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October Workshop Cancelled; it will not be rescheduled 

Spin a Tale . . . Write a Story 
Three Critical Elements that  

             Take Your Writing to the Next Level 
 

My father, the elder storyteller in my family, knew how to spin a droll tale. In the telling, he 
taught by example that the real pleasure was not in the impeccable logic of it all, but in the 
telling, and in the enjoyment his listeners shared in the spin-
ning. Perhaps in the process, he knew we might accidently 
learn something.  
 
I think we all know at some level that good storytelling exists in 
a world outside of formal structural elements of literature. 
That it has intangible aspects, like a haunting melody or an 
enticing fragrance. It exists in imaginary worlds we know well.  
 
We also know that in its simplest form, storytelling involves 
three things: a beginning, a middle and an end. Unfortunately 
this doesn’t always offer us much tangible help. We start. We 
continue. Then we wrap it up. 
 
But how can we do it better? 
 
In Spin A Tale, Tell A Story, we will explore three key elements that fuel the magic of story. 
The elements roughly correspond to each of the three acts in a play—this same beginning, 
middle and end. These techniques won’t solve all our problems, but if all goes well, it 
should give us some fairly specific ways to implement and improve our writing. 

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith was born in Orange, Texas, and grew up in a colorful Scots-Irish 

family in the midst of a Cajun culture. At seventeen, she married a preacher and assumed 
the role of a pastor’s wife for the next twenty-eight years, six of which were spent over-
seas as missionaries. Her curiosity about the world took on new dimensions when she 
moved to the Caribbean island nation of Trinidad & Tobago. Awed by the differences in 
customs and cultures, particularly as they related to West Indian women, set her on a 
journey of study and self-discovery. 
 
Back in the U.S. at 40, she started college and didn’t stop until she earned a B.A. in sociol-
ogy with a concentration in women’s studies and a masters degree in counseling. After-
wards, her life took a different turn when she struck out on her own as a single mother, 
working in the field of human services. 
 
An advocate for women, her writing features those who recreate themselves into the peo-
ple they want to be, strong women who take charge of their lives and get things done. The 
stories dwell on the wondrous twists and turns of human behavior rooted in her back-
ground as a psychotherapist. 
 
 Sylvia co-founded and teaches at the Georgetown Library Writers College. She retains 
membership in Mystery Writers of America, Sisters in Crime, National Federation of 
Press Women, and the Historical Novel Society. As a way to give back, she founded Blog 
Talk Radio’s, Writing Strong Women and conducts weekly interviews with other authors. 
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The September 6, 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 Diane and Jim Twilley, 

Therese Parsons, and Joyce and Mike Gullickson, as well as 

returning visitor Anne Miller and her daughter, Cece. 

Minutes for the August 2, 2012 meeting were accepted as 
submitted. 
 

Kayla Marnach’s Treasurer’s Report was accepted. 
 

WELCOME NEW MEMBERS:  

 

OLD BUSINESS: The October Workshop has been cancelled, 
and the October meeting will take place at the previously sched-
uled time.  

 

The Christmas Party is still scheduled at the Berry Creek 

Country Club. Party Committee members are Joan Hall, Janet 

Kilgore, Suzy Miller, and Jeanell Bolton.  

 

If you have already registered for the Workshop, you may get 

a refund or apply your fee to your 2013 membership dues. 

Contact Kayla Marnach for further information. 

 

NEW BUSINESS: The slate of officers for 2013 was an-

nounced: President, Janet Kilgore; Vice President, Joan Hall; 

Secretary, Bill Russeth; and Treasurer, Kayla Marnach. The 
officers will be voted on at the November meeting. 
   

Dave Ciambrone announced that in of an emergency, we 

should use the phone in the meeting room to call 911 and not 

our cell phones. Help will be dispatched much more quickly.  

 

The Georgetown Poetry Festival will be 10/5-7 at the library. 
 

The Austin International Poetry Festival will be 9/27-30. 
 

Mermaids Fest is 10/6. 
 

Jane Thompson’s book, Reboot is out Ross Carnes designed 
the cover. 
 

Gary Clark’s YA novel made the quarter-finals in the Ama-
zon.com competition. Dance of the Bullrider has been picked up 

and will be out in 2013. 
 

Wayne Dawson said Steve Anderson Love of the Houston Writ-
ers Guild sent his manuscript to TOR, and it is being considered.  

 

Janet Kilgore announced her new website http:/
janetkilgore.com and her blog, The Soapbox. 

 

Sylvia Dickey Smith will be the speaker in October; Mike Ker-

bey will speak in November; December will be the Christmas 

Party. 
 

Carol Menchu introduced our very special speaker, Thom the 

World Poet. 
 

Dave Ciambrone adjourned the meeting at 8:20 p.m. 
 

Respectfully submitted  

Janet Kilgore, Secretary 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
  

  

  

November Mike Kearby on westerns for young adults 

December Party 

  

September 2012 Minutes 

Address change: 

 

I had a nice visit with Lois Parker, 
one of the original members of 

SGWL for those of you who don’t 
know her . . . . 

 

Lois has moved to the wild and 
wooley pine forests of Rociada, 
New Mexico with her daughter. 

 

 She tells me the pines remind 
her of her childhood and that she 
has become an avid bird watcher 
(including the itinerant squirrel). 

 

Lois is having a good time there, 
and thoroughly enjoys 
the stair elevator that 
takes her up and 

down the stairs to the second 
floor of their condo. 

 

Ride’em Cowgirl !!! 

 

Lois Parker  
P O Box 967 
Rociada NM 87742-0967 
505-425-9269 

 

Deadline is  

  ONE WEEK  

    

 
 

after a meeting. 
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President’s Words 

A Slate of Officers . . . Has been presented for 

consideration for 2013.  These will be voted on in 
November at the regular meeting. 

 
Anyone caring to run for one of these voted-in offi-
cers is welcome to step forward 
and announce their candidacy. 
 
 
 

 

For — 

 

President—Janet Kilgore 
Vice President—Joan Upton Hall 

Secretary—William (Bill) Russeth 
Treasurer—Kayla Marnach 

NOTE  I think the original author of this was Cristine Grace 
but I’m not sure. I added a few touches here and there as 

well. 

 

Jump-Start Your Creativity 

 

Having writer's block in the middle of your story? You know, the 

sagging center problem. Or just don't know where to begin? 

You look at your computer screen and it has the title and 
NOTHING else and your mind is as blank as the screen. I have. 

Sometimes you need to do something different to start the 
creativity pumping through your brain. And often it's something 

really simple that does the trick. 

 

Try one — or all — of these ideas: 
 

1.  Take a break and do something creative that isn't writ-

ing — cook, paint, work in the garden, 

color in a coloring book, put together a 
model, do beading, sketch something, 

watch a movie. Sometimes one kind of 
creativity sparks another. 

2.  Keep a notebook with you at all 

times to jot down ideas throughout 

the day. Sometimes the best story 
ideas come when you're eating lunch 
or riding the bus home from work. Cut 

pictures out of magazines of possible 

heroes and heroines, clothing styles, 
furniture, kitchens, houses, etc. Once you get a visual of 

these characters, where and how they live, then you can 
begin writing about them. 

3.  Can't start at the beginning? Start at the end! If you've 

got a killer ending idea for a novel, work backward! Once 
you write your ending, then ask yourself what you need to 

say prior to that ending in order to get to that point. You 
can also start in the middle and work forward or backward. 

4.  Read, read, read! When reading books you like, jot down 
what you like about them. (For example, this made me cry; I 

can really relate to that.) Ask yourself, "Why was this book 
bought by an editor and published?" When you know what 

you like as a reader, you can become a better writer. You 

can choose from all kinds of great romance novels at Buy 
Books. 

5. Take away the mental roadblock of "I can't." We all know 

the reasons why we can't write — we're too busy, not crea-
tive enough, etc. Write down 10 reasons why you can 

write. For if you think you can, know you can, you will. 
6. Do something childish. Children are naturally creative, 

and when we get older we lose some of that spontaneous crea-
tivity because we're so bogged down by reality. Get in touch with 

that creative child — play on a swing set, finger paint, cut the 
sandwich you made into four neat little squares. 
7. Reward yourself. Set a realistic goal, such as five pages a 
week. If you make your goal, give yourself a small reward — 

some chocolate, a new cooking gadget, some perfume. We 
spend an awful lot of time punishing ourselves for not doing 

what we should, why shouldn't we reward ourselves, too? Writ-

ing is a lot more fun if there's a treat at the end of it! 
8. Write it, even if you think it's terri-

ble. Don't prevent yourself from jotting 
down a word, phrase, or paragraph just 

because it "isn't quite right" or "it won't 

work." Maybe it will, maybe it won't, but it's 
better to write it down — you can always 

edit later. And you don't want to stop your-
self before you even get started! The point 

isn't to use everything you write. You can't 

be expected to pop out perfect prose your 
first time out! Write now, edit later. 
9. Observe people and situations 

around you throughout the day and ask 

yourself, "What if?" For example, if you see a woman gazing 
longingly into a jewelry store window, ask yourself, "What if once 

upon a time she was so rich that she could buy those diamond 

earrings 10 times over but now she's so poor she can't even 
buy a dime-store pair?" Then ask yourself more questions, like, 

"Well, how did she go from being rich to poor?" or "What could 
she do to become rich again?" The next thing you know, you've 

created a story! 
10. Can you write a chapter but not a whole book? Then 

write a bunch of chapters — even if they don't  
       fit together perfectly right now. You can rear 

       range them and work on transitions later. 

http://store.eharlequin.com/stores/harl/t1_home.jhtml
http://store.eharlequin.com/stores/harl/t1_home.jhtml
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The Key by Helen Nardecchia 

How many times have we heard,  
      “Where are my keys?”   

 

Keys to what—the car, the basement, the garage, or the shed?  

Of course, there is always “the key to my heart,” and “the key to 

the story is . . .” But, this tale is about a key to a house.  

 

About a month ago, we visited our son and his family to view 

their newly built two-story home in Houston.  It’s a gorgeous 
brick home with a long-railing front porch 

and dark green shudders.  The kind of 
home that takes on more charm and mys-

tery as it grows older.  The low attic door 

in the bedroom signified mystery already, 
and a creepy tale of mummies and 

ghosts crossed my mind as I dressed for 
the day. 
 

While assembling the bedcovers, my son 
came into the room and handed me a key.  

“This is a key to the backdoor, Mom,” he 

said.  “Keep it in a safe place for when you 
and Dad visit and we aren’t here.” 

 

I stood staring at the key for a few minutes, wondering, I sup-
pose, where to put it.  My key chain was the first place I thought 

of, but that was downstairs in my purse.  I’ll do that later, I 
thought.  So, the key went down, but where, I couldn’t remem-

ber. 
 

I looked for weeks, after we returned home, in every possible 

carrying case I had with me, and then, looked again in every 

possible carrying case I had with me, and then again and again, 

until I finally determined that it was left at their house some-
where in the bedroom.  It probably was on the floor under 

the bed. 
 

But, how could I call my son and say, “I lost the key to your 

house?” 

 

No, I couldn’t do that.  What would he think of me?  My Mom is 

so irresponsible! 

 

So, I decided to leave it to the “big guy,” 

upstairs, who I think likes me since he has 
helped me out of so many other scrapes.   

And again, he came through. 
 

One afternoon, a week or so after we 

came home,  I decided to read a book that 

had accompanied me to Houston.  I re-
membered placing it in a manila envelope 

to keep it clean since it was a special book 
my neighbor had written.  As I dropped 

the book out of the envelope onto the bed - 

out came the key.  I wanted to celebrate! 

 

With eyes lifted up and a hand clutching the key, I thanked the 

higher power, and immediately put it on my already crowded 
key chain.  Rewards and blessings come in small doses.  

 

Life’s Like That   
 

 

 

  A geometric aesthetic 
  we see in the tilt of Kate’s hat. 

  For awhile we feared, if not properly steered, 
  it would slide to a fall just like that! 

 

  Whether red, blue, or white, 
  whether national meeting or chat, 

  sans comment or clue, but with bow not a few, 
  that saucical style stays pat. 

 

We can know now ‘twas right 
(from across ocean’s might) — the demure 

British bride had taken good aim when she eyed 
which style would set her off sure. 

 

Both sweet and discreet, 
her new Ladyship carries it off, 

she’s undoubtedly smart as to high a la carte, 
so our hats we’ll happily doff. 

Her Ladyship’s Hat By Lois Parker 
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Having the Ladies for Lunch by Jane Thompson 

The three African-American ladies, all in their sixties, were 

dressed in their best. They wore sensible shoes, their best 
dresses, little hats with veils, and white cotton gloves as they 

walked from the bus stop up the tree-shaded walk to our house 
that hot Saturday afternoon in the early 1960s. The neighbors 

stared in true astonishment from their porches and as they 

watered their lawns. 
 

My great-grandfather owned a big horse farm in Kentucky dur-

ing the Civil War. He handled the war in a practical way; he was 
in a border area and whenever either army threatened he had 

his slaves move the horses to the woods, then swore that the 
last troop through had taken his horses 

and his slaves had run off. He made it 

through the war with horses and slaves 
intact. At the war’s end, he told his slaves 

they were free to go, but if they wanted to 
stay they could work for room and board; 

he would pay wages when he was able. 

They mostly stayed; the farm was their 
home, too. 
 

My grandmother was born in 1876. Her 
nannies were black; she was taught to 

cook truly Southern dishes and to sew 
beautifully by former slaves. She didn’t get 

much formal education, after all, she was 

female and this was Kentucky, whose 
Board of Education had a motto: “Thank 

God for Arkansas!” She got three months of schooling for six 
years and basically learned to read, write, and cipher. She also 

imbibed the prevailing idea that blacks were inherently inferior; 

no white person who owned slaves could believe otherwise, for 
how could he or she own human beings as slaves unless he or 

she harbored that belief? And, of course, she learned the steps 
to the intricate social caste system of blacks and whites.  

 

But she also learned to be a gracious Southern lady. That en-
tailed treating everyone, black or white, with courtesy and in 

accordance with the golden rule. She continued her education 

on her own the rest of her life, through reading and keeping up 
with events. And she learned tremendous life lessons. When 

she was sixteen, she eloped with a charming man who prom-
ised her the moon but gave her a sod hut on the spare Okla-

homa plains, three children, and grief. He taught her, through 

necessity, to rely on herself when women were supposed to 

depend on a man; to stand on her own two feet and support 
her children herself. Later she married another man who gave 

her five more children and uncertainty. Again, she was respon-
sible for herself and the children. And, of course, she developed 

a great sense of humor about the vagaries of life. 
 

My grandmother learned to depend on other women for love 

and support. She had a tremendous circle of women friends 

and loyal customers; and she never lost a daughter-in-law. If her 
son was foolish enough to divorce his wife, that didn’t mean that 

she had to cut off relations with a woman she had learned to 
love. When one of her sons died, his widow 

brought her betrothed to Mary before she 

remarried; she wasn’t about to take the 
plunge without my grandmother’s approval 

of her chosen.  

 

In the 60s the Civil Rights Revolution began. 

My grandmother followed it closely in the 
newspaper and it made her think. By now 

she was 85; a little old to be changing her 

attitudes, one might believe. But change 
them she did. She discussed the issues 

with my father and mother and began to 
believe that the ideas she was raised with 

in the last century were not right. And she 

felt that she had wronged people. 

 

In the teens and twenties, Mary Thompson 

owned a shop in Oklahoma City where anyone who was anybody 
came to have her clothes made. My grandmother employed 

three black women who sewed with her to keep up with the 
demand. She felt that she had paid them the prevailing wage 

and treated them fairly but--following the social customs of the 

time, she always ate lunch separately from her employees. Now 
she felt guilty about treating them so badly.  

 

She told my mother she had to make it up to them. She wrote 
each of them a note inviting them and we had the ladies to 

lunch--long before it was customary to invite African-Americans 
to one’s home socially. The neighbors were agog. But my grand-

mother felt much better; she felt that she had righted a wrong 

she had done her employees. Not much of a step in the Civil 
Rights Revolution--or was it? 
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The Buzz by s Martin Shelton 

I heard that familiar and terrifying buzz before I saw 

the coiled and ready-to-strike diamondback about a foot from 

my left leg.  Its camouflaged design and coloring blended closely 
to the sagebrush background.   I froze.  I was stuck.  To move in 

any direction would cause that venomous serpent to strike. 

 

I was hiking on a narrow winding trail in the Davis Mountains 

north of Alpine, Texas looking for a spot to photograph the up-

coming sunset. A few moments ago, I’d frightened a jack rabbit 
that scooted into to the underbrush. 

 

With beads of sweat dripping off my head and neck, and my 
heart racing, I tried to devise an injury-free escape plan.   Unex-

pectedly, I heard this high squeaky voice, “You dumb jackass.  
You spooked that jack that I was counting on for dinner.  Just 

how dunderheaded are you?   I ought to get the ASPCA on your 

butt.” 

 

“What the…?  I looked about and saw no one.  “Who’s speak-

ing?”  I shouted. 
 

“Look down here by your foot, you nincompoop.  It’s me, Ms. 

Diamondback, that’s trying to get your attention, and who is 
about to send you to the hospital—if you make it.” 

 

What’s happening?  I swirled around again and saw nobody.  
“Madam, whoever you are, please show yourself.”  This does not 

make sense.  Rattlesnakes do not talk. 

 

“It’s me OK.  In addition, I’m not speaking. I am sending you mes-

sages en clair via the diamondback telepathy network.  Now, 
get with it.” 

 

This is just not happening.  I must have entered a wormhole and 
am in a parallel universe. 
 

 “Taint so, birdbrain.  You’re right here on terra firma and, man, 
I’m getting pissed.  I’ve waited three days for dinner and I’m 

hungry.  Listen up, dumbass, last spring I had a tryst with that 

handsome fellow up the trail, and I’ve got nine young ones on 
the way.  How am I gonna feed them without that jack?” 
 

Resolved to the absurdity in this scenario, I said cautiously, “Ms. 
Diamondback, my sincere apologies for spooking your dinner. 

Here’s a deal.  I’ll find a jack rabbit.  Shoot it.  And bring it back 
to you.  How’s that for a plan?” 

 

“That’s no damn good, addlebrain.  I’ll not swallow your buck-
shot and get lead poisoning.  I gotta kill it to eat it.” 

“Well, what do you suggest, Ms. Diamondback?  Got any 

ideas?” 

 

 “ Yeah.”  She raised her head a bit.  “I’m gonna strike you 

‘cause I don’t like your looks, and the world’s got too many igno-
ramuses as you are anyway. Stand by while I figure where I’m 

gonna hit on your cadaverous body.” 

 

Carefully, I’d been moving my right hand to the holster on my 

hip.  While she was  fuming, swinging her deadly head back and 
forth, and increasing the buzzing to peak pitch, I drew my Smith 

and Wesson 38 special and blew the head off that smart-ass 

serpent.  I don’t cotton to diamondbacks in any way and espe-
cially not to those that mess up my afternoon.  Smugly proud of 

myself for evading yet another crisis, I failed to notice that the 
nine little diamondbacks in her womb had spilled on the desert 

floor. 
 

I heard that voice again, this time in echoes, “We know what 

you did.  We know who you are.  And we’re gonna get you! 

“Ross’s friends were astonished at his gullibility. 
He once told me, “I asked Lardner the other day 
how he writes his short stories, and he said he 
wrote a few widely separated words or phrases 

on a piece of paper and then went back and 
filled in the spaces.”   
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Dad and the Cat by Gary Clark  

My little brother and I knew what the consequences would 

be, but for some reason that we still don’t understand, that 
morning we were prepared to take the risk. Because, you throw 

a cat into a hot shower with a man with an attitude and there’s 
no telling what’s going to come out. But we were just kids, bul-

letproof kids, and on that Saturday morning it just seemed like 

the thing to do. 
 

Billy carried the cat. I held the handle to the shower door. 

The blasted cat heard the water running and it started looking 
a little nervous and its claws came out, so we had to act quick.  

 

Billy nodded at me. I jerked the door open. He flung the cat 
into the hot water down by the drain.  

 

Dad hollered at us, “Close that dang door!”   

 

“You got it, old man!”  And I slammed the shower door just 

like he told me to. 
 

Then in total shock, Dad and the cat stood 

frozen, eyes locked on eyes, slack jawed and 
bug eyed.  It took a couple of seconds for them 

to shake the shock of what had just happened 
out of their heads, and I don’t remember 

which one of them yelled first but whichever it 

was, the other one picked up the tune real 
quick. 

 

Yowling and cursing echoed throughout 
the upstairs of our house. Me and Billy could-

n’t really make out exactly what was going on 
in there because of all the steam frost on the 

glass. But what we could see was the shadow 

of the cat taking three leaps up dad’s front 
side, digging it’s razor sharp claws deep in his 

legs, belly and chest, with each jump.  

 

Then they came face to face. The cat 

yowled and dad yelled, and for all the world to see and hear, it 
looked and sounded like a shovel full of baby ducks and bucket 

of river rocks had been dumped into a Briggs and Stratton ce-

ment mixer. Straining to see through the steamed up glass, we 
could only make out the shadows of hairy arms and legs flailing 

wildly inside that shower. The cat took one final leap and 
perched on top of Dad’s bald head like a cheap fur hat.  

 

That cat buried his front claws somewhere between Dad’s 
eyebrows and his forehead. His hind claws were dug into that 

huge bald space on the back of his head. Dad reached up and 

grabbed the cat around the middle, and every time he tried to 
push the cat off his head, the hysterical cat dug it’s claws 

deeper into Dad’s scalp.  

 

They finally burst out of the shower door and nearly flattened 

Billy and me as they flew past us, screaming and yowling. I 
caught a glimpse of them as they ran past us, and it was the 

funniest dang thing I’ve ever seen. There was poor ol’ Dad, na-
ked, wet, and all soaped up with a wet cat perched on top of his 

head.  

 

The cat looked like some surreal hood ornament up there. 

Its head was stretched straight out in front, and its tail flapped 

in the breeze behind them. Every time dad pushed up on the cat 
to shove it off his head, the cat’s death grip on his scalp pulled 

Dad’s eyes open so wide we thought they would pop out of their 
sockets.  

 

They streaked down the upstairs hall leaving a comet’s trail 
of bubbles, wet soapy footprints and expletives too bold to 

share.   The cat’s siren-like yowling alerted everyone in the 

neighborhood that Armageddon had just begun.  
Sprinting down the hallway, Dad attempted a 

sharp right turn into the bedroom, but the 
combination of freshly waxed floor, wet, soapy 

feet and inertia left him without enough trac-

tion to navigate the turn. His feet spun like 
worn tires on an icy road until he and the cat 

finally hit the floor with a great bouncing plop.  

 

The crash knocked the cat to loose, and while 

dad spun out of control in one direction, the 
cat, jumping to its feet, slipped and slid across 

the floor in the opposite direction in a full tail 

tucked, advanced cat escape tactic. 

 

Me and Billy spent the next two weeks at 

Granny and Papa’s house. That was kind of 
dad’s way of banishing us to a deserted island 

for punishment, but Papa made us tell the 
story over and over, and he shook all over 

when he laughed.  

 

But, was it worth it?   

 

It was! 

 

Did we ever do it again?   

 

Nope.  

 

Because once you’ve seen a naked man loping down the 

upstairs hallway with a cat clamped to the top of his head, 
you’re glad for the experience, but you never want to see it 

again. 
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Blown Away by Janet Kilgore 

From: The Years With Ross by James Thurber 

James Grover Thurber (December 8, 

1894 – November 2, 1961) was an American author, 

cartoonist and celebrated wit. 

Thurber was best known for his 
cartoons and short stories, pub-

lished mainly in The New Yorker 
magazine then collected in his 

numerous books. One of the 

most popular humorists of his 
time, Thurber celebrated the 

comic frustrations and eccen-
tricities of ordinary people. 
 

Uniquely among major American 
literary figures, he became equally 

well known for his simple, surreal-

istic drawings and cartoons. Both 
his skills were helped along by the 

support of, and collaboration with, fellow New Yorker staff 

member E. B. White, who insisted that Thurber's sketches 
could stand on their own as artistic expressions. Thurber would 

go on to draw six covers and numerous classic illustrations for 
The New Yorker. 
 

Many of his short stories are humorous fictional memoirs from 
his life, but he also wrote darker material, such as "The Whip-

Poor-Will," a story of madness and murder. His best-known 

short stories are "The Dog That Bit People" and "The Night the 
Bed Fell"; they can be found in My Life and Hard Times, the 

creative mix of autobiography and fiction which was his "break-
out" book. Among his other classics are "The Secret Life of Wal-

ter Mitty", "The Catbird Seat", "A Couple of Hamburgers", "The 

Greatest Man in the World" and "If Grant Had Been Drinking at 
Appomattox". The Middle-Aged Man on the Flying Trapeze has 

several short stories with a tense undercurrent of marital dis-
cord. The book was published the year of his divorce and remar-

riage. 

I’ve been writing a long time. I used to type up original 

scripts for “The Man From U.N.C.L.E.” on my Royal portable 

typewriter. There are a number of giveaways in the previous 
sentence showing how long ago that was. Over the intervening 

years, I’ve written business letters, software user documenta-

tion, newspaper and magazine articles, short stories, and even 
a paean to Benbrook, Texas, that came close to qualifying as 

fiction. The one genre I’ve studiously avoided is poetry. 

 

I am not a poet. (Picture Richard Nixon striking a pose before 

boarding the Marine One helicopter to oblivion.) It’s true. When-
ever I’ve tried, forced by optimistic English teachers who until 

they ran into me thought there was a poet in everyone, I failed 

dismally. No Robert Frost nor Paul Simon am I, nor even a Dr. 
Seuss. My poetry most closely resembles limericks and the 

graffiti I remember in the ladies’ restroom at the House of Pizza 
in Ft. Worth. 
 

I always had a hard time understanding and interpreting poetry, 
too. It never said to me what it was supposed to say. A poem, 

supposedly a statement on the condition of humankind, to me 

was a commentary on fishing out of season in Bexar County. I 
dreaded each year when my teacher’s fancy turned to poetry. 

The poetry test always screwed up my average. 

 

Therefore, it was with resignation I approached last week’s 

meeting of the San Gabriel Writers League.  Our speaker, a 
poet. I had to be there to take the minutes, so I couldn’t plead a 

24-hour case of bubonic plague. I went, determined to make 

the most of it and just wait for the bell to ring—er, I mean, wait 
for the meeting to be over. 
 

Instead, I was blown away by Thom Woodruff, aka Spirit Thom, 
aka Thom World Poet, a somewhat less-than-sane Aussie who 

proceeded to tear down all my preconceptions about poetry 
and replace them with a new admiration for those who can put 

words together in that special way. Before I could hide behind 

my dignity, I was mimicking his gestures and repeating after 
him like a Moonie at a revival. It was fun, and more than that, I 

understood most of his poetry. It is cogent, clever, thought-

provoking, and liberating. 
 

Thom writes and performs his poetry.  In another time, he 

would be the storyteller, relating tales worth remembering by 

firelight, holding his audience in the palm of his hand. The lucky 
attendees at our meeting were just as rapt, sitting with eyes 

wide, mouths slightly agape, laughing, gasping, and applauding.  
No wonder he’s also known as Thom the Circus. 

 

This wasn’t exactly my first literary rodeo. Yet I was blown away, 
totally, by this one man’s poetry. If you get a chance to see and 

hear him, drop everything, put the hamburger meat back in the 

fridge, and get there as fast as your little feet will go. He’s a 
must-see, can’t-miss fandango. 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

http://thomworldpoet.blogspot.com/p/thoms-cv.html 

 
 

 
 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Americans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Author
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cartoonist
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wit
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gag_cartoon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Short_story
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_New_Yorker
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_humorists
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._B._White
http://english.glendale.cc.ca.us/bedfell.html
http://english.glendale.cc.ca.us/bedfell.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Secret_Life_of_Walter_Mitty
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Secret_Life_of_Walter_Mitty
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ulysses_S._Grant
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Appomattox_Court_House_National_Historical_Park
http://thomworldpoet.blogspot.com/p/thoms-cv.html
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There’s Jews in Texas ? by Debra L. Winegarten   (2/2) 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

Winner of Poetica Magazine’s 2011 chapbook 
contest. 

 

Paperback and e-book versions available;  

Www.sociosights.com 
Or 

mail check or money order for $13 (includes shipping to:  

Debra Winegarten                                                                                                                                                                                                        
1402 Crestwood Road                                                                                   

Austin TX  78722 

 

512.789.5491—Email:  sociosight@aol.com 

 

Debra is available for public speaking engagements     

I suspect you all can point to recent books you've read where it 

was impossible to find a stopping place. This is good and bad. 
It's good because it means the story has pulled you in and you 

want to keep reading to find out what happens next. The char-
acters have become your friends and you're reluctant to say 

goodnight. But, such a book is bad because most are too long 

to be read in one sitting. We have to stop reading and put the 
book aside for a while to go on with our real life, be it eating, 

sleeping, or carting children to and fro. 

 

Being retired, I have the privilege of reading during the day, but 

for years the only time I could read a novel was after I was in 
bed. The imaginary world and people in the stories helped me 

clear my mind of the day's problems so that I could relax and a 

fall asleep. A good book, however, had the opposite effect. I 
could get involved in the story and not want to put it down. And, 

when I did, my mind played around with what would happen 
next, or how did the author grab my attention the way she did.  

 

My wife reads to the end of a chapter before stopping. Some of 
the books I read don't allow for that. For example, chapters in 

Kathy Reich's Temperance Brennan novels nearly always end 

with a cliffhanger making it the most difficult place to stop. I 
read mostly on a Kindle, so it is easy to stop anywhere. When I 

go back to it, Kindle opens where you left off. 

 

So, cliffhangers at the end of a chapters keeps me reading. 

What else can writers do? 

 

When I was studying novel writing techniques, I learned about 

scenes and scene goals. I was taught that the protagonist must 
never achieve the scene goal. That seemed wrong. I wanted my 

characters to be happy. I wanted them to succeed. I didn't want 

them to keep bumping their heads against a brick wall. My in-
structor told me I must live a happy life with no conflicts. She 

said such a story would be boring. 

 

In real life we tend to want to stay in our safe place. We seldom 
go where we are uncomfortable. But, reading novels is a way to 

escape, to get outside of ourselves and experience what's out in 

the world. If our character is facing a major hurdle, or could 
possibly be hurt, it is like watching a scary movie with one eye 

covered. We, the reader, want to know what happens next, but 
it is still hard to do. Curiosity wins and we keep reading.  

 

Another plotting techniques is The Hero's Journey. This is a 
technique proposed by Joseph Campbell. I won't attempt to 

explain it here, but there is a wealth of information available on 

it and how to apply it to modern novels. However, using this 
approach is an effective way to keep your readers turning 

pages. 
 

The latest technique I've studied is based on a screen writing 

method developed by Blake Snyder and published in his Save 
the Cat series of books. He proposes fifteen beats from the 

beginning to end with the first being the Opening Image and the 

last the Closing Image. In between, there are beats with such 
interesting names as Set Up, Catalyst, Debate, Fun and Games, 

Bad Guys Close In, and All is Lost. This plotting method not only 
provides an organization to help writers remember to include 

numerous ups and downs on the way to the story goal, it also 

provides a formula for how many pages you should allow per 
beat. 
 

Whatever method you use, 
don't forget to make your 

reader uncomfortable. For 
some reason that seems to 

keep them reading. 

Writing Novels: Keeping Readers Reading By Sidney W. Frost 
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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  
 

 

– Doc Joan 

 --------- 
Have a question to share in this column? Email 

me at: jmuHall@aol.com with “Ask the Book Doc-
tor” as your subject line. If you want to remain 

anonymous, I’ll address you by whatever pseudo-

nym 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: Anorexic Writing by Joan Upton Hall 

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. 

mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:JmuHall@aol.com
mailto:marylynn@mstafford.net
mailto:iwritecozies@gmail.com
mailto:rosscarnes@hotmail.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© 
 

CONFUSING WORDS—Shone / Shined 
 

Frequently mixed up depending on whether its past tense is transitive  (has a direct object to receive 
the action) or intransitive (does not have a direct object) 
 
• Shined (past tense/ transi- tive) – Amy shined the silver.  (has a 
direct object) 
• Shone (past tense/ intransitive) – The silver shone from her effort. (no direct ob-
ject) 
• Shhined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his car to a high polish. (has a direct object) 
 
• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – The moon shone brightly. (no direct object) 
• Shined (past tense/transitive) – Bob shined his flashlight at the house.  (has a direct object) 
• Shone (past tense/intransitive) – From the window, a mysterious light shone back. (no direct object) 

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

     

 Do demons bedevil your writing? Similar, confusing words? Grammar, punctuation, or capitalization rules? “The Demystifier” wi ll 

clear up the mystery (primary reference unless otherwise noted: Garner, Bryan A. Dictionary of Modern American Usage. N.Y.: 
Oxford University Press). Address questions and comments to freelance editor, Joan Upton Hall at: jmuHall@aol.com. More 

problems like the one above are demystified in the booklet, 50 Writers’ Tips.  
Find a few of them at http://www.joanuptonhall.com/books.htm.  

    181 Young Ranch Road          
    Georgetown TX  78628 

 


