
  

 
 

 
 

 

For The San Gabriel Writers’ League   
www.SGWL.net                                                                                                                                             February 2014 

 

Inside this Issue 

 

2 
Minutes 

Upcoming Meetings 
News 

 

3 
President’s Words  
Membership Info 

13 words . . . 
 

4 
Amelia  . . . 

 

5 
. . . Amelia  . . . 

A true poet 
Who “Said”  

 

6 
. . Amelia  

Meet Tx Assn 
 

7 
Don’t Turn Away 

 

8 
. . . 13 

 

9 
So, Christmas 

 

10 
Demystifier 

SIGs 
 

11 
Board Members 

Member Websites 
Promote Your Book 
Promote Yourself 

 

12 
Houston 
Meeting  

Information 
 

 By Jane Kilgore . . . Working in Her Genre and Marketing  
 

Sheila Allee is an author and literary 
publicist. Her latest book My Father’s 
Eyes is a memoir about the relationship 
she had with an uncle who had a pro-
found intellectual disability and who 
lived for 60 years in a state institution. 
She only knew her Uncle Melrose in 
the last 10 years of his life, but he 
helped her find healing from her own 
emotional disabilities.  
 
 She is also the author of the true 
crime book Texas Mutiny: Bullets, Bal-
lots and Boss Rule, the story of an as-
sassination that occurred in a small Texas town during the reign of 
political boss George Parr.  
 
 Sheila has always handled her own book marketing campaigns 
and now helps other authors promote their books. She has a back-
ground in corporate and academic marketing and public relations 
and is a former correspondent for The Associated Press. 

 

 Still looking for editor . . .   As you may or may not 

know,  I have been editing The Gabriel Writer for nigh on to ten (yes, 
10 !!) years AND this is to advise all of you that this is the last year for 
my reign. 
 I also took on the office of Membership because first and foremost 
the editor of the Newsletter needs to know how to contact everyone 
and their preference for receiving the same. 
 Neither of these offices is an elected position, so volunteers are wel-
come . 
 So, step forward and live the life of an Editor !! 
 Contact: Carol Menchu—512-930-0138 (leave a message) — 
thirdgate@aol.com 
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 The SGWL January meeting was called to order 
by President Janet Kilgore. 
 Following a short business meeting, President 
Kilgore talked about the do’s and don’t’s of editing by 
both self and third person.  
 
     
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

February  

March  

April  

May  

June  

January 2014 Minutes 

 
 
 

Pat McNeeley says her  book of po-

etry, The Inconstant Moon is now in its 
second printing. 

 

 

 
Jane Thompson’s new book, Flying 

Buttresses, is available at Amazon.com 

 
 

THIRDGATE@AOL.COM 
Deadline is  
  ONE WEEK  

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

Excess is carried over until the next month where they are at head of the proces-
sion. 
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By Carol Menchu, Membership Chair    Important Membership Information 

By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

If you ever wanted to hear Janet Kilgore go on and on 
about the wonders of grammar, spelling, and punctu-
ation, you had your chance at the January meeting.  
I want to thank all the people who attended for mak-
ing me feel like they were listening to my "tour de 
farce." 
 Sheila Allee will be our speaker in February.  

 I've known her for several years,  
and she is a great writer and speaker. A personal fam-
ily experience led her into writing about challenges 
faced by people with disabilities, and her story is  
fascinating. Please join us February 6 for a great talk 
on her genre and marketing the book. 

Membership dues help us in many ways — print 
newsletters for those of you who prefer them — 
money to reimburse speakers for their expertise — 
up front money for booths at various Georgetown 
events — seed money for the Christmas party. 

 

 It was policy, before the online version of the 
newsletter, to say No Dues, No News.  That obviously 

can’t apply now to the majority of members. 

 

 HOWEVER, THOSE OF YOU WHO RECEIVE THE 
PRINTED VERSIONS OF THE NEWSLETTER AND DO 
NOT PAY YOUR DUES will be smitten from the list as 
of issuance of the March newsletter, not because I 
want to particularly, but because your dues defray 
the cost of the printed copy and its postage. 

13 words  
you probably didn’t know were invented by Shakespeare 

 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/01/14/shakespeare-words_n_4590819.html 

Gloomy   Definition: Somewhat dark: not bright or sunny 
 Origin: "To gloom" was a verb that existed before Shakespeare converted the word into an adjective in  
   a number of his plays.  
 Quote: "Forced in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods?" - Titus Andronicus  

 

Laughable   Definition: Bad in a way that seems foolish or silly 
 Origin: Derived from the verb "laugh." 
 Quote: "Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable." - The Merchant of Venice 

 

Majestic   Definition: Large and impressively beautiful 
 Origin: From "majesty," which appeared in the 1300s, meaning "greatness."  
   "Majestical" was first  
   used in the 1570s.  
 Quote: "This is a most majestic vision" - The Tempest  

 

Lonely   Definition: Sad from being apart from other people 
 Origin: "Alone" was first shortened to "lone" in the 1400s. 
 Quote: "Believe't not lightly – though I go alone / Like to a lonely dragon that his fen -Coriolanus 

 

Radiance   Definition: A quality of brightness and happiness that can be seen on a person's face 
 Origin: Derived from the Latin "radiantem," meaning "beaming."  
 Quote: "For by the sacred radiance of the sun" - King Lear 
                                                                                                                                                             Continued on page 8    
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Amelia Part III — by S. Martin Shelton Captain, USNR (ret.) 

If the Navy secretly made modifications to the Electra, it was 
probably done at the Naval Air Station at Alameda, California.  
This was a likely location because it is only a few miles from the 
Oakland Airport, which was Earhart’s starting point for her 
around-the-world flight.  

Time was slipping away.  Now, it was late March.  The 
special security group at naval intelligence headquarters for-
warded my security credentials via the “back channel” to NAS 
Alameda.  Admiral Kirk telephoned the commanding officer of 
the Naval Air Station in Anacostia, in D. C. to have a transport 
aircraft ready tomorrow morning to take me to Alameda. 

At “oh dark hundred”— slightly before dawn for the 
civilians—I climbed aboard a North American twin-engine PBJ 
modified for executive travelers. 

Next day, shortly after morning colors, I was in the 
office of the commanding officer of NAS Alameda.  Also present 
were his security officer and the aviation maintenance officer.  
After the introductions, coffee, and obligatory small talk, the 
skipper said, “We’ll help any way we can, Commander.  But all of 
our older aircraft maintenance records were either destroyed or 
sent to the National Archives a couple years ago.  Since we re-
ceived your arrival message, I’ve had our people search every 
office and hangar on this station.  We didn’t find any records 
about modifying a civilian airplane on this station.” 

Not to be deterred, I asked, “I appreciate your thorough 
investigation.  I was counting on finding some documents rele-
vant to my investigation.  With your permission, may I stay a few 
days and wander about your station?” 

“Yes, Commander.   My security officer will escort you.” 
            “And may I ask that you keep confidential my visit 
here?” 

“Of course, Commander.” 
As the meeting was breaking up, the aviation mainte-

nance officer mentioned, almost as an afterthought, “We didn’t 
search that derelict hangar on the west side of the field.  It’s a 
real dump and too dangerous to enter.  Also, it’s private proper-
ty, and we have no instructions on what to do with it.”  
 “What’s private property doing on a naval air station?” I 
asked myself.  

 The security officer escorted me to this abandoned 
hangar.  In explanation he said, “This is the Summa Corpora-
tion’s hangar that Howard Hughes built in the late 1920s and 
then abandoned in the late 1930s—to what end, I do not know 
and no one else here does.   He left it here without instructions 
on what to do with it.  We’ve contacted the Navy’s Engineering 
and Facilities Command in D.C., and they know nothing about 
this hangar.   We’ve tried to contact people in the Hughes organ-
ization without success.  Because it’s such an eyesore and a haz-
ard, we’ve finally taken the initiative and hired a contractor to 
demolish it.”  

He was right   The Hughes hangar was a dump—a real 
safety hazard. The large double door was askew, part of the roof 
had caved in, and most of the windows were broken or knocked 

out.  Debris of all manners littered the concrete floor.  It was 
precarious just to navigate through this junk. 

After a couple hours of searching every office and nook 
and cranny, I found nothing related to Earhart or her Electra.  
After a thermos of coffee, it was time to recycle this liquid.  I 
kicked open what was left of the door on the men’s head (men’s 
room for the civilians). Yes, I knew it was not in working condi-
tion, but nature’s call must be satisfied.   As I was leaving, I 
spotted the maintenance closet.  It was difficult to see because it 
was off to one side and in almost complete darkness.  Surprising-
ly, the closet’s door was secured with a heavy-duty padlock. My 
neck tingled.  With the assistance of a metal beam salvaged from 
the debris, my escort and I destroyed the door.   Scattered about 
inside were boxes of cleaning supplies and tools.  Toward the 
rear I spotted a dust-covered four-drawer, internally locked met-
al file cabinet.   With minimal effort, we got the top drawer 
opened.  Inside was a random jumble of miscellaneous paper-
work: personnel documents, transfer orders, Judge Advocate 
issues, medical records, notations of visiting aircraft and person-
nel, and aircraft maintenance logs.  These documents spanned 
the period from the early 1930s to 1938.  No more tingling. An-
other bust.   We were about to leave when some compelling 
prescience that I cannot explain urged me to examine the air-
craft maintenance folder again—this time much more carefully.  

In the back of the bottom drawer, toward the rear, was 
a file I had passed over too hastily in my first search.   In an al-
most illegible cursive, there was a faint pencil notation, 
“Electra,” and it was dated “17 MAY 1937.”   Inside was the doc-
umentation recording the installation in Earhart’s Electra Model 
10E, Civil Aeronautics Authority registration number NR16020, 
of an aerial camera suite. Included were one Fairchild KA-17 
aerial camera BUAER serial number FC327; a nine-inch film mag-
azine, BUAER number FM184; and a Zeiss Planar 24-inch lens, 
BUAIR serial number 2385, and with a Kodak K2 starburst filter 
installed.  These serial numbers are exact matches to the invoice 
I found in the National Archives. 

Also in the file were oaths signed by all personnel in-
volved in this camera installation swearing them into the intelli-
gence-compartmented program TOP SECRET LAMBDA.  One 
sentence stood out in bold, larger type, “YOU ARE BOUND BY 
THIS OATH UNTIL A SENIOR NAVY INTELLIGENCE OFFICER RE-
LEASE YOU FROM THIS OBLIGATION.”  I pulled all the paperwork 
from this file and carefully and stowed it in my briefcase. 

With this tantalizing documentation, I figured there 
must be more information in the mysterious file cabinet.  I 
opened the top drawer where the personnel records were, and I 
carefully scanned every file in the drawer.  Nothing of use.  Next, 
I opened the second drawer and looked at each folder.  I passed 
one folder tabbed “Naval Reserve Personnel.”  Nothing again.  I 
closed the drawer.    With a “what-the-hell” attitude, I refused to 
acknowledge that there was nothing more for me here.  I 
opened that second drawer again and scanned every page in 
every folder, and found pay records, flight-time certificates,  
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Continued 

physical examination records, enlistment and discharge papers.   
And then, there it was—Amelia Earhart’s signature on a certifi-
cate commissioning her as a Lieutenant Commander in the Naval 
Reserve and the record of her physical examination.   She was 
not authorized to wear a uniform and was not issued an ID card.  
Also in this file was the record of Fred Noonan’s participation in 
the Naval Reserve program as a Lieutenant Commander. His 
designator was 1635—an intelligence Special Duty Officer.   
Noonan an intelligence officer!  My neck tingled with intensity.  
This information added an intriguing twist to the enigma of Ear-
hart’s disappearance.  There was no record of when Noonan was 
commissioned as a naval intelligence officer or of what he did.  
This means all the time he was flying for Pan American on its 
China Clipper services, he kept confidential his association with 
my community.    

The clues were building, confirming that I was on the 
right track.  Our government and the Navy in particular had been 
prime participants in Earhart’s last flight.  Now to find out why 
her last flight was couched in such a highly-compartmented in-
telligence classification.  I had a notion but not enough hard evi-
dence to confirm it or to present it to the Admiral. 

Yet this find raised another question:  what were these 
Top Secret LAMBDA documents doing in an unsecured location?  
There was no apparent answer.  Was it done with a purpose?  If 
so, to what purpose?  Perhaps it was an oversight in the hubbub 
of abandoning this hangar.  Howard Hughes was notoriously 
careless with paperwork details.    

By early April, I was back in Washington at Naval Intelli-
gence Headquarters.   I briefed Admiral Kirk and showed him my 
documentation.  He smiled again and said, “As I suspected.  She 
took reconnaissance photographs of something.  Find out what.” 

I was stumped.  Where was my next clue?  I discussed 
my discoveries and frustration with my yeoman.  He thought for 
a few moments and said, “Go to Honolulu and check out the files 
at CINPACFLT (Commander-in-Chief Pacific Fleet), and even in 
the Public Library.  Never know what you’ll find.” 

A few days later, after a trans-Pacific flight in a China 
Clipper, I was at CINPACFLT perusing the files at the Fleet Intelli-
gence Center.  After three days, I had to conclude that all the 
files from the early 1930s were gone— destroyed or sent to the 
National Archives. Now I was at another dead end.  I expressed 
my frustration to the Security Chief Petty Officer.  He empa-
thized with me and said he could offer no more help. He knew of 
no more navy intelligence records in Hawaii.  

I advanced to the Officer’s Club to partake adult bever-
ages at Happy Hour.  After a while, my frustration eased as the 
bourbon flowed freely.  Later, as I lay in my bunk with the world 
spinning ‘round in my head, I had another last-ditch, what-the-
hell, notion. 

Around noon, I had recovered enough to navigate the 
stairs to the Honolulu Public Library. I dressed in mufti to allay 
any concerns about a naval officer asking about ol’-time photo-
graphs; The head librarian, a charming grandmotherly woman, 
led me to their photographic archives and asked the librarian-in-

charge to assist me.  Going through the index cards, we found 
several files of photographs of the Islands dated in the 1930s. 
Superficially, none seemed to offer any clues about Earhart.  
Only one file caught my interest—“Miscellaneous Photographs.”  
And that’s exactly what they were—miscellaneous and of no 
interest.  The librarian told me some of the older photographs 
were stored in one of the city’s warehouses, but she did not 
know which one. 

Not to be deterred, and after several days of working 
with city officials and searching far too many warehouse files 
without success, an old-timer in the Maintenance Department 
told me that he’d seen some ancient file cabinets labeled “Public 
Library Photographs” in Warehouse Number 7-J at the north end 
of the island. 

“If you get an automobile, I’ll show you,” the fellow 
offered. 

That afternoon we arrived at a city complex of several 
dozen warehouses. The old-timer  popped the lock on Ware-
house J-7 with a key on his massive key ring and led me to a 
storeroom of automotive parts.  In the file-cabinet section for 
maintenance records, we found several library file cabinets la-
beled “Miscellaneous Photographs.”  My companion had no idea 
how the cabinets got there or why, nor what to do with them. 
To him they were just part of the scenery and of someone else’s 
concern. 

In the top drawer in one of the rusted cabinets, I found 
three heavy-duty expandable wallets bound together with sev-
eral wraps of thick brown string.  Labeled on the outward-facing 
wallet was the hand-scribbled notation in large black letters.  
‘No interest.   Return to Sender’.”  The tingle returned with a 
vengeance.  What sender?   I cut the string and ripped open the 
first wallet and there they were—a couple dozen nine-inch-by-
nine-inch black and white stereo-pair photographs stamped 
“TOP SECRET LAMBDA.”  Hand-printed on each photograph was 
the name “Truk,” and the date “01 July 1937.”  At long last, suc-
cess!   In all, I recovered 80 stereo pairs.  I scanned quickly these 
photographs and saw a host of military targets: airfields with 
scores of all types of aircraft, anti-aircraft batteries, coastal de-
fense installations, harbor installations, dry docks, wharfs, 
floating cranes, warehouses, petrol storage areas, power plants, 
and military barracks.  In the harbor were warships of all classes 
including submarines,  troopships, and supply ships—a treasure 
trove of A-1 intelligence.  I was elated at my find, and yet deeply 
disturbed that this compartmented intelligence information was 
stored so cavalierly. Nonetheless, I had the photographs and 
that is what counted. 
  I rode shotgun in my automobile as we returned to 
the city—having the rebound wallets clasped close to my chest.  
My mind was whirling.  Earhart had done it. She photographed 
Truk, Japan’s most secret and largest military installation in Mi-
cronesia, the “Gibraltar of the Pacific.”  Again, I could not escape 
the troubling question: why and how was such highly classified 
intelligence left in the open?  And, what photographic laboratory 
processed this top-secret film and left it unsecured?  I reckoned 
the answer as soon as I asked the question: no doubt,  . . .             
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Continued 

Meet the Texas Associations of Authors from B. Alan Bourgeois 

This is to introduce you to Texas Assoc. of Authors, a 
non-profit org that is here to help Texas Authors suc-
ceed. 
  

Marketing is one of the hardest things for an author to 
do.  Big publishing houses have learned over the year 
that they cannot do it themselves anymore and are now 
asking authors to create additional marketing venues to 
help sale their books. 
  

Texas Assoc. of Authors is one of those unique avenues 
that helps Texas Authors get an additional boost in mar-
keting for less than $8.00 a month.  We create opportu-
nities for you and your book to get noticed at events, 
articles and advertisements.  
  

TAA was founded by a publisher and author who under-
stood the need for additional support and creating a 
niche market.  Texas Assoc. of Authors is the only organ-
ization in the country that supports a state’s group of 
published authors.  In three years we have grown in 
popularity and recognition of our hard work.  Put TAA to 
work with you in promoting your book. 
  

Personal Annual Membership  
(Aug 1 through July 31) 

$100.00 (Pro rated as of Nov 1, 2013 through July 2014) 
 

What You Receive for Your Membership: 
 Author Web Page 

 Book(s) Web Page 

 Books Available at Book Festivals/Events TAA 

Attends (12-15 per year) 

 Book(s) Sold on TAA web site 

 Discounts to TAA Events and Sponsored Events 
Printer Discount with a Texas Printer 
Discount at Water 2 Wine Stores for book signing events 
 

Free access to eBook download cards for your 
eBooks 
 Discounts in Group Advertising (2014 Sales flyer 
Coming Soon) 
  

(Future Benefits) 
 Video Taping Interview/Reading for Author Use & 
Public Access 
  

Application link: http://txauthors.com/TAA%
20Membership%20_091513_.pdf 

 2014 Book Contest 
In addition, TAA sponsors a book contest annually.  We 
are still accepting entries for our 2014 contest for books 
published in 2013.  Here is the application link: http://
txauthors.com/events/TAA%20Contest.htm 

 

Feel free to email us at TxAuthors.com or call us at 
512-554-9560 with any questions you may have. 

 

   B. Alan Bourgeois 
   Director/Founder/Author 
   Texas Assoc. of Authors 
   TxAuthors.com 

It was the Summa Corporation doings in some secret location in 
these islands.   On reflection, I concluded that, at this late date, it 
did not matter.  I had the photographs. 

I flew to Alameda on the China Clipper.  En route, I did 
some basic photography metrics—computed the scale of the 
photographs and determined that with the 24-inch lens at this 
scale, Earhart was at 15,000 feet when she activated the 
Fairchild camera.  Probably she was briefed in Washington to 
slow the Electra to about 100 knots to insure that the camera 
got complete overlapping stereo coverage.  After completing the 
photographic run, she shut off the camera, and inserted the dark 
slide into the magazine. Then she changed her heading to a 
southeasterly course toward Howland, and she advanced the 
throttles to the boost the Electra to its normal cruising speed—
perhaps somewhat faster—to exit Japanese air space as soon as 

possible.  And the Electra faded into the darkening sky.   I doubt 
that the Japanese knew she had penetrated their air space and 
overflew Truk. 

A few days later, I was back at Naval Intelligence Head-
quarters.  The admiral was excited with my find.  His smile en-
larged enough for me to see his front teeth.  He used my yeo-
man’s stereoscope viewfinder to study each of the stereo pairs 
to have a three-dimensional view.  Whenever he spotted some-
thing of interest, he issued a small grunt.  When finished, he 
carefully rearranged the photographs in sequence, tapped them 
on his desk, put them in his briefcase, looked at me and said, 
“Fine job, Commander.  Take a few days off.” 

End of Part III 
(to be continued) 
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group meeting meets the 2nd Thursday of the month. 

Fronczek@gmail.com

I drive down the busy streets of town,  
catching you out of the corner of my eye. 
I see your sign, your scribbled plea . . .  
but, I don’t really see. 
And I don’t hear your silent cry… 

“Don’t turn away, you don’t know me”. 
 

I see you push your cart,  
with all your worldly things piled high… 
and wonder what your story is  
and how you got from there to here. 
I just can’t imagine…it all seems so unclear. 

 

I’ve watched you find meals in dumpsters,  
get a handout now and then… 
I think you’d probably change all this . . .  
If you knew where to begin. 
I can’t help but think, you were once a child— 
a child with dreams and hope.... 
But now you seem to be  
at the end of some sad rope. 

 

I see you ride a bicycle  
in the cold and blowing snow— 
Black garbage bags hold treasures,  
all packed with such great pride 
and your one true faithful friend, a dog,  
is walking by your side. 

 

I think of you while clearing out my closets 
full of Chico’s and Anne Taylor. 
I wonder if you’ve ever heard of Manolo shoes 
or seen a Gucci bag. 
I’ve had friends who’ve called you hag . . . 
as you drag your feet along. 

 

I notice that your eyes are brown 
the day I slow my Jaguar down. 
And strangely tears run down my face 
when I wonder where you stay . . .  
if you somehow fell from grace…. 
How you got to this sad place? 

 

Are you drowning in a sea?  
All I know is you’re not me. 
And I’m not you….I’ll never be…oh no…. not me. 
But, I don’t hear your silent cry… 

I don’t hear your “help me” plea. 
I don’t hear you say in vain… 
  “Don’t turn away, please feel my pain”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And I don’t hear you say… 

“I had a home, a job, a life. 
I had a little girl so sweet. 
I never thought that I 
would be living on the street. 
 
But the cancer took my husband Joe 
and the bills so thick they piled. 
When I used my car as home 
then they came and took my child. 

 

I was you—one day, a while ago. 
So don’t just stare and judge me 
because you never know… 
When through no fault of yours,  
your life turns upside down, 
and you find yourself where I am  
hoping someone hears your plea. 
 
I’m not who you might think I am.   
I’m not who you think you see. 
I’m not on drugs.   I’m not on booze. 
This is not the life I choose. 
My luck one day, somehow ran out. 
You think that you could not be me?   
Well think again. 

 If only I could make you see… 
  Don’t turn away— 
          You don’t know me— 

By Peggy Lee   Don’t Turn Away .  . . 

mailto:Fronczek@gmail.com
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=abICTrnTgIlTpM&tbnid=kGSdj_5EvldM-M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.fotosearch.com%2Fbananastock%2Fadult-social-issues%2FBNS357%2F&ei=RRnYUr_dNZKpkAfAvYDgAQ&bvm=bv.59
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Continued . . .13 words  
you probably didn’t know were invented by Shakespeare 
 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/01/14/shakespeare-words_n_4590819.html 

 

Hurry   Definition: Move or act with haste; rush 
 Origin: Likely derived from the verb "harry" 
 Quote: "Lives, honors, lands, and all hurry to loss." - Henry VI Part 1  

 

Generous   Definition: Freely giving or sharing money and other valuable things 
 Origin: From the Latin "generosus," meaning "of noble birth."  
 Quote: "Free me so far in your most generous thoughts / That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house /  
   And hurt my brother." - Hamlet  

 

Frugal   Definition:Careful about spending money or using things when you do not need to 
 Origin: From the Latin "frugi," meaning "useful, proper,  worthy, honest." 
 Quote: "Chid I for that at frugal Nature's frame?" - Much Ado About Nothing  

 

Critical   Definition: Expressing criticism or disapproval 
 Origin: From the Latin "criticus," which referred specifically to a literary critic.  
   Quote: "For I am nothing if not critical" - Othello 

 

Courtship   Definition: The activities that occur when people  are developing a ro 
   mantic relationship that  could lead to marriage or the period of time  
   when such activities occur 
  Origin: "Court" was first used to mean "woo" in the 1570s; prior, it was used to mean "king's court,  
   princely residence," derived from the French "cort." 
  Quote: "To courtship and such fair ostents of love" - The Merchant of Venice  

 

Zany   Definition: Amusingly unconventional and idiosyncratic 
 Origin: Derived from the Italian "zani," which came from "Zanni," a version of the name "Giovanni."  
  Quote: "Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany" - Love's Labour's Lost  

 

Undress   Definition: To take your clothes off 
  Origin: "Dress" comes from the Old French "dresser," meaning "prepare, arrange, straighten, put  
   right." Shakespeare was the first to add the prefix "un-." 
  Quote: "Madam, undress you and come now to bed." -  The Taming of the Shrew 

 

Rant   Definition: To talk loudly and in a way that shows anger: to complain in a way that is unreasonable  
 Origin: Derived from the Dutch "randten," meaning "talk  foolishly."  
 Quote:"I'll rant as well as thou." - Hamlet 
 
 
 
 
 
CLARIFICATION: This post has been modified to reflect varying views about the na-
ture of word origins.  Definitions are from Merriam-Webster. Origin information is from Online Etymology Dic-
tionary.  

http://www.merriam-webster.com/
http://www.etymonline.com/index.php
http://www.etymonline.com/index.php
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=tzRAE4xUfdwHrM&tbnid=d3i-YVWB2hFHiM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fgnbvtmoodle.imgsoftware.com%2F&ei=VSLgUuXcBaXu2QW-wIDYCA&bvm=bv.59568121,d.aWM&psig=AFQjCNHgXy-d4_z_hQ
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A big one for us this year—33 of the 34 expected (one 
had flu and didn’t come).  

 Special, too, because besides the Georgetown 1, 
Cedar Park 2, Round Rock 3, Fresno-A 3, Portland 3, 
Temple-A 3, Fresno-B 3, Dallas 4, Austin-B 2, Pflu-
gerville 2, Temple-B 4, we were joined by the Guate-
mala 2 (youngest brother of Patriarch and his wife), 
and the Visalia 1 (Grandchild # 8’s other grandma) 
and, of course, Thomas (he who eats chocolate and 
crayolas) and Sox (who nags Thomas relentlessly).   

 This group (not including the dogs) has an age 
range of 1 – 85. 

 Christmas Eve was spent at my house (sardine 
canned to say the least) but I had wonderful help from 
the d-i-ls of the Fresno-B 3 and Portland 3 with food 
preparation and their husbands (my sons) with set-up.  

 Thomas, however, had to be tricked into the dog 
run because he was just sooooooooooooooo excited, 
he was like a bull in a china shop—besides which, I 
had to open up the kitchen for passage through and 
that would have been the Thomas-consumed end of 
the meal.  Sans dogs, we demolished four different 
soups, a beef stew, tamales in chili, and a couple of 
salads. 
 This is not to say Thomas didn’t strike, because 
he did.  He stole, yes, stole! some of the kisses Santa 
had given Grandchild # 9 in her Santa Cap.  She cried; 
Thomas had no sympathy—“If you leave it where I 
can reach it . . .!”.  Luckily enough, # 9’s Mom found 
some that Santa had hidden, since he knew Thomas 
would probably strike.  And all was happiness again. 
 Christmas day was in Temple.  Ten cooks in the 
kitchen.  Twenty-three milling around.  Dancing in the 
playroom; archery in the playroom; conversations eve-
rywhere (and if you are wondering about how many 
spoke Spanish—very few, but those who did interpret-
ed for those of who didn’t).  Interesting aside to this 
interpreting business--of the Guatemala 2, he speaks 
very very little English, she speaks English quite well.  
Daughter # 5, who is deaf and who hosted the Guate-
mala 2 in Temple house, has an iPad—so  she would 
enter whatever was to be said and tell it to interpret in 
Spanish, then she would be answered in Spanish and 
tell it to interpret in English.  No language problems 
whatsoever!!! 

 Games on the day—a little soccer, a little football, 
care not to trip over one and four year olds who also 
wanted to play soccer, a hunt for twigs to make bows 
and arrows in the yard, general milling, and comes and 
goings, were fun. 

 A family picture was taken. 

 Christmas dinner (fajitas et al) was delicious. 

 Watching video of dress rehearsal for Grandchild 
# 6 in her role as Snow Queen in the Nutcracker was 
awe inspiring.  Her Mom is also the Mom in the Nut-
cracker.  And Grandchild # 7 is also a ballet dancer.  
AND Grandchild # 9 is a ballet/ballroom dancer. 

 Gift opening was havoc and fun.  “This package 
has no tag – who’s it for ?” was a not uncommon 
question. 
 Wind down card and word games and conversa-
tion ended the day. 
 A day in Salado as goodbye to the Fresno-A 3 and 
Visalia 1 groups.  Shopping and dancing in the mead-
ow and general fun and games by all. 
 A day at the Zoo in Waco with all those left ex-
cept one of the Temple 3 and the Guatemala 2 who 
didn’t want the long ride.  Dinner afterward at a pizza 
place where we took up 1/3 of the big room and at 
least 30 minutes to figure out what all of us would 
eat—every time it was time to ask someone, they were 
up wandering around the perimeter playing games.  
Dinner consumed, tickets won traded for prizes we 
divided up into our cars and headed south. 
 Here a goodbye, there a goodbye, sighs and relief.  
Wind (as in wind the clock) down. 
 And now, planning for the next BIG one in two 
years.  Anyone want to guess how many will be 
around to come to 2015’s? 

By Carol Menchu   So, Christmas has come and gone again. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=RK_TkvxWIHNKGM&tbnid=Hdpd1w5zOxJ0bM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clipartpal.com%2Fclipart_pd%2Fholiday%2Fchristmas%2Fchristmastree_11249.html&ei=ax7gUtCRKMXs2QWc6Y
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Special Interest Groups 

Last Writes Critique Group—Full right now, wel-
comes a Waiting List   Meets (usually) at 7 PM, 2nd & 
4th Wed. each month, at Oaks at Wildwood Clubhouse. 
Novels in progress, varied genres. Membership currently 
full. Contact: JmuHall@aol.com 
 

Novel Crafters is Full right now, welcomes a Waiting 
List     Meets every other Thursday on the second floor 
of the Georgetown Library in a private room.  Contact is 
Mary Stafford at marylynn@mstafford.net 

 

Quixotic Quills critique group represents varied inter-
ests. 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, iwriteco-
zies@gmail.com.  Currently, we are full.  
 

Bard Masters Critique Group The focus of the cri-
tique group is historical fiction and fantasy. Meeting Tues-
days, 6:00 PM at the Georgetown Library.  Currently open 
to a new member with a serious work in progress.  Contact:  
Ross Carnes rosscarnes@hotmail.com 

 

Tale Spinners, return with us to the days of yesteryear 
where we put some novel twists on old stories.  Historical 
fiction’s the name, publication’s the fame.  Join us now with 
your work in progress.  We have an opening for one new 
member.  We meet on alternate 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, mysterywrit-
er5@msn.com 

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

 

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

Demystifying Writers’ Demons One at a Time by Joan Upton Hall 

     

 Do demons bedevil your writing? Similar, confusing words? Grammar, punctuation, or capitalization rules? “The Demysti-
fier” will clear up the mystery (primary reference unless otherwise noted: Garner, Bryan A. Dictionary of Modern American 
Usage. N.Y.: Oxford University Press). Address questions and comments to freelance editor, Joan Upton Hall at: jmu-
Hall@aol.com. More problems like the one above are demystified in the booklet, 50 Writers’ Tips.  

Find a few of them at http://www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm.  
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

Verb form preferences – burn & dream:  
  Clients often ask which is correct for the past and past participle tense forms: burnt or burned? dreamt or dreamed? Answer: Both 
are correct, but the “d” ending is most often used in American English while the “t” ending is most often used in British English. 
 
  Fiction writers, take heed. Using the desired form in dialogue can characterize the speakers in your story without your having to 
explain. Consider the following pairs of examples. British or American backgrounds aside, won’t readers infer certain things about 
these characters’ personalities? And you, dear author, don’t have to tell a thing. 
  “I dreamt that my house burnt to the ground. Quite disconcerting, actually!” 
  “I dreamed my house burned down. Freaked me out, man!” 
  “I dreamt about…Heavens! I’ve burnt the infernal toast again!” 
  “I dreamed about…Yikes! I’ve burned the stupid toast again!” 
 
  NOTE: In AmE, burnt is often used as an adjective, as in “burnt orange.” 

Dues are due for 2014 
 

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 AND BE MORE THAN A NAME ON A IST —- Attend the 

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

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

 

 
 
 
 

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

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

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

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

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

 
 
 
 

Writers’ Liaison 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

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

  

Website  
Jamie Roton 
pugstory@aol.com 

 

Marjorie Anderson 
Www.challenge4teens.com 

 

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

   

Ross Carnes 
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller 

 

David Ciambrone 
www.davidciambrone.com 

 

Gary Clark 
www.clarkliterary.com 
 
 

Mary Fenoglio   
 www.eggsinmypocket.com 

 

 
 
Joan Hall:  
www.JoanUptonHall.com 

 

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

Sam Holland: 
www.samholland.com 
 
 

Linda B. Johnson 
www.lindabatenjohnson.com 
 
 

Linda Lipscomb: 
www.lblipscomb.com  

 

Jason Minor: 
www.jason-minor.com 

 

Member websites 
 

 
 
 

Joy Nord: 
www.GlyndaJoyNord.com  
  

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

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith: 
www.sylviadickeysmith.com 

   

SGWL website:  
www.sgwl.net  

 

Promote your book 
 

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

 

 

Promote yourself  
 

with an ARTICLE/STORY/POEM 
 in The Gabriel Writer 

 

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

 

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

 

Send to SGWL Submission 
181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown Tx 78633 

Or 
Thirdgate@aol.com 

 

Support SGWL 
by 

keeping your dues 
up-to-date 

 
Dues help SGWL to 

 
Publish the newsletter 

Give Stipends to speakers 
Provide seed money for work-

shops 
 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:Mysterywriter5@msn.com
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://www.davidciambrone.com/
http://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Houston Writers Guild announces CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS  
Listen to your mother show — Southeast Texas 

 

LISTEN TO YOUR MOTHER is a live story-telling show celebrating motherhood featuring local writers from all 
walks of life. Heartfelt, hilarious, or inspirational, if you have a story about motherhood, we want to hear it. 
Auditions will be held in Beaumont, TX on February 22nd and 23rd. Register for an available time slot by for-
warding your submission and audition request to ltymsoutheasttx@gmail.com.  Please note the following: 
 

1.   Submissions should be an original work submitted by the author. A previously published piece may be submitted. 
2.   The piece should be four to six minutes when read aloud (i.e., approximately 1,000 words). 
3.   Include your name and the title of your piece in the subject line of the email (e.g., Jane A. 
 Writer, Motherhood is Awesome). 
4.   Attach your submission in a Word document with the title of your piece, your name, and type of post (i.e., Inspire, Heart,  
 Humor, etc.) on the first page. 
5.   Audition times will be assigned on a first come first serve basis. Writers will be placed on a waiting list after all slots are filled.  
 Requests for a particular date (i.e., the 22nd or 23rd) will be considered. 
6. All submissions must be received by midnight February 15, 2014. 
 

Please see our website, www.listentoyourmothershow.com/southeasttexas for additional information.  

 

Please note: Two in person rehearsals will be required at a date to be determined. The show is scheduled for 
Sunday, May 4th at 2pm in Beaumont, TX. 

 

We all have a story. We hope you’ll share yours with us. 

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


