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By Carol Menchu . . . “Raising the Lid On Poetry !  
 

Jeanell Bolton and Carol Menchu are stepping out of their dignified, lady-like, 
demeanors to become their alter egos Earthy and Ethereal.  
 

In this guise, they will be reading and performing not only their own work but 
favorites by other authors as well as poetry you may never even have heard 
of!  You, the audience, will pick the works to be read  
 

Earthy, aka Jeanell Bolton, aka Fiorella Plum*, has been 
a teacher, an activist, an artist, a journalist, and a cho-
rus director, but she is now settled into writing about 
deep, dark romances which end up happily ever after, 
which is how it always should be. 
 

She has been an active member of the Austin chapter 
of Romance Writers of America for four years.  She 
writes stories about people who deal with problems 
right out of the headlines.  Jeanell has three children 
and one husband. and lives on five glorious wooded acres in the boondocks of 
Georgetown, Texas.  

 

Ethereal, aka Carol Menchu, has been a mom, a secretary, 
an editor, and is a poet.  She writes what she calls Fall-Out 
poetry, collecting each individual work until, going through 
her cache, she sees a thread and weaves the individual 
works into an ethereal story. 
 

She has been a member of SGWL since 1996 and editor 
of The Gabriel Writer for approximately 10 of these years.  
Carol has nine children—six boys, three girls (two of which 
are of the Dutch variety), nine grandchildren (six boys and 
three girls, and two great grandsons.  She lives on five 
wooded acres with three dogs, deer, raccoons, squirrels, 

assorted birds, rabbits, and an overnight bat, scorpions, and who knows who 
else. 
 

Come join them — have fun with poetry !! 
 
 

* Fiorella Plum is Jeanell’s alter ego Blog —  
visit her at http://fiorellaplum.blogspot.com/ 

 
Your DUES you pay help SGWL give member discounts for workshops and other special 

events; participate in Red Poppy Days; pay stipends to special speakers and many other 

things.  So . . .  

Pay your Dues — Attend the meetings 

Be MORE than just a name on the list 
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 Janet Kilgore welcomed HCBF participants to our meeting 

followed with opening remarks by Kayla Marnarck. Kayla and 
Ann Bell handed out the awards to the winning recipients. After 

the general meeting, HCBF attendees read excerpts from their 
entries and Kayla read excerpts from the winning entries.  

 

 The general meeting was called to order. 

 

Treasure’s Report: Waived until our next meeting in April. 

 

Old Business: Dave Ciambrone reported that progress on the 
Writer’s College was moving smoothly. 

 

Reminders to pay dues and submit words to the newsletter 
were made on Carol Manchu’s behalf. 

 

New Business: Janet Kilgore made a motion to cancel the July 
meeting due to a myriad of member conflicts and the attending 

members carried the motion unanimously. 

 

Gary Clark requested cooperation and support with a critique 

group that he is organizing in Waco. 

 

Brags: Gary Clark’s new YA book “Dance of the Bull Rider” has 
been accepted by Whiskey Press and is due for publication in 

June. 
 

Sylvia Dickie Smith’s novel “Swamp Whisperer” has been 

awarded first place by Communication Press Women of Texas.  

 

Adjournment: 8:00PM 
 

Next Month: “Raise the Lid on Poetry” 

 

 Respectfully submitted  

William Russeth, Secretary 
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

May Captain Roland Waitf of the Georgetown Police Department “Getting the facts straight when writing 

about police activities” 

June Walter Coffee (author)  “Writing Historicals: Fact and Fiction 

July MEETING CANCELLED BECAUSE OF HOLIDAY !!! 

August Glenda Dickey and Bob Parr “Writing Life Stories / Memoirs” 

September Julia and Van Tracy “Actors Show How To Bring Characters To Life” 

March 2013 Minutes 

 
 

 

 

Gary Clark has NEW email address 

         gl55clark@gmail.com 
 

 

THIRDGATE@AOL.COM 
Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

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

Excess is carried over until the next month where they are at head of the procession. 
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What shall I say . . .                    Poets 
by Frederico Garcia Lorca                                    by Signumd Freud 

By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

Last month’s meeting was marvelous! Despite the light partici-

pation in the Hill Country Book Festival’s Student Writing Con-
test, we had a terrific turnout at our meeting to announce the 

winners. It is so rewarding to encourage the next generation of 
writers. 
 

At our April 4 meeting, we will be turning over the program to 
poets from our ranks. When dealing with poets, anything can 

and will happen, so be sure to join us for an adventure in verse, 

free verse, and diverse styles. 

 

For those of you who like to plan ahead, we decided at the last 

meeting not to have a 4th of July meeting. Members who feel 

this much entertainment could ruin a person for life will enjoy 
the respite. The rest of us will wonder what everyone is doing. 

Cheers, 

 ACFW April Conference 
Sent in by Kayla Marnach . . .  

Smith Takes First Place Press Honor 
Sent in by Sylvia Dickey Smith  

American Christian Fiction Writers annual seminar is April 20 th 

 from 8:30 to 3:00.  

 

Literary agent and author Terry Burns, an agent with Hartline  

Literary Agency, a member of the Association of Authors’  
Representatives, with over 40 of his own books in print, will be  

the speaker. 
 

Terry will cover a variety of topics related to the submission  

and publication process. Learn editor and agent pet peeves  
to avoid common writer pitfalls. Walk through the pitch and  

submission process, and get tips for how your proposal can  

rise to the top. Discuss the role of an agent in selling a manu- 
script and other services agents provide. And join in Terry’s  

popular, interactive Q&A session to get answers to all your  
questions about agents and the publishing industry. 
 

The fee is $35 ACFW Members/$45 Non-members.  
Price increases to $40/50 after March 31.  

The seminar includes continental breakfast and lunch.  

 
For conference information visit www.centexacfw.com or call 

(512) 567-4251. For map/driving directions: http://
www.ghbc.org 

Georgetown novelist Sylvia Dickey Smith has won First Place in 

the Novels for Adult Readers category in the 2012 communica-
tions contest sponsored by Press Women of Texas. 

  

The Swamp Whisperer is the lat-

est entry in the popular Sidra Smart 
mystery series, which feature convo-

luted plots and feisty females and are 

set in the mysterious bayous of the 
Texas-Louisiana borderlands. It’s avail-

able as either paperback or e-book from 
amazon.com. 
 

Press Women of Texas records over 
100 years of recognizing the profes-

sional writing of its members, including 

people from all walks of life and many 
men. The state-wide contest is open to 

all work published during a calendar 
year. Contest Coordinator Kay Casey 

said that Smith’s novel, along with all other first-place-winning 

stories and articles, has been forwarded to the National Fed-
eration of Press Women competition, which annually pits work-

ing writers against their colleagues across the nation. Results 
from that contest will be available in the fall. 

 

 
 

 

What shall I say about poetry? 

What shall I say about those clouds in the sky? 

Look, look at them, look at it! 

And nothing more. 

 

Don’t you understand 

That a poet can’t say anything about poetry? 

Leave it to the critic and the professors. 

For neither you nor I 

Nor any poet 

Knows what poetry is  

     Poets are masters of us  

               ordinary men 

     in knowledge of the mind 

because they drink at streams 

    which we have not yet 

    made accessible to science 

http://www.centexacfw.com
http://www.ghbc.org
http://www.ghbc.org
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Georgetown  Golaith and the Bare Facts—Day Four of Five by Samantha Z Shields West 

 I couldn’t breathe. I was frozen in place just waiting to be 

mauled to death by a giant paw! My husband said, “There it is 
again!” My ears must have been frozen as well, although I could 

hear his voice, I heard no other sounds. My frantic eyes must 
have told him something because he then said, “What’s wrong, 

don’t you hear the meowing? Come on, it must be Clarissa.” I 

was finally able to regain my breathing. I glared at him and did-
n’t know whether to kiss him or kill him. In a forced calm voice I 

asked him why he didn’t just say that in the first place instead of 
making me think that he had heard “Big Foot”. He looked at me 

clueless. Males! Human males, bear males, all males. Clueless! 
 

 “Come on” he said once again. I pointed to the big, orange 

fluorescent “No-Trespassing” sign on the front of the cabin. One 

of the heirs had posted it. There were so many heirs and so 
much land involved that they could never come to a meeting of 

the minds on how much it was worth and sell it. So that old de-
serted cabin, boarded up and scary looking as it was, was really 

the only remnant of humanity anywhere near our place. When I 

first moved to the Point, that old cabin gave me the creeps. It 
had an empty, eerie look about it in the early evening hours. No 

telling if it was haunted or harboring some dreadful murderer 
hidden within the darkness. Or maybe even a dead body! 
 

As time passed and I heard about the wonderful big family that 
had lived there, I felt much better about it. It had become like an 

old friend, worn but still treasured. Until today that is, when my 

macho husband wanted me to enter into its dark chambers, 
tiny as they may be. I pointed to the big glow-in-the-dark sign 

again. He just waved his hand and said, "I knew these people all 
my life, and besides, I bet Clarissa is inside. Once again, he knew 

how to get me moving. The old cabin had a side door that was 

half hanging off and my husband headed toward it. Suddenly he 
stopped and pointed to the ground. He saw big tracks and his 

face lit up. He was ready to leave me by the deserted little cabin 
and run off into the woods following the tracks. I said, “Don't you 

even think about it!” in no uncertain terms. He turned around 

and saw me pointing to the cabin door. “Clarissa first!”  
 

It was very muddy around the cabin and even with my new suc-

tionless boots I would not venture one step further. Hubby 
looked around and saw a couple of pieces of plywood on the 

ground. They obviously had been blown off the boarded up win-
dows during one of the hurricanes. On second thought they 

probably came off of one of the “Weekend Warriors” homes 

further down the road on the bay and floated there in the flood 
waters. Those were the city people that had fishing camps that 

were much nicer than most people’s homes. My hubby reached 
down and picked up a piece of plywood and put it over the 

muddy goop. He then gallantly reached out his hand to help me 

go inside. I said, “You first.” He then jumped up into the house. 
There were no stairs. Maybe they never had been. I pictured all 

the kids that had lived there jumping in and out the doorway like 
little jumping beans. My "Sir Galahad” then held his hand out to 

me to help me into the cabin, saying "Don't be afraid, Clarissa 

must be in there.” I listened intently for meowing and heard 
nothing. I looked at him skeptically and he had that "Trust me” 

look on his face. I took a deep breath and jumped up. Standing 
in the doorway, not brave enough to go any further while he 

went searching for my beloved Clarissa, I looked around at what 

had obviously been the kitchen. I reached that conclusion be-
cause of what looked like an old metal kitchen chair and an 

enameled pan. There was no kitchen sink which I couldn't quite 

understand, but then remembered that there was no plumbing 
either. I ventured forth a little so I could see the rest of the 

cabin. It consisted of four tiny rooms. That was all. The old cou-
ple that had built it when they first got married had raised ten 

children in that teeny cabin. That amazed me. How did they all 

fit? Where did they eat and sleep? They must have stayed out-
side running and playing and fishing and hunting most of the 

time. Then at night their bedrooms must have been filled with 
bunk beds to accommodate their little bodies tired from the 

day’s adventures.  
 

 It didn’t take long for my fearless man to explore the cabin. 

He found Clarissa and handed her to me. He had a look on his 

face that told me that he had fulfilled his duty to help me look 
for her was now going to get on to the real task at hand, the 

“Bear Hunt.” Almost forgetting I was standing in the doorway, 
he pushed past me with a feverish, determined, hunter look on 

his Face and jumped down onto the piece of plywood that he 

had so sweetly placed on the yucky mud for me. He was in such 
a hurry to get on with the hunt that he quickly jumped down to 

the board. It went sliding beneath him and out from under him 
and he went sliding in the mud. They say, "What goes around, 

comes around.” I stifled a laugh, but when he got up his entire 

backside was covered in mud. It was my turn to guffaw. Re-
venge is ever so sweet. 
 

 My husband is a true enigma. He is quite the "Dapper-
Dan" and even though he is always in the woods and water and 

marsh, he somehow always manages to stay clean and dry. 
Until now that is. End of “Bear Hunt!” Home to shower! That 

afternoon, clean and polished once again, he fulfilled his prom-

ise and added the last floodlight that I requested. We tried 
them and they were perfect. No blind spots. No frightening 

darkness to try to bravely make my way through. Because 
hubby had to leave for work at 6:00 a.m. the next morning, we 

decided to get some sleep. He had asked me to go buy some 

“stuff " to make impressions of "Big Foots” tracks. I told him 
that Plaster of Paris would be what we would need and I would 

have to go to the city to find it. I was more than delighted to find 
any excuse to spend a day in civilization again. I started making 

plans for all the city things I would do. I would have my hair done 

and get a manicure and a pedicure. Just the thought of it and I 
started to relax. Afterwards I would spend a leisurely hour 

browsing through the book store and having a café latte’. After-
wards I would meet my daughter for lunch, go to my townhouse 

to check on my beautiful treasures, and visit with the grandchil-

dren when they got home from school. Yes, I would have a fabu-
lous day. I would have no “bear thoughts”. Though I would stop 

and pick up the Plaster of Paris before starting the trip home. 
Although my husband was going offshore tomorrow, he would 

be home in a couple of days and would want it waiting for him. 

And after all, I was a dutiful wife. 
 

 The next morning I left the house when he did and after a 

very fulfilling day in the city doing everything I had planned, I 
started my trip home at dusk. As I drove, dusk turned to dark. 

By the time I got home it was as usual, very dark and fearsome. 
Then I remembered my new “Dusk to Dawn” light and relaxed. I 

would be safe. No bear dare come around a well lit area. As I  

 
continued 
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"Writing gives you the illusion of control, and then you 

realize it's just an illusion, that people are going to bring 

their own stuff into it.”  

Continued 
 

got closer to the house I could not see the light and got nerv-
ous. Could it be that my husband had turned off "my light” in a 

state of parsimony? As I went around a curve in the road I 
could see the light from afar and sighed a huge sigh of relief. I 

reached the house and swung onto the gravel driveway. At the 

same moment I glanced at the light which is close to the porch 
and slammed on my brakes. There, on my very own porch, was 

"The Bear”! Once again I could not move. I was petrified. The 
sound of my tires screeching on the rock driveway must have 

gotten his attention. Down the stairs he went. He was so big 

that his back paws were still up on the porch and his front paws 
were more than halfway down the stairs. Then instead of run-

ning away into the woods, he went under the house! It was in 
pitch black darkness. 
 

 I don't know how long I sat in my van before I started 
breathing again. When I did, I grabbed my cell phone and called 

911. I heard a lady's voice asking something about what type of 

emergency was it, medical, fire or something else. I told her 
that it was something else she probably would never believe. I 

shouted, "There was a bear on my porch and now he is under 
my house.” She asked me to repeat myself. I said, “I know it 

sounds ridiculous but there is a huge bear under my house and 

I am not getting out of my van until you send a swat team to 
rescue me.” I told her I was way too nervous to even try to drive. 

I know she thought I had more than a café latte` to drink. She 
then politely asked me where I live. When I told her the Point, 

she said “Oh”, like this is to be expected. Live in the wild, you 

should expect the wild. Duhhhh! She said she would get in touch 
with the sheriff’s office and have someone come out. I then pro-

ceeded to call the bridge operator at the nearby Intercoastal 
Canal to inform him of my situation and that he should expect 

sirens at any time now, and to please leave the bridge open for 

traffic when he heard them. I have waited for 25 minutes or 
more many a time for the bridge to open for car traffic after 

being open for the long barges to go through. I certainly didn't 
want my rescue squad to be delayed. The bridge operator told 

me that he had heard there was a bear around. He said the 

deputy who comes out to the Point on weekends to protect the 
Weekend Warriors from themselves told him about it the night 

before last. I asked him where and he said that it was sited be-
tween my house and the bridge. He added that a trap had been 

set to catch it. That bridge over the Intercoastal Canal is only a 

quarter of mile away. A lot of good a trap is doing me when the 
bear was here and not there. 
 

 I was still shaking and very nervous so I called my daughter 
next. She has a very calm nature and I knew she would talk me 

through this terrifying time. She very calmly told me that I would 
be alright and that the best thing to do would be to just leave. I 

told I could not even begin to drive in the emotional state I was 

in and that the rescue squad was on it its way so I couldn't leave 

the scene. After listening to her sweet, reassuring words, I felt 
better. Then I called my mother-in-law. She got so upset that I 

wish I had not called her and caused her to worry about me. 
Then I started worrying about me. After that I decided not to 

call anybody else. I just sat and watched, intently focusing on the 

darkness under the house. I saw movement on the stairs and 
noticed that my cats were curiously sniffing around and then 

they would very cautiously peek under the house. I knew that 
meant "The Bear”, aka “Big Foot”, was still there. Thank Good-

ness bears are herbivorous and my kitties were still all alive and 

well. Probably just nervous. I could definitely identify with that. 
 

I don't know how long I sat there waiting and watching. I was 

afraid to move. I kept looking at the distance between my van 
and my front door and wondering if I could make it. I decided 

that even if I made it to the door, I would never be able to get 
my key to work fast enough to open it. My hands would be shak-

ing way too much.  
 

I was a city girl. I didn't know what bears were capable of be-

sides eating honey. I didn't know if they were aggressive or not. I 

never watched Gentle Ben or Grizzly Adams. Then I remem-
bered seeing photos in Yosemite National Park when we vaca-

tioned there years ago. The ranger showed photos of the dam-
age they could do to a vehicle. We were warned not to leave 

any type of food products in our car. The smell would attract a 

bear and it would tear the car apart trying to get to the food. I 
hurriedly racked my brain trying to think of any remnants of 

French fries my grandchildren may have dropped. Whenever I 
clean out my van I always find a few, sometimes dozens. Then I 

wondered whether a bear could possibly smell dried-up French 

fries. I was thinking about all this while intensely focused on the 
darkness under the house which was rapidly starting to resem-

ble a bear cave. I wondered if the bear would come out. I 
thought I heard a noise outside the van. I grew tense and then 

suddenly, WHAM! Right across my windshield on the passen-

ger side! I knew right then and there that I was going to die. 
 

To be continued . . . 
 

 

 

     A 

True poet 

Does not bother to be poetical 

Nor 

Does a nursery gardener 

Scent his roses. 
 

 
 

Jean Cocteau 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=cEruSwjwD9-YLM&tbnid=gRwzVLM2Zv1mgM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fshelf-life.ew.com%2F2012%2F08%2F06%2Fdavid-sedaris-hollywood-cog%2F&ei=n7NIUeGVG6qK2QWv_IDIDg&bvm=bv.4
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/36449.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/36449.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/36449.html
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=E8Wz9dXwVxUj1M&tbnid=2T8-cgpY7w4DGM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clker.com%2Fclipart-88101.html&ei=xNpJUZGXJ8OG2gX-3oDIAQ&bvm=bv.44011176,d.aWc&psig=AFQjCNGxKZD-iN
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Prepped for Life . . .  By Jane Thompson  

I was in the airport 45 minutes early. I had waited so long for 

this I just couldn’t wait any longer. I carried a hand-lettered sign 
with his name on it; not because I thought I wouldn’t recognize 

him but because I thought he wouldn’t know me. After all, we 
hadn’t seen each other in 40 years except in photographs.  

 

I had on my skinniest pants. But I had put on 15 pounds and my 
ash-blond hair was now, well, mostly grey. I kept pacing up and 

down because I simply couldn’t sit still. Finally a curious woman 

nearby struck up a conversation. I told her I was waiting for a 
friend I hadn’t seen in over 40 years. She was incredulous. 

“Someone you knew in high school?” “No,” I said, “just a friend 
from a long time ago.” I told her we had finally reconnected 

through the Internet last year but were just now seeing each 

other again. She smiled, then laughed. “This,” she said, “I gotta 
see.” She stepped back to get a 

good look at the passengers com-
ing off the plane and my mind 

went back to the beginning.  
 

In those squeaky clean ‘50s, when 

Elvis was controversial and Ed 

Sullivan wouldn’t show him below 
the waist, one of the top re-

cording groups was The Four 
Preps, a clean cut, rock/folk 

group from Hollywood High 

School whose “26 Miles” stayed 
on the charts for 26 weeks in 

1957 and was second only to one of Elvis‘s songs. Dick Clark 
later referred to the Preps’ recording as “the first surfer hit” 

and its unique sound ushered in a new era for singing groups.  
 

The Preps followed up with another huge hit, “Big Man,” in 

1958.It was inspired by a popular expression of the time, “big 

man on campus” and had a pounding piano intro that flirted 
with rock n’ roll. Their later hits, “Down By the Station,” 

“Cinderella”and “Got a Girl” combined their irreverent humor 
with a infectious beat and their unique harmony kept them on 

top.  
 

I was your average starry-eyed teenybopper at the time, 

younger than a child of the same age today, rushing home after 

school every day to watch the top performers on “American 
Bandstand” and listening to AM Radio every night. Radio pretty 

much followed Clark’s lead, and the songs we heard on Band-
stand were echoed on our local stations. A 45 record was only 

a dollar then, but then again, a dollar was harder to come by. 

The biggest difference was that stars were much closer to 
their audiences in those days; you could often sneak backstage 

at the smaller concerts and get an autograph. They were al-
ways given willingly and my collection included Bobby Darin, 

Bobby Rydell, Fabian, Ricky Nelson, and other “teenage idols”.  
 

Of course one of the groups we watched on Bandstand was the 

Preps. I had a crush on the redhead with freckles. His name 

was Marv, and he was the high tenor. Glen, the baritone, was 
blond and so good-looking it was downright scary, and Ed, the 

bass, was six-six, dark, and quiet. Bruce, the lead singer, was 
short and skinny, always talking and clowning, the most outgo-

ing of the group and the one the audience invariably remem-

bered.  
 

In 1959, my local radio station, WKY in Oklahoma City, staged a 

huge promotional contest “Win a Date with the Four Preps.” I 
entered of course. Funny how well you can remember some 

seemingly insignificant things. I was in the kitchen a few weeks 
later when my mother told me I had a phone call. I knew the 

names and voices of all the DJs on WKY, of course, but before I 

could even start to be puzzled about why Danny Williams was 
calling ME, he told me that I had won. I was chosen for a date 

with the Preps. I screamed, “No, I didn’t, I didn’t!” Danny finally 
calmed me down and assured me that indeed I had and then 

filled my mother in on the details, which I was in no condition to 

comprehend. She carefully noted where I needed to be dropped 
off; that I would be properly taken care of and chaperoned, have 

dinner and enjoy time backstage with the Preps and then have 
a front row seat for their concert.  

 

I was enormously excited, but also 
cautious and more than a little 

skeptical. I figured that, of course, 

the Preps were being paid to have 
this “date” with me, and I was 

pretty sure that they, being big 
stars and all, would not be too 

interested in a 14-year old fan. 

They had just come from singing 
in “Gidget,”one of the most suc-

cessful teenage movies of all time. 
They were huge; I had visions of 

being ignored all evening. But, I’d get to see a concert, so it 

wouldn’t be a total loss. That’s what I kept telling myself, so I 
wouldn’t be disappointed.    

My best friend, Jo Jean, who was star struck and was the insti-
gator of our backstage forays, pooh-poohed that idea. She felt 

that the whole thing was wasted on me. If she had won the con-

test, she would use the opportunity to convince the Preps that 
she should be in show business. She knew she was destined to 

be famous, while all I wanted was a good life as a teacher or 
some such. She deigned to help me pick out my outfit, but she 

really felt that it should have been her. Since the concert was 

outside, we decided on a brown silk shirt, darker brown ber-
muda shorts, and a fake leopard belt. Jo Jean thought this was 

pretty boring, but I was sure brown was my best color, because 
I have dark brown eyes. She grudgingly agreed, and unhappily 

sent me off bristling with envy. 
 

On the appointed day, my father drove me over to meet them 

and stayed around long enough to snap some photos of me 

with the Preps. Then he left and I was on my own. I was deter-
mined not be girlish or giggly…and not to be hurt.  
 

The giggle resolution didn’t last five minutes. First the Preps 
introduced themselves… as if they had to! Then they began the 

clowning that was their trademark, including me in their silli-
ness. They asked me questions about my life as if they were 

genuinely interested; then turned everything into a joke. They 

had me in stitches in no time. One story I particularly remember 
was an unlikely one: Bruce said, “Hey, guess what we did last 

week?” Of course, I didn’t have a clue. Between fits of laughter, 
they explained that they found a huge dead fish on the beach in 

LA and decided that Dick Clark would like to have it.“So, what’d 

we do?” I shook my head - clueless. “Well, we wrapped that 
sucker up and MAILED it to him!” Bruce declared triumphantly. 
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. . . Continued . . .  

Even at my young age, I wondered how the man who decided 

the fate of all aspiring hit makers would react to that prank. I 
couldn’t believe they would actually pull such a stunt. But then 

again… they were The Four Preps. (Years later, I would read a 
book by Dick Clark in which he recounted receiving a package 

from the Preps that ultimately required him to fumigate his 

office, and the revenge he perpetrated on them). No one could 
get angry at the Preps, they were completely guileless. Every-

one joined in their fun and I was no exception. By the end of din-
ner I was completely won over. I had made four new friends and 

I felt pretty silly for thinking they would ever hurt my teenaged 

feelings.  
 

Then it was on to the concert. Anyone who ever saw a Preps 

performance, remembers that they didn’t just sing their har-
mony hits - they put on a whole show, with Ed, Glen, and espe-

cially long-suffering Marv, playing straight men to Bruce’s inces-
sant clowning. Glen and Bruce wrote most of the Preps’ hits, 

and also penned skits and satirical imitations of other group's 

singing styles which played to Bruce's ability to sound like just 
about anyone. They kept me and the whole audience laughing 

with their comedy while entertaining us with their accessible 
and contagious music; they were the complete package. When 

the evening was over, they had made a whole new audience of 

fans and I hated to leave my new-
found friends.  
 

I felt so close to them that every 
year after that I’d find out when 

they’d be in town and make ar-
rangements to go backstage. And 

each year they welcomed me. 

Bruce, the compulsive one, was 
always busy making sure everything 

was perfect; sound, lights, and 
stage, and then hovering around 

until everything was in order. Mean-

while Glen, Ed, Marv and I talked, 
caught up on our lives and clowned 

around; then I would watch the 
show to see what new songs and 

shticks they had developed. I was 

never disappointed nor was the audience; their shows were the 
highlight of the summer. They were getting older though; three 

years after I had first met them they toured with their wives. 
Marv’s wife Becky (so much for my crush) sat with me during 

the that year’s concert and explained that Bruce’s wife hadn’t 

come because she had just had their first baby. I, too was get-
ting older, and the next year I went away to college.  
 

After that it was never the same. I could watch them on televi-
sion and hear their songs on the radio, but I soon learned not to 

brag that I knew them. Nobody believed me. “How could some-
one from Oklahoma City know the Four Preps?!?,”they would 

laugh. I’d try to explain, but they’d insist I was just dreaming it 

up. I never saw the Preps in person again.  
 

In the late ‘60s, the Preps succumbed to the British invasion 

and disbanded. Life moved on for me as well. I got married and 
moved to Southern California. I used to sometimes check out 

the cars when I was stuck on the freeway, but didn’t really ex-
pect to see them… and, of course, I didn’t. I never thought of 

looking them up--I didn’t think they’d even remember me. Even-

tually, I divorced and when I sadly packed up my things to move 
back to the center of the country, I came across their records 

and autographs. I didn’t have a turntable anymore, but I couldn’t 
get rid of the memories. They would stay with me regardless of 

where my path took me. 
 

Thirty years passed. I hadn’t heard of the Four Preps in a long 

time, but then I moved again. And again, I unearthed their old 

records. The next week, “Gidget” was on television, and I 
watched it for old time’s sake. Then, a couple days later, I was 

digging through some old photos when I ran across those pic-
tures of The Preps and me taken so long ago. Memories of 

their warmth and music came flooding back.  
 

I had recently gone online and found their music on CD so, 

awash in nostalgia, I decided to try locate my old friends on the 

Internet. I typed in the most unusual name, Bruce Belland, and 
got connected to a website with a link for e-mail. So, my friend 

was still around. I e-mailed him and waited. Years had passed. 
Personalities and priorities change and I tried to prepare myself 

for the proverbial “form letter” response. Then it came. A warm, 

chatty, effusive e-mail updating me on the Four Preps.  
 

Two of my old friends, he told me with a heavy heart, had died. 

Ed, the quiet one, the one the group 
had revolved around, had gone on 

after the Preps break-up to become 
a respected record producer and 

songwriter. He had died of cancer 

only a few months before. Marv, 
who had been so kind to me, was 

the only Prep to get out of show 
business. He had died suddenly of a 

heart attack the year before. That 

left only Glen and Bruce; Glen had 
gone on to become the famous 

television producer of Glen Larson 
Productions. And Bruce, the clown 

of the group, the one who had so 

unabashedly loved performing, had 
formed a new singing group. He 

was still the Lead Singer of the 
group called the Four Preps, a new group, but one with the 

same old sound. 
 

His warmth, which I had remembered across the years, came 

across in his e-mails, and he and I discovered that we had a 

great many things in common. We rekindled our friendship and 
continued our relationship through e-mail. Of course we had 

memories in common, but we also found that our politics and 
philosophies were similar. We continued to write, and after a 

year, he told me he had an engagement in my city and asked 

me to set aside an evening to have dinner with him. It was al-
most as if I had once again won a radio contest. 
 

So, here I was, waiting in the airport for a man I hadn’t seen in 
42 years and more than a little anxious about it. I couldn’t imag-

ine what he would think of me after all this time. Finally the pas-
sengers started coming down the ramp. I knew I would know 

him right away and as he walked toward me I dropped my sign 

to the floor because it was obvious I wouldn’t need it. We gave 
the watching lady what she wanted as we greeted each other  
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What is Poetry? From Poetry.org 

. . . Continued 
 

So, here I was, waiting in the airport for a man I hadn’t seen in 

42 years and more than a little anxious about it. I couldn’t imag-
ine what he would think of me after all this 

time. Finally the passengers started coming 
down the ramp. I knew I would know him right 

away and as he walked toward me I dropped 

my sign to the floor because it was obvious I 
wouldn’t need it. We gave the watching lady 

what she wanted as we greeted each other 
with a big hug. It had been a very long time; but 

the years melted away and we immediately 

talked like the old friends we were. 
 

So, after my first dinner sponsored by a radio 

station, I again had dinner with my friend. The 
years fell away, and we caught up with each 

other’s lives. We even learned that that we 
divorced from our mates at the same time in 

LA. We reminisced about the old times and 

our absent friends. We discussed the careers 
we had and the changes that had taken place 

in our lives and philosophies. We were full fledged “grown ups” 

now. We no longer had to pretend to be squeaky clean. We 
could be honest with each other. It opened up a new level of 

friendship. Both of us looked back and marveled at how young 
we were when we had last seen each other. 

We parted that evening grateful for a second 

chance at having a friend. We don’t see each 
other often because we live halfway across 

the country, but we continue our relationship 
through e-mail.  
 

Recently I caught a Four Preps performance 
on national television. I watched them sing old 

and new songs, but what I saw was a skinny 

blond kid singing his heart out to an audience 
who loved him… and I couldn’t help but notice 

that he still loved them right back. 
 

How nice - I found myself thinking - that some 

things never change. 
 

 

 
 

Poetry (ancient Greek: ποιεω (poieo) = I create) is an art form 

in which human language is used for its aesthetic qualities in 

addition to, or instead of, its notional and semantic content. It 
consists largely of oral or literary works in 

which language is used in a manner that is 

felt by its user and audience to differ from 
ordinary prose. 
 

It may use condensed or compressed form to 
convey emotion or ideas to the reader's or 

listener's mind or ear; it may also use devices 
such as assonance and repetition to achieve 

musical or incantatory effects. Poems fre-

quently rely for their effect on imagery, word 
association, and the musical qualities of the 

language used. The interactive layering of all these effects to 
generate meaning is what marks poetry. 

 

Because of its nature of emphasising linguistic form rather 

than using language purely for its content, poetry is notoriously 
difficult to translate from one language into another: a possible 

exception to this might be the Hebrew 
Psalms, where the beauty is found more in 

the balance of ideas than in specific vocabu-

lary. In most poetry, it is the connotations and 
the "baggage" that words carry (the weight of 

words) that are most important. These 
shades and nuances of meaning can be diffi-

cult to interpret and can cause different read-

ers to "hear" a particular piece of poetry dif-
ferently. While there are reasonable interpre-

tations, there can never be a definitive inter-
pretation. 

 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=MAVNyJh3utxeZM&tbnid=wWCLDLJETr63lM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fvoiceseducation.org%2Fnode%2F139&ei=gd1JUZOUKsqY2AXAyYCYCw&bvm=bv.44011176,d.aWc&psig=AFQjCNHeZz_c3xU2
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   David Raymond Sedaris  

(born December 26, 1956) is an American 
humorist, comedian, author, and radio con-

tributor who was nominated for a Grammy Award. 
 

Sedaris has been described as 'the rock star of writers'. He 

was publicly recognized in 1992 when National Public Radio 

broadcast his essay "SantaLand Diaries". He published his first 
collection of essays and short stories, Barrel Fever, in 1994. 

His next five essay collections, Naked (1997), Holidays on Ice 
(1997), Me Talk Pretty One Day (2000), Dress Your Family in 
Corduroy and Denim (2004), and When You Are Engulfed in 
Flames (2008), became New York Times Best Sellers.  

 

In 2010, he released a collection of anthropomorphic stories, 

Squirrel Seeks Chipmunk: A Modest Bestiary. 
 

By 2008 his books had sold seven million copies. Much of Seda-

ris's humor is autobiographical and self-deprecating, and often 
concerns his family life, his middle-class upbringing in the sub-

urbs of Raleigh, North Carolina, Greek heritage, jobs, education, 
drug use, obsessive behaviors and his life in France, London, 

and the South Downs. 

Marjorie L Anderson shares her financial expertise 

and wisdom with today’s teens and their parents by helping 

them learn to make wise money choices that will impact their 
future in her book 

 

The Key —  
Wise Money Choices for Teens 

 

 To fully discover how much the material in this book 
was needed, the Author surveyed 100 middle and 
high school students abut a variety of financial topics.  
The full survey and findings became the basis for the 
book.  Every teen household should have a copy of 
this book! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

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

 
 

4/5/6 
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Special Interest Groups 

Last Writes Critique Group—Full right now, welcomes a 

Waiting List   Meets (usually) at 7 PM, 2nd & 4th Wed. each 
month, at Oaks at Wildwood Clubhouse. Novels in progress, 

varied genres. Membership currently full. Contact: Jmu-

Hall@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 full.  

 

Bard Masters Critique Group The focus of the critique 

group is historical fiction and fantasy. Meeting Tuesdays, 6:00 

PM at the Georgetown Library.  Currently open to a new mem-
ber with a serious work in progress.  Contact:  Ross Carnes 

rosscarnes@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yesteryear 

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

work in progress.  We have an opening for one new member.  
We meet on alternate Mondays at 2:30 in the Georgetown 

Library.  Contact Randall Best at 

R_best@yahoo.com 

 

The Coroners, is open to 2 new members. They meet 

Wednesdays at 5:30 p.m. in the stacks at the Georgetown Li-

brary.  Contact Dave Ciambrone, mysterywriter5@msn.com 

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

 

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

Dear Doc  
 

I’ve heard you are a strong believer in critique groups, 

but the groups I’ve tried leave a bad taste in my mouth. The first 
one turned me down before they even looked at my writing 

(“Not accepting new members,” they said.). The second one left 

me feeling that I should not only burn my manuscript, but also 
any blank paper I had on hand for fear I’d soil it. 

Before I stick my neck out to get chopped again, what’s 
your advice? 

– Critique Group Challenged 
 

Dear Challenged 

 

Regarding the first group, don’t take it personally. Once 
members get as many as they can keep up with, they have to 

draw the line, and even if you had been William Shakespeare, 

they couldn’t take one more person without kicking somebody 
else out. Reading and critiquing for four to six people, though 

rewarding, takes a lot of time and effort. 

Regarding the second group, consider yourself lucky 

you’ll never have to listen to them tear you down again. It may 

be necessary to demolish a flawed house before starting over, 
but not a person! In my experience, the most cut-throat cri-

tiquers were trying to sound brilliant, but really didn’t know how 
to make constructive suggestions for improvement. 

Why not cultivate a critique group from scratch? First, 

find a gathering of other word-junkies. Then spend time getting 
to know people with whom you feel rapport. Or to save time, 

announce that you want to start a new group—say for example, 
a group of nonfiction writers. Trade a few pages at a time for 

practice and to see how well you can work with the individuals. 

As you become accustomed to the process, the group may 
agree to reading longer sections. And as you go along, all will 

learn what works from each other. 

There are two kinds of editing. Some readers will do a 
better job as line-editors while others are more perceptive 

about content and structure. This is okay. You’ll need both: 
Line editing: mechanical errors (typos, spelling, punctua-

tion, capitalization, grammar, manuscript form); and other sur-

face flaws (diction, syntax, verbosity, editor pet-peeves, etc.) 
Content/Structure: for nonfiction - organization, clarity, 

details, etc.; and for fiction - characterization, point of view, con-
flict/motivation, setting, description, plot, tone, etc. 

Critique partners may make comments and sugges-
tions, ask questions, recommend changes, and cite your areas 

of greatest strengths, according to what they believe a maga-
zine or book editor would tell you. The more specific the com-

ments, the better. But keep in mind that matters of content 

are always subjective and depend on what a certain publica-
tion wants or needs at any given time. Above all, it is your 

manuscript, and you must be the final judge of how to write it. 
This is too big a subject to cover fully in a letter, which is 

the reason I have a section about it in my book, Rx for Your 
Writing Ills, including a list of things to consider and other 
helps. To get the book, go to Amazon.com.  

You’ll probably figure out how to work with a group as 
you go, but the book may speed up the process considerably. 

With the book or without, working with a group should soon 

relieve you of being “Critique Group Challenged” – Doc Joan Hall 
 

--------- 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. 

 

Ask the Book Doctor: Extreme Write-overs by Joan Upton Hall 

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

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

 

 

 
 

 

Corresponding Secretary  

and Historian 
William (Bill) Russeth 
512-868-0062 

williehowie2002@yahoo.com 
 

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

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

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

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

 

 

 

 

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

 

Publicity / Member @ Large 
Sam Holland 

512-868-5322 
samholland@austinfoam.com 

  

Website  

Jamie Roton 

pugstory@aol.com 

 

Marjorie Anderson 
Www.challenge4teens.com 

 

Anna M. Bell 
Website: http://www.annamaebell.com 

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

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

   

Ross Carnes 

http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 
www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Gary Clark 
www.clarkliterary.com 
 
 

Mary Fenoglio   

 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 

 

 

Joan Hall:  
www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

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

Sam Holland: 

www.samholland.com 
 
 

Linda B. Johnson 
www.lindabatenjohnson.com 
 
 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.com 

 

Member websites 
 
 
 
 

Joy Nord: 

www.GlyndaJoyNord.com  
  

Jamie Roton aka Lillian Grey  blog 

http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/ 

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith: 
www.sylviadickeysmith.com 

   

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

 

Promote your book 
 

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

 

 

Promote yourself  
 

with an ARTICLE/STORY/POEM 
 in The Gabriel Writer 

 

IMPORTANT:  to figure out how your submission will fit use  
Columns are 3 and 1/4 inches wide. 

 

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

 

Send to SGWL Submission 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown Tx 78633 

Or 

Thirdgate@aol.com 

 

Support SGWL 
by 

keeping your dues 
up-to-date 

 

Dues help SGWL to 
 

Publish the newsletter 
Give Stipends to speakers 

Provide seed money for workshops 
 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:Mysterywriter5@msn.com
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://www.davidciambrone.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

PUNCTUATION—Commas in introductory phrases, “iffy” 
 

A beginning phrase having three or more words usually needs a comma to make meaning clear, but 
fewer words can also cause momentary stumbling. Try reading the following example two ways, first 

with and then without pauses shown as [,]: 
 

 With comma left out[,] sentences like this may miscue the reader.  (Keep comma) 

 In writing[,] one should avoid setting up speed bumps for readers. (Keep comma) 
 In 1861[,] the Civil War broke out.  (Comma not needed but optional) 
 

Editor’s choice - The old adage, “When in doubt[,] leave out,” doesn’t work with all editors. Without argu-
ment[,] go with the style your editor or teacher wants. 

 

 Regarding this matter[,] Texas Highways magazine required me to use commas whereas my news-

paper editor and one of my book editors preferred none.  

 

Not a choice - In modern usage, no comma should separate a phrase from a verb immediately follow-
ing—a common practice before the twentieth century.  

 

 Examples: 

 In no situation [no,] are commas more often erroneously inserted than before verbs. 
 Whether to insert a comma here [no,] needs no consideration. 

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” wi ll 

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 at: jmuHall@aol.com. More 

problems like the one above are demystified in the booklet, 50 Writers’ Tips.  
Find a few of them at http://www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm.  

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


