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Dunbar (DC) Campbell 

     Campbell has lived an adventurous life besides having a B.A. in political sci-
ence/economics and an M.A. in economics.  
 

As director of a public policy research group, he researches and writes reports 
published by Texas and national entities.  
 

 A multi-finalist in manuscript contests, his earliest 
writing skills were honed in danger when, as a student 
activist growing up on the turbulent Caribbean island of 
Grenada, he wrote for and distributed banned newspa-
pers in support of a revolutionary movement.  
 

 When the Grenada secret police brutally crushed the 
organization in 1974, Campbell migrated to the United 
States and enlisted with a new band of brothers, the U.S. 
Marines.  

 

 Today, Campbell channels into his writings the dangers, conflicts, and in-
trigues that shaped his life. Among Grenada documents the U.S. military seized, 
and stored at the National Archives, is a passionate letter of congratulations to 
Prime Minister Bishop, written four years earlier by Sergeant Dunbar Campbell, 
U.S. Marine. 
 

 Initially adopted by Congress on 

July 2, 1776, the revised version 

of the Declaration of Independ-

ence was not adopted until two 

days later. 
 The oldest, continuous In-
dependence Day celebration in 

the United States is the 4th of July Parade in Bristol, Rhode Island; it began in 
1785. 
 The Pennsylvania Evening Post was the first newspaper to print the Decla-
ration of Independence.  
 Three U.S. Presidents, John Adams, Thomas Jefferson and James Monroe, 
died on July 4th; Adams and Jefferson died within hours of each other in 1826 
while Monroe died in 1831.  
 The country’s 30th president, Calvin Coolidge, was born on Independence 
Day in 1872.  
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The meeting was called to order promptly at 7:00 
p.m. at the Georgetown Public Library. 

 

Old Business:  
Our space is reserved for Hilltop Market Days, located 
at the intersection of D.B. Woods Road and Hwy 29 
on June 28th. A signup sheet was passed around the 
meeting. If you missed the meeting or did not sign the 
sheet, please contact Janet Kilgore so you can be in-
cluded on the schedule. Hilltop Market Days is an op-
portunity for authors to sign and sell books and pro-
mote the SWGL. 

 

Brags: 
Jeanell’s book, “What the Heart Wants”, is scheduled 
for release in Sept. 2014 
Carol’s granddaughter won a first place award for a 
story submitted in school competition. 

 

Program:  
“Critiquing” Joan Hall, Ann Bell, and Dave Ciambrone 

hosted a discussion on working with critique groups. 

Respectfully submitted by  
Bill Russeth, secretary 

     

Upcoming Meetings 
  

August  

September  

October  

November  

December  

June 2014 Minutes 
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By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

 Sorry I missed the last meeting, but Grammy Duty called. I hear Joan Hall did a great job standing in for 
me. I've always said we're interchangeable, Joan! 
 

 D. C. Campbell, one of my favorite people and a great speaker, will be our speaker on July 3. So set aside 
those thoughts about hotdogs and fireworks and come help us celebrate the craft.  

  By Pat Morse-McNeely .  .  .  To Jimmy Crockadock  

Long years ago, a summer's day, 
A buzzing hum was there 
And childish voices rose and fell 
In rhythm on the air. 
A little girl, who read quite well, 
A tall slim boy, stained blue -- 
 
Funny - through all these long, long years. 
I well remember you. 
How haltingly you read or spelled, 
Yet how magically could draw, 
With those long and narrow fingers, 
You wove a world of awe: 
 
The aeroplanes, the steamers tossed 
Upon a swift-drawn sea -- 
I watched each line, and through the years, 
The memory stays with me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
How long you lived, I do not know, 
Nor when you passed away, 
But come swift to mind, whene'er I draw 
And on a summer's day, 
The magic of a thin, tall boy, 
Skin blue-stained, and frail, 
Whose dark deep eyes brought art alive 
And to my dreams set sail. 
 
 

This was written in remembrance of a classmate in 
summer school when I was 7 years old --- His name 
was ‘Craddock’ but the kids (as Kids do, found it hard 
to say, so it got turned into Crockadok) and I remem-
ber him laughing at it when somebody asked hi if that 
was his Name ---and he would say “YES!” 

 

  Jimmy was a ‘blue-baby’ ---his skin was bluish 
from a heart defect at birth --- He was very tall (and 
much older – in  his early teens, I think it was, and 
actually retarded somewhat.   

 

 Happy, good sense of humor and artistically tal-
ented (amazingly) – I was appointed a ‘partner’ to 
him by the teacher so we were always together.  

 

 He taught me my first drawing lessons!  I can still 
‘draw’(?) the ship at sea and the old fashioned single 
airplane and the sketchy seagulls in the scene  --- but 
still not as quick and beautifully as he did!   

 

 I (in turn) ‘taught’ him to read (the usual class 
ring-of-readers made him nervous and tongue tied). 

 

 Jimmy lived, I learned, after I was grown, until 21 
years old!  Though he never really learned to read, I 
was told he continued to draw!!!  This ‘little girl’ 
found her ‘first love’ in Jimmy and has carried his im-
age in her heart—always. 
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Captain Rafael Hubner, commanding officer of the USS San Anto-
nio the Navy’s newest dirigible, shouted, “Cast off the forward 
lines.” 
 The Chief Boatswain snapped, “Aye, Aye Sir.” In a second, the 
airship’s bow dipped upward slightly. 
 “Cast off the aft lines.”  
 “Aft lines, Aye.” 
 Chief Boatswain mate announced, “We’re aweigh.” 
 Captain Hubner responded, “Very well, Boats.” 
 He ordered, “Ten degrees up elevator.” 
 “Ten degrees, Aye, Aye.” 
 “Engineman, one-quarter power.” 
 “One-quarter power.  Aye, Sir.” 
 The eight Maybach engines came to thunderous life and sent 
a throbbing vibration throughout the leviathan as it inched for-
ward.  The USS San Antonio gently gained altitude, and the Na-
val Air Station at Moffett Field, California faded slowly into the 
background. 
 “Helmsman, two degrees starboard.” 
 “Two degrees starboard.  Aye, Sir.”  
 “Steady as she goes.” 
 “Steady, Aye.” 
 The airship was not climbing as rapidly 
as Captain Hubner wanted.  He checked the 
gas-cell board, and then ordered the Chief 
Boatswain Mate, “Release five-hundred 
pounds ballast.” 
 “Five-hundred pounds, Aye, Sir.” 
 Streams of water fell from the airship’s 
fore and aft portals into San Francisco Bay, 
and the dirigible began to gain altitude 
slowly. 
 Satisfied with their ascent, he ordered 
the engineman, “Three-quarters power.” 
 “Three-quarters power, aye, Sir.” 
 The Maybach engines roared to life and their four-bladed 
propellers spun at blinding speed.  The USS San Antonio leaped 
upward and accelerated to its cruising speed of eighty-five 
knots.  Several minutes later, the airship reached six-thousand 
feet. 
 Hubner ordered the elevator man. “Zero degrees elevator.” 
 “Zero degrees, aye sir.”  
  The airship leveled and cruised straight and level. 
   Captain Hubner checked the inclinometer, altimeter, and 
airspeed indicator.  Satisfied that and all systems were function-
ing normally. He told the Officer of the Deck, “You’ve got the 
‘Con.” 
 He replied, “I have the Con.  Aye, Skipper.”   
 Hubner climbed in the Captain’s Chair on the starboard side 
of the control car and began to relax.  His crew had completed 
the most difficult and dangerous part of the flight with excep-
tional skill.  He reflected at the long and tedious hours he had 
drilled his officers and men in practice over .and over, and over 

until there he’d molded them into a tight, top-notch. profession-
al crew. 
 The airship began its maiden cross-country flight to partici-
pate in the Fifth Fleet’s annual exercises off the east coast. 
 “Mister Able, plot a course to Yuma via San Diego.” 
 “Yuma, Sir,” replied the navigator. 
 The skipper was taking the southern route to cross the coun-
try where the ground elevations are the lowest.  The San Anto-
nio dirigible does not have the lifting power to sail over the Rocky 
Mountains.   
 “Chief Aerographer, what’s the wind direction and velocity?’ 
 “Sir, last reading, four minutes ago, the wind was seven knots 
at zero, two, zero degrees true.  Indications are an increasing 
velocity over the next few hours.”   He fiddles with his instru-
ments and charts.  Barometer reading on the ground is 30.0 
inches of mercury.   “Looks as if a small system is developing 
over northern Colorado. 
 “Very well.  Keep me posted.” 
 The farms in San Joaquin Valley unfold as the dirigible head-
ed south.” 

 “Status report navigator,” 
 “On course.”  He pauses to 
check his charts.  “That north tail 
wind has boosted our ground speed 
to ninety-seven knots.” 
 A small frown crossed Captain 
Hubner’s brow.  “Chief Shaw, what’s 
the status?” 
 “Sir, north wind at twelve 
knots,” 
 “Your prediction, Chief.” 
 “Captain, I need a few minutes 
to take readings and plot the re-

sults.’ 
 “Very well.” 
 The San Antonio sailed over the city of Los Angeles.  Some of 
the crew stared at the colossus and wondered how its denizens 
lived in that sprawl, and where did Clara Bow live and were the 
stories about her and the University of Southern California foot-
ball team true. 
 “Radioman Chung, send a status report message to Opera-
tions at Moffett.” 
 “Status report, Aye.  Aye, Sir.” 
 Chief Shaw, the aerographer, reported, “Captain, the wind is 
increasing. It’s now fifteen knots.  That system over Colorado 
has expanded rapidly due to high-level winds barreling down 
from Canada.” 
 “Forecast?” 
 “Hard to tell, Sir.  The system is building rapidly.  It may fizzle 
out over the desert in Arizona and New Mexico, or it could pick 
up energy from the radiated heat and increase significantly.  I’m 
getting reports of scattered showers in Durango and Flagstaff.” 
 Over San Diego, Captain Hubner ordered, “Navigator, set our 

USS San Antonio By Martin Shelton  
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The Gabriel  
Writer  
still needs a 
Volunteer 

to take up the reins . . . 
     it can be done in Word  

     as easily  
      as anything else . . . 

      course for Yuma.” 
 “To compensate for the crosswind, I recommend zero, eight, 
zero.” 
 “Very well, Helmsman, steer zero, eight, zero.” 
 “Zero, eight, zero, Aye. Sir. 
 The San Antonio gradually swung to the east, and glided over 
the California desert.  The rising heat expanded the Helium in 
the ship’s gasbags and the airship began to rise—slowly at first 
then more rapidly passing eight-thousand feet. 
 “Helmsman, elevator down two degrees.” 
 “Two degrees down.  Aye.” 
 “Boatswain, release seven-thousand cubic meters of Heli-
um.” 
 “Seven thousand, yes sir.’ 
 The ship now less buoyant and with its nose pointed slightly 
downward, stopped its rise, and the crew returned it to its cruis-
ing altitude of six-thousand feet. 
 The navigator said, “Passing over Yuma in two minutes.” 
 “Set a course for El Paso.” 
 Without asking the aerographer announced, “Captain, the 
north wind is now twenty-one knots and the barometric pres-
sure is 29.3 and dropping.” 
 “Very well.  Keep me posted.” 
 “Will do.” 
 The navigator completed his calculations, “Recommend 
heading of zero, nine, zero.” 

**** 
 An hour later, The San 
Antonio, on its new heading 
passed, over Gila Bend.  With 
the strong crosswind, the 
skipper ordered the helms-
man more rudder corrections. 
 “Captain, we’re over Tuc-
son and its elevation is 2,400 
feet.  Now our true altitude is 
only 3,600 feet.” 
 “Thanks, Chief.  We need a couple thousand feet.”  Hubner 
checked the gas-cell pressure board and the navigator charts.  
“Boatswain, release two-thousand pounds ballast.” 
 “Two-thousand.  Aye, Sir.” 
 The water dropped from the forward and aft tanks and a few 
homes in Tucson had their lawns watered at no charge.   The 
airship sailed over Deming whose elevation is 4,300 feet.  The 
ship’s barometric altitude instrument indicated that it was at 
sixty-five hundred feet.  But because of the rising ground eleva-
tion it was only at twenty-three hundred feet over the town.  

The outside thermometer indicated the air temperature had 
dropped and now was forty-two degrees Fahrenheit.  
 “Captain!” shouted the chief aerographer.  “Thunderheads 
are forming on a line South of Santa Fe and Albuquerque with 
tops at thirty-five thousand feet and rising and moving south 
and moving rapidly.”  He checked another instrument, “Wind 
velocity is thirty-five knots and increasing.” 
 Captain Hubner immediately ordered the helmsman to steer 
another seven-degrees starboard to offset that strong crosswind 
and to keep the San Antonio close to its proposed course. 
 “Realizing the perilous danger ahead, Hubner went to the 
navigator’s chart table, studied the maps, and asked Lieutenant 
Able, “Should we turn around and head east to more friendly 
weather?” 
 “Not feasible, Sir.  That north wind would shove us deep into 
Mexico and this storm will follow us.”  He used his instruments 
to plot a direct course to El Paso.  Our best option is to race for 
Fort Bliss in El Paso.  Elevation is 3,800 feet, and we might be 
able to dock there and ride out this storm.” 
 “Agreed.”  The Captain ordered the engineman, “Full speed 
ahead.” 

**** 
The Operations Office at Naval Air Station Moffett tapped his 
fingers on his desk and spoke to the radioman, a first-class petty 
officer.  “Its been over an hour ago since we received a situation 
report from the San Antonio.”  He rose and went to the aerogra-

pher’s desk, studied the cur-
rent weather charts, and said, 
“That fast-moving system has 
developed into a full-fledged 
thunderstorm.  “Radioman, 
try again to raise the San An-
tonio.” 
 “Yes sir.”  He twisted 
dials and spoke into his micro-
phone, “NAS Moffett calling 
USS San Antonio.  Over.”  

After several seconds, “No response, Sir.” 
 “Keep trying.” 
 “Yes, Sir.”   After a dozen broadcasts, he said, “No response, 
Sir.” 
 “Try long-wave communications.” 
 The radioman, expertly tapped his Morse-code key sending a 
string of dots and dashes into the ether.  He waited 60 seconds 
and did not receive a response.  He tried again.  Again. Again.  
And again.  All in vain.  The USS San Antonio did not respond. 

FIN 
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What do Women Want in a Man?  By Don Guerrant—A Plea for Help !!  

Scene 17  [Note:  This is a scene for a stage play.  It is 
set in 1923 in Taylor, Texas at the home of Dan and 
Mary Moody, brother and sister.  Dan Moody, a 28 
year old bachelor and District Attorney, has just won 
a conviction.  Everyone was rejoicing, but he was re-
buffed—again--by Mildred, a lady he is very interest-
ed in, but with whom he can’t seem to get to first 
base.  Mary, 30, his unmarried older sister is cele-
brating Dan’s victory with Rhoda, 50’s, married, col-
ored “domestic help” but actually a member of the 
family circle.] 
 

(Moody home, dining room, night.  Mary, Rhoda, and 
Dan sit at the dinner table after dessert.   Mary and 
Rhoda are jubilant, but Dan is withdrawn, troubled 
about something.) 
 

Mary:  They jury gave that criminal five years in pris-
on!  The maximum! 
 

Rhoda:   Hallelujah! 
 

Dan:  (interrupting) What do women want in a man? 
 

(Mary and Rhoda, startled into silence, exchange 
glances.  With women’s intuition, she figure out 
what’s going on in Dan.)   
 

Mary:  Well, Dan, a woman wants a man who is 
attracted to her—I mean, not just to her… 

 

Rhoda:  Body-- 
 

Mary:  -- But to HER.  (Dan gestures helplessly.)  To 
who I am as a person. 
 

Rhoda:  (making a wide circle, then pulling  her 
hands to her heart) To ME. 
 

Mary:  As a unique person, a special individual…. 
 

Rhoda:  His “one and only” that he can’t live without! 
 

Mary:  I want a man who will love me after we’ve 
been married twenty years just as much as he did on 
our Wedding Day.  No, wait, he loves me more! 
 

Rhoda:  Or after 30 years, after my body’s been 
changed by making his babies and by time.  Mah 
hair’s grayed.  And mah face’s wrinkled.  And I’ve 
gained weight.  But to have a man who still beams at 

me as his bride and he kisses me every morning, and 
tells me I’m his “brown sugar” and that I’m the only 
woman on earth he wants to be with.  And during the 
day, he sneaks up on me and hugs me till I squeal at 
him to “Stop It!” 
 

Mary:  He does all that? 
 

Rhoda:  And he loves me—I can see it in his eyes and 
voice every day.  And at night, he can’t get enough of 
me, ‘cause I’m his woman.  And he’s my Ma-an!  
(fanning herself and drifting into reverie) Good God 
Almighty!  We is Adam and Eve back in the Garden of 
Eden with nothing on – 
 

Dan:  Ah-hem!  (clearing his throat loudly, as Mary 
looks down in embarrassment.) 
 

Rhoda:  -- nothing on, uhh… our minds... but each 
other (smiles). 
 

Mary:  Well, I wouldn’t know about that.  But I do 
know that any woman but a floosie, understands it’s 
not about getting jewels or furs or a big house or 
things like that.  What a woman wants is being one 
heart in raising children and being a family together.   
 

Rhoda:  Living and loving and birthing and breathing, 
and fighting and forgiving, that’s what matters in the 
long run.  Sharing everything the Good Lord sends our 
way. 
 

Mary:  Any man I would be interested in has to be 
willing to respect me.  Yes, he respects me... because 
he listens to me, and genuinely cares what I think.  
We can share our thoughts, and our hearts, and our 
dreams and… well, everything! 
 

Rhoda:  Oh, you is right ‘bout that, Miss Mary.  My, 
oh my. 
 

Mary:  I have to respect him too, because… because 
he is strong!  (Dan slyly flexes his arm muscles.)  No, 
silly.  His character is strong.  He lives out what he be-
lieves in, and he serves our community trying to make 
the world a better place, because he loves God. 
 

Rhoda:  And although he may not be the strongest 
man in the world or the smartest and he has a bushel 
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of flaws, I can forgive ‘em all if’n I know he’s doin’ his 
utmost daily to provide for me and our family.  You 
know, sometimes when I wake up during the night, it 
makes my heart real peaceful to know that my man 
would lay his life down to protect us.   
 

Mary:  So, Dan, is there someone you haven’t told us 
about?  Is she just a date; or, just maybe, is she “the 
One?” 

 

Mary:  So, Dan, is there someone you haven’t told us 
about?  Is she just a date; or, just maybe, is she “the 
One?” 
 

Dan:  Aw shucks, Sis, I don’t know if she’s “the 
One”… but she is a lady who is…special, very special. 
 

Mary:  Well, when a man feels love 
for a lady, it shows in his eyes.  And, 
believe you me, God gave every 
woman alive the ability to see love in 
a man’s eyes.  Isn’t that right, Rhoda? 
 

Rhoda:  Yes, Ma’am!  Lord knows 
there’s stupid women and there’s 
bad women, and there’s desperate 
women that won’t recognize a wolf 
or a shark or a jackass fer what they 
are.  But, it’s mighty hard for any 
woman to resist the look in the eyes 
of a man who finds her just fasci-
natin’!  
 

Mary:  A woman see when a man’s heart says, 

“You’re the one for me!”  (Mary and Rhoda both 
heave dreamy sighs.)  I just hope that someday… 
 

Dan:  (nodding thoughtfully)  So… It’s in the eyes… 
 
Scene 18 
 

(Restaurant table where Dan gazes “bug eyed” at Mil-
dred who is chattering about the Trial.) 
 

MILDRED:  And your successful conviction in the 
Jackson case is so…amazing!  The Klan has never 
gotten a conviction with the maximum prison time 
before in this century!  It is so, so monumental, Dan! 
(beat) Dan? (long pause)  OK!  For heaven’s sake, 
Daniel, what is wrong with your eyes?!! 
 

DAN:  My eyes? 
 

MILDRED:  Yes!  You are leering at me 
like a bug-eyed lunatic! 
 

DAN:  Uh, am I? (crestfallen)  Oh what’s 
the use.  (drops his head into his hands)  
It’s hopeless! 
 

MIDLRED:  What?  What’s hopeless? 
 

[End of excerpt, but not of the Scene.  
The input of women writers as to the 
content of this scene would be greatly 
appreciated!  Proofreading and language 
corrections are nice, but above all the 

author covets feminine wisdom as to “What women 
really want in a man.”  Please send your replies to 
donaldguerrant@msn.com.  Thank you, in advance!] 

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, var-
ied 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 
Georgetown 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 mem-
ber 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.  Con-
tact 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 Li-
brary.  Contact Dave Ciambrone, mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

mailto:donaldguerrant@msn.com
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.com
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Do I Look Like a Liar?  By Jane Thompson 

 Now I ask you; does this honest face of mine translate 
to a pathological liar? Would you just automatically 
disbelieve me if I told you a somewhat fabulous but 
not-impossible story? 
 Let me tell you how it went down in college. My 
roommate was this really attractive redhead with 
curly hair, but she spent all her time studying. I mean 
all her time. Including Saturday nights. She never 
went out on a date. She also had this 
really cute personality, and I thought 
one of my boyfriend’s friends, Mike, 
would make a perfect couple with 
her. So, I fixed them up. And it 
worked out perfectly. 
 However, this is the middle of 
the story. Let me go back a little bit. 
When I was sixteen, I lived across the 
street from Eddie Grisham, a good-
looking blond guy with blue eyes. He 
was about twenty. He took me for ice 
cream and all, then told me he had 
this brother, Jim, who was going to 
school at OU, who would like to date 
me. I said “okay “to being fixed up, 
and Jim turned out to be a good-
looking, brown-haired, green-eyed 
guy. He was a little shy, but he 
made up for it by playing for the 
Sooners. We went together for about a year. In 1963, 
he was named All-American. 
 The summer when I was sixteen, I was chosen as 
the winner of a Date with the Four Preps, who were 
only the biggest band/singing group of the time. I had 
dinner with them. spent time with them backstage, 
and sat in the front row for their show. Every summer 
after that, I was welcomed as a friend. 
 The summer I was seventeen, to get out from 
under the parents, I spent the summer with my sister 
and brother-in-law in Houston. When it was time for 
school to start, I boarded a bus back to Oklahoma 
City. I was just sitting there, bored out of my skull, 
when this guy about my age got on. He sat beside me, 
and we started talking. Turns out he had just cut his 
first record and had just finished his first tour. He said 

his name was Jack Wilson, but he had to sing under 
the name J. Frank Wilson, cause of Jackie Wilson, you 
know. We didn’t talk long, because he got off the bus 
at Grand Prairie. But he did give me an autographed 
record. 
 When I got home, the first thing I did was put 
that record on and play it. And it was the worst song I 
ever heard! “Last Kiss” was its name. (Utube)  Well, I 

went back to college and told the sto-
ry, and was absolutely stonkered 
when I heard “Last Kiss” on the radio. 
In fact, it turned into a huge hit. 
 Meanwhile, my roommate’s boy-
friend, was going around telling eve-
ryone that I was a pathological liar. It 
was simply impossible that one per-
son could have so many things hap-
pen to her. (This is the guy I intro-
duced to my roommate). 
 He said there is no way I could 
have met an All-American football 
player from Olney, TX, (even though 
his brother lived across the street 
from me?) and there was no way I 
could have met the Four Preps in 
Oklahoma City (even though every 
show came through there, since it 
was on the way to everywhere.)  

 Now, the J.Frank Wilson thing was a little 
strange, but it was just a case of being on the right 
bus at the right time. Certainly not impossible. I even 
gave Mike the autographed record since I couldn’t 
stand the song. 
 And that’s how it shook out. Mike convinced just 
practically everyone that I had an overactive imagina-
tion. When Jim was on the Ed Sullivan show for being 
an All-American, the girls in my dorm wouldn’t even 
let me change the channel to watch him. They 
thought I made it all up. 
\ I wasn’t invited to my roommate’s wedding. Mike 
didn’t want a person like me at his nuptials. No, I 
haven’t spoken to them since 1966. 

This is Jim's All-American card put out 
by OU. Jim's widow sent it to me. It 
shows Jim taking a handoff from quar-
terback Monte Deere. 
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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@gmail.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 

 

 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 
 

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 
 

Jane Thompson 
www.bipolarhandbook.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 

 

mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
http://www.annamaebell.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annbell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://annamaebell.wordpress.com/
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://webstarts.com/RHCarnesStoryTeller
http://www.davidciambrone.com/
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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    181 Young Ranch Road          

    Georgetown TX  78628 

 

 From Writers’ Digest . . .  

Self-Published e-Book Awards 
Writer’s Digest’s 2nd Annual 
Self-Published e-Book Awards, is 
now accepting entries. This is 
the only Writer’s Digest compe-
tition exclusively for self-
published e-books. Top win-
ner’s names will appear in our 

May/June 2015 issue.  More information: 
http://www.writersdigest.com/competitions/writers-
digest-self-published-ebook-awards 
 
Your Story Competition 
Every other month, Writer’s Digest will provide a 
short, open-ended prompt. Submit a short story of 
750 words or fewer based on that prompt. The win-
ner will receive publication in an upcoming issue of 
Writer’s Digest.  More information: 
http://www.writersdigest.com/your-story-
competition 
 
 

Americans consume about 155 million hot dogs on 
Independence Day alone; it is the biggest hot dog 
holiday of the year.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Americans began observing the Fourth of July as 
early as 1777, when the first-ever major celebration 
in Philadelphia included a parade and a thirteen-
shot cannon salute and fireworks.  

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&docid=N6E6D1F3vlbjjM&tbnid=vgAV7Pdfm7fGBM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.coolholidaygraphics.com%2F4thofjuly%2Fmyspace-clipart2.php&ei=1POlU7HLIoWpyATE7oHoDw&bvm=bv.69411

