spot becomes available, we will 

again have information in The Gabriel Writer. 
 

The Williamson County Coroners is a mys-

tery/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. 
 

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. Membership currently full. Contact: Jmu-
Hall@aol.com 

 

Novel Crafters is Full right now, but welcomes 

a Waiting List 
Meets every other Thursday on the second floor of the 

Georgetown Library in a private room.  Contact is Mary 
Stafford at marylynn@mstafford.net 

 

Quixotic Quills critique group represents varied in-

terests. Our group writes historical novels, short stories 

and memoirs. Meetings are usually on the second and 

fourth Thursday of each month unless we reschedule be-
cause of holidays. We meet at 7:00 p.m. at the Monument 

Café.  Contact is Sharon Lyle, 512-639-1162, iwriteco-
zies@gmail.com.  Currently, we are closed to new mem-

bers.  

 

Our new (SciFi-Fantasy-Historical Fiction) 
Critique Group "C" is full --we are naming ourselves soon. 
We meet at 6 p.m. on Tuesdays at the Georgetown library. 

We have 6 members and we feel that 6 manuscripts is all 

that we can handle and do the process justice. -Stay tuned. 

There may be an opening after my funeral. (Is my humor 
too dark?) 

Until further notice Ross Carnes is the contact:  graph-
icsrex@hotmail.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 Interst Groups 

 

Ask the Book Doctor:  Dialoguedly Conflicted by Joan Hall 

Dear Doc, 
 

A writing instructor I went to criticized my dialogue as un-

believable and unnatural because my characters speak too 

correctly and don’t use contractions. I was 
crushed. In that certain passage which 

the instructor read, I intended to use pre-
cise speech to fit the personalities of the 

two prim and proper characters. Had he 

only read farther, he would have met more 
“natural” characters. What is your opinion 

on this? 

 

—Dialoguedly Conflicted 

 
Dear Conflicted, 
 

You have the right idea. Mode of speech is one of your 
most powerful tools for conveying characterization. While 

most people, even educated ones, do use contractions, if it 

wouldn’t fit your particular characters, then by all means 
don’t use it. 
 

The problem arises from this passage being your begin-
ning, when your readers are settling into your style. At that 

point, you need to hook them, and unless you give plenty of 

other clues that these characters are unusually formal—
even stuffy—the readers may not “get it.”  If they think it’s 

the writer’s pedantic style, they may put the book back on 
the shelf. 
 

Would it be possible, in this opening scene, to 
show one or both of these characters in conver-

sation with a less formal character? The con-

trast should clarify what you are doing and even 
enhance the difference. 
 

—May the prim be offset by the plain—Doc Joan 
 

 
 

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

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

whatever 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. 

                                                Who said ... answer 
             Robert Heinlein (1907 - 1988) . . . 

was an American science fiction writer. Often called "the 

dean of science fiction writers", he was one of the most 
popular, influential, and controversial authors of the genre.  

 

          He set a high standard for science and engineering 
plausibility and helped to raise the genre's standards of 

literary quality.  

 

          He was one of the first writers to break into main-

stream, general magazines such as The Saturday Evening 

Post, in the late 1940s, with unvarnished science fiction.  

 

          He was among the first authors of bestselling, novel-

length science fiction in the modern, mass-market era. For 

many years, Heinlein, Isaac Asimov, and Arthur C. Clarke 
were known as the "Big Three" of science fiction 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Science_fiction
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Writer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Saturday_Evening_Post
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Saturday_Evening_Post
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isaac_Asimov
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arthur_C._Clarke
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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 in The Gabriel Writer 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

———————- 
   

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 following 

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, pub-

lisher                  

               

 • 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 synop-

sis  OR blurbs from other writers, pub-
lishers, reviewers, etc., and remember to 

credit these quotes. 

 Finished 
 Writing 

 Your Book…  

 Now What? 
 

This workshop shows you: 
 

Self-editing strategies 

How to find an agent or publisher               

(includes cover letter & synopsis) 

Marketing for fun and profit 
 

Where: Georgetown, Library 

     When: Sat., July 10, 2010 — 9 AM–1 PM 

  (Bring a sack lunch.) 
 

Email either of these instructors: 
 

Sylvia Dickey Smith –sds@suddenlink.net 

Joan Upton Hall – jmuHall@aol.com 
 

*(Enrollment limited — $45 tuition) 
 

To reserve a spot for this workshop, detach & mail  

registration form with Check for $45.00 to: 

 

 Sylvia Dickey Smith 

 30 Wildwood Drive #13 

 Georgetown, TX 78633 

 

Your name: __________________________ 

Email: ____________________________ 

Phone:_____________________________ 
 

For questions email or call either author: 

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith – sds@suddenlink.net   512/240-5505  

Joan Upton Hall –      jmuHall@aol.com   512/ 869-1833 
2of2 

http://www.sgwl.net/
mailto:sds@suddenlink.net
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
mailto:sds@suddenlink.net
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
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    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
SGWL is the right place for the                        in you ... do join us  

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.  

Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
Irregular verb confusion 

 

Getting a grip on irregular verbs can challenge any of us at times. The English language would be easier to 

manage if all its verbs were regular-that is, if each present tense simply added-d, -ed, or -t to make it past and 

past participle such as these regular forms:  

       print    printed   (have) printed  jump    jumped   (have)jumped 

 

Unfortunately, the irregulars form their past and past participle forms in various ways:                              

                    swim      swam       (have) swum  drive       drove      (have) driven 

                    fling        flung        (have) flung    bend        bent        (have bent) 

                    forbid      forbade  (have forbidden)  (past pronounced with either short or long a) 

                    seek         sought    (have sought) 

 

o The verb “bid” shows up erroneously fairly often. Consider different meanings: 

      bid (used in salutation or meaning “to order”): bid       bade or bid       bidden 

       “The king has bidden the people to pay a new tax.”  

       “After dinner, he bade her farewell.”  (past pronounced with a short or long a) 

              bid (also used in card games and auctions)  

 

o Other frequently misused irregular verbs: 

          beget       begot        begotten   behold     beheld      beheld 

          kneel        knelt        knelt    forecast    forecast   forecast 

          slink         slunk       slunk  (meaning to creep or sneak) 

          rend          rent          rent  (meaning to tear apart) 

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.  


