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New Year's Resolution:  
Get Published.  

Some ways to get started 
By Joan Upton Hall 

 

Have a NanoRhyMo story started 
that you don't know what to do 
with? Rie can show you how to 
make it work. 
 

Rie Sheridan Rose has been writing 
professionally for the last twelve 
years — though she has just added 
the “Rose” on the end. Rie says, 
"After putting up with me for the 
last ten years, I figured my husband 
deserved the recognition." During 
that period, she has published 5 
novels, 1 short story collection, 2 
chapbooks of collected stories, and 
5 poetry collections as well as con-
tributing to several anthologies and writing the lyrics to more than a dozen 
songs.  

 

She currently serves as Submissions Editor for Zumaya Press.. 
 
 

 
 

 
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 
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Respectfully submitted  

Janet Kilgore, Secretary 
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

February  

March  

April  

May  

June  

December 2012 Minutes 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

    

 

after a meeting. 

Contributions are published in order of receipt.   
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President’s Words —  By Janet Kilgore 

As far as I can remember, no one has ever elected me presi-

dent of anything before. Although I’m very pleased and proud 
you have entrusted me with this job, I plan to play down the 

President bit and be just plain Janet, until if and when I get 
more comfortable with the title. 

 

Please join us on January 3, for our first meeting of 2013. Joan 
Hall, my trusty Vice President and Program Manager has a 

great speaker lined up for us to start off with. Rie Sheridan 
(acquisitions editor for Zumaya Publications will talk to us about 

a New Year’s Resolution peculiar to our breed: getting a book 

published this year. Take a look at Joan’s article for more de-
tails. 

 
We will welcome on-going feedback from you this year. Tell us 

what you like and what you don’t. You can contact my at janet-

kilgore@austin.rr.com or in Austin at 512.331.7204. The focus 
this year will be learning about writing and having fun in the 

process. I hope you are as excited about the new year as I am. 

Dues are due for 2013 
 

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 

 

In 1935, shortly after the Italians conquest of Abyssinia, a team 

of archeologist from the University of Turin discovered a clay 
tablet in a small cave in the Entoto Mountain Range.  The sym-

bols were in ancient Hebrew.  Serge Belli, the team’s linguist 
translated the text.  It reads:   

 

I am Boaz, the third son of King Solomon and the first son 
of the Queen of Sheba.  I am my father’s scribe and 
scholar.  Shortly after my mother died, my father charged 
his Egyptian physician to perform the mummification 
process on her body.  There was a brief ceremony to 
mark the end of her life. Afterwards my father tasked me 
to return the queen to her birthplace in the highlands of 
Africa.  Befitting a queen of Israel, servants dressed her 
in a fine gown.  Retainers lined her casket with gold, 
spices, and precious gems. They placed her casket on a 
cedar-built cart pulled by four oxen.   Her cortège con-
sisted of 50 soldiers, 50 mourners, and 50 slaves.  We 
traveled across a raging sea, and across a sun-baked 
desert.  We waded in an endless muck that was neither 
land nor water and where venomous reptiles struck sev-
eral guards.  We had no 
knowledge how to help them.  
They died in agony.  We en-
tered high plains with verdant 
pastures and running 
streams, surrounded by clus-
ters of towering trees.  We 
began our ascent into tall 
mountains whose tops were 
often covered in the clouds.   It 
was cold.  We killed game for 
food and clothing.  We came 
upon a raging river deep in a 
steep gorge that was fed by a 
magnificent waterfall that spit 
forth a torrent of water out of 
the mountains.  We were 

soaked with freezing water by the blinding spray.  We 
followed the river downstream for three days before we 
found a place to ford the river.  With severe difficulty, the 
queen and most of us crossed the river.  Several of our 
slaves, mourners, and soldiers were killed by the large 
lizard-like reptiles who lived in this river.  Several days 
later we stumbled upon this small valley hidden between 
towering mountains.  That night we saw that the rocks 
near the base of the smaller mountain glowed an eerie 
green light.  On inspection, we saw a small opening that 
seemed to lead to the interior of the mountain.  Our 
slaves enlarged the opening.  Entering I found a small 
grotto.  The walls glowed in a soft green light as if lit by a 
full moon.  We performed the burial ritual and put the 
queen to rest in her homeland.  Slaves closed the open-
ing and we planted trees to cover it.  The trees died 
quickly.  Our astrologer reckoned that we had traveled 
almost one year.  To regain our strength and to provision 
our group we stayed in this valley for many days.  Soon 
many in our party became sick with a strange illness.  
Our physician was befuddled.  The hands of the slaves 

who dug to open the grotto 
emitted this strange light.  
They died soon.  Many of the 
guard and mourners lost their 
hair.  They could not eat or 
drink.  They also died.  We 
were so few we could not bury 
the many dead.  I fear that I 
cannot return to my home in 
Jerusalem.  I also am sick.  
Boaz. 
 

Boaz by  S. Martin Shelton 

Dues are due for 2013 
 

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 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
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Sisters by Jane Thompson 

My cousin Judy, who lives down in Houston, doesn’t take after 

my side of the family. She has the blackest hair, the whitest skin, 
and the bluest eyes you ever saw. She has to beat the guys off 

with the stick, and she once told me how she winnowed out the 
keepers. She said it was really easy. They would be charming 

her and sweet-talking her and she would wait for a break and 

then say, “Hey, did you know that I don’t have any feet?” She 
said most of them would suddenly remember that they had to 

meet their wives, or that they had a date, or that they were 
overdue at work. Some would get curious and ask her how she 

lost her feet, then plead an engagement, but the true keepers 

would be sympathetic and hold their curiosity until they knew 
her better. She said they were few and far between but it was 

an excellent system for finding the good guys. It really simplified 
her romantic life. 
 

Judy was the oldest of seven, the daughter of my mother’s 
brother. She spent her childhood helping to raise her sisters 

and brothers, and they all looked up to her as a second mother. 

When she graduated from high school, she married her sweet-
heart, Don, and had a couple of kids of her own. Judy was happy 

with her life, but wanted more than life as a wife and mother. 
She had already raised a bunch of kids, and wanted to find out 

what it would be like to work in the wider world. When her kids 

got up to frying size, she decided to go to nursing school; after 
all, she had always been a nurturer and thought a nursing ca-

reer would be perfect for her. 
 

She did great in nursing school and managed to run her home 

and make great grades at school and everything was going well 
except that Judy started to suffer from debilitating migraines. If 

you have ever had a migraine, you know that life stops when you 

have one. There’s no keeping house or taking care of kids or 
going to class with a migraine. They were slowing her up, so 

Judy went to a physician at the nursing school and asked for 
help. The doctor offered her an experimental drug that was 

supposed to dilate the arteries in her brain and stop migraines 

cold.  

 

Unfortunately, the drug didn’t work that way with Judy. It dilated 

the arteries in her legs and feet and suddenly she was in crisis. 
She was slapped in the hospital and given an artificial blood 

supply to her legs. They thought this would be temporary and it 
was--but a very long temporary. It looked like Judy was going to 

be in the hospital for awhile. 
 

Sharry, her little sister who was just then out of high school, felt 

like she owed Judy, so she put her college plans on hold and 

moved in with Don to care for the kids and take on the house-

work until Judy was better. The weeks dragged into months and 

it was touch and go as to whether Judy’s legs could be saved. 
She was very sick and very grateful to her sister who was there 

for her when she needed her. 
 

Eventually, after nearly two years, it became clear that Judy’s 

legs could be saved but not her feet. They would have to be am-
putated. By this time Judy had received a really good settlement 

from the drug company, one that would ensure that she would-

n’t have to work again and that the kids could go to college. 
That helped, but didn’t make up for the loss of her limbs. After 

the amputation, Judy fell into a deep depression. She felt help-
less and useless and scared of the future. She had to give up on 

her dream of being a nurse, and wasn’t sure how she could 

take care of the kids. How could she take care of the kids? I 
mean, could she even take care of herself? Would Don want a 

woman who wasn’t whole.? She just hit bottom. 

 

About that time Don and Sharry visited Judy in the hospital to 

explain how things were. They were very sorry , but it seemed 
that they had fallen in love. They knew it would be rough on Judy, 

but it just happened, you know. Don wanted a divorce, and he 

wanted to marry Sharry. It only made sense that Judy sign over 
full custody of the kids to him, given her limitations, and of 

course she should sign the settlement over to him so he could 
provide for the children. Judy looked up from the black hole she 

was in to see them holding papers for her to sign and she did. 

She signed every one of them. Then Don and Sharry went away 
and left her alone. 
 

After that her life was a blur of physical therapy and regret. The 
only thing that kept her going was a great bitterness. Some-

times she just couldn’t believe what had happened. This wasn‘t 
a *!* soap opera, this was her real life! It didn’t seem possible. 

Things like this flat didn’t happen in well-run families. As a mat-

ter of fact no one else in the family could believe it, either. 
Sharry was excluded from the family, a drastic and unheard of 

thing in a close Irish clan. No one spoke of or to Sharry again.  

 

Eventually, Judy pulled herself up out of that black hole. She de-

cided to get on with her life, which is something she never 
thought she would be able to do. She learned to stand on her 

own two prosthetic feet again. She got a job and did well with it. 

She found her keeper and fell and love and she married him; 
she had a couple of kids. And yes, she lived happily ever after. 

But one thing she did not do--She did not forgive Sharry. Be-
cause there are some things that sisters do not do to each 

other. No matter what. 

 

Helen Nardecchia, true and valued member, says “Goodbye” 

.First of all Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. 

 

 We have been researching living arrangements in Spring, 

Tx since now our son and daughter are living there. My hus-

band's health is major right now, and he has spent time in the 
hospital over the past few months. It may take some time for us 

to make the move, but it is inevitable.  

 

 Therefore, I will not renew my membership with the San 

Gabriel Writer's League.  

 The years with the League — 

learning how to write successfully, 
have been far more rewarding than I 

ever anticipated.  

 

 Thanks to all of you for the knowl-

edge I've collected. 
 

Helen Nardecchia 
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My First Published Story by  Ingrid G. Lansford (founding member of SGWL) 

“Ingrid, this is something for you. You ought to enter this con-

test.” My dad handed me the Danish weekly he still subscribed 
to, though the Danes had deported us to Germany. The contest 

was for students under the age of fifteen and called for writing 
a short story no longer than 2,000 words. The paper, Flens-
borg Avis, announced three prizes and publication for the best 

story. I had turned twelve the previous month and still had six 
weeks of summer vacation before me. Though I was German, I 

knew Danish fairly well, and my father was aware of that and 
ambitious for me. 
 

I had never taken part in a writing contest before, but 
by that time had developed a pattern of trying to please my fa-

ther and living up to his expectations. I wanted do my best to 

win, and began to think about a possible topic. The story could 
not be too autobiographical, because it had better not be obvi-

ous that I was German. Most Danes at that time despised Ger-
mans, because the Nazis had illegally occupied their country 

during World War II. So, what might readers of this paper like? 

I asked myself. What is most likely to help me win? 

 

Soon I thought I knew and began to write. It turned out 

to be the story of an old farmer with a chronic, painful illness 
and a young neighbor girl who befriends him and often visits the 

sick man. She is heartbroken when her prayers for his recovery 
go unanswered and he dies on Christmas Eve. Her parents ex-

plain to her that the old man was suffering and hoped to die 

soon. Though sad to lose her friend, the child becomes recon-
ciled to the idea that his death was the sick old man’s Christ-

mas gift, and that he was now with Jesus. 
I won my bet that almost every Flensborg Avis reader 

would sympathize with an old, sick farmer, and that most would 

love a tear-jerking, pious tale. Late in September the announce-
ment came that I had won first place. My story would be pub-

lished and a prize come in the mail. It all seemed too easy! A 

package arrived several weeks later with a used child’s version 
of the Arabian Nights. Sure, it was only two years after a terri-

ble war, but how could a respectable paper send a book with 
dog-eared, stained pages! No other book in my possession was 

as shabby. Because I happened to be home with the flu, I read 

all the stories anyway before I tossed the book. For a while, I still 
kept the Flensborg Avis issue in which my story appeared, but 

then totally forgot it.  

 

When I was fourteen, my sister and I went back to 

Denmark for our summer vacations. A girl who had gone to 
school with me said she had heard about my story. She wanted 

to know, “What was it about? Can you send me a copy? I would 

like to read it.” 

 

 Suddenly I was very embarrassed. Yes, I remembered 

how it went, but hoped everyone else would just forget it. I didn’t 
want to talk about it, but promised to look for the story at home. 

To my relief it had disappeared.  

 

Two years had passed since I won the prize. I was no 

longer the person who 
had written that story. I 

had begun to develop my 

own values, and one of 
them was to shun senti-

mentality. It was good to 
keep one’s readers in 

mind, but I had gone over-

board back then. Now I 
think that, because I had 

treated my readers with 
condescension, my prize 

ZWQN.com Translators 
INGRID G. LANSFORD earned her Ph.D. in 
English at the University of Texas in Aus-

tin. Her short prose translations have 

appeared in a dozen anthologies and jour-
nals, including Absinthe: New European 
Writing, Contemporary Austrian Writ-
ings, Continuum 2007, Dimension2, 

Metamorphoses, Passport, Rhino, The 
Scandinavian Review, and Words without 
Borders. She won the Leif and Inger 

Sjöberg Translation Prize of the American

-Scandinavian Foundation in 2004 and in 

2007 she received a translation grant for 
five contemporary short stories from the 

Danish Arts Council.(2009) 
 

No Man’s Land Translators 
INGRID G. LANSFORD Ingrid Lansford has 
published between 40 and 50 short story 

translations and two book translations, 

including The Pope of The Indies 
(Gyldendal e-book 2012) from the Danish 

of Ib Michael. In 2004 she won the Leif  

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

and Inger Sjöberg Prize of the American 
Scandinavian Foundation. (2012) 

    "Don't use words too big for the subject.  

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

have no word left when you want to talk about something 

really   infinite. .” 

http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
http://www.quotationspage.com/quote/37801.html
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2013 New Year’s Resolutions for Writers   
By Jennifer Mattern on November 28th, 2012  http://allfreelancewriting.com/ 

Last week I shared my 2012 year-end evaluation with you, 

where I looked over my goals for this year and whether or not 
I’ve accomplished what I set out to do. Honestly, 2012 was not 

a great year for me. And my hope is that 2013 will be much 
better — without health and other issues getting in the way of 

my plans. 

Speaking of plans, I mentioned in that post that I’d share my 
2013 goals and resolutions with you this week. That’s what I’d 

like to do today. 
The following goals are broken down into categories including 

freelance writing, Web publishing, books & e-books (based on 

my 3-year publishing plan), and general business goals. As al-
ways, I know I won’t reach every goal, and I’ll take a fresh look at 

them each quarter to make adjustments where necessary. 
Some of these are actually goals from previous years that were 

pushed off, and I’m planning to work on them again. 
 

Freelance Writing 

 

I’ve been planning to scale back the client side of my business 

for quite a while now to focus more on Web development and 

publishing books and e-books. So the goals on this end will be 
lighter than other areas. 

— Finish overhauling my service website to add new service 
pages and adjust rates as necessary for the New Year. 

— Replace at least half of the $40k or so per year I walked 

away from when I left a major client (and spend the rest of 
that time on other areas of the business). 

— Publish at least one white paper or report targeting prospec-
tive clients. 

— Get published in at least one magazine with my byline (as op-

posed to ghostwriting for clients in trades as I’ve done in 
the past). 

 

Web Publishing and Development 
 

A lot of the content for these new sites is being handled by my 
assistant and a few other contributors I’m working with. So the 

time commitment for these is largely pre-launch and marketing-

related as opposed to requiring a large amount of time for writ-
ing. 

—  Overhaul the job board at All Freelance Writing 
—  Launch self-paced e-courses at All Freelance Writing 

—  Officially launch WritingForBloggers.com 

—  Launch the new e-marketing blog 
—  Launch LiveWorkOrganize.com 

—  Start promoting the new Online Learning Hub brand 
—  Launch GardenAndFood.com 

—  Launch DIYProjectIdeas.com 

—  Launch last author website 
— Finish blog content audit for All Freelance Writing 

— Finish blog content audit for BizAmmo.com 
— Release at least 5 new exclusive freebies at All Freelance 

Writing 

— Release at least 5 exclusive freebies at BizAmmo.com 
— Re-launch All Indie Publishing. 

— Work with hubby (developer) on backend of new author re-
source site (probably won’t launch until 2014 though) 

— New design for the genealogy blog 

— Get the genealogy blog on a regular posting schedule, and 
revamp the content strategy 

— Migrate all old AudioXposure.com content to Indi-

eLounge.com in anticipation of its launch / rebranding. 

 

Books & E-books 
 

There’s a lot in this section, based on a publishing plan I came 

up with and have been pretty good about sticking to. This will 
probably be the part of my business getting the most of my 

time in the New Year. 
— Finish rewrites and new interviews for The Query-Free Free-

lancer (needs a new chapter written, a couple of others 

overhauled, and new interviews for sidebars before my final 
self-edit) 

— Finish drafting the second novel in the Murder Script mystery 
series (I’m hoping to finish the first by the end of Decem-

ber). 

— Finish drafting the third novel in the Murder Script mystery 
series. 

— Finish drafting the first horror novel. 
— Create and release the first Murder Script game (ancillary 

product) 

— Create the second Murder Script game (likely won’t be re-
leased in 2013 — at the earliest I’d release it near the year-

end holidays). 
— Draft the manuscripts for four short children’s books. 

— Choose an illustrator for the children’s books. 

— Release at least three Query-Free Freelancer e-books at All 
Freelance Writing. 

— Choose the editor for The Query-Free Freelancer.  
— Draft at least the first shorter story (either a short story or 

novella-length) for a later collection. 

— Re-brand / re-release the 30 Day Marketing Boot Camp e-
book under the QFF / 3 Beat Books branding. 

 

General Business Goals 
 

This is the “everything else” set of goals for the New Year. 
— Change the business structure of 3 Beat Media to an LLC. 

— Set up and start using new accounting system / software. 

— Earn at least 20% more in total over what I earned in 2012 
(this wasn’t a good year, so barring any other flops, this 

should be fairly easy). 
— Make better use of my assistant by giving her more responsi-

bilities and more writing work to do in 2013. 

— Focus more on email marketing for primary sites and the 
main business. 

— Work on increasing the new brand’s recognition and reputa-
tion (adding branding to owned sites, releasing freebies 

under the new company name, focusing on social media 

marketing, etc.). 
 

As usual, I know it looks like a lot here. But I find that I get the 

most done when I push myself hard as opposed to taking a 
more relaxed approach with just a few primary goals. Breaking 

it down on a site-by-site basis and such simply works for me. 
What about you? Have you set any goals or resolutions for your 

writing business in 2013 yet? What are you focusing on, and 

what do you hope to accomplish? Tell us in the comments. 
www.allfreelancewriting.com 

http://allfreelancewriting.com/author/jenn/
http://allfreelancewriting.com/are-you-ready-for-your-2012-year-end-evaluation/


7 

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

Day 2 
  “Wake up!” We have lots to do and the lights have to be 

up before dusk. I can’t go through another night like this last 
one.” After a very sleepless night listening for the predator to 

return, I was trying to awaken my husband. It was 6:00 A.M. 

and he was sleeping like a baby.  How could he sleep so peace-
fully knowing that huge bear could return for the rest of his din-

ner, and that dinner could very well be us! 
He groggily looked at me with one eye barely open and rolled 

over to go back to sleep.  I knew just how to wake him up in a 

good mood.  I really needed him to be in a good mood so that he 
could cheerfully do his big honey-do today of installing lights un-

der our raised house. Lights. Plenty of lights. Lights everywhere!  
I wanted it to look like Times Square on New Year’s Eve. I 

rushed to the kitchen and put the coffee on. Then I got out my 

skillet to fix bacon and eggs, and of course, grits.  We Southern-
ers love our grits. The aroma of coffee and breakfast cooking 

would be too appealing to hubby to sleep any longer. As I was 
looking at the iron skillet and watching the bacon simmering, I 

made a mental note to keep it handy. That huge cast iron skillet 

just might be needed to hit that bear over the head.  
Sure enough, sleepyhead came into the kitchen sniffing the 

breakfast.  We make coffee strong in South Louisiana, but I had 
added even more grounds to this pot. After all, he needed to 

wake up fast and have lots of caffeine induced energy today. 

After breakfast he was ready to hit the ground running. Either 
my ploy worked beautifully or he remembered this was a big 

football day and wanted to finish his gigantic chore before kick-
off. 
 

 I decided I would be as helpful as possible. I got my biggest 
pair of rubber gloves and proceeded to pick up all the garbage. 

It was dark when we returned from the ‘has everything for 

home projects’ store last evening with over three hundred dol-
lars worth of lights and wiring. I didn’t want either one of us 

picking up that big pile then because the bear could be just wait-
ing and watching. I felt safer in the daylight.  I would pick up a 

handful then do a three hundred and sixty degree scan of the 

surrounding woods and bayou. I felt like my head was on a 
swivel. It took a while to pick up the mammoth pile. I was glad to 

do it though because I did not want hubby to waste one second 
of his time.  He had lots to do before dusk. 

 

 After I finished, I gave my husband an “Atta Boy!” as he 
climbed up the ladder to install the first of ten big lights. Most 

were for under the house. When we were at the store trying to 

figure out how many we needed, I noticed motion detector 
lights. Bonanza! Perfect!  We could put a few motion detector 

lights for approaching the front and side doors. That way, when 
I drove up to the house by myself, the motion detector floodlight 

would come on. I could go from my van, up the front steps and 

to the front door in beautiful, safe light.  Why hadn’t we thought 
of this before? Many times when my husband was away on a 

job, I would drive up and turn my lights off on my van then run 
up the steps for all I was worth. I always had the little porch light 

on to help find the lock and open the door, but I was a nervous 

wreck. I was almost thankful to the bear for visiting so that now 
I can say, “Let there be light” and there will be.  Didn’t mean 

anything sacrilegious by that, God, but know how You must have 
felt.  

 

 After contemplating all this, I decided I would finish the 

cleaning of the house which I had started yesterday morning. 

The cleaning which was brought to an abrupt halt by discover-
ing Goliath overturned. I got out the vacuum and it kept stop-

ping. I felt like the dust mites were laughing at my frustration.  
“Ha, ha, ha. Try, try as hard as you can, you can’t get us”, and off 

they ran! I shuddered at the thought, and went to tell hubby 

about the vacuum cleaner acting erratically.  He looked at me 
like “Duh”, then informed me that in the interest of his not get-

ting fried like a piece of bacon, he had to turn the electricity off 
at various times during this project.  All through the morning 

the electricity went on and off, interrupting my chores. Not once 

did I complain. After all, I am a very reasonable woman.   
 

 I decided to take a break from housecleaning and bring my 

husband a glass of iced tea.  He was up on a ladder with electri-
cal wire draped over him like a shawl. He had little colored 

thingamajigs that cover the end of the wire gripped between his 
teeth.  In his hands he was holding two ends of wires and was 

trying to figure out what went where. Actually, he is very handy 

around the house. I determined by listening to the mumbling he 
was doing through the thingamajigs that this was a bit perplex-

ing for him.  He looked at me and I smiled sweetly and made the 
mistake of asking, “How is it going, dear?” At that point, he just 

glared at me. I decided I had better get back to my housework. 

This too was a case of the lesser of the two evils.  
 

 A while later, I heard a big bang, crash sound. What if the 

bear came back and was attacking my husband! I grabbed my 
big iron skillet and went running to the front door. I couldn’t see 

anything under the house, so I yelled to him to see if he was o.k.  
He yelled back.  I will only use one of the words he said and that 

was “No!” I yelled again asking him if the bear had come back.  

Again, I will only use one of the words, and that too was a “No!”  
Now my hubby is not one to use “expletive deleted” type lan-

guage, so I knew something had really gone wrong. I went down 
the front steps and peeked under the house. I saw the ladder 

was still standing, but the metal tray holding everything to do 

with this project had fallen and things were scattered hither 
and yon. Lots and lots of little electrical parts and screws and 

thingamajigs.  I looked around for my husband, afraid he had 
been hurt, but he was fine. At least his body was fine; his mental 

state at the time was still to be determined. He hadn’t fallen, 

thank goodness.  While he had gone to his workshop to get a 
hammer, one of our five cats must have gone up the ladder and 

pounced on the metal tray, causing it to fall. 
 

  Like I said earlier, my husband is quite the handyman, but 

there was no way he could figure out what went where now.  I 
suggested that he call a neighbor down near the bay who is an 

electrician.  He jumped at the idea.  I could see his eyes darting 

to his watch. He had already missed the first football kickoff. I 
tried to forget what he had said earlier that day about the 

games this weekend. Words like “Wild Card”, “Playoffs”, and 
Super Bowl. I can’t handle guilt very well. I knew he was wonder-

ing if he could finish in time for the kickoff of the second football 

game that day. No sooner said than done. He was out the door 
in a flash and came back ten minutes later with his new best 

friend, the electrician. Luckily, his new best friend wasn’t a foot-
ball fan and so didn’t mind that some of the most exciting 

games of the whole entire football season were on today. Hubby 

got to watch his football games and would run down during half  
Contiinued on next page 
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. . . Continued 
times and commercials to give friend a hand. He finished all ten 

lights right at dusk. He flipped a couple of switches and all ten 
lights lit up.  I knew at that moment how the astronauts felt 

when they said, “Houston, we have liftoff!”  We paid our friend 

the electrician and waited for dark to come. This was getting to 
be a pretty expensive project, but to me it was worth every sin-

gle penny. 
 

 Finally it was dark enough to see the whole effect the lights 

would bring. It was like New Year’s Eve, waiting for the ball to 
drop in Times Square. I was anxious with anticipation.  I felt like I 

should do a “Christmas Vacation” type drum roll for my hus-

band while he proudly stood there ready to flip the switch. Then 
the moment came, and unlike the Christmas movie, they 

worked. The first half of under the house was brightly lit. “Wow”, 
I said. Then my husband, with shoulders back and head held 

high walked over and even more proudly flipped the second 

switch. “Double Wow”, I exclaimed. No bear will come within ten 
miles of this place now. Then it hit me. This was a two-step proc-

ess and the second step had to be done by walking through one

-fourth of darkness before the last lights could be turned on. I 
looked meekly at my hubby and quietly pointed out that if he 

were away on his job, and I was all alone, I would never have the 
courage to walk through that darkness.  It would be a perfect 

place for a bear to hide and without my strong, powerful, and 

afraid of no man or thing husband to protect me, I would be a 
goner. I then very sticky sweetly asked if he wouldn’t mind put-

ting up just one more teensy weensy floodlight in the middle of 
my ‘open garden room.’ My daddy always told me that a person 

could catch more flies with honey than vinegar and my words 

were dripping with honey. Hubby put his arm around my shoul-
ders in a very protective manner and promised to put the light 

up first thing in the morning. All by himself.  He was so proud of 
himself at the point and so was I.  Life was good. Or so I 

thought! 

(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 

 
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 
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     C. S. Lewis  
 

Clive Staples Lewis (29 Novem-

ber 1898 – 22 November 
1963), commonly referred to as 

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

poet, academic, medievalist, literary 
critic, essayist, lay theologian, and 

Christian apologist from Belfast, Ire-
land.  

 

He held academic positions at both 
Oxford University (Magdalen College), 1925–1954, and at 

Cambridge University (Magdalene College), 1954–1963. He is 

best known both for his fictional work, especially The Screwtape 
Letters, The Chronicles of Narnia, and The Space Trilogy, and 

for his non-fiction Christian apologetics, such as Mere Christian-
ity, Miracles, and The Problem of Pain. . . .  

 

In 1956, he married the American writer Joy Davidman, 17 
years his junior, who died four years later of cancer at the age 

of 45. Lewis died three years after his wife, as the result of re-

nal failure. His death came one week before his 65th birthday. 
Media coverage of his death was minimal; he died on 22 No-

vember 1963—the same day that U.S. President John F. Ken-
nedy was assassinated, and the same day another famous au-

thor, Aldous Huxley, died. 
 

Lewis's works have been translated into more than 30 lan-

guages and have sold millions of copies. The books that make 

up The Chronicles of Narnia have sold the most and have been 
popularised on stage, TV, radio, and cinema. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medieval_studies
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lay_theologian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Christian_apologetics
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Belfast
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ireland
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ireland
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oxford_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cambridge_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Screwtape_Letters
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Screwtape_Letters
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Chronicles_of_Narnia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Space_Trilogy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mere_Christianity
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mere_Christianity
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Miracles_(book)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Problem_of_Pain
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joy_Davidman
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Renal_failure
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Renal_failure
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/November_1963#November_22.2C_1963_.28Friday.29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/November_1963#November_22.2C_1963_.28Friday.29
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_F._Kennedy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_F._Kennedy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aldous_Huxley
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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’ve heard editors and agents preach that strong verbs are 

what “drive sentences.” And in one of your workshops, you sug-
gested that if we’ve buried our verbs as nouns, “unearthing” 

them could energize our style. I’d be glad to save my poor little 

verb zombies if you’ll explain what you mean!  

 

Unintentional Verb Killer 

 

Dear Verb Killer 
 

Too often writers *noun-ize (make into nouns) the strongest 

verb in a sentence. Unfortunately, this tends to... 
 -- dull the reader’s involvement by using abstract ideas 

instead of active voice and vivid verbs. 

 -- weaken style with the need for be-verbs and unneces-
sary prepositional phrases. 
 

Compare the following examples: 
 

1. weak: Some writers have a compulsion in the transformation  
         of a short word into a longer form. 

 better: Good writers resist the urge to transform short   
         words into longer forms. 

 Or: What compels her to transform short words into  
         longer forms? 
 

2. weak: Elimination of too many noun suffixes will be a rein- 
          forcement to make your writing tighter. 

  better: Eliminating too many noun suffixes reinforces  
          tighter writing. 
  

3. weak: The annual replacement of her whole wardrobe is a  
          reflection of conformity to fashion trends. 

  better: She conforms to fashion trends by replacing her  

          wardrobe every year. 
 

I don’t mean you should never use the noun forms, just avoid 

excessive use. Try this with your writing: Search for noun end-
ings such as:-sion, -tion, -ity, -ance, -ence, -ment to reveal how 

many times you use them. 
 

Then (to continue the grim metaphor, in your query) you can 

release your zombies from their undead state and resurrect 
them as the verbs they want to be. Then quit digging graves for 

them! 

 

Nominalizationis the technical term, but I resist using a word 

that practices the very problem I’m advising against.  

 

--------- 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. 

 

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: Verb Killer—Noun-izing Verbs 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
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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 
 

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: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://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© 
 

Confusing Words 
 

Frequently mixed up depending on whether its past tense is  
 transitive  (has a direct object to receive the action) or  

 intransitive (does not have a direct object) 

 

• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Amy shined the silver.  (has a direct object) 

• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – The silver shone from her effort. (no direct object) 

• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his car to a high polish. (has a direct object) 
 

• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – The moon shone brightly. (no direct object) 

• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his flashlight at the house.  (has a direct object) 

• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – From the window, a mysterious light shone back. (no direct object) 

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 

 


