
  

 

 

 
 

 

For The San Gabriel Writers’ League   
www.SGWL.net                                                                                                                        December 2012 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 

The SGWL Christmas Party will be held Thursday,  
December 6, at the Berry Creek Country Club.  

 

6:00 p.m.:  
Cocktails and hors d’oeurves: ― 

one free drink of wine or beer included) and a Cash 
bar  

 

6:30 p.m.:  
Dinner (roasted turkey, trimmings, and dessert)  

 

Followed  
by “Christmas” Games, and Conversation  

 
 

RESERVATIONS MUST BE 
MADE BY NOVEMBER 22 

 

Tickets are $25.00 EACH 

AND CAN BE PAID AT  

 

SGWL.NET THROUGH PAYPAL 

 
 

 By CHECK TO      By CHECK OR CASH 

  SGWL             AT THE DOOR 

  181 Young Ranch Rd               WITH PRIOR 

  Georgetown Tx  78633         RESERVATION 
 

   IF you make a reservation and cannot  
attend, you must still pay  

as we WILL HAVE reserved a seat  
AND the meal for you 
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Respectfully submitted  

Janet Kilgore, Secretary 
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

December Party 

  

  

  

  

November 2012 Minutes 

New member . . . 
 

. . . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

    

 

after a meeting. 

Contributions are published in order of receipt.   
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President’s Words — Christmas Story By David Ciambrone 

AND you can Google “BERRY CREEK COUNTRY CLUB” for actual map  

 

Via Hwy 195  
 I-35 to Hwy 195  
 Left (North) on 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd)  
 Left on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive  
 Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge.  

 

Via Hwy Lakeway Drive  
 West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Lakeway Drive  
 Right on Lakeway Drive to Hwy to Airport Road  
 Left on Airport Road to Berry Creek Drive  
 Left on Berry Creek Drive to Country Club on the right just after long right curve.  

 

Via Hwy Shell Road  
 West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Shell Road.  
 Right on Shell Road to Hwy 195.  
 Right on Hwy 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd)  
 Left on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive  
 Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge.  

 

Via Shell Road Cutoff  
 West on Williams Drive from I-35 to Shell Road.  
 Right on Shell Road Cutoff to Logan Ranch Rd  
 Left on Logan Ranch Rd to LaQuinta Drive  
 Left on LaQuinta Dr to Oak Tree Drive to Saw Grass Trail—shortcut  
 Right on Saw Grass Trail to Oak Tree Dr  
 Oak Tree Dr to Country Club just across the bridge.  

 

Via Sun City Blvd  
 Sun City Blvd to Hwy 195  
 South on Hwy 195 to Berry Creek Dr (also continuation of Airport Rd)  
 Right on Berry Creek Dr crossing Airport Rd/Briar Crest Drive  
 Country Club is on the right just after long right curve and across from bridge.  

 When I was about five or six years old, I lived in Rochester, 

New York. That winter it was very cold and overcast and we had 
had a lot of snow. I considered this to be great because it would 

be easy for Santa to get to us and land his reindeer. This is very 
important to a five year old. 
 

 Very early Christmas morning, it was still dark when I 
awakened and tiptoed to my parent’s room to get them up to 

go see if Santa had come. We dressed in our bathrobes and 

slippers and silently made our way from the bedrooms, through 
the small kitchen, to the doorway leading to the dining room. 

Our Christmas tree was in the archway between the dining 
room and living room. 
 

 I slowly peered around the door jam, everything was dark 
and I could see outlines in the room from the glow of a street-

light outside casting light and shadows into the room. And, to 

my surprise, and fear; I thought I saw Santa crouching near the 
tree. I turned and started to run back to bed when my father 

caught me and asked what was the matter. With my heart rac-
ing, I stuttered that Santa was in there and we had to go back 

to bed. 
 

 My dad assured me Santa wasn’t in there and was proba-

bly back at the North Pole. We quietly entered the room. When 
my folks turned on the lights, what I thought was Santa turned 

out to be a funny wrapped present near the tree. Upon opening 
it, the Santa I was certain I saw was a rocking chair for my 

mother.  

 

 She had that chair for 58 years and it now belongs to one 

of my daughters. I forgot about 

thinking the chair was Santa when 
I spotted the model railroad that 

he left for me. I had that train for 
many, many years and just now, 

63 years later, I’m set-

ting up a new electric 
train. 
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Birdie’s Story by Jane Thompson 

Every year my father loaded all of us up and we took a National 

Lampoon-type summer vacation. They were just awful--seven 
people in an un-airconditioned car in August with the goal of 

seeing how many miles could be driven in two weeks. I knew 
every greasy spoon on Route 66 and can especially remember 

the time spent by the side of the road changing tires before the 

invention of the tubeless tire (everyone over the age of 50 is 
right with me on that one). While the trips were nightmares, 

they’re the kind of thing that I’m glad I did a half-century later--I 
learned a lot and saw of lot of things I wouldn’t have otherwise. 

Still, I wouldn’t do it again for anything. 

 

     There was one really good part to every vacation--the first 

three days. The first three days every year were spent driving to 

the Gulf Coast to spend time in Galveston. No matter where we 
were going on vacation--California, Wyoming, Utah, Colorado, 

South Dakota. When we were little, we didn’t question that part 
of the trip--it was just a great time on the beach before the long, 

hot days cooped up in the car.  

 

     Later, we realized that little side trip 

resulted from a promise my father made 

when he and my mother got engaged at 
the University of Texas. She was born 

and raised in Houston and her biggest 
reservation about moving to Oklahoma 

City was leaving her beloved Gulf behind. 

My father promised her she could visit it 
once a year, and, to his credit, kept his 

promise for sixty years. We loved our 
trips to the beach as much as our 

mother--Galveston with its white 

beaches, palm trees, and colorful houses 
seemed exotic after central Oklahoma. 

We knew we were there when we heard 
our mother’s unvarying cry, “Look--

oleanders!”  

 

     As children, we were confused by our 

Houston grandmother’s refusal to join us 

on our beach jaunts. She refused, with 
no explanation, to ever go to the beach 

with us. Even for a picnic, even for an 
afternoon. Our mother tried to explain to 

us that she was afraid of the waves, of the noise, of the smell of 

the ocean. We thought that was ridiculous and laughed at such 
an idea. Afraid of the Gulf of Mexico’s three-foot waves? We 

reveled in them and competed to see how far we could swim 
out. We had no understanding of what happened to my grand-

mother when she was ten years old or that she had never re-

covered from it. 
 

     My grandmother, Birdie, was born in 1890 and raised on 

Galveston Island. At that time, Galveston was the port of Texas 
and an honest-to-God boom town, with more millionaires per 

capita than any other city in the country. It must have been a 
beautiful place to live then, because it still is, even with many 

more people on the island. Then the population of Galveston 

Island was 38,000; now it is 59,000. The sky was the limit--it 
was an excellent place for my great-grandfather, Patrick Rabitt, 

a civil engineer and architect, to make his fortune.  

 

     Patrick was a member of the firm of N.J. Clayton, Architects, 

who built schools, churches, and opulent homes for the scions 

of the gilded age, some of which can still be seen towering over 
the streets of the city. The most important one in my grand-

mother's story was the Gresham home, begun in 1886 and 
finished in 1893. Walter Gresham was a cotton baron and U.S. 

Congressmen; he was also a man who hedged his bets, for he 

charged his architects with building a home that would with-
stand any storm. He gave them an almost unlimited budget; the 

house cost $250,000 to build.  

 

     The house now known as the Bishop's Palace is undoubtedly 

one of the finest examples of the excesses of the gay nineties. It 
was constructed of two layers of bricks laid end-to-end and 

faced with stone. Of course it had huge windows to make the 

most of the sea breeze, with wide verandas and all the modern 
conveniences, including gas, electricity, and running water. 

Gresham had his architects build in fourteen fireplaces to coun-
teract the winter damp and panel the inside of the house in 

rare woods. The windows are stained glass, deeply recessed, 

and equipped with built-in hurricane shutters. The "ground" floor 
of the house is fifteen feet up and built 

over a deep cellar; Gresham wanted 
plenty of room for flooding. 
 

     One hundred years ago, weather fore-
casting was in its infancy and American 

optimism was at its apex. People knew a 

hurricane could be devastating to tiny, 
shallow Galveston Island, but hoped it 

could dodge a direct hit. The Gulf is nor-
mally a placid sea; people just assumed it 

would always be. On September 8, 

1900, they were proved so wrong.  
     As the storm grew and the waters 

rose, the architects who had poured 
their expertise into building the perfect 

storm-proof structure moved their fami-

lies into the shelter of the Gresham 
home. Two hundred people spent the 

most horrifying night ever in that house, 
my grandmother, only ten years old, 

among them. The rains poured, the 

winds blew away the weather instru-
ments, and the tidal surge rose to 15 feet. The Gresham house 

sustained no damage, but when the 200 emerged the next 
morning, they were met with a scene of indescribable chaos 

and horror. 
 

     Over half the town was destroyed, and between 6,000 and 

10,000 people were dead--no one knows exactly how many. I 

wish I could tell you about my grandmother's memories of that 
horrible night and that awful scene and the days that followed, 

but she never spoke of it. Not ever--not to her parents, not to 
her husband or children or her grandchildren. My grandmother 

was to grow up without aunts and uncles and cousins. Her fa-

ther could have stayed in Galveston and made a good living be-
cause, incredibly, the town decided to rebuild--to build a 17-foot 

stone seawall, to raise the level of the town 17 feet, and to re-
place the destroyed structures. But their personal losses were 

too great and the Rabitt family relocated by the first day of 

1901. 
     Continued on next page 
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. . . Continued              Fall Tapestry 

     There was no diagnosis of post-traumatic stress syndrome 

in 1900, no thought of counseling. People dealt with their shock 
as best they could, and most of them came through, but quirks 

remained--like a terrible fear of storms that never left. 

 

     My mother told us that the shadows of the storm always 

remained. Her mother was unhappy that her children chose to 
ride the interurban to the beach at every opportunity and was 

nervous until they returned safely home. Whenever a storm 

blew over the Gulf, my grandmother shut the windows, drew the 
curtains, and sat in the dark, praying the rosary over and over--

probably just as she had in 1900. In Oklahoma City, thunder-
storms are so common and so violent that they become a form 

of entertainment--but not to my grandmother. Again, she 

prayed through them when she visited. 

 

     When our family buried a relative, we walked away, never to 

return to the grave to "visit" or leave flowers. It took me a while 
to figure out that my grandmother had never done these things 

because after the hurricane there were no bodies to honor--
people were swept out to sea or the bodies burned on the  

on the beach--so the tradition of tending graves was one that 

was just never followed in my family. 
 

     But my sister and I found a way to visit the graves of those 

lost in the storm of 1900. We planned our annual vacation to 
the beach to coincide with the commemoration ceremonies for 

the victims of the hurricane so we could honor those members 
of our family who died that night. 

 

     Look for photographs of the hurricane's aftermath on the 
NOAA website. 

Falling leaves 

A crispness in the air 

Signs that Fall is here 

Are everywhere 

But the surest sign 

That Fall has begun 

Is the spectacular setting 

Of the Autumn Sun 

Followed by the rising 

Of the Harvest Moon 

Enjoy the view 

Winter will be here soon 

The Autumn Sun 

Descends in a fiery blaze 

The golden Harvest Moon rises 

Without a hint of haze 

Both are a beautiful testimony 

Of our Creator’s Majesty 

The artist of this beautiful tapestry 

Setting and rising in perfect harmony 

 

 

 

Photography  

& Poetry  

by:   

Samantha Z. Shields 

 
    " There are three rules for writing the novel…
Unfortunately, no one knows what they are.” 

Dues are due for 2013 
Thanks to all of you who have already paid your 2013 dues — 

to the others . . . 

 

It is that time again. 

 

$25.00 for one person 

 

$35.00 for family. 

 
 
 

Payable in a variety of ways: 
 
 

At the meeting by Cash or Check 

 

By PayPal via www.sgwl.org  

 

A check in the mail to 

    SGWL 
    181 Young Ranch Rd 

    Georgetown Tx 78633 

 

The 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 
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Southern Pacific by S Martin Shelton 

 Hank was snake bit.  I don’t mean figuratively, but literally.  

That southern pacific rattlesnake hit him in right calf.  He yelled. 
I was about 20 feet away photographing a well-preserved ol’-

time cabin.  As I got to Hank, I saw the reptile slither away.  That 
fellow was over five-feet long—a big bastard.  Snapped his foto.  

Hank was down, in serious pain, and in deep trouble.  The south-

ern pacific rattler is a seriously dangerous reptile.  It has the 
dual-dose venom—poison that attacks both the cardiovascular 

and the neurological systems.  
 We were on our annual photographic ghost-town trip.  

This year we were operating in the Black Mountains in the re-

mote southern section of Death Valley National Park.  Folks 
don’t venture here much—not touristy.  We were at the Gold 

Valley site—an oasis nestled in a small hollow about halfway up 
the mountain.  It’s an outstanding site with seven intact wood 

structures.  A hidden spring nestled aside the mountain sup-

ports this oasis--several palm trees, foot-high salt grass, birds 
galore, rabbits, and other critters. The cabins are on the south-

ern periphery of the oasis in a small flat.  Well worth the 17-
mile, serious four-wheel drive up the mountain.  It 

was a bright clear autumn day with the sun low on 

the horizon--making for bold shadows to enhance 
depth in our photos.   

A few minutes earlier, Hank said that he was 
going into the oasis to find and photograph the 

spring.  Concentrating on my photography, it took 

me a second or so for Hank’s comment to regis-
ter.  Being a seasoned ghost-towner, I shouted, 

“Don’t go.  It’s not a good idea.”  Too late. He was 
about ten feet into the grass. 

The southern pacific rattler was lying in wait in 

the tall grass alongside an animal trail. Watching 
for a rabbit or a squirrel to wander by—his dinner.  Hank said, “I 

heard the buzz when my right foot was in midair.  My momen-
tum forced the foot down—right on top of that reptile.  I was hit 

almost instantaneously.”  

Clearly the situation was critical.  Fast action essential.  
Recalling the current medical advice on snakebite, no first aid—

no tourniquet, no incisions at the bite to suck out the venom, no 
booze. No nothing except water. Get the patient to medical help 

post haste.  I helped Hank to our truck.  Ran around to the 

driver’s side.  Then I spotted it.  Our left rear-tire was flat.  
Damn!   I had lots of experience changing flat tires on this type 

of truck.  Should take less than 15 minutes.  Did I mention that 
we were in a rental truck—no need to mess up our own equip-

ment.   

The spare tire is tucked under the rear of the truck, just 
under the fold-down door. Got the wheel-changing equipment.  

Knelt to start cranking down the spare.   Double damn!!  It was 
fastened solid to the holding frame with the biggest padlock I’ve 

ever seen.  We had no key.  Rental agent failed to mention this 

minor detail.  And, we had no bolt cutter.  (An essential survival 
tool on all future ghost-town trips.) 

Time for action.  Started broadcasting on channel 9 
(emergency channel) on my Citizen’s Band radio (CB).  Sent out 

the “May Day,” “May Day,” “May Day” for several minutes.  No 

response.  Just gibberish on the channel. Not voice as such, but 
a zillion voices atop one another—pure chaotic noise.  Tried 911 

on my cell phone.  No response.  Tried the rental agency.  No 
response.  Surrounded by mountains in this small hollow, there 

was no line-of-sight for my signal to be broadcast into the ether.   

Not smart to just wait for a tourist or a ranger to show.  This 
remote site is just too tough to get to and too far from civiliza-

tion. 
Only several minutes since that rattler bit Hank.   He was 

semi-conscious.  Uneven breathing.  Moaning faintly.  Decision 

time.  No option but to drive on the flat tire.  Got him into the 
passenger seat.  Strapped him in.  Turned the key. Jammed the 

drive lever into four-wheel drive. Punched the gasoline peddle 
and we’re moving.   

Seventeen miles of miserable four-wheel driving.  Wow! 

What a drive.  Hit damn near every boulder on this craggy 
mountain trail.  “Rough” doesn’t begin to describe the bouncing 

drive.  On the rebound, of a particularly severe bounce, the front 
axel ripped a semi-buried boulder out of the ground—making a 

terrible racket as we ran over it.   Probable damaged the axel. 

Knocked the hood open.  Froze the fan.  Suspect that the en-
gine mounts were knocked loose.  And no telling the damage to 

the mechanisms on the underside of the truck.  Actually, it was 
a quick fix for the fan—reset several bolts.  Wired 

the hood closed.  And to my surprise and delight, 

we got underway with severe vibration and clunk-
ing.  However, we were moving.  Don’t know if 

Hank was aware of the rough ride.  
Reckon I was a little heavy-footed on the gas 

pedal.  But, Hank didn’t look too good.  Before long 

the flat tire was worn through.  Now, riding on the 
rim.  Sparks flying.  Difficult to steer.  Making pro-

gress, though.   Just a few more miles to the 
black top.  We made it. 

Shortly got to Shoshone—a burg on highway num-

ber 127—just southeast of the Park’s boundary.  
Pulled into the lone service station.  Let me rephrase that last 

sentence, “Our truck limped into the lone service station, then 
expired.” 

Hank didn’t look so hot.  Not speaking.  Not moving.  

Breathing labored.  Got a pulse, but weak.  His face seems fro-
zen—paralysis probably.  At least he’s not feverish. Seemed cool 

to my touch—blood pressure down. 
  Manager at the two-pump service station punched in 

“911” on his land-line phone.  Got the emergency operator in 

Las Vegas.   Medical helicopter en route.  Longer than I would 
have wanted, but faster than expected that big bird landed on 

the blacktop.  EMTs got Hank.  Did their examination.  Gave him 
a shot of something—adrenaline?  On the gurney and into the 

chopper.  Hank’s gone to Las Vegas.  Great shows.  Scantily 

clad show girls.  Fancy food in gigantic buffets.  How ‘bout the 
Emergency Room at the University Medical Center.  Good luck, 

pal.  
I walked around the truck.  The rear wheel worn down to a hub, 

bent, distorted, and otherwise a mess.  Steam gushing from the 

radiator.  Oil spewing on the asphalt.  Reckon the axel, engine, 
transmission, and many parts on that wreck need fixing.  Good 

truck.  Thanks for the life-saving ride.  See ya in the junk yard. 
 I called the auto-rental office in Vegas.  Told the desk clerk 

the story.   She was taken aback-never had this sort of report 

before.  Said she’d send the wrecker for the remains of the 
truck. Wonder if my insurance will cover the damage or am I 

responsible.  Find out later.  I unloaded our stuff—lots of it--- 
Continued 
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. . . Continued 

 

survival gear, food stores, water, soft drinks, grips, navigation 

paraphernalia, maps, log books, and our camera equipment.  
Manager let me stow our gear in the back of his station.  He 

got me a ride to Vegas with the next traveler heading south 
that stopped at his station.  I owe this station-manager big time. 

A good-Samaritan, more than I can imagine.  Checked into a 

motel off the strip.  Got to the hospital ‘round midnight. 
Hank was in Intensive Care.  Unconscious.  Medico said 

that on arrival it was a close call if he would survive.  With those 
large fangs on that monster, Hank must have gotten a super 

dose of venom deep into an artery. Fortunately, the hospital had 

the specific antivenin serum for the southern pacific rattle-
snake. Hank’s stable now. But the prognosis is tentative—he’s 

super not well.  Hank’s leg is bloated to alone.  He does eat rats 
and other vermin.  A balance of nature, as it were. 

I kept in touch with Hank from time to time.  He walks with 

a cane.  And will for he rest of his life.  Otherwise, he’s none the 
worse for wear from his southern pacific adventure.  As au-

tumn approached I asked him to go with me on a photnearly 
twice its normal size.  Will be several hours, perhaps a day or 

so before his prognosis is finalized.  Counting on positive.  It 

was. 
Rented an automobile from the rental agency.  As luck 

would have it, the clerk was the one I talked with about the 
truck.  Not happy.  Said there was so much damage to that 

truck that it is being sold for scrap.  The engine, transmission 

and most all other moving parts were “kaput.”   Must have 
knocked off the oil pan on my hasty trip down the mountain.  No 

oil—no engine.  
Spent the next week in Vegas—most of time at the hospital.  

No shows.  And, no show girls.  A couple of sumptuous buffets, 

however.  Some imbibing adult beverages in the evening. 

Watched lots of old movies on the TV.  Casablanca and The 
Maltese Falcon are the two most compelling films ever pro-

duced. 
Hank steadily improving.  Still having some pain.  Able to 

talk with coherence in two days.  Doesn’t remember much.  

Over the next few days I relayed the events in small doses. With 
all the drugs in him, he had a difficult time focusing on reality.  

Nonetheless, on the seventh day the medicos released him.  
We went to Shoshone to recover our gear.  Left a case of Wild 

Turkey, 101 proof, for the station manager.  Went home. 

For the next few weeks I was consumed with revenge on 
that southern pacific.  One evening, after several jiggers of rye, I 

devised a plan.  I’d go back to Gold Valley.  Burn that brush and 
palm trees to a cinder.  And, with a clear view of the oasis, I 

would blast every damn reptile with my 12 gauge. 

With the morning comes light (and a sore head).  Not a 
topnotch idea.  Gold Valley is on federal land.  And park rangers 

don’t look kindly on such vandalism to the environment.  Reckon 
I’d be in prison for several years.  Let that damn reptile alone.  

He does eat rats and other vermin.  A balance of nature, as it 

were. 
I kept in touch with Hank from time to time.  He walks with 

a cane.  And will for he rest of his life.  Otherwise, he’s none the 
worse for wear from his southern pacific adventure.  As au-

tumn approached I asked him to go with me on a photographic 

ghost-town trip in Colorado.  He stared at me with the most 
incredulous expression.  After a second or so he snapped, 

“Surely you jest.”  

Golaith and the Bare Facts—Day One of Four by Samantha Z Shieds West 

 “You have got to come see this now. You won’t believe it.  I 

am telling you the truth.  You just won’t believe it!” I heard my 
husband yell from outside. Again he yelled out, “Honey, I said 

now”! 
   I had been busily cleaning house one morning in early 

January and caught up in my own little world of chasing dust 

mites. I love to clean. Sometimes I wonder what is wrong with 
me because I even love to clean the bathrooms. Something 

about everything sparkling clean and germ free that makes my 
world seem like it is in perfect order. At least for the moment 

anyway. I heard the screen door slam and pounding footsteps 

coming toward me. “Doggone it, honey, what are you doing? 
Didn’t you hear me yelling at you?” I looked at my husband and 

my eyes went from the look of absolute frustration on his face 
that I had not come running when he called, down to the mud 

on his hands and the big globs of wet mud all over his rubber 

boots. These were outdoor, traipsing around in the woods, mud 
boots. Never ever to be brought into the house. I knew immedi-

ately that something big had happened. Just how big, I was 
about to find out. 

  Again he said, “You have got to come see this now.” Then 

added, “And bring your camera!” That did it. That was the only 
thing I needed to hear. If he had said that at first, I would have 

dropped everything, grabbed my camera, and run out the door 
as fast as I could. He knew how to get to me. Just mention cam-

era and my adrenaline flowed non-stop. I had always dreamed 

of being a photojournalist for National Geographic. I guess that 
is why I loved living out here at the Point. This was as close to 

the wild as I might ever get it. There was a Louisiana bayou be-
hind me, the Vermilion bay leading to the Gulf of Mexico within a 

mile of me, and the woods full of wildlife in between. I loved it. 

You would never believe this Uptown New Orleans city girl could 
even exist in this environment, much less love it. Amazing. 

I frantically grabbed my camera, wondering if I had just missed 
the shot of a lifetime and admonishing myself for paying more 

attention to dust mites than to my husband. I heard the screen 

door slam behind me as I  ran down the steps. Ours was a 
quaint old raised wooden house that my husband’s family built 

years ago.  It had since been raised up on piers because of hur-
ricane floods from time to time.  I went running down the long 

set of porch steps with camera flying beside me and hoping I 

had not missed the shot of a lifetime.  When I reached the bot-
tom, my husband put out his hand like a cop at a busy intersec-

tion and said, “Stop!” I froze in my tracks. Then with a dramatic 
swing of his arm and pointing downward, he said, “Look!”  I had 

never seen him act like this, not ever. I was afraid to look, think-

ing that maybe there was a twenty-foot boa constrictor on the 
ground beneath our feet. I almost fainted at the thought. Then, I 

remembered my lifelong desire to be a wildlife photojournalist.  
Continued on next page 
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San Gabriel Writers’ Holiday Party 

Thursday, December 6, 2012 — mark your calendar now — 
   You may not be able to attend monthly meetings HOWEVER

 Plan to attend this gathering and renew/make old/new acquaintances. 

. . . Continued 
 

How could I possibly ever be one if I could not even look at a 

twenty foot boa constrictor?  Wimp!  I took a deep breath and 
looked down to the spot where he was pointing. 

  At first I was relieved. No big monster snake. Just a big 
pile of garbage!  I then realized that he had interrupted my de-

termined pursuit to conquer my housework in one morning for 

a look at a pile of garbage. I looked at our garbage “can”. The 
name “can” was from a bygone era. The last bonafide garbage 

can which was made of tin  I remember seeing was in the Fif-
ties. The modern rubber type was a child of the Sixties, at least 

in my neighborhood back then. My present garbage can which I 

nicknamed “Goliath” is made out of some super heavy duty rub-
ber, probably from recycled tires, and twice as big as any ordi-

nary garbage “can”.  I stared at Goliath, turned over on its side 
and wonder how it got knocked over. It was full to the top be-

cause of the recent holidays and also missing garbage collec-

tion day.  I can barely move it when it is half full even though it 
has a handle and big rubber tires. I looked at my husband with 

“that look” as he calls it. “Have you lost your mind?” I could not 
believe he called me to look at a big pile of garbage strewn here 

and there.  I wondered if he had lost control of Goliath even 

though he is a lot stronger than me. But no, he would have hur-
riedly picked up all that mess before I would see it so that he 

wouldn’t lose his macho image. I knew there are lots of rac-
coons in the woods, but a whole family of them couldn’t knock a 

full Goliath over. 

 I turned to the husband and said, “If you called me to help 
you pick this mess up, think again. I have enough to do inside. 

Garbage happens to be on your Honey-Do List.” I then remem-
bered that he had yelled at me to bring my camera. He had 

better have had a really good reason to do that. I looked at him 

again quizzically. He just stood and looked at me smugly and 
didn’t say a word. Then he did the dramatic wave of the arm 

and pointing thing again.   
 Our area had been hit by a hurricane a few months ago 

and there were shady areas around the house that were still 

wet and muddy. There was so much water around the Point 
that the seven feet of water that flooded under the house had 

taken a while to recede and even after a few months the 
ground hadn’t dried out. Probably never would.  

 My eyes followed his movement and I looked at the ground 

where he was pointing and audibly gasped. I saw what it was 
that he was so totally beside himself for me to see. He was 

pointing to what was apparently the tell-tale proof of the culprit 
that had overturned our Goliath. Bear Tracks!   

 “Wow”, I said, not believing what I was seeing? Giant, enor-

mous, bear paw tracks. With LONG claws.   At that moment, 
they looked bigger to me than then the paw of the giant grizzly 

bear I had often seen as a little girl while visiting Audubon Park 
Zoo.  Of course, these were my first non-zoo bear tracks and I 

had nothing to judge them by except perhaps the Abominable 

Snowman tracks in “Harry and the Henderson’s”.  
 I looked at my husband incredulously. He had an “I told you 

so” grin on his face. “Wow” I said again. Then fear gripped me 
from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet. I quickly 

looked around our yard. My eyes darted towards the bayou and 

then scanned the woods surrounding our house. My husband, 
reading my mind, assured me that this was a “hit and run” and 

that bear was long gone, never to return again. I sighed a huge 
sigh of relief.  Then he said, “Let’s follow the tracks and see 

where the bear went”.   

 Not in my lifetime, I thought!  My man had grown up in this 

house and had hunted the woods and tracked every wild thing 
imaginable every since he was a young boy. Raccoons, pos-

sums, armadillos, rabbits, even nutria and alligators!  On the 
other hand, I was a “big city” girl. I grew up in New Orleans only 

six blocks from Audubon Park Zoo. The only bears or other wild 

life I had seen before moving to the Point were behind bars and 
could be looked at from a safe distance. I used to feel sorry for 

the animals in their “prisons” back then.  
 The Audubon Zoo now, like most major zoos today, has 

wonderful natural habitat surroundings for bears and other 

four-legged residents. It is much better for them now then be-
ing confined in the small cages they were housed in years ago. 

But, I still have sympathy for these animals being taken from the 
wild. Not so much so that I am ready for one of them to come 

visit at my home for their dinner though!  

 My great white hunter husband started looking around for 
more tracks. When he found them, he called for me to come 

and see. He wanted to assure me that the bear had left.  That 
was comforting, but all I could think was, “What if he comes 

back!” I had already determined that the bear had to be a male. 

No female had feet that big, four-legged or not. I made my hus-
band stop following the tracks in the yard to go with me under 

the raised house.  I wanted to look around for muddy paw prints 
there to see if it really had been a “hit or run” or if the bear had 

meandered around under our house the night before while we 

were sound asleep. Scary thought! 
 Our house was raised up on eight foot piers and has a full 

concrete slab underneath.  The house had not originally been 
built on piers, but Hurricane Audrey hit the area in 1957 and 

flooded the house with four and a half feet of water. After 

spending the frightening night in the attic with her husband and 
four children, my mother-in-law insisted on having the house 

raised. We actually live on an island in South Louisiana. Not the 
type you see in movies with palm trees swaying. Our area is a 

South Louisiana marshland bordered by a bay, bayous and 

marshland…and the Intercoastal Canal. There are lots of 
wooded areas as well where the deer, wild pigs, bobcats and 

coyotes roam.  I had occasionally seen or heard all of them.  I 
didn’t know bears also roamed these woods!  Every once in a 

while my husband’s cousins would claim to have seen one. I 

thought they just liked to see my reaction because of my being 
a “city girl”.  

 We started walking around under the house looking for 
other bear signs. I had made an open garden area under there 

with lots of plants and flowers in containers. I also had put  nice 

wicker furniture around and even a swing. It had become one of 
my favorite places. As I looked around I realized what was miss-

ing.  Lights!  We had no lights, much less nice big flood lights to 
keep bears away. I looked down and saw a few muddy bear paw 

prints. That did it!  I in no uncertain terms told my husband we 

had to go to town right away and get lots of lights for him in 
install. He reluctantly agreed, although by the look on his face I 

could tell he was thinking that his relaxing, football watching 
weekend was going to turn into a humongous “Honey-Do”.  He is 

also smart enough to know that if he didn’t agree, he would 

have a hysterical wife on his hands. So he decided on the less of 
two evils and off we went on the fifteen mile drive to civilization 

to the giant store that has everything imaginable for home pro-
jects. I was on a mission and nothing would stop me. 

(to be continued) 
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W. Somerset Maugham 
 

(25 January 1874 – 16 December 

1965) was an English playwright, 

novelist and short story writer. He 
was among the most popular writers of 

his era and reputedly the highest paid 
author during the 1930s. 
 

     Maugham's masterpiece is generally 
agreed to be Of Human Bondage, a 

semiautobiographical novel that deals 

with the life of the main character Philip 
Carey, who, like Maugham, was orphaned, and brought up by 

his pious uncle. Philip's clubfoot causes him endless self-
consciousness and embarrassment, echoing Maugham's strug-

gles with his stutter and, as his biographer Ted Morgan notes, 

his homosexuality. His later novels were based on historical 
people: The Moon and Sixpence fictionalizes the life of Paul Gau-

guin; and Cakes and Ale contains thinly veiled characterizations 
of the authors Thomas Hardy and Hugh Walpole. Maugham's 

last major novel, The Razor's Edge, published in 1944, was a 

departure for him in many ways. While much of the novel takes 
place in Europe, its main characters are American, not British. 

The protagonist is a disillusioned veteran of World War I who 
abandons his wealthy friends and lifestyle, traveling to India 

seeking enlightenment. The story's themes of Eastern mysti-

cism and war-weariness struck a chord with readers as World 
War II waned. It was quickly adapted as a movie. 
 

     Among his short stories, some of the most memorable are 
those dealing with the lives of Western, mostly British, colonists 

in the Far East. They typically express the emotional toll exacted 
on the colonists by their isolation. Some of his works in this 

genre include "Rain", "Footprints in the Jungle", and "The Out-

station". "Rain", in particular, which charts the moral disintegra-
tion of a missionary attempting to convert the Pacific island 

prostitute Sadie Thompson, has kept its status. It has been 
adapted as a play and as several films. Maugham said that 

many of his short stories were inspired by accounts he heard 

during his travels in the outposts of the Empire. He left behind a 
long string of angry former hosts. Maugham's restrained prose 

allows him to explore the tensions and passions without appear-
ing melodramatic. His The Magician (1908) is based on British 

occultist Aleister Crowley. 
 

     Maugham was one of the most significant travel writers of 

the inter-war years, and can be compared with contemporaries 

such as Evelyn Waugh and Freya Stark. His best efforts in this 
line include The Gentleman in the Parlour, dealing with a journey 

through Burma, Siam, Cambodia and Vietnam, and On a Chi-
nese Screen, a series of very brief vignettes which might almost 

be notes for short stories that were never written. 

The Trashy Gourmet by Dave Ciambrone   1/2 

The latest in the Adam Thomas mystery series by award win-

ning, best selling author David Ciambrone 
has just been released. The Trashy Gour-

met (ISBN: 978-1-60318-472-4) is the 
second in the Adam Thomas mystery 

series. It is available from Amazon.com, 

Barns & Noble.com, any bookstore and 
the Electronic format is also download-

able. 
 

THE TRASHY GOURMET 
The story pacing here is superb; just fast 

enough to make the reader want to keep 

reading and turning pages to see what 
happens next without totally overwhelm-

ing the reader.  Character involvement 
and plot layering techniques are good, ith sharp dialogue and 

interesting subplots. It reminds me of Jack du Brul and early 

Clive Cussler.  

 

Barb Wilson, Freelance Editor 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Short_story
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Of_Human_Bondage
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Clubfoot
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Moon_and_Sixpence
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paul_Gauguin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paul_Gauguin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cakes_and_Ale
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thomas_Hardy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hugh_Walpole
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Razor%27s_Edge
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sadie_Thompson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Magician_(Maugham_novel)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aleister_Crowley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Evelyn_Waugh
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Freya_Stark
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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 member with a serious work in progress.  Contact:  

Ross Carnes rosscarnes@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yes-

teryear where we put some novel twists on old sto-
ries.  Historical fiction’s the name, publication’s the fame.  

Join us now with your work in progress.  We have an opening 
for one new member.  We meet on alternate Mondays at 2:30 

in the Georgetown Library.  Contact Randall Best at 

R_best@yahoo.com 

 

The Coroners, is open to 2 new members. They 

meet Wednesdays at 5:30 p.m. in the stacks at the 

Georgetown Library.  Contact Dave Ciambrone, mystery-

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  

 

 --------- 

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. 
 

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 issues, 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 . 

 

Ask the Book Doctor: 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
http://www.JoanUptonHall.com


11 

SGWL Board 
President 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 
mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

Vice President 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
Janet Kilgore,  
512-3317204 
janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com  

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

Program Coordinator 
Sylvia Dickey Smith 
512-240-5505 
sds@suddenlink.com 
 

Membership dues $25.00 
Carol Menchu 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78628 

 

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

 

Member at Large 
D J Heinrich 
dj@redbarronconecpts.com 

 

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

 

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

 

Publicity / Member @ Large 
Sam Holland 
512-868-5322 
samholland@austinfoam.com 

  

Website  

Jamie Roton 
pugstory@aol.com 

Member websites 
 

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

Author Blog: http://

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

annamaebell.wordpress.com/ 

   

Ross Carnes 

http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 
www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Gary Clark 

www.clarkliterary.com 
 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 

Sidney W. Frost 
http://sidneywfrost.com/     http://

christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/ 

 

Joan Hall:  

www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

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

Sam Holland: 

www.samholland.com 

 

D Alan Johnson 
www.dalanjohnson.com 
 

Melissa Leedom: 
 www.forgive490.com 

 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Jason Minor: 

www.jason-minor.com 

 

Lester Morris: 

www.lestermorris.com 

 

Helen Nardecchia 

http://

www.helennardecchia.wordpress.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 
 

Publish the newsletter 
Stipends for speakers 

Seed money for workshops 
 

mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:busfield@cox-internet.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://sidneywfrost.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://www.helennardecchia.wordpress.com
http://www.helennardecchia.wordpress.com
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

Epitaph & Epithet confusion 
 

Confusing these words can cause serious miscommunication 

 

• An epitaph is an inscription (as on a gravestone) in memory of a de- ceased person. 

 

• An epithet is term used to characterize a person or thing; an abusive word or 
phrase. 

 
When a hard-of-hearing widow bought a fancy tombstone for her deceased 

husband, the stonecutter asked, “Shall I carve an epitaph on it?” 

 

“Heavens, no!” she answered. “Just because I called him some 

choice epithets when he made me mad doesn’t mean I want ’em in print 
throughout eternity!” 

 
A bigot spray-painted ugly epithets about Joe on his house. After an uneducated friend called 

the local newspaper to report “epitaphs” all over Joe’s walls, the evening headlines reported the 
event as a murder. 

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 

 


