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Straw Into Gold . . . By Joan Upton Hall 
Spinning Life Experiences Into Story - 

There's A Little Rumpelstiltskin In All Of Us. 
 

Author/singer/songwriter, Brooklyn James is inspired by life in the Live 
Music Capital of Austin, Texas. Her first novel, The Boots My Mother Gave 
Me, has an original music soundtrack and was chosen as a Quarter Finalist 
in the Amazon Breakthrough Novel Awards. This book has ranked in Kin-
dle's Top 100 Coming of Age and Women's Fiction. 

 

Her supernatural thriller trilogy, Vigilare, is an adaptation from a short nar-
rative film, inspired by vigilante movies, 
such as The Punisher and Boondock 
Saints. Brooklyn's latest release, Get 
This Body In A Barn: The Milkmaid's 
Guide To Fitness, is available exclu-
sively as an ebook. Inspired by her 
childhood growing up on a dairy farm, 
she offers basic and practical fitness 
and nutrition regimens in getting in 
shape. 

 

Coming in March 2013 and June 
2013, a contemporary romance, Let 
It Go as well as the prequel to the Vigi-
lare trilogy and stand-alone gothic ro-
mance, Jolie Blonde. Jolie Blonde will 
have an accompanying original music soundtrack as well. All songs from the 
soundtracks are written/co-written and performed by the author. Listen 
free at www.brooklyn-james.com or www.facebook.com/
BrooklynJamesSinger. 

 

Brooklyn holds an M.A. in Communication, and a B.S. in both Nursing and 
Animal Science. Her nursing career has seen specialties in the areas of In-
tensive Care and Labor & Delivery. She performs as part of an acoustic duo 
in the local live music scene in Austin. Brooklyn also serves as Guest 
Speaker from time to time with a focus on awareness and prevention of Do-
mestic Violence and Suicide. 

 
Ways to Pay: 
 

At the website, through PayPal 
 

By check and the next meeting 
 

By check mailed to   SGWL 
181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78633 

http://www.brooklyn-james.com/
http://www.facebook.com/BrooklynJamesSinger
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At 7:00 the meeting was called to order by our new president, 

Janet Kilgore 

 

Three visitors were welcomed. 

 

The treasurer’s report was postponed until next meeting and 

an announcement/reminder was made that membership dues 

are now due. 
 

Old Business:  
David Ciambrone and Joan Upton Hall announced plans for a 

Writers College that will be scheduled for the coming year. Vol-
unteers are needed. 
 

Wayne Dawson to setup videos of interviews with local authors 
to be broadcast on YouTube or, possibly, public access TV. All 

are urged to attend a special “video meeting” at the library 

3:00 pm on January 26, 2013. 
 

New Business: 

Ann Bell provided a handout flyer of information concerning 
state Sales tax for writers. (Note: See next month’s newsletter 

if you missed the meeting.) 
 

Joan Hall introduced the speaker for the evening, Rie Sheridan 

Rose. The subject under consideration was “Getting Published. 
Some ways to get started.” 

 

The meeting was dismissed at 8:15. 
 

Respectfully submitted  

William Russeth, Secretary 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

March tba 

April tba 

May tba 

June tba 

July tba 

January 2013 Minutes 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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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President’s Words —  By Janet Kilgore 

Georgetown Royalties/Authors 

We have a unique opportunity in cooperation with Todd White, 

who serves on the Georgetown Arts Council, to market our 
published books via Public Access TV and YouTube at little or 

no cost. Todd has signaled his ability to do this for a limited 
time. 
 

We will discuss this at 3pm, Sat. 26 at the Georgetown Public 

Library, 2nd floor.  Just ask at 2nd floor desk.  

 

For more information contact C. Wayne Dawson, 

zgeist7@gmail.com 

We got off to a great start at our first meeting of 2013.  

 

We had a great speaker, a large turnout, and you laughed at 

my jokes at all the right places.  

 

Wow! 

 

I encourage you to become members or to re-up and renew 
your membership. Carol Menchu will be happy to give you infor-

mation and take your money.  

 

Usually known as Carol “Send-Me-Your-Words” Menchu, this 

time of year it's Carol “Send-Me-Your-Words AND Money” Men-

chu. 
 

Join us on February 7, 2013, for another great program and 

some new jokes.  

 

And remember, I always welcome your input on types of pro-

grams you'd like to see. 
 

See you in February! 

Dues are due for 2013 

Be more than a name on a list  
share yourself with us  

attend the meetings . . .  

Be a real member 

 

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.   
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Big by Jane Thompson 

I remember watching that movie and wondering why anyone 

would want to return to childhood, when people were constantly 
telling you what to do, when to do it, and how to do it. I hated 

that period of my life, and couldn’t understand why it was being 
glorified by the movie. 
 

Besides all the times I had my reading interrupted, the 
most frustrating thing was the fight over college. I wanted to go 

to Oklahoma University, only thirty miles down the Interstate. I 

was told by my parents that I had to go to a Catholic girls’ 
school. When I questioned that rather bizarre idea, my father 

told me that if I went to OU I would get pregnant.  

 

Didn’t matter that I wanted to go to college more than 

anything in the world—that I had no intention of getting preg-
nant for a long time—that the school I had set my heart on was 

OU. No, I had to choose a Catholic girls’ school. There weren’t 

any in the state of Oklahoma, so I had Kansa and Texas to graze 
in. I finally settled on a school in way northern Kansas, in Atchi-

son. Mount Saint Scholastica College for Women. I applied.  

 

Spring came. One day I was startled to receive a letter 

from OU, unsolicited. It offered me a full scholarship, tuition, 
books, meals, housing included, plus a special three-year pro-

gram. Now here was a really good reason to want to go to OU. 

Not just the fact that my first boyfriend was an All-American 
fullback there. My parents were adamant. I could not attend 

that school, no matter what the inducements. At that time, until 
you were 21 years old, parents had to sign for you to do any-

thing, so I had to go along with it. 
 

The Mount came through with a tuition scholarship, so 

my plans were set. I liked the other girls, but discovered that 

the academic standards sucked. I also learned that northern 
Kansas had a whole different climate than central Oklahoma. 

My mother was from Houston and my father from Oklahoma 
City, so they didn’t have a clue. 

 

Of course, the nuns did not allow us to wear pants to 
school. And a temperature of –10 degrees was really notice-

able in a ladylike skirt. The skin on your legs reddened and 

peeled. I was so cold. The girls from the Midwest wore knee 
socks—I hadn’t even known what they were. I wrote home fran-

tically, asking everyone to give me knee socks for Christmas. I 
was much more comfortable after Christmas break, but I still 

didn’t have a hat. Never scored a hat during the whole two and 

a half years I was there. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I kept telling my parents it was cold, but they had no 

concept. They couldn’t imagine a place where the snow didn’t 
melt all winter, or the temperature didn’t get above freezing for 

six weeks. I was amazed by a river that was deep enough for 
traffic in the summer but froze solid in the winter. 

 

Since I am a warm-blooded animal, all this made me 
unhappy—but not nearly as unhappy as the vapid information I 

was being plied with in school. Once a classmate asked the nun 

teaching a science class something about the stars. Her reply 
was: “Because that’s the way God made them.” 

 

I went to college to learn, not to be fed platitudes I used 
to get in grade school. Every time something like that happened, 

my shoulders would tense up and I would force myself to stay 
silent. Finally, in my junior year, I took a genetics class. Genetics 

was ground-breaking, brand-new stuff then, it was exciting. We 

did a lot of reading, and I remember coming across the exciting 
idea that perhaps, someday, a child with a genetic problem 

could have that problem fixed in the womb, even before birth. I 
brought up that idea in class, and I will never forget that nun’s 

cutting and dismissive answer: “If God wants us to have de-

formed children, then we should have deformed children.” 
Again, I went silent.  

 

I took my A in the class, went home for Christmas 
break, and completed all the paperwork for a transfer to OU. 

All, that is, except for the permission to be signed by my par-
ents. It was five weeks before my twenty-first birthday. I left it up 

to my mother, who knew I was serious, to get my father to sign 

it.  
I heard them talking about it. “I’m not going to sign 

this!” “You’ll sign it or you’ll never see her again.” A few minutes 
later she brought me the signed document and I was free. The 

freedom of speech and the capability to wear pants on cold 

days made me happy. Also, the fact that I could say that I was a 
graduate of Oklahoma University, rather than Mount Saint 

Scholastica School for Women.  

 

I’m still waiting to get pregnant. 
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Authors Need A Broad Vocabulary—How Many Dictionaries . . . by  Pat McNeeley  

Best friends?  

 

Dictonaries!!. and  there are myriads of them—all fasci-

nating!  From the Oxford Dictionary of the English Language 

(OED) to the early Webster’s and more from all around the 
world… Our language is a polyglot of many languages! And grow-

ing. 
 

I even have one entitled THE DIMWITS DICTIONARY 

(intereating and fun!), Then there are the Websters (one or 
two), Slang, a Dictionary or two of quotes (old an new) and a 

couple or so Thesaurus volumes.   

 

Our language is growing, more words have multiple 

meanings (depending on their context in usage). 

 

The OED, when I first ‘met it’, consisted of 26 volumes 

and now, has grown to something like 30!  This set seems to 

keep pace with changes --- but more fascinating than that:  You 
can trace a word back through its ‘definitions’ to its earliest 

known use and/or appearance in the English language!   

 

Try, if you will, to find the first word for ‘you’ as I once 

did for a Shakespeare course at UT!  The end of the column is 
hundreds of years and miles away from YOU.   

 

This ‘Dictionary’ is a fun adventure. (Most libraries have 
the OED or a compendium by the way but originals are more 

fun! They reveal how language changes and changes over time!  

I have a two-volume compendium of the OED on my shelf as 
well… 

 

There are Slang dictionaries, professional dictionaries 
(education, law, medicine, etc., etc.). 

 

Another one I have that is fun and illuminating at the 
same time is THE DIMWITS DICTIONARY. 

 

Quotation dictionaries are also beginning to abound.  

 

There are also various Biblical Dictionaries. 

 

There are a number of Thesaurus publications to be 

had --- a good companion to any dictionary! 

 

Other ways to build your vocabulary abound in book/

magazines sold on shelves in grocery stores and book stores. 

Crosswords are a good ‘word-brain’ stimulus as are  Word 
games:  Acrostics, Figgerets, Laddergrams, the ever popular 

crossword puzzles (teachers sometimes use then in their 
classes for, yes, building vocabulary and learning to use dictio-

inaries), Flower Power, various ‘fill in’ puzzles --- almost as many 

as you can name can be found in books on the shelves!  Addic-
tion to these is powerful, believe me!  But will build your vocau-

laty in subtle ways with words you may never even have known 

existed!  And some of us find it soothing to ‘play’/work them 

after being in the workaday world all day!  They are brain-
worthy, I was once told, as they keep the mind functioning 

through learning something new (a word, a definition for a com-
mon word, etc.)   

 Another route as well, that oft times calls for diction-

ary referral are board/computer word games --- Scrabble, Ana-
grams, Boggle, Anacrostics, Figgerets, Ladder Grams, Crypto-

grams,  and many other forms of word games that teach with 
fun and interest! 

 

 Remember,  the author, poet, essayist, article writ-
ers, reporters, and many other occupations depend on a wide 

assortment of available words to express their creations, ideas, 

beliefs, and more!   

 

 Wake up your ‘learner’ by playing games --- from 

Crosswords to fill in the blanks (for noun, verbs, adjectives, pro-
nouns, sentences et al – you will always, I find, pick up some-

thing and/or a word you did not know before!  I still do – and I 
have actually sat down and picked up a dictionary to thumb 

through and just read a few words  here and there – I always  

find a new one, somehow!!! 

 

Be it a penny-word or a “$2.00” word --- it is some-

times a lot of fun, funny, satisfying---and what do you know!  Even 
at 90, you find you are still learning something new! 

     

"Many books require no thought from those who 

read them, and for a very simple reason; they made 

no such demand upon those who wrote them..” 

http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/2007.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/2007.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/2007.html
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Bernie and Me © 
By S Martin Shelton  

We could her screams from our hiding place across the street.  

By “we,” I’m referring to Bernie and me.  Bernie was my long-
time pal and a likeable cuss.  A month older than I, he was 

smart, honest, and mischievous—always conjuring up impish 
vexation and conning me to be his aide-de-camp. 
 

It wasn’t what we did, but rather it was the aftermath 
that wrecked our summer vacation. 

 

Ol’ Chief McAfee, head of our Tonopah police depart-
ment, was first on the scene.  Soon, it 

seemed, he entire gendarmerie of our 

town, all three of them, were on the 
scene—taking photographs, measuring 

distances, mapping trajectories, and inter-
viewing witnesses. With horses running 

hard, snorting, and bells clanging our 

town’s lone fire-wagon arrived.  The fire-
men pulled out the hoses, attached noz-

zles, and pointed them. With no smoke 
visible, they could not figure out where the 

fire was.  In a jiffy, the emergency white-

clad fellows tumbled out of the ambulance 
wagon, pulled out the gurney, and stopped 

dead.  “Where’s the victim,” we could al-
most hear them shout. Without leadership 

and direction, these folks rushed about in 

chaotic patterns.  The scene looked like 
organized pandemonium. 

 

   Bernie and I viewed the unfolding 
panorama below from a dense grove of 

quaking aspens atop the hill on the west 
side of the village square.  It was late afternoon so we were 

backlit and nearly impossible for those in the square to see us.  

If we were attuned to the future, we’d have decamped.  But no, 
it was too much fun.  We couldn’t hold back our giggles and 

guffaws. The scene was so delicious that we were helpless with 
mirth.  Couldn’t stand.  We rolled on the ground making a rum-

bling  ruckus.   

 

 Here’s the deal, if you must know.  Early that morning we 

borrowed that stuffed gorilla in Bernie’s Uncle Amos’s attic.  He 

supposedly shot that ape on an expedition to central Africa in 
ninety eight—shortly after he charged up San Juan Hill with 

Teddy and the boys.  We all knew that his ape story was just so 
much malarkey.  He bought that gorilla in an antique shop in 

Hamilton.  But to keep in his good graces—his treats were 

sumptuous—we pretended to believe his wild tale.   

 

Anyway, back to the story.  While my maiden Aunt Es-

meralda was attending church, we hid the gorilla in her closet, 
dressed it in her white lace gown, crowned it with her white 

chapeau—the one with the red ribbon—and placed it at a rakish 
angle on the ape’s head.  Then we buckled her black high-top 

shoes on its feet.  To complete the ensemble, we stuck one of 

my dad’s 5¢ cigars in the gorilla’s mouth.  

 

As you might suspect, we were quickly unmasked.  In 

our merriment that ol’ biddy Mrs. Cornelia Rathskiller spotted 
us.  Now, let me tell you about Mrs. Rathskiller.  She was a 

widow and had more money than God—inherited it from a late 

husband, Big Buck—don’t know his real given name.  He owned 

that gold mine up the road in the Toiyabe Range.  She was the 
town gossip and busybody.  Since she owned most of our town, 

we kowtowed to her.  Anyway, knowing Bernie and me running 
hard, and our penchant for our little monkeyshines, she knew 

we were the culprits.  We spotted her scurrying over to Chief 

McAfee.  Well, I reckon you can figure the rest of the story--but 
not quite, I’ll bet ya. 

 

Bernie’s dad sent him to St. John’s Military Academy in 
Winnemucca for the rest of the summer 

and the two next terms.  My dad restricted 
me to our home and press-ganged me into 

a ten-hour day, six days a week—slave labor 

in his lumber mill for the rest of the sum-
mer. 
 

By the time we graduated from high school, 
our isolationist Congress, at President Wil-

son’s urging, had declared war on Germany 
and Austria, and the good ol’ U. S. of A. was 

in the Great War—The War to End All 

Wars. 
 

Bernie joined the army. Immediately after 

basic training, he was sent to France with 
the American Expeditionary Force—General 

of the Armies “Black Jack” Pershing, tar-
nished hero of the Pancho Villa Mexican 

campaign, commanding.  In the battle of 

Chateau Thierry, Bernie, single-handedly, 
charged through no-man’s land to knockout 

a Hun machine-gun nest.  He didn’t make it.  
He lies in the American military Cemetery at Epinal, France.  

 

 I joined the navy.  Figured I’d have three-squares a 
day and a dry bunk each night.  I was assigned to the “four-

stacker” destroyer USS Wickles, DD-75.  I worked in the deck 

gang, and soon was promoted to boatswain-mate striker.  En 
route to Queensland, Ireland, only a dozen or so miles off the 

coast, our squadron ran into a German wolf-pack.  Our skipper 
focused on the closest submarine. We depth-charged that sub 

and sank it.  For the rest of the war we were on patrol in the 

North Sea.  We didn’t see any more action. 

 

SB 

 

Bernie came home last evening, planted a big kiss on my 

smacker, and hugged me tight.  Bernie, he’s my number-one 

son.  Bernie’s the Chief Boatswain Mate on the battleship USS 
Arizona: home-ported in Pearl Harbor. 

Fin 
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Golaith and the Bare Facts—Day Three of Five by Samantha Z Shieds West 

Day 3 
 

It was a gorgeous sunshiny morning. I felt safe from “Bigfoot, 

Jr.” as we had started calling the bear that had overturned our 
huge garbage “can” Goliath. All the lights that my husband and 

his new best friend had installed worked beautifully. I was finally 

able to get a good night’s sleep. 
 

We don’t have very much weather like this in our part 

of the world. South Louisiana is either 3H or 3D. Hot, Humid 
and Hurricane in Summer or Damp, Dismal and Depressing in 

Winter. Lovely, but brief Spring and Fall weather is gone before 
we hardly begin to enjoy it. Hurricanes are arriving later in the 

year so Fall is not that wonderful anymore. But, this morning 

was bright and sunny and slightly cool and crisp. It was just per-
fect. I was thoroughly enjoying it. My wonderful husband had 

done all in his power to protect me by making our home safe 
from bears. My house was almost in order once again. And it 

was Sunday, the Lord’s Day. I turned on the radio to listen to 

the old gospel hymns that I loved so much and made my hus-
band’s coffee for him. He is usually up before me and makes it 

himself, but this morning I wanted to be the sweetest wife in the 
world and get up before him so that I could make his favorite 

coffee. Dark and strong.  After all he did yesterday, he deserved 

it. He woke up later than usual. He had to be tired from all the 
hard work he had done the day before. After the coffee was 

brewed to perfection, I brought it to him in bed. He was “King of 
the Day”!  

 

While busily doing a few chores in the kitchen, I heard 
my kitties meowing a lot outside on the front porch. They must 

be very hungry. That mean old bear probably scared at least 

seven lives out of them so I decided to give them a treat. Pure 
cream warmed to just the right temperature on this beautiful, 

cool morning. I sat on the porch swing and watched as they 
lapped up their treat. So cozy a picture. Then I started counting 

them.  

There was Clementine. She was my first cat. Clementine was a 
stray kitty that was outside my townhouse about a year ago. I 

had a townhouse in the city and kept most of my collections and 
furnishings there. I didn’t dare bring any of those to the Point. I 

could lose all my treasured belongings in a hurricane. They 

could be blown away or lost in a flood. Perish the thought. My 
neighbor, Clarissa, was an off the Richter scale cat lover. She 

immediately started calling the kitty, “MY” cat, meaning me. I 
fed the little darling at my townhouse for a day or two, and then 

left to go back to the Point, not doubting for a minute that she 

would be fed by Clarissa. 
 

When I returned to my townhouse a couple of days 

later, there was a big note taped on my door. “You left YOUR 
cat without any food or water for two days!” I decided to hide 

out from the wrath of my neighbor and keep kitty with me in-
doors. That didn’t work at all because she used my very expen-

sive sofa for a scratching post. My only other option was to 

take her to the Point where she could romp and play. I looked 
out my window and the coast was clear. Clarissa’s car was 

gone. I found a cardboard box for kitty and placed her in it on a 
nice fluffy towel, and off we went. After finally arriving at the 

Point, and letting her loose, I could see she loved it. She romped 

and played, chasing grasshoppers and butterflies. So now she 
really was “MY” cat and deserved a proper name. Because she 

was such a darling, I named her Clementine. Unbeknownst to 

me, a male Romeo was also out romping and playing and be-

fore I could get her fixed, the vet told me she was pregnant. So 
some weeks later, Cleopatra, Chloe, Clarissa (named for my cat 

loving neighbor who was responsible for her being born) and 
Claymont Pierre arrived. 
 

Yes, life at the Point that sunny Sunday morning was 
wonderful. As I sat on the swing admiring my little furry family, I 

noticed one was missing. Clarissa. The bear must have gotten 

her! I ran inside and told my husband about Clarissa being 
missing and asked him to hurry up and come with me to find 

her. I flew down the steps to see if perhaps she had not heard 
my calling “Here Kitty, Kitty” to come to breakfast. As I turned 

to head towards my open garden room under the house I froze, 

then let out a scream. My husband came running. There it was 
again. Goliath on its side and all of its contents rummaged 

through. The “King” was actually disappointed that it wasn’t 
Bigfoot Jr. himself. He had thought by my blood curdling 

scream that I had seen the bear. I looked at him and yelled, “I 

thought you told me this was a hit and run, never to be seen 
again bear!” I was so upset that I turned and ran up the steps 

and inside the house. He ran up the steps right behind me. I 
thought he was going to comfort me, but he sped right past me 

and towards the back door. “What on earth are you doing?”, I 

asked, at the top of my voice. He looked at me like I was the 
dumbest person in the world and said, “I’m getting my 

“tracking” boots and going after the bear, of course.” I sat down 
and started to cry. That got him and he knelt down beside me 

and very gently said, “Honey, get your coat and boots and come 

with me.” Now it was my turn to look at him like he was the 
dumbest thing ever born. 
 

I had an instant flashback of the last time I went on a 
little walk in the woods with him. It started off with me happily 

humming the Peter Pan song, “Following the Leader.” We had 
gone down a little trail that hubby had cut through the trees 

and then we reached a small pond. There was no way around it. 

He pointed to the tree that had fallen across the pond and said, 
“No problem, follow me.” He then hopped on the tree and 

crossed sure-footedly to the other side of the pond and beck-
oned me to come across. I said, “No way”. He said, “Its okay, I 

would never let anything happen to you.” So I started to inch 

across. Halfway, I began to lose my balance. My arms started  
waving in wide circles and I fell into the pond. It was only about 

two and a half feet deep, but I screamed like a banshee be-
cause I just knew there was an alligator close by ready to eat 

me up. My husband jumped into the pond to rescue me. When 

we got back on land, I was soaking wet. I told him in no uncer-
tain terms, “I am going home!” “Now!” He held my hand as we 

crossed back over the pond. “I know a short cut back to the 
house”, he said almost apologetically. He was obviously feeling 

sorry for getting me in this predicament, as well he should be. 
 

The shortcut was shorter but very muddy. I watched 

him walk through the mud with no problem so I ventured forth. 

A few steps later I tried to lift one foot and couldn’t. I then tried 
to lift the other to no avail. I was stuck. My rubber boots were 

like suction cups. “Help”, I hollered to my light-footed wild woods-
man. He turned around and watched as I started bobbing back 

and forth like a kid’s balloon-like toy punching bag. His eyes 

grew wider as the momentum increased and I was going back  
continued on the next page 
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. . . Continued 
 

and forth, up and down, and finally just down. He hur-

ried to my side to help me get up. After he set me upright, I still 
could not move my boots out of the mud. Finally he said, “Hang 

on” and picked me up out of my boots and threw me over his 
shoulder, with me yelling the whole time. He set me down when 

we reached dry land and then stepped back to see what dam-

age had been done. He started laughing uncontrollably when he 
saw my back. I was covered with mud from head to toe. He 

actually guffawed! 
 

“How dare you laugh at me!”  I stormed off to the 

house, but stopped short at the door. It had taken me days to 
get my house back in order. I was not about to track mud all 

through it. I went to the side of the house where we clean fish 

and grabbed the hose. I couldn’t hose myself off, so once again I 
was at the mercy of a man. I handed him the hose and said, 

“Here, enjoy yourself some more!” He hosed me off with the icy 
cold water that I was too hot under the collar to notice. That 

done, I went in to take a hot shower and feel like a human again. 

No wonder he had remained single so long. He couldn’t find 
anybody who would live his wild life in the woods. I started to 

question my sanity. 
 

That ghastly flashback over, I looked at him with dag-

ger eyes and said, “Are you crazy? There is a giant bear some-
where close by and you want me to help you track it. You lured 

me into those woods once. Never again! No more Goldilocks 

here!” He then looked at me and very quietly said, “You know 

something sweetheart, your little kitty Clarissa could very well 
be hiding in that deserted old cabin across the way, scared to 

death to come out because she saw the bear. We have to res-
cue her.” I looked at him with bigger daggers. How could he use 

my motherly nature to trick me into going with him? He knew I 

couldn’t stand the thought of my poor little kitty being fright-
ened and hungry and shivering from the cold. I walked over to 

the back door and got my boots and coat. “One look through 
the cabin and that is all, do you understand? Just one!”  
 

We went out the back door and across the road to the 
dark, little cabin. It had always frightened me when I looked over 

at it and now here I was being led right to it. No telling what 

horrors I would find there, but what kind of mother would I be 
not to try to find Clarissa. The little cabin was dark and weath-

ered. It sat kind of far back in the woods and was surrounded 
by trees. I told my husband that I just couldn’t go close to it. 

That he had to go. He told me that he couldn’t leave me stand-

ing there alone in case the bear showed up. I could not believe I 
had let myself get caught up in this trap. Bear or scary haunted 

house. Big choice. All of a sudden, he said, “Shhhhh!” I stopped 
dead in my tracks thinking he heard the bear. I truly believe my 

heart stopped beating at that point. Then he said, “Listen!” “I 

hear it!” 
 

(to be continued) 

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 

 

Overpopulation by C.J.Clark 
 

She's just north 
Of the border  

Of insanity 

Where she's been digging 
A little grave 

For reality. 
She marks the spot 

With a mound of mud 

And leaves behind a trickle 
Of her own heart's blood 

There's nothing to grieve for 
But her own emptied life 

So she slices through 

Insanity's border 
With her imaginary knife. 

 
 
 
 

 

Skogmo Café by C.J.Clark 
 

Wasn't this once 
Called the Skogmo Cafe? 

We laugh lightly 

Because neither of us 
Can really say 

Instead, we say nothing 
And sip our soups 

The chowder, the broth 

Of our separate winters 
Of your life 

Made of solid things 
And of my life 

Made of tiny 
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     Charles Caleb Colton  
 

Charles Caleb Colton (1780–

1832) was an English cleric, 
writer and collector, well known 

for his eccentricities. 
 

 Colton was educated at Eton 

and King's College, graduating with a 
B.A. in 1801 and an M.A. in 1804. 

In 1801, he was presented by the 

college with the perpetual curacy of 
Tiverton's Prior's Quarter in Devon, 

where he lived for many years. He was appointed to the vicar-
age of Kew and Petersham in 1812. His performance of 

church-related functions at both locations was erratic: at times 

conscientious and brilliant while at other times cursory and 
indulgent. He left formal church service, and England, in 1828. 

Contemporaries believed that he had fled from his creditors, 
who took out a legal "docket" against him, identifying him as a 

wine-merchant. 
 

 For two years Colton traveled throughout the United 

States. He later established a modest residence in Paris. There 

he invested in an art gallery and had a large private collection of 
valuable paintings. Other pastimes included wine collecting and 

partridge-shooting. He also frequented the gaming salons of the 
"Palais Royal" and was so successful that in a year or two he 

acquired the equivalent of 25,000 English pounds. He contin-

ued gambling, however, and lost his French fortune. At the time 
of his death, Colton was living on funds received from his imme-

diate family. An illness required surgery, but Colton dreaded the 
operation. He eventually killed himself rather than undergo the 

procedure. 
 

 Colton's books, including collections of epigrammatic apho-

risms and short essays on conduct, though now almost forgot-

ten, had a phenomenal popularity in their day. Toward the end 
of 1820, Colton published Lacon, or Many Things in Few 
Words, addressed to those who think., in a small cheap edition. 
It attracted attention and praise, however, and five additional 

printings were issued in 1821. Lacon, Vol. II appeared in 1822. 

In 1822, Colton re-published a previous work on Napoleon, with 
extensive additions, under the title of The Conflagration of Mos-
cow. In Paris he printed An Ode on the Death of Lord Byron for 
private circulation and continued to write. At his death he left an 

unpublished poem of 600 lines called Modern Antiquity. 
 

 In the twentieth century and to the present day Colton has 

been read most frequently perhaps in quotation books, includ-

ing Bartlett's Familiar Quotations, where many of his aphorisms 
have been preserved. 

 
The dues you pay help SGWL give member discounts for workshops and other special events; partici-
pate in Red Poppy Days; pay stipends to special speakers and many other things.  So . . .  

Pay your Dues 

Attend the meetings 

The Key by Marjorie L. Anderson 1/2 

Marjorie shares her finan-

cial expertise and wisdom 
with today’s teens and their 

parents by helping them 
learn to make wise money 

choices that will impact their 

future.  To fully discover how 
much the material in this 

book was needed, the Au-
thor 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. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/England
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eton_College
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Perpetual_curacy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tiverton,_Devon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Devon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vicar
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vicar
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kew
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Petersham
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Creditor
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Docket
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paris
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Partridge
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Palais_Royal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gambling
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aphorism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aphorism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Essay
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Napoleon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lord_Byron
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bartlett%27s_Familiar_Quotations
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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  

 

I understand about writing in one character’s POV [point 

of view] at a time, but will you please clarify how to show that 
character’s interior monologue (the POV character’s 

thoughts)? This is a question for my whole critique group. 
 

Thank you – Reading Characters’ Minds 

 

Dear RCM 
 

For one thing, unspoken thoughts shouldn’t have quota-
tion marks. In fact if readers are thoroughly immersed in the 

character’s POV, it isn’t even necessary to tag the line as a 
thought. Following are some examples of weak interior mono-

logue made better with editing. 

 Weak: Carl could hardly believe his ears when he 
listened to his phone messages and heard Tiffany’s voice. He 
wondered if she’d changed her mind about letting him take her 

to dinner. Fat chance, he thought. 

 Better: Carl could hardly believe his phone mes-
sage—Tiffany’s voice. Had she changed her mind about the din-
ner date? Fat chance! 

 Analysis: Removed redundancies: What else do you 
listen with but your ears? And avoid words such as “wondered” 

and “thought” because they take readers out of the character’s 
head for a second and remind them, “This is only a story.” 

Phrasing as a question removes the need for “wondered.” It’s 

also obvious he’s the one who thought, Fat chance! Whether or 
not you use italics to show it is optional (read on). \ 

 

Italics indicate when a character shifts to a deeper 

level of interior monologue. Most of our thoughts aren’t 
formed in words, but sometimes we do shift gears and talk to 

ourselves in actual words—silently, mind you. If she speaks 
aloud, do use the quotation marks. Many authors show this 

silent talking to oneself by putting the unspoken words in italics. 

When they do this, even if all other interior monologue stays 

with the story plan of using third person, past tense, they show 
the deeper level (italicized) in first person, present tense—as it 

would be if spoken. Consider the following passage (in Tiffany’s 
POV) using this technique: 

 Weak:  “Tiffany, uh, you called?” Carl’s voice shook on 
the phone. 

 “Oh, hi, Carl.” Tiffany drawled out his name, thinking 
with satisfaction how much the twerp hung on her little gifts of 

attention. 

 “You wanted me to call you back?” 
 “Thanks,” she answered sweetly, but thought, Well, 

duh! What do you think the message was for? 
 

 Better:   “Tiffany?” Carl’s voice on the phone trem-
bled. “Uh, you called?” 

 “Oh, hi, Carl.” Tiffany drawled out his name, satisfied 
at the way the twerp hung on her little gifts of attention. 

 “You wanted me to call you back?” 

 “Thanks,” she honied her voice, but rolled her eyes. 
Well, duh! What do you think the message was for? 

 

Notice the different levels of interior monologue in the 
latter version. In Tiffany’s first lines, her thoughts stay in third 

person, past tense. In her next lines, her level of monologue 
begins on that same level but shifts to first person, present. Of 

course, if your whole story is in first person, this too would stay 

first person throughout. 
Henceforth may you give your readers power to read a 

character’s mind. 
--------- 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: Reading Characters’ Minds 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 

Member websites 
 

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 

 

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 

 

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://sidneywfrost.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://christianbookmobile.blogspot.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

Confusing Words: Flaunt and Flout 
 

This mix-up appears all too often, even in news media, whose writers should know the difference. Interchanging the words 
“flaunt” and “flout” can produce an unintentional meaning and make the writer look ridiculous. Here’s the scoop: 

 

Flaunt means to show off; be ostentatious.  

Flout means to ignore; disregard; treat with contempt.  
 

  Examples: 

 “The saying, ‘If you’ve got it, flaunt it,’ goes too far when exhibitionists flout  conventions of decency.” 
 “Too many fans flout a musician with talent in favor of one who flaunts his or her sex appeal.” 

 “Sensationalists flout news of wealthy people who live quiet but generous lives.” 
 “Those who flaunt their wealth on extravagant spending feed the tabloids.” 

 “Wrecks often occur when motorists flout traffic laws.” 

 

  Memory Tip: Try the underlined definitions above in the flaunt/ flout  place. 

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 

 


