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Walter Coffey on “Writing Historicals: Fact and Fiction” 
By Joan Hall 

 

Walter Coffey was born in Joliet, Illinois and graduated from both Joliet Junior 
College and Loyola University of Chicago. He has written several works of his-
torical fiction and non-fiction, and his work has earned critical praise from the 
Quincy Writer’s Guild, ForeWord Reviews, and ReadersFavorite.com. Walter 
is also a member of the Houston Civil War Round Table who has been hon-
ored by the Sons of Confederate Veterans. 
 For over 20 years, Walter has studied works 
exploring various events in American history by 
Larry Schweikart, Thomas Woods, Jr., Howard 
Zinn, Jay Winik, David McCulloch, and Arthur 
Schlesinger. Civil War writers that have influenced 
Walter include Shelby Foote, Bruce Catton, and 
Ulysses S. Grant (memoirs). Fiction writers include 
John Jakes, Michael Shaara, and Owen Parry.  
 Walter’s latest book is titled The Civil War 
Months: A Month-by-Month Compendium of the 
War Between the States. It is a comprehensive history of the conflict pre-
sented in a monthly summary. The Civil War Months is available at all major 
on-line bookstores.  
 Walter values the individual liberty guaranteed by the U.S. Constitution, 
and he is a strong believer in free markets, fiscal responsibility, and personal 
accountability. His website at WalterCoffey.com is titled “American History 
Uncut,” and it features articles about both the Civil War and American history 
from the perspective of less government and more liberty. Walter currently 
resides in Texas with his wife Gianna, and he can be contacted at wltrcof-
fey@gmail.com. 
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The general meeting was called to order at 7:00 

 

Treasure’s Report:  “We have money” 

Beginning Balance: April $2285.83 
Closing Balance:      April $2297.51 

 

Old Business: SWGL participated in the Poppy Festival. This 
year we had pleasant weather and a great location. Several 
authors sold and signed books. 
 

Program:  Roland Waits, Field Operations Bureau, Georgetown 
Police Dept. presented a program outlining many of the differ-

ences between crime scene investigation on television and real-
ity, e.g. clean finger prints are extremely hard to find and pull 

and DNA takes months to verify. If you are writing a novel involv-

ing police procedure, he offered to help find resources to accu-
rately portray crime scenes and police procedures. 

512-848-8568(cell) or 512-848-3501 (wk) 

 

Adjournment: 8:00 PM 
 

   Respectfully submitted  

  William Russeth, Secretary 

 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

June Walter Coffey (author)  “Writing Historicals: Fact and Fiction 

July MEETING CANCELLED BECAUSE OF HOLIDAY !!! 

August Glenda Dickey and Bob Parr “Writing Life Stories / Memoirs” 

September Julia and Van Tracy “Actors Show How To Bring Characters To Life” 

October  

November  

December  

  

May 2013 Minutes 

 

 

Kayla Marnach has NEW email address 

         kjwmtells@gmail.com 
 

Dunbar Campbell is NEW member 
3711 Birdhouse Dr, Round tock Tx 78665  
512-238-7766     dcampbell6@austin.rr.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 procession. 

http://mail.aol.com/37715-111/aol-6/en-us/Suite.aspx
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By Janet Kilgore  President’s Words    

We had a good crowd for the last meeting, and I was gratified 

by the number of visitors who came. Please come back soon! 
We could have sold tickets to this one. Captain Roland Waits of 

the Georgetown PD entertained us with what is best described 
as a law enforcement stand-up comedy routine. He wins my 

vote for Funniest Police Officer, and he passed on a lot of good 

hints about writing crime and mysteries and making them real-

istic. 
 Please join us this 1st Thursday for Writing History--Fact 

and Fiction with Walter Coffey. This should benefit all of us, re-
gardless of our genres. Hope to see you there! 

Sometimes Dreams Come True 

By Janet Kilgore   

 

Last night I achieved a dream I’ve harbored for almost 50 

years. I met the Beatles. 
I remember so clearly February, 1964, when the Beatles ap-

peared for the first time on the Ed Sullivan Show. The hype pre-

ceded them, giving birth to what would became Beatlemania. A 
month shy of my fifteenth birthday, I knelt on the cold terrazzo 

tile floor of our den, up close to the television. When the boys 
finally appeared, I screamed and pounded my hands on the 

floor, imitating the teenage girls I’d seen on the news. It was a 

turning point in my life and the beginning of my dream to see 
the Beatles in concert. 

Not that I had a rat’s chance of that, even when they 
appeared in Dallas and Houston. My father, 

appalled by their hair, their clothes, and 

their Britishness in general, thought they 
had been sent by the Russians to destroy 

our country and poison our youth. Between 
him and my mother, who didn’t believe in 

going anywhere but Disneyland, I would 

never get to see the Beatles in concert, at 
least not until I grew up and was on my own. 

Of course, by that time the Beatles had bro-
ken up and no longer were seen together 

anywhere. The decades passed and like 

most fans, somewhere in the depths of my 
heart, I clung to the hope they would reunite for one last hurrah. 

Then John Lennon was murdered, and George Harrison died of 
cancer. That put a damper on my hopes. 

Fast forward to 2013. As Bryan and I watched a fund-

raiser forPBS , there they were–the Beatles–not as they would 
have been now, even if they were all still alive, but as they were 

in 1964. The four moptops in tight-fitting suits and Beatle 
boots, hair unbelievably long for the times, delivered their songs 

with youthful enthusiasm and cheekiness. After a break to cam-

paign for donations, the boys were back, this time in the ridicu-
lous, wonderful satin costumes of their Sgt. Pepper phase. One 

more costume change later, they appeared as I remembered 
them in their final days, John in a white suit with long hair fram-

ing his face, Paul well-coifed and heart-stoppingly handsome, 

George, my secret favorite, thin, dark, and brooding, and Ringo, 
who changed so little over the years, gazing out past his nose 

and drumming his little heart out. 
It was the tribute band, The Fab Four. They looked like 

the Beatles, they sounded like them (passing muster by 

two fans who knew every note of every album), and they had the 
accents, body language, and gestures down cold. Bryan and 

I were entranced. Once we learned they were coming to Austin 
in May, it didn’t take a lot of arm-twisting from PBS to get us on 

the phone, pledging the amount required to get two free tickets 

to the performance. We donate every year anyway, and this 

premium was too intriguing to pass up. Then the host explained 
that, for an additional donation, we could get two tickets to the 

Meet and Greet, where we would meet and greet the band 
members before the show. How could we pass that up? 

The day of the concert finally arrived. Aside from trying to figure 

out what I should wear to meet the Beatles, our plans went 
smoothly, we arrived at the Paramount and were herded into a 

corner to wait with the other Meet and Greet people. Watching 
the less favored come in and head for their seats, I was struck 

by the parade of former pretty, young girls and sweet, young 

boys, now shuffling by as senior citizens. A few young people 
came, and there were even a few children, brought by parents 

or grandparents wanting to pass the magic on to that genera-
tion. 

Finally we were led backstage, where we gathered 

around the drum platform and neatly arranged instruments. 
Then the boys appeared and greeted each 

of us politely and warmly, shaking hands, 
joking, and giving every appearance of being 

thrilled to meet a group of slightly dazed 

AARPsters. Then they moved in front of the 
huge backdrop screen and dutifully posed 

with us, two at a time, as someone took a 
picture with our phone camera. It turned out 

dark, and soon George Harrison had our 

camera, trying to adjust it. I stood in a totally 
surreal situation, Bryan and I wedged be-

tween the four Beatles, looking straight off 
the album appropriately named “Meet the 

Beatles.” That we did! 

As we moved quickly to our seats, I automatically threw 
a “thank you” over my shoulder. I chalked up  another surreal 

moment as a Liverpudlian accent called, “You’re welcome.” We 
had hardly sat down when the fun started. They encouraged the 

audience to scream (mostly at the end of a number so we actu-

ally got to hear the music), clap to the beat, dance in the aisles, 
and sing along anytime we felt like it. The people filling the thea-

tre sang every word in unison, surprisingly on key. I thought of 
the throngs in Vatican Square, responding to a papal mass as 

one person. 

We got our money’s worth and then some. The show, 
which started promptly at 8:00 p.m., ended at 10:30, by which 

time I was screamed out, boogied out, and worn out. I might not 
be fifteen  anymore, but I’d had the time of my life, and so had 

Bryan. We got to relive together the youth spent before we 

knew each other. 
 So hooray for dreams that finally come true, in a way 

and 50 years later. It wasn’t the real thing, but dreams aren’t 
about reality. It sounded like the Beatles, looked like them, felt 

like them, and I probably appreciated this “meeting” more than I 

would have when I was fifteen. It may be that dreams come true 
when they should. This one did  
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Georgetown  Goliath & the Bear Facts Day 5 
by Samantha Z. Shields West 

 

I awoke from what had to be my worst nightmare ever and I 

have had some doozies! This one topped them all. I was mauled 
by a huge bear. Then I realized it was just a nightmare and that 

all my body parts were still intact. I had to struggle with the hap-

penings of the previous evening to determine what was factual 
and what was part of my nightmare. The “Wham!” on my wind-

shield was factual. I had shut my eyes tight and waited to die. 
But then nothing happened. I peeked out from my shut tight 

eyes and saw white. I knew this was a Black Bear (actually he 

was dark brown), but certainly not white. I couldn’t understand 
how my windshield was still intact and I was alive. Then as I 

dared to open my eyes I saw my kitty cat Clementine on the tiny 
bit of hood on my Van. My precious 

purrer had jumped up on the hood 

and hit the windshield. The bear 
must have frightened her and she 

wanted her mommy. I didn't know 
whether to laugh or cry. I knew I 

could not take another near death 

experience. As I relived the events 
of last evening I remembered it all, 

step by step, 
 After the heart stopping wind-

shield wham, I had started seriously 

thinking about getting out of there. 
That thinking only took about ten 

seconds. I started to back out when 
I saw a lone sheriff’s car go by. Oh, 

no, I thought. He has passed me up. I started honking my horn 

and pressing my brake lights on and off. He started backing up 
and pulled into the driveway, thank goodness. One lone officer 

got out and walked up to my van. He asked if I was the lady who 
said a bear was under her house. I told him “YES!” “It’s me!” 

“Help!” He could see I was really upset and tried to calm me 

down by saying, “Don’t you worry, I’m here to protect you.” He 
then said that he would walk me up to my door. I asked him 

when the rest of the team would arrive and he said, “I’m it.” Not 
feeling very confident, but wanting to be safe inside my home, I 

got out of the van and stood next to my rescuer. He was about 

a foot shorter than me and probably weighed about 105 lbs. 
The light from my faithful “Dawn to Dusk” shone on his face and 

he looked about nineteen years old. I started to jump back in my 
van, but then I saw his pistol. It was almost as big as him. I de-

cided to brave it.  
 In order to prove to him that I was not looney, I told him 
about the gigantic bear tracks. They were proof that a bear had 

been there. I was sorry I did because then he wanted to see 
them. I said that they were over near the house and that the 

bear may still be hiding under it. I told him about the lights we 

had put up and that we should turn them on. He placed his 
hand on his gun and we proceeded to the steps to flip the 

switch. I asked him to do the flipping. I was poised and ready to 
run up the steps in case the bear grabbed his hand. The radi-

antly bright lights came on and there was no sign of the bear. I 

showed the officer the tracks and he said, “Wow, that’s a big 
one!” We don’t usually see tracks THAT big around here!” He 

looked around, and like my husband, assured me that the bear 

had left. 
 Feeling a little braver, I told him about the second set of 

floodlights that would light up the yard, as well as some of the 

woods and the bayou. He walked over to flip the other switch. 
We looked out into the yard, over to the woods and the bayou 

beyond. No sign of the bear. Officer Youngblood was undoubt-
edly impressed by all the lights. I didn't even begin to tell him the 

story of their "birth". I just wanted to get inside the safety of my 

home. On the way up the steps, I got an uneasy thought. I asked 
the officer, "Do bears knock down doors?” 

 Now as I sit on the big comfy sofa at my son’s home and 
reflect on last night, I am getting scaredy cat feelings again. 

That’s when I remembered my darling kitty cats and knew I had 

to brave it once again. I couldn’t bear to think how frightened 
they must be without me there. And starving hungry. I have to 

be brave for them.  
 I heard my phone ring and it was my husband calling to 

say that he was on his way home. I had left a message for him 

last night that I was going to sleep 
at my son’s house and would tell 

him about the latest episode of “The 
Bear” when he called. He was so 

anxious to hear about it that he 

didn’t even ask if I was okay. He just 
blurted out without even saying 

hello, “Did you see him!” After I told 
him what had happened, all he said 

was “DARN!” As though he had 

missed out on a lot of fun happen-
ings. It was a good thing he was on 

the phone instead of standing in 
front of me is all I can say. I told him 

to go home first and I would start 

out and meet him. I wanted him to check everything before I got 
there. When I arrived at the house a couple of hours later, he 

was outside busily looking for more bear tracks. He had this 
wondrous look on his face at all the tracks he had found. He 

didn’t look that happy on our wedding day and he had told me 

that was the happiest day of his life. I ignored him and headed 
straight up the steps and racked my tired brain as to what to 

do next. That’s when I thought of calling Wildlife and Fisheries. 
Why hadn’t I thought of that before! Surely they would do what 

to do. When I called the local number and told them a bear had 

come to my house twice. They said “hold”. Nothing else, just 
“hold”. Someone else picked up and I repeated myself and they 

said “hold”. Finally, the third voice that came on was one of their 
“bear persons”. He was very knowledgeable about bears. In the 

course of his enlightening me about how many bears are in our 

area, which was no comfort whatsoever, he mentioned that 
“The Bear” would probably be back. He then told me to empty 

my garbage can and take the contents to a dumpster. After 
which he said that I needed to contact their “bear expert” in 

Baton Rouge. I asked him where he was located and he said in 

Opelousas which is about two hours away from the Point. I said, 
“Wait a minute, I called Wildlife & Fisheries office which is about 

fifteen minutes from here. Why did they transfer me to your 
office?” From what he said, they apparently don’t “do” bears 

from that office and so they transferred me to him. He told me 

that he would look up the number for the “bear expert” I needed 
to call. He gave it to me, I thanked him, and he nicely said 

“Anytime”. I hoped there would never be another time.  
 I called the bear expert right away and told him about “The 

Bear”. He replied that he was the one that set the trap at the 

house down the road and that he was on his way to pick up an-
other one. He asked if we would like it placed somewhere near 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=zDTt8YVjq3gO3M&tbnid=8aKcF7u3bc-6zM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.clipart.dk.co.uk%2F31%2Fsubject%2FNatural_World%2FBrown_bear&ei=eWKeUbmXCYKK9QS6hoH4Dw&bvm=bv.4686
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Continued 
 
our home. I must have shouted, “Yes!” because he said he 

would get it there as soon as he could. I ran outside to tell my 

husband and all he wanted to know was whether I had picked 
up the Plaster of Paris. When I showed him the huge plastic 

bottle of the stuff, his eyes grew wide. I could just picture big 
molds of bear claws all over the house. These are the kind of 

things that nightmares are made of, no question about it. As my 

husband went happily along his way pouring the gook he had 
concocted into each huge paw print, I shuddered to see how 

many there were and wondered how in the world one bear 
could make all of those prints. I could no longer watch and went 

inside to wait for my bear expert to arrive. It seemed like a hun-

dred years, but he finally got there with this huge contraption. It 
was a ten foot long metal tunnel with a trap door. I introduced 

myself and he did the same. My bear expert’s name was Mike 
and he was a big, tall man and had a lot of thick hair and a 

beard. He actually was ursine looking. Bearish with a nice calm 

manner.  
 He looked around, and then said he would put the trap 

across the road by the old deserted cabin. My husband told him 
that he wanted it right next to the house. That way he could 

hear the trap door slam shut when the bear was caught. After 

it was in place, I watched as Mike put some bread with grease 
on it in the trap. It didn’t look very appetizing. I asked if bears 

really ate that stuff. He said that they loved it. I was thinking 
more in the line of honey or something sweet. Maybe I had 

watched too many Pooh Bear episodes with my kids. When he 

was all finished baiting the trap, I asked him to give me the bare 
bear facts. I started rapidly pouring out the following questions, 

“Exactly what do bears do? How do they act? Are they aggres-
sive? Do they break into homes? And do they eat people?” 

When I finally took a breath and stopped asking questions, he 

told me that bears would “probably” not attack unless cornered. 
My first thought was thank goodness I saw the bear on my 

porch before I went up those steps. Then he proceeded to tell 
me that they had poor eyesight but were a “nose on four paws”. 

They had an extremely superior sense of smell and could pick 

up odors from miles away. That did it! No more cooking in this 
house until that nose on paws was caught. In fact, no more eat-

ing period! We could go down the road to the little restaurant 
that all the weekend warriors frequented. I would duct tape the 

refrigerator door if necessary! I then asked him how we would 

know if the bear went into the trap. He grinned and said, “Oh, 
you will know all right. That big heavy metal door banging shut 

will shake this house.” Then he told us how “Big Bad Bart” would 
probably come around tonight so don’t go outside after dark.  
 Wait a minute, “Big Bad Bart”! This bear obviously had a 

reputation. Bart wasn’t such a bad name. I knew someone by 
that name and he was a very nice guy. I also already knew first-

hand that this was a “Big” bear. It was the “Bad” that really 
bothered me. I started to ask our bear expert if he meant “Bad” 

as in mischievous and rascally, like most little boys are at some 

time or another, or “Bad” as in mean and killer and things like 
that. I decided I couldn’t deal with what his answer may be and 

kept quiet. Then he showed my husband how the trap worked 
and when to set it. He started saying things like Wednesday, 

but not Thursday, then Friday, but not Saturday. “Whoa! Do 

bears really know what day it is and do they only eat on certain 
days of the week?” He then explained that when the bear is 

caught in the trap, he and his team will come down to “relocate” 

it and the days after he said to set it would be the days they 

would be in this area. I asked him where the relocation spot 
would be and he told me “Weeks Island”  
 “Weeks Island!” That’s only a few miles away! He could 
come back! Remember how good a sense of smell he has? The 

first time I put a pork chop in my big iron skillet he will smell the 

grease and come right over for dinner!” Oh my gosh, I can’t 
hear anymore of this. Thank you so much for coming and my 

husband can ask the rest of the questions. I really do need to go 
rest now.” I went inside and swooned onto the sofa in my best 

Scarlett O’Hara swoon and decided I had to get hold of myself. 

My nerves were shattered to the bone. I would collect my wits 
about me and do what I do when I get nervous about some-

thing. I would pray. Then I would misquote Scarlett and say, 
“Fiddle de de, I can’t worry about that today, I will worry about it 

tomorrow!” That is if I ever see another tomorrow! That thought 

could soon become a reality. Night was fast approaching.  
—— 

(to be continued as the “Days” unfold. There is no way this story can be told as a 
five day story. Life is far stranger than that.) 
 

 

Dear Fellow SGWL Members 

   

You might have heard that Bill and I expect to move to Hot 
Springs, Arkansas by the end of this month. Although we are 

moving residence, I intend to remain a member of SGWL—so 
this isn’t a farewell message as much as it is a note of thanks 

for all you mean to me. Your support and encouragement has 

kept me fired up on those days when I felt most discouraged. 
You always offered a warm welcome and a ‘pat on the back.’ I 

also learned so much from you.  
 When you visit Hot Springs, be sure to include a visit with 

us. (My sister, Glenda, is scheduled to be on program at SGWL 

in August, and I plan to come hear her and Bob talk about their 
book, so save me a seat!) 

 Again, thank you. I may find another writers league—but 
none can compare to what you mean to me. You are like my 

birth parents! I go with you tucked in my heart. If there is any-

thing I can do for you, please let me know and I’ll sure give it a 
shot. 

 Hugs and happy writing, 

Sylvia Dickey Smith 

 
Enter those contests . . . 

By Linda Baten Johnson   
 

My romance novella, Her Christmas Cowboy, published by 
Lovely Christian Romance is now available in e-formats 
and in print.  
 I never thought I would be a romance writer, but took 
the challenge when the novella contest was announced to 
our Christian Writers' group in February.  
 

So, enter those contests!    

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=AiQoyyXrlVCbVM&tbnid=XX13OsFIUPe6-M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fcliparts101.com%2Ffree_clipart%2F32530%2FENVELOPE&ei=bGieUYnmFY-C9QT1qoG4DA&bvm=bv.46865395,d.eWU&psig
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Getting Clean and Hanging Out   
By Suzy Millar Miller  

 
 I moved to Sun City last year. The move was a big 

change from a house with a large backyard to a house with 

almost no yard. I welcomed the change from lawn maintenance 
and tree care, but now I realize I have a problem, I do not have a 

clothes line! The Home Owner Association does not think it is a 
good idea to hang our clothes outside here.  

Most of my laundry drying is done in the fancy, front 

loading dryer, but I always liked hanging some of my clothes on 
the clothes line.  I particularly enjoyed hanging out pillowcases, 

underwear, and bath towels. For some reason, I like “scratchy” 
bath towels. After listening to commercials advertising soft, 

fluffy towels with certain dryer sheets I realized that “soft and 

fluffy” doesn’t appeal to me in a towel. I want ‘hung out to dry’ 
towels that sop water off with the stiffness of cardboard. An-

other advantage to a scratchy towel is that it removes dead 
skin cells at the same time! 

After reflecting on the joys of hanging clothes on a line, 

I began thinking about how my laundry duties have changed 
over the past 60 years. It is time I write my story of doing laun-

dry in the 1950s and 1960s.  
We had a wringer washer. It was an impressive ma-

chine capable of washing almost every fabric known to mankind. 

Rugs, wool blankets, work clothes, Sunday dresses, horse blan-
kets – you name it, I washed it in that sturdy white cylinder that 

stood like a soldier in the basement. The washing of the clothes 
happened in the big tub with an agitator in the middle that 

swished the clothes around in the water. Our washer had a very 

large wringer mounted on the top. The wringer was where the 
magic was located. 

     Talk about “green technology”! I would fill the tub with hot 
water from a hose attached to a faucet in the big basement 

sink. When the tub had enough water to handle the load of laun-

dry I would turn on the machine. We didn’t have those ‘caution 
labels’ on everything at that time so I had to be careful not to 

just leave the water running and have the water run over the 
top of the machine. Laundry was a very ‘hands on’ experience. 

When the machine was running I would put some laundry soap 

in the tub and begin slowly adding the clothes. You don’t just 
dump a clump of clothes into the tub! My mother was very spe-

cific about which load of clothes went into the washer. First I 
washed whites, then sheets, followed by towels and clothes, 

then my dad’s work clothes, finally finishing with the rag rugs. 

The whites were first because the water was the hottest when 
first added to the machine. The water got cooler with each suc-

ceeding load. See, we had ‘temperature’ control for our wash-
ers even back then. I usually had to add some more water after 

a few loads. I used the same water over and over again but 

added a little bit of washing soda or soap when the suds disap-
peared. 

Now it was time for magic. We 
had two galvanized tubs on legs next to 

the washer. I would fill both tubs with 

cold water to rinse the clothes. When 
the clothes had washed enough to be 

clean, I had to position each item to it 
would catch between the rollers that 

formed the wringer then turn the han-

dle to move the clothes from the 
washer to the first rinse water. This 

was a pretty tricky operation. I had to be sure that the buttons 

on the clothes were not sticking out otherwise they broke when 
going through the wringer. Zippers had to be closed or they 

would break. I broke a lot of buttons and zippers over time! 
Eventually, we got an electric wringer put on the machine. In 

some ways this was not a good thing because I would try to 

feed the clothes too fast and get my fingers caught in the 
wringer. Fortunately, the wringer had a way it could be opened 

to get my fingers out! 
When the clothes made it to the first rinse tub, I 

swished them around with my hands until most of the soapy 

water was released. Then I would release a catch and swing the 
wringer around so it was in between the two rinse tubs and 

wring the clothes into the second rinse tub. After swishing the 
clothes again in the second rinse, I would swing the wringer to 

the outer edge of the tub and wring the clothes into a giant 

wicker basket on the floor. Before I dragged the basket upstairs 
I would put the next load of clothes into the washer to begin the 

process again – in the same water! 
There were a lot of steps from the basement to the 

backdoor and the basket was always too heavy to carry. I gener-

ally grabbed one of the handles on the laundry basket and 
pulled it slowly up the steps, out the back door, and slid the bas-

ket down the back steps onto a wagon. Then I pulled the wagon 
under the clothes line and hung the clothes on the line with 

wooden clothespins. We kept our clothespins in a little bag that 

we hung on the line to have the pins close at hand.  
There is an art to hanging clothes on the line. Every-

thing had to be smoothed and stretched out between the pins 
to get the best exposure to the sun for quick drying and fewer 

wrinkles. I hated hanging my dad’s work pants. I had to struggle 

to put “pants stretchers” in the legs of his pants for them to dry 
properly. The pants stretchers were two metal frames that slid 

into the legs with an adjustment lever to make frame fit the 
shape of the pants. I hung the pants upside down from the bot-

tom of the stretchers so the waist dried better. Shirts were 

always hung from the tails, not the shoulders. Underwear was 
sort of hidden with the edges of the sheets. Socks were hung 

from the toes. As the line got heavier with drying clothes I used 
long sticks to prop up the line from the ground. The clothes 

prop had a little notch in one end to catch the clothesline when 

the sticks were placed at an angle on the ground. 
We didn’t have a clothes dryer. So even in the rain I 

would hang the clothes and hope for at least some drying 
breeze. I didn’t do much laundry on heavy rain days! Of course, 

sometimes I had to wash some bird droppings from the clean 

clothes or run across the yard after being chased by bees or 
bats, but the clothes were basically ready for wear when they 

went back in the wicker basket and carried into the house. 
The worst problem for drying was on the days when it 

was snowing wet snow. Things just wouldn’t dry although some-

times a few items would ‘freeze dry’ enough to use. I remember 
one long winter when my mother had me take the basket of wet 

laundry on my sled, cross the creek, and leave the clothes at a 
giant commercial dryer next to the shoe repair shop. That lux-

ury didn’t happen often so it was memora-

ble to have dry clothes from a fancy dryer! 
      Well, I just heard my dryer ‘ding’ at 

me so I had better empty it before the 
wrinkles set in the fabric. If you have a 

clothesline, don’t be surprised if I bring a 

basket of wet towels to your house to see 
if I can hang out! 
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Fenwick  by S. Martin Shelton    
 

Earlier this morning, Fenwick stumbled out of the Emergency 

Ward.  His six-foot frame was bent, and quiet sobs racked his 
soul.  His baby sister, Laura, lies dead.  Earlier this morning she 

had been brutally raped and stabbed repeatedly.  With her last 
breath she had murmured, “Hugo.  Hugo Rawlins.” 

Hugo was Laura’s high-school sweetheart. Nowadays, 

they dated from time to time as friends.   
Fenwick sat in his delivery truck as rage and sorrow 

engulfed. Several minutes later, he gained control and carefully 
inserted the key, turned it and the truck roared to life.   “Sis, I’ve 

just signed that bastard’s death warrant.” 

Fenwick jams the accelerator to the floorboard.  His 
truck lurches forward pinning his broad shoulders to the seat.  

Blinded with hate, his eyes narrows as he grips the steering 
wheel with all his 220 pound might.  

 The pedestrian leaps to avoid the charging truck—too late.  

The truck smashes into the fellow hurling him over it and onto 
the street.  His body lies severely contorted and blood oozes 

from his mouth and eyes. 
Fenwick hits the brakes, turns left at the next intersec-

tion, and drives away carefully.  He shouts, “Sis, I finally got that 

son-of-bitch!  You despicable blackguard, rot in Hell.”  In several 
seconds, Fenwick regains his composure and a slow smile 

creeps over his face as he reflects on his morning’s work.  He 
murmurs, “Sis, rest in peace.  I killed that murdering bastard.  

He’ll not bother you anymore.”  

The detective bends down and turns the body over.  He 
searches the dead man’s wallet and finds his identification.  He 

is Hugo Rawlins.  Also in the wallet is a copy of an e-airline 
ticket. 

The chauffer of the airport limousine walks into the 

scene, points to the dead man, and tells the detective, “This 
fellow just left my limo. I picked him up at the airport about thirty

-minutes ago.  He was a passenger on that Acme Airlines flight 
from Honolulu that landed about an hour ago.  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

by Pat McNeely     Our Back Yard   

 

Where did you go, little one, little one?  
O Mama, I ran away!  

Leaving yesteryear to leap into today,  

Became a Man --- and now to find  
The world is round, but oh, so hard ---  

Not like playing and swinging  
In our back yard!  

 

Little girls, where went you all?  
O, Mama, we ran away, over the wall  

Became Women, each in turn,  

In a hurry to live and learn --  
The world is round but oh, so hard--  

Not like playing and swinging  
In our back yard!  

 

Where went those years, those  
Of laughter and tears  

When my babes you used to be  

And turned your faces up to me?  
The world is round, but oh, so hard --  

Not like playing and swinging  
In our back yard!  

 

Now I am old, and you are grown  
With babes upon your knee --  

Soon they, too, will run away  

Into a distant time and day  
To find, my dears, as did we --  

The world is round, but oh so hard--  
Not like playing and swinging  

In our back yard --  

, 

So shall it ever be ----  

    

“The test of a book’s 

quality is not that it      

reflects my life, but 

it  reflects yours! “ 

Where in the U. S.  
is Jamie Roton, our wandering  

WebMaster ??? 
   

May 21,  - We are currently in the town where they filmed The 
Life and Times of Judge Roy Bean. This town was also a tem-
porary for Thornton Wilder. "In 1962 and 1963, Wilder lived 

twenty months in the small town of Douglas, Arizona, apart 

from family and friends. There he started his longest 
novel, The Eighth Day, which went on to win the National Book 

Award." 
 Douglas is a city in Cochise County, Arizona, United 

States. Douglas has a border crossing with Mexico and a his-

tory of mining. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Douglas,_Arizona
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=egF4fCrkpc6MVM&tbnid=hhNueOiz1eTUPM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.factoryoutletstores.info%2Foutlet-malls-by-map-of-usa%2F&ei=9q-fUYnXDYai9QSXx4H4Dg&bvm=bv.47008514
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The Coachwhip For Lunch 
  by Pat Morse McNeely 

 

 The summer of 1943 was hot and dry at the Scout camp 
on Double Lake, near Huntsville, Texas.  Two boys were having a 

great time there – Corky, a short, husky boy with blond hair 
and blue eyes, and Louis, a slender, slightly taller boy with light 

olive skin, brown hair and eyes. 

 They had pitched tents to sleep in, built rope bridges, went 
swimming, learned more knot tying and worked on their merit 

badges in wood carving and other such activities for almost two 
weeks.  Those two weeks were almost up, and some of the boys 

were going, in pairs, on  hikes for a hiking merit badge.– .and in 

different directions. 
 Corky and Louis set out on a well-worn path through the 

woods and open spaces, laughing and talking, stopping now and 
then to watch a squirrel scampering and jumping in a tree or to 

examine a plant.  They were best friends at home in Galveston, 

and enjoyed many of the same activities both in Scouts and out.  
The hike was going easily and uneventfully as the sun climbed in 

the sky.  The boys were getting hungry and thirsty – it had to be 
near noon, they thought.  They looked around and picked a large 

oak tree near the path to sit beneath and open their backpacks 

to take out lunch. 
 “Hey, Louis, where’s the potato 

chips?”  Corky asked, looking through 
his backpack. “I told you to put some 

in!” 

 “I put’em in there,”  Louis said,  
“We ate some awhile ago – you didn’t 

leave ‘em or drop ‘em, did you?” 
 “Naw, here they are.  Where’s the 

can opener for the beans?”  Corky 

pulled a can of pork’n’beans out of his 
backpack, rustling through the pack 

again. 
 “I thought you had it.”  Louis said, 

his voice testy. 
 “I gave it to you, Louie.” 

 The two boys rarely disagreed or 

argued about anything, but rather 
acted together as if they were almost one person. 

 “You’re always forgetting things,”  Corky said, irritation in 
his voice.  “Darn it, Louis!” 

 Louis pawed through his backpack, but could not find the 

opener. 
   “Ah, well,” he said, “it’s okay.  I forgot to put the spoons in, 

anyhow.  We can eat the sandwiches – we brought two apiece. 
anyway.  Here – have a coke – it’s hot, though..” 

 They leaned back against the tree, unwrapping and 

munching on their first sandwiches. Occasionally, they would 
elbow or shove the other one to smash his sandwich into the 

face, laughing and talking.  As they started on their second 
sandwiches and drank from their canteens, they were getting 

sleepy with the heat, and fell quiet, watching the few clouds in 

the blue sky and the dusty green leaves over their heads.  It was 
very quiet – only an occasional rustle came from around them 

as some animal – a squirrel, a possum, moved from tree to 
tree or through leaves and pine needles on the ground or over 

their heads.  A hawk wheeled above them in the hot 

blue Texas sky. 
 “Oh, oh!”  said Louis, suddenly.  “Corky, be still.  Look!” 

 Corky sat up straight and looked where Louis was pointing 

about three feet in front of them.  There, watching them, coiled 
on the edge of the path, was a very large, rusty-colored snake, 

his head moving from side to side.  His tiny forked tongue, 
tasted the air around them.  His eyes were hard black beads 

shining in his blunt-nosed big head, waving side to side as 

it watched the two young boys.  . 
 “Oh-oh!” said Corky.  “What do you think he wants?”  

Slowly, he pushed up straighter against the tree. 
            “I don’t know.  Let’s get out of here – “  Louis started to 

stand up.  The snake raised his  big head higher.  “Nope.  That 

won’t work.” 
 “Maybe he’s hungry,”  Corky said after watching the snake 

for a minute.  “He’s not poison.  It’s just an old coachwhip.  
They’re egg suckers ---“ 

 “If he’s hungry, maybe we ought to feed  him.” 

 Corky laughed.  “Feed him what?” 
 Louis broke off a piece of his sandwich and threw it to the 

snake, which bent his head to get it and swallow it, coming back 
up to weave and stare again at the two boys.  Corky threw a 

piece of his sandwich and the snake again bent to swallow it. 

 “Hey!”  he said.  “He’s just hungry!”  
 The boys kept throwing their pieces of sandwich to the 

snake, which had not yielded his position in any way – always 
watching and eying these two humans in his environment. 

 “Cork, how long you think he is?”  

Louis said softly. 
 “Don’t know – he’s big, though.  I 

read somewhere they grow as long as 
eight feet!” 

 “He ain’t that big – but he’s big!”   

 “Yeah – guess maybe he’s about 
six feet.  Boy! Look at those eyes!  

Never saw a snake with eyes that big – 
he looks funny.”  Corky replied, picking 

up a stick near his hand.   

 “Hey!  Don’t tease him!”  Louis 
said, seeing the stick   “Wonder if 

he can see us – snakes are supposed 
to be near-sighted, real near-sighted.  

They ‘see’ with their tongues!” 

 “You scared, Louis?  You 
scared?”  Corky laughed.  “Looks like he can see us – maybe he 

can – he acts like it.” 
 Slowly, the boys stood up and one at a time, bent to pick 

up their backpacks, waving them at the snake’s head, but the 

snake merely moved a little closer, following them as they 
moved from one side to the other to try to get around him.  He 

only moved with them, head weaving, shiny black eyes following 
their every move, tongue flashing.  The boys tried to pass him 

on opposite sides, but he only raised up higher, head moving 

more quickly side to side, watching, watching. 
 “Maybe,”  said Corky, quietly, “if we climb the tree and he 

can’t see us, he’ll go away.” 
 The boys scrambled up the tree to a high branch and 

looked at the ground.  The snake 

was gone!  They sighed. and laughed nervously.  
 “Oh, no!” cried Corky.  The snake had climbed up behind 

them and was reaching for the 
limb to follow them.  “Jump!”  Down they went. 

 Picking themselves up, they saw the snake’s long sinuous 

body  as it plopped down beside them..  Panicking, they again 
climbed the tree, this time going to a slightly higher branch.   

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=NwN3oKhHSTKg1M&tbnid=jUXrbJcL7RwdPM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.reptilesofaz.org%2FSnakes-Subpages%2Fh-c-flagellum.html&ei=Q5ufUYnYO46y8QSd54GgAQ&bvm=bv.47008514,


9 

 

 
 

 
 

     (Born1931)  an American author known 

internationally for his unique works of historical 
fiction.. 
 

 

Edgar Lawrence "E. L." Doctorow .. 
 

was born in the Bronx, New York City, the son of Rose (Levine) 

and David Richard Doctorow, second-generation Americans of 
Russian Jewish descent who named him after Edgar Allan Poe.
[1] He attended city public grade schools and the Bronx High 

School of Science where, surrounded by mathematically gifted 
children, he fled to the office of the school literary magazine, 

Dynamo. He published his first literary effort, "The Beetle," in it, 
which he describes as ”a tale of etymological self-defamation 

inspired by my reading of Kafka.”[2] 

 Doctorow attended Kenyon College in Ohio, where he stud-
ied with the poet and New Critic John Crowe Ransom, acted in 

college theater productions, and majored in philosophy. After 
graduating with honors in 1952, he completed a year of gradu-

ate work in English drama at Columbia University before being 

drafted into the United States Army. He served as a corporal in 
the signal corps, in Germany 1954–55 during the Allied occu-

pation. 
 He returned to New York after his military service and 

took a job as a reader for a motion picture company, where he 

said he had to read so many Westerns that he was inspired to 
write what became his first novel, Welcome to Hard Times. He 

began it as a parody of western fiction, but it evolved to be a 
serious reclamation of the genre before he was finished. [3] It 

was published to positive reviews in 1960. 

Marjorie L Anderson shares her financial expertise 

and wisdom with today’s teens and their parents by helping 

them learn to make wise money choices that will impact their 
future in her book 

 

The Key —  
Wise Money Choices for Teens 

 

 To fully discover how much the material in this book 
was needed, the Author surveyed 100 middle and 
high school students abut a variety of financial topics.  
The full survey and findings became the basis for the 
book.  Every teen household should have a copy of 
this book!   
 
 

 

“If you teach your family how 
to live and how to manage 
their finances early in life, 
they will take the knowledge 
with them and, in turn, pass it 
down to their children and 
their children’s children.” 
 

/5/6 

 

 

You may purchase her book at  
Challenge4teens.com; 

Xlibris.com;  Amazon.com and Barnesandnoble.com). 

.Continued 

 

The snake, again, was right behind them.  Again, they dropped 

to the ground – again the snake came plopping almost on top 

of them.  The boys began to laugh.  It had become a game.   
 The snake, again, was right behind them.  Again, they 

dropped to the ground – again the snake came plopping almost 
on top of them.  The boys began to laugh.  It had become a 

game.  They again went up the tree and jumped.  So did the 

snake.  But this last time, the snake was a little further away 
from them.  Grabbing their backpacks they ran as fast as they 

could back toward camp.  Looking back to see where the snake 
was, they saw him racing along behind them, almost like a stray 

dog looking for a  home.  They ran faster, and finally, looking 

back they did not see him again. 
 “They’ll think we’re crazy,” said Louis, as they approached 

camp.  “Think we ought to 
tell them about it?” 

 “Uh-uh,”  said Corky.  “Not today, anyway – maybe some-

time.  But not today!  It sounds plain goofy!  Scared of an old 
coachwhip.  They never hurt anybody.” They laughed and shoved 

one another. 
 “Did you know snakes could climb, Cork?”  said Louis, grin-

ning.  “That was kinda scary – him climbing a tree!  A snake 

climbing a tree!  Boy!” 
 They laughed so hard at themselves that they had to hang 

on to one another as they entered camp.  A different story was 
told to the other Scouts about their adventure – a different 

story of an unexpected dinner guest – around the campfire that 

night as the moon glinted and danced on the lake waters. 
 

       x x x x x x x x 
 

NOTE:  Coachwhip snakes of the Southwest portion of the 

United States can grow up to 8 feet, though the average adult 

is between 3-6 feet.  Their bodies taper from their large head to 
the tail, narrowing in such a way that they look like a coach 

whip.  They live largely in woodlands, rocky hillsides and sand 
dunes, and dine on other snakes (even the rattler!), birds, liz-

ards, and small rodents (mice, rats, etc.)  They are mainly ter-

restrial creatures, but can and will climb trees after their prey, 
and ‘run’ rapidly, up to 8 mph!  They will bite when captured, but 

are not poisonous and generally are harmless. 
                                                           ----------------------- 

*This story is based upon a true story of the event told to the 

author by the two boys themselves. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Historical_fiction
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Historical_fiction
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bronx
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edgar_Allan_Poe
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._L._Doctorow#cite_note-1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bronx_High_School_of_Science
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bronx_High_School_of_Science
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kafka
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._L._Doctorow#cite_note-2
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kenyon_College
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Critic
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Crowe_Ransom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Columbia_University
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States_Army
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corporal#United_States_Army
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Signal_Corps_(United_States_Army)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Allied-occupied_Germany
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Allied-occupied_Germany
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Western_(genre)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Welcome_to_Hard_Times_(novel)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parody
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Western_fiction
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._L._Doctorow#cite_note-npr_parody-3
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--------- 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 has gone fishing  by Joan Upton Hall 

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: 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 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, iwriteco-
zies@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 seri-
ous 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 Mon-
days 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 Wednes-

days at 5:30 p.m. in the stacks at the Georgetown Library.  Contact 
Dave Ciambrone, mysterywriter5@msn.com 

Grammar Goofs that made you look silly    
from Susan Tome 

 

1. “Your” is a possessive pronoun, as in “your car” or “your blog”. 
  
 “You’re” is a contraction of “you are,” as in “You’re screwing up your  
 writing by using ‘your’ when you mean ‘you are’.” 

mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
mailto:jmuHall@aol.com
http://www.JoanUptonHall.com
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 
 
 

Janet Kilgore 
http://janetkilgore.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 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://www.RedBaronConcepts.com
http://www.lindabatenjohnson.com/
http://janetkilgore.com/
http://www.lblipscomb.com/
http://lilliangrey.wordpress.com/
http://www.sylviadickeysmith.com/
http://www.sgwl.net/
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Demystifying Writers’ Demons© 
 

PUNCTUATION—Commas in introductory phrases, “iffy” 
 

A beginning phrase having three or more words usually needs a comma to make meaning clear, but 
fewer words can also cause momentary stumbling. Try reading the following example two ways, first 

with and then without pauses shown as [,]: 
 

 With comma left out[,] sentences like this may miscue the reader.  (Keep comma) 

 In writing[,] one should avoid setting up speed bumps for readers. (Keep comma) 
 In 1861[,] the Civil War broke out.  (Comma not needed but optional) 
 

Editor’s choice - The old adage, “When in doubt[,] leave out,” doesn’t work with all editors. Without argu-
ment[,] go with the style your editor or teacher wants. 

 

 Regarding this matter[,] Texas Highways magazine required me to use commas whereas my news-

paper editor and one of my book editors preferred none.  

 

Not a choice - In modern usage, no comma should separate a phrase from a verb immediately follow-
ing—a common practice before the twentieth century.  

 

 Examples: 

 In no situation [no,] are commas more often erroneously inserted than before verbs. 
 Whether to insert a comma here [no,] needs no consideration. 

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 

 


