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Words Are Important . . . 

 

is author, Mike Kearby's social discourse on the written word 

and its evolutionary benefit . . . images. And why, when the brain 

changes a word into a visual representation . . . good, healthy, 

things happen to readers 

 
 

Mike Kearby (born 1952) is an American novelist and inventor. Since 2005, 

Kearby has published ten novels and one graphic novel. 

 

Born in Mineral Wells, Texas,[3] Kearby re-

ceived a B.S. from North Texas State Uni-

versity (now the University of North Texas) 

in 1972. He worked in the irrigation industry 

for 20 years where he obtained patents 

5,762,270, 5,992,760, 6,478,237, 6,155,493, 

6,209,801.  

 

He taught high school English and reading 

for 10 years and created “The Collaborative 

Novella Project”. This project allows future 

authors to go through the novel writing proc-

ess from idea to published work.  

 

Kearby began novel writing in 2005 and has completed ten novels, one graphic 

novel, and wrote the afterwords to the TCU Press 2010 release of western nov-

elist, Elmer Kelton’s, The Far Away Canyon. 

 

Western Novels: 

 The Road to a Hanging (2006) 

 Ride the Desperate Trail (2007) 

 Ambush at Mustang Canyon (2007), 2008 Spur Award Finalist 

 The Last Renegade (2009) 

 The Taken (2010) 

 A Hundred Miles to Water (2010), 2011 Will Rogers Medallion Award 

for Best Adult Fiction[8] 

 Dead Man’s Saddle (2011) 

Science Fiction: 

 The 13th Baktun (2008) 

Horror: 

 The Resonance (2011) 

 The Devouring~Kavachi’s Rise (2012) 

Graphic Novel: 

 Texas Tale Illustrated (April, 2011), illustrations by: Mack White[9] 
 

http://www.mikekearby.com/wiki/Mineral_Wells,_Texas
http://www.mikekearby.com/?page_id=306#cite_note-2
http://www.mikekearby.com/wiki/University_of_North_Texas
http://www.prs.tcu.edu/
http://www.mikekearby.com/?page_id=306#cite_note-7
http://www.mikekearby.com/wiki/Mack_White
http://www.mikekearby.com/?page_id=306#cite_note-8
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The October 4, 2012 Meeting of the San Gabriel Writers’ 

League was called to order by interim President Dave Ciam-

brone at 7:00 p.m.  

 

Dave welcomed attendees and visitors Margie Anderson and 

Pat Owens. 

 

Minutes for the September 6, 2012 meeting were accepted 
as submitted. 
 

Kayla Marnach’s Treasurer’s Report was accepted. 
 

WELCOME NEW MEMBERS:  

 

OLD BUSINESS:  
 

The Christmas Party Committee, consisting of Joan Hall, Suzy 

Miller, Jeanell Bolton and Janet Kilgore, is working on details 

of the party, including games, prizes, etc. 

 

NEW BUSINESS:  

 

The slate of officers for 2013 was voted on: President, Janet 

Kilgore; Vice President, Joan Hall; Secretary, Bill Russeth; 

and Treasurer, Kayla Marnach. The officers were elected 

unanimously. 
 

Joy Nord’s  book, Haunted Texas Highways, is out. It’s available 
on Amazon. 
 

Jeanell Bolton’s novel has been retitled Honeysuckle Nights 
and will be pitched by her agent in two weeks. 

 

Linda Baten Johnson’s book, The Friendsip Train, is out. It 

chronicles the 1947 train, funded by private citizens, that 

crossed the US collecting money and goods for European Re-
lief. 
 

Mike Kerbey will speak in November; December will be the 

Christmas Party. 
 

Sylvia Dickey Smith introduced herself. She spoke on the four 
critical elements of fiction. She led the group in a writing exer-

cise on details and elements. 
 

Dave Ciambrone adjourned the meeting at 8:10 p.m. 

 

Respectfully submitted  

Janet Kilgore, Secretary 
 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

  

  

  

December Party 

  

October 2012 Minutes 

New member . . . 
 

Marjorie Anderson 
121 River Bend Drive # 3-104 

Georgetown TX  78628 

 

215-880-9166 

 

Andersonmary98@yahoo.com 

 

Www.challenge4teens.com 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

    

 

after a meeting. 

Contributions are published in order of receipt.   
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President’s Words 

Hello fellow writers. This column is my second to last as Presi-

dent. In January the new officers take office and I’m looking for-
ward to their new ideas and programs. We have an organiza-

tion of diverse writers, such as poets, non-fiction, historical fic-
tion, mystery, sci-fi and fantasy, newspaper, magazine, short 

story et al, writers. Because of this programming can be inter-

esting in trying to find speakers/trainers that will interest the 
most people. I think The San Gabriel Writer’s league has man-

aged to do that. But, there are some topics that cover a num-
ber of these diverse areas of writing. In the spirit of this, I sub-

mit the article below as an example. I don’t remember where 

this came from or who wrote it, I wish I did, but I don’t. I did not 
pen it, but thought it was of educational merit and wanted to 

pass it along.  

 I hope each of you had a great Halloween and 

you are looking forward to the Christmas party. 
These have been a blast in the past and I’m expect-
ing this years gathering to be Justas much fun for 
every one.  

The Query Letter 
Ah, the query letter. The very words send shivers or dread 

through many a freelancer, and for good reason. They know the 
importance of this letter. Granted, in a perfect world you could 

dress in your best suit, hop a plane and have a face to face 

meeting with the editor of your choice to pitch your idea. In such 
a meeting you could pour on your charm and show your enthu-

siasm for the subject you wish to write about, and probably walk 
away with an assignment.  

However, such a sce-

nario is not only unrealis-
tic but very expensive. 

Editors don’t have the 
time or the inclination to 

meet with every writer 

who has an idea for their 
magazine. They’re not 

trying to be rude. It’s just 
a fact of life. Instead, you 

send your query letter as 

your representative to the 
editor and it should be of 

high quality mechanically 
and contain particular elements.  

The Mechanics      
I know I shouldn’t have to mention it, but this letter should 

be crisp, and neat, and clean, and free from all typographical 
errors, just as you would appear in person with a freshly laun-

dered and pressed outfit, free of dust and stains. Use good 

quality 25% cotton paper. You may use white or any other at-
tractive light color such as light gray, blue or ivory. Avoid bright 

fluorescent colors or hand written notes. I remember an editor 
showing a room full of conference participants a query letter 

that got noticed, but also got no reply. Its silver letters glittered 

on the bright pink paper! 
You may also use any attractive, easy-to-read font. Before 

the days of word processors, writers could only use their type-
writer font, the ever-popular Courier 12. These days, however, 

you may use Times New Roman, Helvetica or other such fonts 

in a 12 point size. Avoid fancy Old English or other hard-to-read 

fonts. They may look lovely on Christmas cards, but they do little 

to endear you to an editor’s heart. 
The format, as you will see from sample queries in upcom-

ing pages is the simple block format that you’d use with any 
business letter. Always, use single spaces within a paragraph 

and double spaces between paragraphs. Also, you may justify 

your margins as this is only a single page and won’t tax an edi-
tor’s eyesight. Remember, your mission as a freelancer is to 

make your editor’s life easier.   

Content 
Having addressed mechanics, let’s talk about content. 

Each one page query letter, (and you should limit it to one page) 

should have five elements: hook, idea, development, benefits, 
and credentials. The hook needs to be the first thing the editors 

sees. After that, you can place the information in any order you 

feel most effective. However, I have found the following order to 
work best for me. It also seems the most logical, so let’s begin 

with the hook.  

The Hook  
The first sentence of your query letter must read like a 

headline, containing enough punch and excitement to make the 

editor want to read more. Bear in mind, editors have so many 
manuscripts to read, they don’t have the time to dawdle on un-

promising material. You have maybe three to five seconds to 

hook the editor into wanting to read more. The editor must find 
your first words concise and exciting. If it’s rambling and dull, 

your letter will summarily be thrown into the dreaded “File 13” 
or put into your return envelope with or without a polite “Thank 

you but no thank you.”  

The Idea 
The second necessary 
ingredient of your query 

letter, is a brief statement 

of your idea, the focus of 
your article. You should 

state that idea in one 
complete and concise 

sentence. If you can’t, 
then you don’t have a firm 

grasp of it yourself. Work 

on it, and once you can 
present your idea in a 

succinct manner, do it as 
eloquently as possible. If 

you’ve captured the editor’s attention with the hook thus far, 

you want to keep it when you present the idea. 

The Development 
The third element of a good query letter is to give a brief 

explanation or description of the points you would like to develop 

in the piece. Obviously, the longer the article, the more points 
you’ll be able to write about. In an article of about 1,000 words, 

you’ll probably want to develop three or four key points. A longer 
article will allow you to develop more. Be sure to delineate to 

the editor the slant the article will have. Somewhere in this sec-

tion, mention the word count of the article and be sure to use 
the phrase “as per your guidelines.” (Example: “Nothing About 
Elephants, an article of about 1,000 words as per your guide-
lines, will discuss. . . .”) Such a phrase indicates to the editor 

that you have done your research—marking you as a profes-

sional.                                                            Continued on page 5 
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Front Porch Stories by Jane Thompson 

I'm not too sure about this whole concept of an afterlife. The 

idea of life without a body doesn't do much for me; certainly the 
traditional notion of everlasting torment in hell and everlasting 

bliss in heaven just doesn't sound right. I've never done anything 
to deserve eternal, horrible torture. (There was that one time, 

but I felt so bad I told my boss about it. He just laughed and said 

he would have done the same thing and not to worry about it.)  

 

As for eternal bliss--well, I just don't know that I'm cut out for 

that kind of happiness. It actually sounds kind of boring, I guess. 
I've always thought of the time after death as being a great deal 

like the time before birth; not real exciting, to be sure, but I don't 
remember being unhappy, either.  

 

My brother-in-law, John, died in April. I knew him most of my life 
and loved him dearly. He started dating my older sister in 1957 

and married her in 1958. One of the charming things he did 

when they were dating was to decorate the envelope of the 
daily letter he sent her with a beautifully detailed drawing. The 

postal employees in Oklahoma City 
looked forward to his letters almost as 

much as my sister; if one arrived late, it 

was delivered as a "special delivery" 
because they knew she was expecting 

it. Sometimes the postman rang the 
doorbell just to tell my sister how much 

they enjoyed that day's drawing or to 

make a special request: "Hey, the guys 
wanted to know if he would draw an-

other ship."  

 

I never understood how a jet mechanic 

could also be an accomplished artist, 
but he could draw or paint anything. 

Once, stuck by inspiration with no can-

vas handy, he simply grabbed a shirt, 
cut it up, stretched it, and painted a picture on it for my father. 

That painting hung in my father's living room until the day he 
died, and he always proudly pointed it out to visitors, even long 

after my sister divorced John. 
 

He was the first man who treated me as if I was an intelligent 

human being (which was rather novel in that era), but he cer-

tainly didn't take it too far. He introduced me to MAD Magazine 
back in the late 50s and then carefully mailed it to me once a 

month so I wouldn't miss an issue. My parents thought it rather 
odd reading material for a grown man but were so taken with 

his charm they let it slide.  

 

I spent many hot, sticky summers in Houston as I was growing 

up--partly to get away from the watchful eyes of my parents, 

partially drawn to the charms of the Air Force Base where John 
worked, but also because John was irresistible. His house was-

n't just full of teenage sisters and sisters-in-law; it was also full 
of airmen. My sister assured us that they swarmed there all 

winter, too.  

 

John was easygoing, accepting, and a great storyteller. His sto-

ries were always funny and usually told with himself as the butt 

of the joke. Of course, when I got older, I realized that if he 
couldn't tell a story funny then that story didn't get told. I saw 

the genesis of one of these on a hot, muggy Fourth of July week-
end in early 60s in those innocent times before locked doors or 

air conditioning. The airmen were off for the weekend, the teen-

age girls were hanging out with the airmen, and John was work-
ing.  

 

Houston has a tropical climate; outdoor workers kept to a 
schedule that allowed for an afternoon siesta and a late supper 

cooked after the evening sea breeze kicked in. About noontime 
everyone conked out in the heat; I don't remember the exact 

configuration of people, but I think Jo, Leon, me, and Kjar were 

on the couches, with Karen and the bohunk on the kid's beds; 
the kids were all piled on one bed. Mary Ann was in bed, dead to 

the world, in her and John's bed. A couple of other airmen 
stopped by to see what was happening, and following the cus-

tom of the times, simply walked in without knocking. They found 

a whole bunch of sleeping people but nowhere to sleep except 
the other half of the bed Mary Ann was in. Naturally, they did 

the only sensible thing and climbed in bed with Mary Ann, 
promptly falling off to sleep.  

 

When John, the only person who was 
working and actually deserved a nap, 

came home a few minutes later, he 

found two airmen in bed with his wife 
and no place to sleep. He stretched out 

on the floor for his siesta. For years he 
loved telling the incredible story of com-

ing home from work and finding sleep-

ing people all over his house and not 
one but two men in bed with his wife. 

Naturally, he embroidered the tale be-
yond all recognition--but it was very 

funny the way he told it.  

 

He was one of those people you never 

forget and never stop missing.  

 

Another was my good friend Jackie. Over the years, many of my 

friends have mentioned an odd Southern twang in my voice that 

doesn't seem to belong to an Oklahoma-Texas hybrid. I got it 
from hanging out with Jackie, who was an East Texas-Louisiana 

hybrid. She was supervisor of a Child Welfare Intake Unit in Dal-
las, a position analogous to sergeant in a rifle platoon on D-Day. 

She had the combat soldier's sense of humor, too--you never 

knew what sick thing she'd come up with next. I remember pick-
ing up the phone one day to hear "Jane, you just don't know 

what horror is." Thinking I was about to be regaled with the lat-
est child abuse story, I asked for details. She explained that had 

a date with that new guy in her life the night before, and she 

thought everything was going great. She told me they'd had 
wonderful, sweaty sex all night, then they went to break-

fast...when he revealed what to her was the relationship-buster. 
Well, the story went on and on. Finally, I decided to make a long 

story short. 
 

"Jackie, what happened?" 

 

"Well, it's just too awful, I can't tell you...."  

 

"Jackie, you have to tell me..." 

 

"Jane, it's just TOO AWFUL..." 

 

"Jackie...If you don't tell me now, I'm going to get in the car and 

come over there and pull your hair out by the dark roots." 
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.Front Porch Stories . . . Continued 

"Jackie, WHAT?"  

 

"Weeellll, I was just TOO horrified. After I spent the night with 

him and everything ... I just couldn't believe it ... that man told 

me ... that he actually voted for...GEORGE WALLACE!!!"  

 

Anything for a laugh. 
 

We were the closest of friends through everything, her daugh-

ter's addiction and arrest, her roommates' romances, my di-

vorce, all of it. Even through the screaming, monumental fights 
we had sometimes. Then one day she called with news there 

was no joking about--at least for a while. She had finally gone to 
the doctor about that nagging problem she had. The news was 

the worst--terminal cancer, nothing to be done except some 

efforts to buy a little time. She didn't want that kind of time, so 
she decided to check out with as much dignity as possible. She 

was 39.  

 

I stayed in denial for as long I could, but had to give it up to help 

her get food stamps; she couldn't work and had run out of 
money. For her, dying with dignity meant leaving 'em laughing.  

 

 I remember the last Saturday night I was with her with abso-
lute clarity. Only her roommate and I were there; no one else 

was allowed to see her looking like that. Her family would arrive 

later when there was no time left. This was my time with her.  

 

For two hours she kept us in stitches. (“Well, at least I don’t 
have to deal with the trauma of turning forty. I’ll never get that 

old. I always wanted to weigh 120 pounds and look at me now!”) 

Linda and I knew we'd better laugh with her this last time; she 
would not tolerate sadness. I couldn't believe she was so close 

to death. Her voice--her jokes--her intelligence, were all the 
same. It was only her looks that were altered. Finally, when I 

couldn't hang on anymore, I hugged her one last time, then 

stumbled outside to the lawn to weep in the dark. Linda followed 
me out, not to comfort me, but because she couldn't hold back 

the tears any longer, either. Jackie died early Wednesday morn-
ing.  

 

The two of them didn't know each other in life and died twenty 
years apart, but in the afterlife I want to believe in, John and 

Jackie are sitting in lawn chairs on the front porch trading out-

rageously funny stories, he in his clipped Midwestern accents, 
she in her drawly, dulcet Southern tones, both of them roundly 

cussing me for taking so long. Wouldn't be so bad, dying, if we 
knew people like those two were waiting for us.  

 

“   

    "Better to write for oneself and have no public 
than to write for the public and have no self"  

.President’s Words . . . Continued 

The Benefits 
Every editor wants to know that the material they publish 

will attract their target audience. One of the ways to attract 
readers is to provide them with articles that will benefit them in 

some way. In this section of your query letter, point out the 

benefits their readers may gain. The best writing educates, mo-
tivates and entertains all at the same time. Emphasize how your 

article will accomplish that for their readers. 

 The Credentials 

Editors also want to know that they are dealing with a pro-

fessional. End your letter by stating your credentials for writing 

this particular piece. If you’ve never been published before, don’t 
say that. Instead, focus on why you are qualified to write this. If 

it’s about taking sick children to the doctor, you don’t have to be 
a nurse or health care professional. Perhaps you’re the mother 

of three children and you have based this article on your experi-

ences with your children and facts you learned from your pedia-
trician.  

Also, don’t ask the editor for an opinion of your work. That 
marks you as a rank amateur and editors don’t want to deal 

with amateurs. If you have a limited number of credits, list them 

all. If you’ve been extensively published, then list those credits 

that pertain. In any case, always be positive, polished and pro-
fessional. 

 When you close your letter, be sure to keep it short and 
professional. “Thank you for your time and consideration. I hope 

to hear from you soon,” is sufficient. Sign it “Sincerely” or with 

some other business-like closing. Avoid such things as “Love” or 
“Hugs and Kisses.” 

Always, always, always include an SASE with any corre-
spondence to any editor, publisher or agent. Otherwise, you 

may never see your manuscript again, or worse yet, the editor 

will refuse to work with such an “amateur.” On the following 
pages, you will find examples of some query letters that have 

sold articles for me. I have changed the names of the publica-
tions and editors. Again, these are not the be all and end all of 

query letters, but they have worked. Take from them what you 

need to work for you. 
 Now that you have your query in the mail, go back to your 

idea list and pick another topic. Start over, because as a free-
lancer, you can’t afford to sit idly by as you wait for a reply. 
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Sterling City by S Martin Shelton 

     It was a classic western blizzard—one of those intense win-

ter storms that assault the mountains without warning and 
seem to come from nowhere.  We, that is Chuck and I, were 

trapped at the 9,500-foot level in the Independence Mountains 
in northern Nevada. The north wind was howling, and the driv-

ing snow was so thick that visibility was just a few feet.  The 

temperature was dropping precipitously.   

     Please understand, we’re not stupid.  Perhaps we’re a bit off-

kilter but certainly not stupid.  Safety is our primary considera-
tion—having a fun with adventure is secondary.   We’ve been 

ghost-towning in Nevada for a dozen years or so, and we have a 

keen understanding of how capricious the weather can be in 
these parts. Usually, we plan our trips for mid-autumn when the 

weather is “just right”—not too hot and not too cold.  The creeks 
and washes no longer run with summer snowmelt.  The deep-

blue sky is clear, and the sun is low on the horizon.  The acute—

angle sunlight engenders fine shadow detail in our photographs.   

     Let’s review.  Before shoving-off that November 

morning, we checked the Weather Channel.  The 
forecaster predicted that the early winter storm 

brewing in the Canadian Rockies would hit northern 

Nevada two days hence.  That morning the clear 
sky was almost purple.  To the north were smatter-

ings of high cirrus clouds—clouds that portended 
the approaching storm.  All-in-all, that’s a positive 

manifest for a “go.”  

     Our goal was to find and photograph the ghost 
town dubbed Sterling City and Mining Camp, which 

was abandoned around 1890.  This site is seldom 
visited because of its near inaccessibility---almost at 

the summit of the mountain.  

     We four-wheeled ever so carefully up a steep, 
twisting, and precipitous mountain trail that our topographic 

maps showed as the route.  We did not get far up that seldom-
traveled trail before we encountered sections littered with 

rocks of all sizes and broken tree limbs.  It was a time-

consuming task to clear the trail so we could proceed.  As we 
climbed higher, we encountered numerous washouts that we 

had to fill with rocks, brush, and mucky soil to cross.    

     About halfway up we encountered small patches of snow—

left over from the last storm—no serious impediment.    

     After four grueling hours of some of the most difficult travel 
we’ve encountered in all our ghost towning adventures, we 

spotted a tall brick chimney towering over the quaking aspens.  
Inching forward, we broke into a small valley and were awed to 

see this reasonably well—preserved mining camp—an out-

standing reward for our tough journey. After a preliminary ex-
ploration, we were pleased to find that vandals had not ran-

sacked Sterling or sprayed it with graffiti.     

        In the background, atop a small hill, were five coke ovens in 

excellent condition. At the south end of the valley were four 

large leaching ponds, each holding a deep layer of liquid green 
“goop.” The sign posted at the entrance of this complex read 

“DANGER, CYANAIDE.” Below the lettering was an image of a 
skull and crossbones.  We took a long shot of the area, which 

included the sign, and then skedaddled back to the main site. 

     Dominating Sterling City was a gigantic A-frame over an 
open mineshaft.  The area was littered with expensive mining 

equipment— diesel motors, huge fly wheels, ore crushers—and 
all matter of detritus.  Outside the mining-operation complex 

were several wood and brick buildings, some with roofs caved 

in, others almost intact. Inside several of these structures, we 
found hundreds of core samples in small white bags, each care-

fully annotated and stored in an arrangement we could not deci-
pher.  Also inside were scales, instruments of all sorts, office 

furniture, and file cabinets, some of which had folders and 

“stuff” jammed into them.  Indeed, because of its extensive and 
reasonably—well preserved structures, and its near pristine 

condition, Sterling Mining Camp is one of Nevada’s premier 
ghost towns. What caused the owners to abandon Sterling and 

leave all this expensive equipment behind?  We surmised that 

the mine played out and the owners decided that it would cost 
more to move this stuff down the mountain than it was worth.  

Or the company went bankrupt and did not have the funds to 
salvage what was left of their mining operation.  

     After several hours, we completed our photography.  Satisfied 

with our good fortune at finding such an exceptionally well-
preserved site, we continued four wheeling up the 

mountain to photograph the workers’ housing 
complex—about a quarter mile away.  En route, we 

didn’t notice that the sky had clouded over.  When 

the first snowflakes hit our windshield we were 
startled, and our inner alarms blared to get out of 

this place tout de suite.   Too late.  In a matter of 
minutes the fast-moving winter storm hit with tem-

pestuous fury.   Clearly, an extended four-wheel 

drive down that treacherous mountain trail, now 
covered with snow and perhaps ice, was unten-

able.  

     Because visibility was almost zero, I trudged up 

the hill in front of the truck to guide Chuck through 

the blinding snow. Soon, I was covered with that 
white stuff and nearly frozen.  Nonetheless, we made it into the 

housing complex and stopped at the first structure that had a 
complete roof and door.  Inside the one-room cabin were a 

steel bed with springs, dresser drawers, two chairs, a cracked 

mirror, and other paraphernalia.   Being old hands at ghost 
towning, we always carry survival gear for summer and winter.  

We unloaded enough equipment to last for several days: sleep-
ing bags, blankets, warm clothing, food, portable stove, water 

canisters, a high-powered rifle—mountain lions and other crit-

ters also would be seeking shelter—and other supplies. And of 
course, books.  Chuck prefers action/adventure novels with 

that featured exotic femmes fatales.  I tend toward the Ray-
mond Chandler—type detective story that features a hard-boiled 

dame in a low-cut gown with a gat in one hand and a flagon of 

champagne in the other.  
     We settled into our “palatial” home, and tried to use our cell 

phones to communicate with the sheriff’s office in Elko County 
to tell them we were stranded in Sterling City but doing okay.   

Before we left Elko that morning we had stopped at the sheriff’s 

office to let them know of our plans and that we’d check back 
with them after we returned.  Not surprisingly, our cell phones 

were useless in this remote place. 

     Before we fired our portable stove, Chuck ambled to the one 

window in this palace to open it a crack to ventilate the harmful 

gases emanating from the stove.  Then it happened.  The wood 
floor beneath him gave way and he fell about two feet to the 

ground.  He uttered a small cry as his right foot slipped and 
turned on an obstruction. 



7 

. . . Continued 

     I helped Chuck climb out of that wooden trap. His ankle was 

turned, nothing more serious.  We figured it was a rock that his 
foot hit and forgot about it.   With time on our hands and bore-

dom overwhelming us, I suggested that we remove that rock 

and cover the hole with wood planks from one of the other huts 
so that we’d not repeat that accident. The cover would also 

block the cold draft blowing into our cabin.  

     Well, glory be! That obstruction was not a rock.  It was two 

leather sacks stamped with the mark of the Carson City mint 

and jammed full of gold coins.  We dumped the coins on the 
floor to see what they were and to take inventory.  I’ve never 

believed in the tooth fairy. but that day I wasn’t so sure.  

     We counted one-thousand $20 “double eagle” coins dated 

1893, uncirculated—fresh from the mint. We were looking at a 

small fortune in gold.  But that would be a pittance compared to 
its real value.  As a youngster, I had dabbled at coin collecting 

and have some basic knowledge of this hobby.  This cache’s 
true worth lay in its numismatic value—a fabulous amount be-

yond my ability to estimate.  

     The questions were: who had secreted this treasure here?  
Why?  When?  After some speculation, we reckoned the bags 

were stolen.  And the bandits hid them here with the plan to 
return and recover that booty when the notoriety of the robbery 

calmed and the Law gave up the chase, 

and then head for parts far from here.  
On reflection, such musings were not 

completely satisfactory. They did not 
answer the questions ”who” and “when.”  

There had to be more to this narrative.  

And, there was. 
     In our zeal to retrieve those two bags, 

we didn’t explore the ground further.  I 
got to the window and tipped over the 

wood planking covering the hole, and 

used my flashlight to see if anything else was stashed below.  
There was.  A well-worn leather satchel lay a couple of feet to 

one side.  I retrieved it.  Inside was another treasure trove. 

     First out was a copy of the Winnemucca Gazette dated July 

31, 1899. The headline blared in 20-point type, “Butch Cassidy 

Gang Robs Union Pacific Train.”  The lead article reported the 
details of this daring robbery. To summarize: Yesterday after-

noon Robert Lee Parker, known as “Butch Cassidy,” and an-
other bandit, speculated to be his close ally, Harry “Kid Curry” 

Logan, both members of the Wild Bunch Gang, held up the 

number 501 Union Pacific train as it lugged up Soldier’s Pass 
in the Osgood Mountains, just a few miles east of Winnemucca.  

Stolen from the baggage car were two bags containing and 
untold number of $20 gold coins. The Carson City Mint was 

sending this gold to banks in the small towns along Nevada’s 

main east-west railroad that parallels the Humboldt River. 
The two masked bandits burst into the baggage car with six-

shooters drawn.  Logan quickly disarmed the two Pinkerton 
guards and forced them to lie on the floor. Meantime, Cassidy 

shoved his gun in the back of the attendant’s head and forced 

him to open the safe.  He did.  Cassidy snatched the two bags 
and the pair leaped off the slow-moving train as it inched its way 

up the steep pass. That was the last seen of these two brig-
ands. 

     Pinkerton Detectives were marshalling forces to find and ar-

rest the highwaymen and to recover the loot. Sheriff Jim Lang-
try confirmed from passengers on the train that Cassidy and 

Logan were riding in the passenger car behind the baggage 

car.  As the train slowed, on some signal from Cassidy, the pair 
walked quickly to the front of the coach and exited.  The passen-

gers’ descriptions fit known resemblances to Cassidy and 
Logan.  And that was about the end of the newspaper story.  

     Also in that satchel were several letters to Robert Parker 

from his sister, Esmeralda, in Salt Lake City; a paid receipt for 
four dollars from the Silver dollar hotel in Virginia City for two 

nights lodging, and two Union Pacific passenger ticket stubs—
$34 dollars paid for two one-way trips from Reno to Salt Lake 

City. 

      Mystery solved.  We were fabulously wealthy.  We were 
euphoric—in “hog heaven,” and  we speculated for hours about 

how we would spend this fortune.    We realized that we had to 
be careful how we sold these coins so as not to arouse ques-

tions.  We’d liquidate a few at a time to numismatic dealers 

around the country, and from time-to-time we’d offer a few on 
internet auction websites.  

     The next day the storm passed.  Sunshine bathed the valley 
and the temperature rose.   A mild west wind washed the 

mountain.  The snowmelt made the trail down the mountain 

impassible—it would be a mass of slick mud, so we had to wait a 
few days for the trail to dry. 

     After two days of fantasy, reality set in.  This treasure trove 
did not belong to us.  It was not “finder’s 

keepers.”  These gold coins belonged to 

the Federales.  If we kept them, we’d be 
outlaws—accessories to the Wild Bunch 

Gang’s robbery.  And if caught, we’d 
spend years in a federal penitentiary.    

     The only prudent and honorable action 

was to return these coins to the federal 
attorney in Carson City.  Well, that’s ex-

actly what we did.  Got a handshake, con-
gratulations, and a detailed receipt.  The 

fellow mentioned that there might be a 

reward for the return of this treasure.  

     Several months later, I received a form letter from the Attor-

ney-General, “Thanks for your honesty…” and all that govern-
ment blather.  An intern on his staff would check to see if a re-

ward was offered for the return of those coins.  The ensuing 

federal silence was deafening.  About a year later, an envelope 
arrived from the Treasury Department.  In it was a check for 

one-thousand dollars—a pittance compared to the millions 
those coins were worth.  Included in the envelope was govern-

ment form 1099 which showed that I owed $324.76 income 

tax on the reward.  C’est la vie.   

     On-the-whole, I’m not a vengeful person.  However, the Feder-

ales’ reaction to our integrity was beyond the pale.  Not in an-
ger or hurt--but in disappointment, I ripped the check into sev-

eral pieces, marked form 1099 “NOT VALID,” and put the re-

mains in an envelope and returned them to the Treasury.  And 
that’s the end of my yarn.    

     Well, not quite.  What I’ve left out was there were actually 
1,001 coins in those two bags.  Probably a clerk at the mint got 

distracted and miscounted.  We kept that odd-man-out 

“doubloon.”   Flipped for it.  I called tails and won. 

     On the appointment of my thirty-five year old daughter as fed-

eral attorney for the Eastern district of California, I gave her 
that coin from as a memento of my brush with the legend of the 

Butch Cassidy and the Wild Bunch Gang. 
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Thanks for Thanksgiving by Suzy Miller 

San Gabriel Writers’ Holiday Party 

Thursday, December 6, 2012 — mark your calendar now — 
   You may not be able to attend monthly meetings HOWEVER

 Plan to attend this gathering and renew/make old/new acquaintances. 

     I guess it is getting time to drag that frozen carcass out of 

the freezer. By my calculations, it takes about two weeks to 
‘refrigerator thaw’ the annual Thanksgiving turkey, about two 

days to cook the darned thing, and about two months to eat the 
whole thing. 
 

     I don’t mean to sound dispirited about the joys of being the 
“Chef in charge of Turkey Preparation”, but there is something 

sinister about a bird that STARES at you for weeks while taking 

up the entire top shelf of the refrigerator. The most joyous 
thought about the afore mentioned turkey is that the American 

housewife no longer has to PLUCK it. If you have ever plucked a 
chicken, you know what I’m talking about. Hooray for the quick 

frozen, butter injected, modern turkey. 

 

     Actually, Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday. It is about the 

only holiday that some imaginary personage isn’t demanding 

secrecy. Pilgrims and Abe Lincoln were honest, so is Thanksgiv-
ing. There is no rabbit involved with eggs or jolly old Saint Nick 

delivering toys or cupid shooting arrows, just lots of good food, 
good company, and dirty dishes. 
 

     Another reason for my great enjoyment of Thanksgiving is 
that my birthday falls sometime during that week. Because 

friends and relatives seem to get into their Christmas gift buy-

ing about that time and they came to the annual feast with my 
birthday present. My biggest regret is that rather than having a 

birthday cake, I have pumpkin pie. I guess you can’t have your 
cake and pie, too! 

 

     Thanksgiving is also a good memory 
day. How can I forget the time in the 

1960’s when my cousins, Ruth and Jo, 

called long distance from California to 
Ohio for information on how to cook a 

turkey? While talking on the phone, they 
made the stuffing, stuffed the bird, and 

began roasting. They hung up the phone 

during the roasting phase. I never knew 
how that bird tasted, but I’ve been curi-

ous about it for years. I’m sure the tele-
phone company was pleased with the 

results. In those days a long distance charge was about twenty 

five cents a minute! 

 

     Or how could I forget about the time my cousin, Sharon, and 

I had Chicken Pox on Thanksgiving? We couldn’t figure out how 
we got chicken pox when all we were exposed to was a turkey. 

Maybe we really had Turkey Pox. Having the pox for Thanksgiv-
ing was a sign. That was that year we had Measles on Christ-

mas and Mumps over the Easter vacation. Neither of us missed 

a day of school in spite of our illnesses. 
 

     There was the Thanksgiving when Sharon, never known for 

her small appetite, was cut off from further feasting. My 
brother, who had been getting worried about whether any food 

would be left for him, taped Sharon’s mouth shut with Scotch 
tape. Of course the tape didn’t hold very long, but it was long 

enough for the rest of us to get second helpings. 

 

     The joyous table talk while eating Thanksgiving dinner was 

interesting to all. We discussed the pronunciation of the word 

‘interesting’, the upcoming Ohio State vs. Michigan football 
game, the choice of which kids got to sit on the piano bench (a 

much fought over honor), and various other volatile subjects.  

 

     Of course, during the meal there were battles on “Who gets 

to eat the Turkey Skin” and “Guess who gets the Gizzard.” I per-

sonally never got in on the turkey skin fight, after all, there 
seems to be more than enough to ‘go around.’ My husband and 

Sharon were the main antagonists in that fight. But the “great 
gizzard fight” was the one that was always a fight to the finish.  

 

     A turkey usually only has one gizzard and when there were 
15 people who LOVED the gizzard, the fight got rather rowdy. 

At first only my mother even knew there was a gizzard. She 

used to eat it secretly in the kitchen before she served up the 
meal. One year, she made a mistake and brought it to the table. 

Everyone immediately asked, “What’s that?” Then everyone 
began to covet the turkey gizzard. Picture in your mind a table 

full of assorted relatives all sticking their forks in one little giz-

zard at the same time. I still bear the scars of fork tines on my 
left hand! The winner of this prize had to guard it carefully or 

eat it quickly because, “Yes, Virginia”, there are people who 
would steal a gizzard off of your plate. It happened more than 

once. Of course, gizzards are no fun unless there is only one! 

One year some smart alec cooked a whole pound of gizzards to 
please us. Would you believe no one ate those gizzards? Of 

course, at Christmas we repeat the whole thing only instead of 
gizzards, it is black jelly beans. 
 

     After we ate all that we could possibly eat, it was time to play 
Euchre. Now, I know everyone does not 

know about Euchre. It is a kind of mini-

bridge card game with trump cards and 
no reneging. Most of my relatives played 

Euchre and all who played the game, 
cheated. We were brought up not to 

cheat at anything, except Euchre. It’s 

very hard not to cheat when you see 
your grandfather, aunts, uncles, cousins, 

and parents cheating. So the best thing 
is to learn to cheat at Euchre, too. It 

makes a very interesting game when 

everyone cheats differently. I never 
cheated well. Everyone knew when I re-

neged or moved the score card, but at least I tried! 

 

     If you haven’t guessed by now my family enjoyed a good argu-

ment. It was in our blood. Plus all that disagreeing over small 
things saved us from disagreeing over things that really mat-

tered. I have always felt we were all close to one another in a 

way that is very special and I feel a little sad that my children 
didn’t see the relatives much during the holidays. 

 

     It’s funny; I remember the light-hearted squabbles more than 
the good deeds done. I always knew that we loved and re-

spected each other in spite of all the disagreements.  

 

     Now that most of my family is gone, I was wondering … does 

anyone want to come over and fight over the gizzard with me? 
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Cyril Vernon Connolly  

 
 

(10 September 1903 – 26 Novem-

ber 1974) was an English intellec-

tual, literary critic and writer. He 
was the editor of the influential literary 

magazine Horizon (1940–1949) and wrote Enemies of Prom-
ise (1938), which combined literary criticism with an autobio-

graphical exploration of why he failed to become the successful 

author of fiction that he had aspired to be in his youth.  

     Connolly's only novel, The Rock Pool (1936), is a satirical 

work describing a covey of dissolute drifters at an end of sea-

son French seaside resort, which was based on his experiences 
in the south of France. It was initially accepted by a London pub-

lishing house but they changed their minds. Faber and Faber 

was one of the publishers who rejected it, and so Connolly took 
it to Jack Kahane, who published it in Paris in 1936.[1] 

     Connolly followed this up with a book of non-fiction, Enemies 
of Promise (1938), the second half of which is autobiographi-

cal. In it he attempted to explain his failure to produce the liter-

ary masterpiece that he and others believed he should have 
been capable of writing. 

     In 1940 Connolly founded the influential literary magazine 
Horizon, with Peter Watson, its financial backer and de facto 

art editor. He edited Horizon until 1950, with Stephen Spender 

as an uncredited associate editor until early 1941. He was 
briefly (1942–43) the literary editor for The Observer, until a 

disagreement with David Astor. During World War II he wrote 
The Unquiet Grave under the pseudonym 'Palinurus', which is a 

noteworthy collection of observations and quotes. From 1952 

until his death, he was joint chief book reviewer (with Raymond 
Mortimer) for the Sunday Times. 

     In 1962 Connolly wrote Bond Strikes Camp, a spoof account 
of Ian Fleming's character engaged in heroic escapades of dubi-

ous propriety as suggested by the title, and written with Flem-

ing's support. It appeared in the London Magazine and in an 
expensive limited edition printed by the Shenval Press, Frith 

Street, London. It later appeared in Previous Convictions.[1] Con-

nolly had previously collaborated with Ian Fleming in 1952, writ-

ing an account of the Cambridge Spies Guy Burgess and Don-
ald MacLean entitled The Missing Diplomats, which was an 

early publication for Fleming's Queen Anne Press. 
 

MI5 became suspicious that the writer Cyril Connolly knew 

too much about the disappearance of the Cambridge spies 

Guy Burgess and Donald Maclean, newly-declassified files 

show.       [By Duncan Gardham, Security Correspondent  
6:00AM BST 04 Apr 2011] 

     MI5 tapped Connolly's phone after Maclean fled Britain with 

Burgess on May 25 1951 as he was on the verge of being un-

masked as a traitor.  Security officials paid particular attention 
to in-depth newspaper articles by Connolly about the pair's 

shock escape to Moscow in 1951.  

     But they concluded that he was not close to the Soviet double 

agents and only came to the truth about their activities thanks 

to "a series of shrewd surmises".  

     MI5 tapped Connolly's phone after Maclean fled Britain with 

Burgess on May 25 1951 as he was on the verge of being un-
masked as a traitor.  

     The writer, who was editor of the magazine Horizon, was 

bugged phoning around literary friends to see if they knew any 
more about the background to the scandal, files released to the 

National Archive show.  
     In one call Connolly discussed Burgess's interest in a recent 

dinner he had with the poets WH Auden and Stephen Spender.  

     Connolly also reported that Burgess had allegedly told the 
painter Roderigo Moynihan, "Of course, I'm the Hiss of England," 

in a reference to American official Alger Hiss, who was accused 
of being a Soviet spy in 1948.  

Connolly's first long article about Burgess and Maclean, called 

"The Missing Diplomats", was published in The Sunday Times on 
September 21 1952.  

     MI5 officers read it carefully and concluded that it gave a 
"fairly correct impression" of the pair but did not add signifi-

cantly to what intelligence officials already knew about them.  

     A transcript of a telephone call by Maclean's mother reveals 
that she thought the article showed Connolly to be a "horrible 

man" and found some of the descriptions of her son "horrid". 

The Trashy Gourmet by Dave Ciambrone   1/2 

The latest in the Adam Thomas mystery series by award win-

ning, best selling author David Ciambrone 
has just been released. The Trashy Gour-

met (ISBN: 978-1-60318-472-4) is the 
second in the Adam Thomas mystery 

series. It is available from Amazon.com, 

Barns & Noble.com, any bookstore and 
the Electronic format is also download-

able. 
 

THE TRASHY GOURMET 
The story pacing here is superb; just fast 

enough to make the reader want to keep 

reading and turning pages to see what 
happens next without totally overwhelm-

ing the reader.  Character involvement 
and plot layering techniques are good, ith sharp dialogue and 

interesting subplots. It reminds me of Jack du Brul and early 

Clive Cussler.  

 

Barb Wilson, Freelance Editor 
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http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/London_Magazine
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cyril_Connolly#cite_note-Lewis-0#cite_note-Lewis-0
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Guy_Burgess
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donald_Maclean_(spy)
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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 finished my manuscript and want to send it 

to publishers error-free. Unfortunately, I find my 
fingers going numb over the keyboard each time 

I come to a number. The same numbers I see 

spelled as words in some publications appear as 
numerals in others.  

 

My nonfiction requires the use of many num-
bers, and even if I see what certain publishers 

prefer, I dread to think how many times I’ll have to revise the 
whole manuscript to keep from being wrong in each editor’s 

eyes. 
 

What should I do? — Numbed by Numbers 
 

Dear Numbed 

 

Your number-writing worry is only one of the excuses we writ-
ers block ourselves with when the time comes to send our ba-

bies into the harsh, cruel world. Yes, each publisher has a style 

guide for printing numbers, but few would reject your piece as 
“wrong” for not matching theirs. If they like your manuscript and 

you use a consistent, approved number-writing style, this 
shouldn’t be an issue. Once they have accepted your manu-

script, this will be part of their editing process.  
 

Here are a few generally approved rules: 
 

1.  Use numerals for numbers over ten, all numbers in pas-
sages that quote frequent numbers and statistics, and dates 

(percentages may show up either way depending on other 

rules). [Caveat 1: Much fiction uses words for all numbers as 
this speeds the reading. Caveat  
 

2.   For numbers with several zeros, it facilitates rapid reading 
to write something like this: “20 million” or “37 gazillion. 
 

Spell out numbers under 11 and any number at 

the beginning of a sentence. This may call for 
revising a sentence. For example, instead of 

writing, “1965 brought a monumental flood,” 
change to, “In 1965, we suffered a monumental 

flood.”  

 

[Caveat 3.  I know of at least one publication 

that actually prefers that dates be in words, 

such as “nineteen sixty-five,” whether at the 
beginning of a sentence or not.] 

 

The important thing is to polish your manuscript to the best of 
your ability, have a trusted reader or two to check it for you, and 

submit it to a publisher! I’ve never heard of a talent scout knock-
ing on the door of a beginning writer and asking, “May I please 

search through all your old writing drafts to see if there’s any-

thing we’d like to publish?” 
 

And don’t let numb fingers keep you from clicking the “send” 

button to your prospective publisher. 
 

– 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: Numbed by Numbers 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 
Dave Ciambrone 
512-864-9373 
mysterywriter5@msn.com 
 

Vice President 
Joan Hall 

512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

Corresponding Secretary  
and Historian 
Janet Kilgore,  
512-3317204 
janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com  

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

Program Coordinator 
Sylvia Dickey Smith 
512-240-5505 
sds@suddenlink.com 
 

Membership dues $25.00 
Carol Menchu 

181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX  78628 

 

Writers’ Liaison 
Joan Hall 
512-869-1833 
JMUHall@aol.com 

 

Member at Large 
D J Heinrich 
dj@redbarronconecpts.com 

 

Resident Agent 
Roger Busfield, Jr 
512-930-1396 
busfield@suddenlink.net 

 

Newsletter  
Carol Menchu, editor 
181 Young Ranch Rd 
Georgetown TX 78628 
254-493-6224 
thirdgate@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:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:janet-kilgore@austin.rr.com
mailto:shnard@suddenlink.net
mailto:JMUHall@aol.com
mailto:busfield@cox-internet.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© 
 

Epitaph & Epithet confusion 
 

Confusing these words can cause serious miscommunication 

 

• An epitaph is an inscription (as on a gravestone) in memory of a deceased person. 

 

• An epithet is term used to characterize a person or thing; an abusive word or phrase. 

 

When a hard-of-hearing widow bought a fancy tombstone for her deceased husband, the stonecutter asked, “Shall I carve an 
epitaph on it?” 

 

“Heavens, no!” she answered. “Just because I called him some choice epithets when he made me mad doesn’t mean I want 
’em in print throughout eternity!” 

 
A bigot spray-painted ugly epithets about Joe on his house. After an uneducated friend called the local newspaper to report 

“epitaphs” all over Joe’s walls, the evening headlines reported the event as a murder. 

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 

 


