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Writing Life Stories / Memoirs 
 

Bob Parr, with a Ministerial Doctorate Degree served in that capacity ap-
proximately 40 years. His involvement in religion 
began when he was thirteen. He has written 
many gospel songs and is an accomplished musi-
cian. He has performed on both radio and televi-
sion. 

 

Glenda Dickey also became involved in 
religion around the age of twelve years. Her reli-
gious dedication remained constant throughout 
her adult years. She was employed by the State 
of Texas twenty-three years and retired in 1998 
as Unemployed Insurance Department Supervi-
sor.  

The consequences of deluded religion 
affected their lives and brought the two of them 
full circle after half a century.  
 As a former member of  SGWL, Glenda also contributed a short-
short story to our 2012 anthology, Flashes of Fear. 

——— 
Editor’s note:  Those of you interested in writing memoirs  should check out 
the memoir critique group . . . 

 
 

Memoirs SIG Now Forming   
 

The focus of this new group is writing your life stories.  Join our three mem-
bers now to establish the guidelines for this group.    Currently there are 
three openings. Tentative meetings are the 2nd Thursday at 6:00 PM.  Loca-
tion to be determined.   

 

Life Stories/Memories Writing Special Interest Group 
 

Anyone interested in writing their family memories should contact  
Paul Fronczek at 512-930-7171, 512-341-9338  

or by email at aulfronczek@gmail.com 
 
For those of you new to the idea, SIGs are small 
groups of like-genre writers who encourage and critic 
each other to improve their product. 
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No July minutes 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

August  

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

October  

November  

December  

  

July 2013 Minutes 

 

Jeanell Bolton says “literary agent, Liza Dawson, 

just emailed me that FOUR publishing houses are 
sending Kinkaid House (nee Princess of Bosque Bend, 
nee Honeysuckle Dreams) to second readers!  Now, 
this doesn’t mean I’m in yet--they could all decide to 
‘pass’, but it does mean I’ve climbed a minor moun-
tain.  Wish me well.” 
 
 

50 
 

Joan Hall announces the third edition of her Rx for 

Your Writing Ills: Self-
editing for Creative Writ-
ers  she says to “Look for 
the blue cover!” 

 

THIRDGATE@AOL.COM 
Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK after a meeting. 
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I don't know about you, but I really missed not having a July meeting.  

 

 Our return program should be a barnburner, however. Glenda Dickey and Bob Parr will talk about 
writing autobiography and memoir. We each have a story, some more spectacular than others, but all 
interesting in their own ways.  Join us and learn about recording those stories for posterity. 

 

 So come to our meeting, bring a friend, and get back into the swing of SGWL. 

By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

The Coroners critique group has openings for mystery writers 

 
 
 
 
           Contact Dave Ciambrone 
          mysterywriter5@msn.com 

Memoir (from French: mémoire: memoria, meaning 
memory or reminiscence), is a literary nonfiction 
genre. More specifically, it is a collection of memo-
ries that an individual writes about moments or 
events, both public or private that took place in the 
author's life. The assertions made in the work are 
understood to be factual. While memoir has histori-
cally been defined as a subcategory of autobiog-
raphy since the late 20th century, the genre is 
differentiated in form, presenting a narrowed fo-
cus. Like most autobiographies, memoirs are writ-

ten from the first-
person point of 
view. An autobiog-
raphy tells the sto-
ry of a life, while 
memoir tells a sto-
ry from a life, such 
as touchstone 
events and turning 
points from the 

author's life. The author of a memoir may be re-
ferred to as a memoirist. 
 

 Historically, memoir has been defined as a sub-
category of autobiography. While the art of mem-
oir is nonfiction and written from the first-person 
point of view (much like autobiography), memoir is 
differentiated in form from autobiography. Rather 
than summarizing a life in whole, the memoir offers 
a much more narrow form. An autobiography tells 
the story of a life, while memoir tells a story from a 
life. Memoir is more about what can be gleaned from 
a few years or a moment in the life of the author, 
than from the author's life as a whole. In his own 
memoir Palimpsest: A Memoir, the author Gore Vi-
dal writes about the first 40 years of his life. In nar-
rative, he gave a personal definition of the art of 
memoir. "A memoir is how one remembers one's 
own life, while an autobiography is history, requir-
ing research, dates, facts double-checked."[1] 

From Wikipedia   Memoirs  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/French_language
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Literature
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Non-fiction
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Autobiography
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Autobiography
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First-person_narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First-person_narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First-person_narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Touchstone_(metaphor)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First-person_narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First-person_narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gore_Vidal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gore_Vidal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Memoir#cite_note-1
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 The Condor Legion S. Martin Shelton 

 

Basque Country, Spain.  26 April 1937 

 

Oberleutnant Hans Schaeffer leans over the optical 
instrument and speaks clearly into the intercom mi-
crophone that is just an inch from his lips. “Right 
three degrees.”   The twin-engine Heinkel model-
111E eases ever so slightly to the right.  Three sec-
onds later Schaeffer speaks, “Right one degree.”  
The roar of the engines is deafening.  “Steady.”  He 
pauses. “Steady.”  “Steady.”  He pushes the thumb 
button on a long cable.  “Bombs away.”  The Hein-
kel jumps a little.  

 

Schaeffer looks out the large Plexiglas win-
dows of the bomber’s nose and sees the string of 
fifteen SC 250 bombs hurling downward to the un-
armed town below.  In another second, he sees 
dozens of other bomb strings from the other twen-
ty-three German bombers on this morning’s raid. 

 

Schaeffer cracks a slow grin, speaks into the 
microphone, “Pilot Hauptmann Dietrich, on target.  
Look below.” 

 

Pilot Hauptman Dietrich glances out the side 
window, sees the hundreds of bombs bursting in-
side the town, and shouts “Good morning Guernica.  
The Condor Legion sends you our wakeup call.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Writers’ Digest.com Competitions 
 

YOUR STORY COMPETITION (stories that follow their lead) 
http://www.writersdigest.com/your-story-competition 

 

POETRY deadline October 1, 2013   
http://www.writersdigest.com/competitions/poetry-contests 

 

SHORT SHORT STORY COMPETITION deadline November 15, 2013 
http://www.writersdigest.com/competitions/short-short-story-competition 

Grammar Goofs that made you look silly    
from Susan Tome 

 

There  
 Always use the “That’s ours” test!   

 

Their  
 Are you talking about more than one person and something they possess?  If so, “their” will get  
 you there. 

 

They’re  
 Are you talking about more than one person and something they possess?  If so, “their” will get  
 you there. 
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“Don't use words too big for the subject. 

Don't say 'infinitely' when you mean 'very'; 

otherwise you'll have no word left when you 

want to talk about something really infinite.”  

Patriots on the Back Seat   
By Tricia Payne 

  

It was a Sunday morning.  The radio was playing in 
the background.  My Dad was sitting at the kitchen 
table reading the paper.;  My Mother was cooking 
breakfast, while I proudly paraded around in light 
blue satin pajamas Mom had made for me.  A man's 
voice on the radio suddenly became loud and excit-
ed, saying something about ships being bombed.   
 

 My Dad laid the paper down 
on the table with a stunned look 
on his face.  The spoon my Moth-
er was using, she now held in 
midair.  My Dad said somberly, 
"this means war."  I went and 
stood by his chair and asked, 
"what's war?"  Thus, the Second 
World War  came into this small 
southern town one Sunday morn-
ing and for the next four years, 
nothing was the same.  For some, 
life would be forever changed. 
 

 A few days later Dad told 
Mother that a bus was to come 
and take those interested in en-
listing to the enlistment office 
located in the next town.  In the meantime, the en-
tire town was abuzz with talk and speculation, but 
life went on pretty much as before at this 
point.  The day came and Dad left after breakfast to 
join the men who wanted to enlist. 
 

 The next memory in this story is as clear today 
as the day it happened.  I should mention that this 

was a small, segregated southern town.  The culture 
of the time and especially in the South was that not 
everyone were valued equally.  For example, there 
were water fountains for us and water fountains for 
them. In movie theatres, we sat downstairs, they 
sat in the balcony, and, we sat in the front of the 
bus, they sat in the back. 

  

 That evening, Dad relayed the events of the 
day.  When the bus arrived the men anxiously got 
on and took a seat.  When the last of the waiting 
group was on the bus, a group of about eight black 

men appeared, seemingly out of 
nowhere, filed on the bus, and 
moved silently to the last 
seat.  When everyone was seat-
ed, the bus driver closed the 
door and drove away.  "Where 
did they come from?" was the 
question on everyone's mind. 
    

 Looking back at this story, 
I've wondered if any on the bus 
and especially those who rode on 
the back seat, gave the ultimate 
sacrifice for their country.  A 
country obviously flawed, yet 
striving in its on-going efforts to 
establish democracy for all.   
  

 What classifies a Patriot?  Is there something in 
his or her hearts that sees and believes that beyond 
the laboratory of the present, there is a place in 
time that is worth any sacrifice to achieve.   Time's 
story of which we all are given a part, remind us if 
we look around, we can recognize and appreciate 
the Patriots who still sit among us. 

http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=oV7Ny1w9UMthYM&tbnid=BTy36dNrwr2iAM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.pbs.org%2Fthewar%2Fdetail_427.htm&ei=ppblUdSUB5DdqwHPn4HgCQ&bvm=bv.48705608,d.aWc&psig=AFQjCNH9wEc
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. . . more on Memoirs 
 

The term memoirs has often been used to describe 
works that are more properly defined as autobiog-
raphy, than the literary memoir. Memoir has been 
used interchangeably with autobiography or 
"memoirs", generally referred to in the possessive, 
"my memoirs" or "his memoirs", which were much 
like a collection of different memories from the au-
thor's life and thrown together.  Katharine Hep-
burn's book, Me: Stories of My Life, has often been 
referred to as Hepburn's memoirs. Hepburn herself 
warns the reader that the book fails to follow a pat-
tern common with the memoir. She refers to the 
book as "stories of [her] life. And when I say stories 
I'm afraid I mean flashes—this—that—no no the 
other thing." 
 

 Memoir has been written since the ancient 
times, as shown by Julius Caesar's 
Commentarii de Bello Gallico, also 
known as Commentaries on the Gal-
lic Wars. In the work, Caesar de-
scribes the battles that took place 
during the nine years that he spent 
fighting local armies in the Gallic 
Wars. His second memoir, Com-
mentarii de Bello Civili (or Commen-
tary on the Civil War) is an account 
of the events that took place be-
tween 49 and 48 BC in the civil war 
against Gnaeus Pompeius and the Senate. The not-
ed Libanius, teacher of rhetoric who lived between 
an estimated 314 AD and 394 AD, framed his life 
memoir as one of his literary orations, which were 
written to be read aloud in the privacy of his study. 
This kind of memoir refers to the idea in ancient 
Greece and Rome, that memoirs were like 
"memos", or pieces of unfinished and unpublished 
writing, which a writer might use as a memory aid 
to make a more finished document later on. 
In the Middle Ages, Geoffrey of Villehardouin, Jean 
de Joinville, and Philippe de Commines wrote mem-
oirs, while the genre was represented toward the 
end of the Renaissance, through the works of Blaise 
de Montluc of France. Until the Age of Enlighten-
ment encompassing the 17th and 18th centuries, 

works of memoir were written by Anthony Ashley-
Cooper, 1st Earl of Shaftesbury; François de La 
Rochefoucauld, Prince de Marcillac of France; and 
Louis de Rouvroy, duc de Saint-Simon, who wrote 
Memoirs at his family's home at the castle of La Ferté-
Vidame. While Saint-Simon was considered writer 
possessing a high level of skill for narrative and 
character development, it wasn't until well after his 
death that his work as a memoirist was recognized, 
resulting in literary fame. 
 

 Over the latter half of the 18th through the mid-
20th century, memoirists generally included those 
who were noted within their chosen profession. 
These authors wrote as a way to record and publish 
their own account of their public exploits. Authors 
included politicians or people in court society and 
were later joined by military leaders and business-
men. An exception to these models is Henry David 

Thoreau's 1854 memoir Walden, 
which presents his experiences over 
the course of two years in a cabin he 
built near Walden Pond. 
 

 Twentieth-century war memoirs 
became a genre of their own, includ-
ing, from the First World War, Ernst 
Jünger (Storm of Steel) and Frederic 
Manning's Her Privates We. Memoirs 
documenting incarceration by Nazi 
Germany during the war include Pri-
mo Levi's If This Is a Man, which co-

vers his arrest as a member of the Italian Resistance 
Movement, followed by his life as a prisoner in 
Auschwitz; and Elie Wiesel's Night, which is based 
on his life prior to and during his time in the Ausch-
witz, Buna Werke, and Buchenwald concentration 
camps. 

 After I write my memories  
  will my memories be the same 
  when I remember them 
  way down the line of years 
  or will I 
  as I reread them 
  Say 
  “That’s not right, that’s not what I remember ???” 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Katharine_Hepburn
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Katharine_Hepburn
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Julius_Caesar
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Commentarii_de_Bello_Gallico
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gallic_Wars
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gallic_Wars
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Commentarii_de_Bello_Civili
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Commentarii_de_Bello_Civili
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caesar%27s_civil_war
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gnaeus_Pompeius_Magnus
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roman_Senate
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Libanius
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oration
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Greece
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Greece
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Rome
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Middle_Ages
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Geoffrey_of_Villehardouin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jean_de_Joinville
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jean_de_Joinville
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philippe_de_Commines
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Renaissance
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blaise_de_Lasseran-Massenc%C3%B4me,_seigneur_de_Montluc
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blaise_de_Lasseran-Massenc%C3%B4me,_seigneur_de_Montluc
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Age_of_Enlightenment
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Age_of_Enlightenment
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anthony_Ashley-Cooper,_1st_Earl_of_Shaftesbury
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anthony_Ashley-Cooper,_1st_Earl_of_Shaftesbury
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fran%C3%A7ois_de_La_Rochefoucauld_(writer)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fran%C3%A7ois_de_La_Rochefoucauld_(writer)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Louis_de_Rouvroy,_duc_de_Saint-Simon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/La_Fert%C3%A9-Vidame
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/La_Fert%C3%A9-Vidame
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henry_David_Thoreau
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henry_David_Thoreau
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walden
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walden_Pond
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First_World_War
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ernst_J%C3%BCnger
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ernst_J%C3%BCnger
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Storm_of_Steel
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frederic_Manning
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frederic_Manning
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nazi_Germany
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nazi_Germany
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Primo_Levi
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Primo_Levi
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/If_This_Is_a_Man
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Italian_Resistance_Movement
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Italian_Resistance_Movement
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Auschwitz_concentration_camp
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elie_Wiesel
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Night_(book)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Buna_Werke
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Buchenwald_concentration_camp
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Busily writing memories, when I started the one 
about my mother and her polka dot sunburn, it sud-
denly occurred to me that WAY down the line, peo-
ple may not know what  eyelet fabric is. 
 

 So I started searching down memory lane for 
other possible obsolete things I, in my dotage, 
might refer to, that are no longer in fashion. 
 

 Model A Fords.  Snub nosed pickup trucks.  Dial 
telephones.  Shorthand.  Typewriters.   
 

 Which, then, of course, necessitated a scaven-
ger hunt on the internet for the particular kinds of 
these things that are relevant to my stories. 
 

 Therefore, this little blurb, for those of you writ-
ing books or doing as I am doing, notebooks full of 
history and short stories, chap books, and pictures 
and stuff remember to show pictures of the odd 

ball things that may very well be obsolete WAY 
down the road when read by great and / or great 
great etc., grandchildren. 
 

 Another thing I do, since I’m not out to write a 
“book” per se, is to make some of the stories into 
chap books to give to family members at Christmas.  
One example of this is the story of the MacDonald 
House — the house that Mack (aka Dad, Grandpa, 
Great Grandpa, etc.) 
built.  Full of pictures 
and all the cool things 
he did to put it togeth-
er. 
 

 So, there you are.  
Ideas. 
 
 

From the Editor  Something it occurred to me to do when writing my “Memoirs” 

 

C. S. Lewis 

Clive Staples Lewis (29 
November 1898 – 22 No-
vember 1963), commonly 

called C. S. Lewis and 
known to his friends and family 
as "Jack", was a novelist, poet, 

academic, medievalist, literary critic, essayist, lay theolo-
gian, and Christian apologist born in Belfast, Ireland. He 
held academic positions at both Oxford University 
(Magdalen College), 1925–1954, and Cambridge Univer-
sity (Magdalene College), 1954–1963. He is best known 
both for his fictional work, especially The Screwtape 
Letters, The Chronicles of Narnia, and The Space Trilogy, 
and for his non-fiction Christian apologetics, such as 
Mere Christianity, Miracles, and The Problem of Pain. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Alas and alack                              to sustain  
My cupboard is bare            my urge to share ! 
                                     No       there 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medieval_studies
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lay_theologian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lay_theologian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Christian_apologetics
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Belfast
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ireland
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oxford_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cambridge_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cambridge_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Screwtape_Letters
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Screwtape_Letters
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Chronicles_of_Narnia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Space_Trilogy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mere_Christianity
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Miracles_(book)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Problem_of_Pain
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=mrL_GY1NeDuR3M&tbnid=h6jKs4ULbXekZM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.megrosoff.co.uk%2F2011%2F10%2F05%2Fa-writers-day%2Fwriting-clip-art%2F&ei=juHmUfeQGKn4yAH--ICIBw&b
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Contractions  by S. Holly Hayes 
 

The medical resident paused. His hand gripped the 
handle. He anticipated a muffled scream or the typical 
curses.  In the late-night shadows of the hallway, he 
counted to ten. They said she was close. Silence cloaked 
his ears. 

Worried now, he pushed the handle down and en-
tered. Instinctively, his eyes moved to a figure on the 
bed in the center of the room. On soft soles, silent as a 
leopard approaching its prey, he absorbed the details of 
the room. This is what I was told to expect. The tight-
ness in his shoulders loosened. 

A small person, backlit by the equipment panel, cov-
ered in a thin sheet, lay on the bed. Long dark hair spilled 
onto both sides of the pillow. As he watched, the pa-
tient’s belly shuddered and rose as her back arched. A 
ring less hand clenched the side rail. The only sound a 
sharp intake of air.   

“Ms. Bentley?” he whispered. In the silence of the 
room, anything louder would have raised too much of a 
racket. 

A pale face, with large shimmering violet eyes, 
turned toward him. A lovely fragile face. Almost tragic.    

Her body relaxed as the contraction eased. Only her 
hand continued to clutch the rail, anticipating the next 
wave of pain.  

“I know they think I’m crazy,” she said, in a clear, me-
lodious voice without a trace of pain, “it’s just, I haven’t 
much time.” 

Strong little thing, she refused the epidural. I’ve heard 
those contractions hurt like hell. 

“They said you would listen?” she challenged him. 
He almost laughed. Listen? Yes, I’ll certainly listen. 
He leaned in to see her face more clearly. “I’m Nick 

Holden, the psychiatry resident on call for the night.” 
She nodded and held out her hand, “I’m Lola. Lola 

Bentley.”  
He shook it, noting the coolness of her soft skin, be-

fore she placed it back on the rail. 
“How can I help?” he asked. 
“I figure I’ve got about five minutes before the next 

contraction. I hope it’s enough time to make you under-
stand.”    

Nick nodded. 
“I’ll just jump right in then,” she said, taking a deep 

breathe. “I’m carrying Finn Evan’s baby.” 
He nodded again. Yep, crazy. Delusional. 
“Ms. Bentley,” Nick said gently. “Finn Evans died 

over a year ago.” 

“Ahh,” she noted, “you’re already using the crazy-girl 
voice with me. I know he died in a car accident exactly 13 
months ago,” she paused, noting, “to the day. I’ll ex-
plain.” 

A contraction rocked her body. She clenched her lips 
together, refusing to scream and arched against the 
sheet with the convulsion.  

Tiny little belly for someone about to deliver. 
Nick took a step back, giving her some privacy for her 

pain. 
Again, with the only sign of her torment, a sharp in-

take of air, she turned back to the resident, “The baby is 
early. I hope he’ll be ok.” 

She saw the question in my eyes. Early? A baby fa-
thered by a famous country singer who died over a year 
ago? 

“Less time than I thought,” she mumbled, rubbing 
her stomach. “They probably told you, the baby will be 
adopted whether I make it through or not.” 

Nick broke his cardinal rule of listening and interrupt-
ed, “There’s no indication you won’t deliver a perfectly 
healthy baby and walk out of here yourself in a few 
days.” 

“Here’s the deal,” Lola pleaded, deep indigo eyes 
boring holes into his. “Indicated or not, I’m not walking 
out of here. But, that’s beside the point. This baby’s fa-
ther is Finn Evans and somebody needs to know it.” 

“Can you back up a bit?” Nick asked. “Do you have 
any family?” 

“No, no family. No use searching for family either,” 
she warned.  

“What exactly do you want from me?” Nick said, try-
ing to focus the conversation. By his estimation, the 
monitor hooked up to her belly would soon advise the 
nurses’ station that delivery was eminent. The fetal 
alarm would send the OB and the nurses charging into 
the room, effectively ending their conversation. 

“I want the baby’s parents to know his father is Finn 
Evans. Will you tell them? Have them test Finn’s DNA and 
the baby’s? Not for any money from Finn’s estate, just to 
know. To tell the baby,” Lola said, clutching her stomach 
with one hand and the rail with the other.  

“Is there any proof? Where are we going to get 
Finn’s DNA? What judge would approve having his body 
exhumed? Why wait until now to tell someone?” Nick 
watched as her face twisted with the pain.  

A small, “oomph,” escaped her lips. 
“He’s coming,” she gasped, a smile trumping the 

spasm. “There’s proof, in my apartment…”  
Nick turned as the doctor and his entourage burst 
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through. 
“Hey, Nick,” the physician said, giving him a wave, 

“you’re welcome to stay, but you’ll have to move away 
from the bed.” 

The staff moved into position, elevating Ms. Bent-
ley’s legs in stirrups, hooking up monitors and rolling in 
the infant warmer. 

All staff, only staff. Sad. Nick thought as he glanced at 
his pager illuminating a call for another consult. I’ll come 
back after the birth.  

>>> 
Later in the day, Nick grabbed a coffee from the hos-

pital cafeteria and sat down at a booth, opening a small 
spiral notebook he was in the habit of keeping in the 
pocket of his white coat. He opened it and reviewed his 
notes from the previous 24 hours. 

He paused at the name Lola Bentley, then glanced at 
the wall clock. Five hours ago. I wonder what happened 
with the baby. Sipping his coffee, Nick found his mind wan-
dering back to Lola. He closed the notebook, tossed his 
empty cup in the trash can and walked toward the bank 
of elevators. A frown of worry creased his forehead. He 
recalled her words. Indicated or not, I’m not walking out 
of here. What else had she said? 

On the unit, his apprehension increased when he 
looked at the white board listing the last names of the 
patients. She was in room ten, right? The name says Har-
ris. Nick scanned the list of names for the other rooms. 
Maybe they moved her. 

He walked over to the unit secretary, interrupting a 
phone call. “Ms. Bentley, where is she?” 

“Hold on a minute, please,” the secretary said into 
the receiver. 

“Bentley? I don’t have a patient named Bentley.” 
Nick’s mind raced. I saw Lola at three this morning. 

The secretary came on duty at seven. If she was moved to 
another unit, the change of staff wouldn’t know about 
her.   

“It’s fine,” he said, “Sorry for the interruption.” 
The secretary went back to her call, but looked with 

amusement at the resident sprinting down the hall.  
There are two units that take OB transfers. One, if the 

baby dies and they don’t want the mother to be 
around the nursery and one for recovery.  

Taking no chances and suddenly rushed for 
time, Nick veered for the medical resident cu-
bicle and logged onto a computer. He typed in 
Lola Bentley. Baby Bentley popped up immedi-
ately.  

“No, not baby, mother,” he muttered. 

There she is. He scanned down the page, stopping at 
one word. Deceased. Oh Lord. Heart attack during deliv-
ery. 

In a fog, Nick paged back up, took out his notebook, 
opened it to his last entry and reread his notes before 
copying the information from the screen.   

>>> 
Later that evening, entering a brownstone apart-

ment building in a part of town Nick had never been to, 
he wondered if he was the crazy one. He knocked, with a 
feigned confidence, on the super’s door. 

When it opened, he held up his hospital ID. “I need 
to get into apartment D.” 

“Why?” the short, bald man asked squinting up at 
Nick. 

Refusing to fumble or look away, Nick stated, 
“Hospital business, I’m not at liberty to say.” 

The superintendent stared back, waiting, then said 
with a sigh, “Come on then. Lola was a sweet gal, even if 
she was a whore.” 

Nick kept his face blank and followed the man up 
two flights of stairs.  

“Did she have the baby, then?” he asked. 
“She did,” Nick responded. 
The super fumbled with the lock, pushed open the 

door and said, “I’ll wait out here for you.” 
Nick entered the one-room apartment. Tacked on 

the walls were promotional posters for Finn Evans. A 
magazine on the side table featured his photo on the 
cover. Next to the magazine, sat a book, What to Expect 
When You’re Expecting. Nick felt tears prick his eyes. The 
room was tidy with few personal effects. 

Knowing his time was limited, he focused his atten-
tion on the bed before bending down and lifting the 
frayed dust ruffle. Clicking the penlight he always car-
ried, Nick saw nothing. He quietly lifted the mattress. 
Nothing. 

He moved to the kitchen, opening cabinets and 
drawers. All empty. Hurrying now, he gave the refrigera-
tor door a tug. Nothing. Deep in thought, he pulled open 
the freezer.  

What is that? He withdrew a thin plastic bag with a 
brown substance frozen into one end. 
He held it up to the light and narrowed his 
eyes.e HHe Nick recalled his rotation 
through the invitro fertilization lab. It’s pos-
sible, it is possible. He slipped the plastic ves-
sel into his pocket, thanked the super and 
emerged into the fading sunlight.  
Ah, Lola. You had the proof all along. 
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Ask the Book Doctor has gone fishing  by Joan Upton Hall 

 

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: JmuHall@aol.com 
 

Novel Crafters is Full right now, 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 mary-
lynn@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 Mon-

ument Café.  Contact is Sharon Lyle, 512-639-1162, iwriteco-
zies@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 member 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 fiction’s the name, 
publication’s the fame.  Join us now with your work in progress.  We 
have an opening for one new member.  We meet on alternate Mon-
days at 2:30 in the Georgetown Library.  Contact Randall Best at 
R_best@yahoo.com 
 

--------- Doc Joan 

Have a question to share in this column? Email me 
at: jmuHall@aol.com with “Ask the Book Doctor” 
as your subject line. If you want to remain anony-
mous, I’ll address you by whatever pseudonym you 
sign. 
 

Joan Hall thanks GW readers for their interest in 
“Ask the Book Doctor.” She says, “Because some of 
you have asked where you can look up previous is-
sues, I have posted a few of them at “books, etc.” 
on website: www.JoanUptonHall.com. Scroll past 
the book covers and click “Ask Doc” Q&A’s . 

Where in the U. S.  
           is Jamie Roton, our  

wandering WebMaster ??? 
   

I am on the coast of Oregon in the town of 
Newport. The weather here will make you hot 
Texans envious. It's a cool 60 degrees at mid-
day. Although you all may not envy the tsuna-
mi warnings posted around the bay.  

Newport is home to a first class aquarium, two 
historic lighthouses, and the Rogue Ales distill-
ery. Also, David Ogden Stiers (of the TV show 
M*A*SH) conducts the orchestra here. 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.com
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
http://www.JoanUptonHall.com
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=egF4fCrkpc6MVM&tbnid=hhNueOiz1eTUPM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.factoryoutletstores.info%2Foutlet-malls-by-map-of-usa%2F&ei=9q-fUYnXDYai9QSXx4H4Dg&bvm=bv.47008514
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SGWL Board 
President 
Janet Kilgore,  
512-3317204 
janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com  
 

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

 

 
 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
William (Bill) Russeth 
512-868-0062 
williehowie2002@yahoo.com 
 

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

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

 

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

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

 

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

 

Marjorie Anderson 
Www.challenge4teens.com 

 

Anna M. Bell 
Website: http://www.annamaebell.com 
Author Blog: http://
annbell.wordpress.com/ 
Educational Technology Blog: http://
annamaebell.wordpress.com/ 

   

Ross Carnes 
http://webstarts.com/
RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 
www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Gary Clark 
www.clarkliterary.com 

 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

Joan Hall:  
www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

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

Sam Holland: 
www.samholland.com 
 

Linda B. Johnson 
www.lindabatenjohnson.com 
 

Janet Kilgore 
http://janetkilgore.com 
 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

 

Member websites 
 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.com 

 

Joy Nord: 
www.GlyndaJoyNord.com  
  

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

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith: 
www.sylviadickeysmith.com 

   

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

 

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 work-

shops 
 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://www.davidciambrone.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://janetkilgore.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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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 stum- bling. 
Try reading the following example two ways, first with and then with-
out 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 argument[,] go with the style your editor or 
teacher wants. 

 

 Regarding this matter[,] Texas Highways magazine required me to use 
commas whereas my newspaper editor and one of my book editors pre-
ferred none.  

 
Not a choice - In modern usage, no comma should separate a phrase from a verb imme-

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 Demysti-
fier” 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 at: jmu-
Hall@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 

 


