
March 2006                                                                                                 P.O. BOX 1113, Hayden, Idaho 83835

COEUR d’ALENE
IWL MEETINGS:

   March 8   Jewett House
   9:00 A.P. to Noon
   Program: Cheryl-Anne Millsap,
   Spokesman-Review Columnist.
   Refreshments: Wendy Carroll
   Refreshments: Valerie Mandiloff

   March 16 Lutheran Church
   4800 Ramsey Rd
   6:30 to 9:30 P.M.
   Program: To be announced
   Refreshments: Dot Clark
   Refreshments: Wes Hanson

                  ********
         March Birthdays:

    3/02   Betty Rohrscheib
    3/19  Mary Claudson
    3/20  Stephanie Rainbow
              Lightning Elk
    3/22   Patrick E. Adair
    3/27  James D. Hamilton
    3/30  James Turner

                  ********

       Refreshment Volunteers:

  If you would like to help in April
  2006, please contact Barbara
  Rostad, Hospitality Chair: (208)
  777-1030.  We will need extra
  refreshments for our special May,
  2006, night meeting.

Cheryl-Anne Millsap works for the Spokesman Review in Spokane,
Washington, writing two weekly columns along with other features. She writes
Monday’s Home Planet and Tuesday’s Treasure Hunt columns.

In 1999, Cheryl-Anne moved to
Spokane and began working for the Spokesman
Review as a freelance writer out of her home.
During the years she worked as a freelance
writer, she had one of the highest by-line counts
at the paper. It wasn’t until she joined the
newspaper staff in March of 2005 that she came
to appreciate what an accomplishment that was.
In addition to her columns, she is the Home and
Garden staff writer.

This mother of four children has
achieved other successes besides her writing.
She has been a photographer specializing in
black and white hand-tinted portraits. She
owned an accessory design business and created
jewelry for upscale boutiques across the Southeast. She was also an antiques
dealer for more than ten years.

Freelance writers often ask Cheryl-Anne about working as newspaper
correspondents. While giving them encouragement, she finds that many times
these writers fail to meet expectations. They aren’t familiar with the Associated
Press style, cannot meet deadlines, or have poor writing skills. Newspapers have
limited staff which creates a marketplace for hard-working freelance writers.

Join us at our next day meeting on March 8th at 9:00 am to learn about
what freelance writers need to be successful with local newspapers. The jobs are
available and knowing what editors require can help you overcome their wariness
because of experiences with poor writers.

Local Newspaper Columnist
to Speak

at March Meeting
by David E. Hibberd
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The Art of Critiquing
submitted by Mary Smith

PART I of II

When critiquing a piece of writing, consider the following
elements:

You may find it easier to put your critiques into the headings
below, and give your views on each topic. Some members
prefer to break the story down into parts and refer to each
element in the story that they feel needs further work.

What can be problematic is when a member writes about
how the story has affected them personally and/or offers
praise. Although praise and sentiment are very worthwhile
they are not what a writer needs most when trying to “polish”
their work to perfection. In the end, it is ultimately whatever
you are most comfortable with, but at all times consider what
would you most want for feedback on your writing.

CHARACTERIZATION:
Do the characters seem real with depth and emotion, or are
they recognizable stereotypes? Are the motives of the
characters understandable and logical to the story? Are the
good guy(s) likeable and the bad guy(s) really bad?

The characters are very important to any story and they must
be believable. There is room in any critique for
characterization.

DIALOGUE:
Does the dialogue seem realistic? Can the reader imagine
real people talking as the characters do?

SETTING:
If the story is, for example, about the rich and famous, details
of wealth must be included. If about poor people, the reader
has to see that they are poor. Is there atmosphere in the story
allowing the reader to experience what the characters
experience? Can the reader imagine the location around the
characters clearly?

POINT OF VIEW:
Is the POV first or third person? If it is third person, is the
narrator able to see into the heads of the characters? Is the
POV consistent throughout the piece?

DEVELOPMENT:

Does the story develop logically, so that the reader can follow
the specific changes which occur in the story, or does the
story make sudden leaps which cause the reader to lose the
direction of the narration? Is the progression of characters
and events logical, or is the whole story too confusing?

PACING:
Pacing is a key to appeal; how well does the reader get
involved in the story? Does the action progress slowly or
quickly? How long does it take for the story to be set up? Is
the reader drawn into the story from the beginning? Is it non-
stop action or character development? Different readers prefer
different paces in what they read.

MECHANICS:
A beginning writer often has trouble with mechanics and
needs help. Sentence structure, verb agreement, and aspects
of basic style are considered here. If a reader feels that there
are problems with mechanics, s/he will specify the problems
seen, rather than simply stating that they are there.

Readers react to what they read. Sometimes the gut reaction
to the story is more important than anything mentioned
above—especially when the writer is more experienced. Gut
reaction can negate nearly anything, with the exception of
flaming another writer.

PART II of II

Critiquing Basics

BEING A GOOD CRITIQUE GROUP PARTNER

Here are some general rules to being a good critique group
partner. You will get out of this experience what you put in,
so do your best to follow the rules below.

1. BE HONEST
Now is not the time to lie. Be gentle, but tell the truth. If the
submitter ’s story doesn’t have enough plot, or the
characterization needs work, tell them so! Editors don’t have
time to tell you what they think—critique partners do.

2. BE THICK-SKINNED
The first time you have a story critiqued by a group of
writers might be difficult for you. If some critiques are
somewhat negative to your material, it doesn’t mean
you’re a bad writer. It’s sometimes hard to separate our
writing from ourselves, but it is absolutely necessary that
you learn to do so. Nothing is personal in a group such as
ours, comments are made on the words that are submitted
only. Even after you’re published, editors will want to
change things. And you may well gather a heap of
rejections before that time. Buck up and get used to it.
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3. CONSIDER COMMENTS CAREFULLY
Not every comment a critique partner makes will apply to
your story. It could be just a personal preference. You are the
final judge of what to change and what to keep. However,
don’t blow off a comment because it hurts your feelings. If
possible, let it be for a while, and look at it again later. Often
you’ll find at least a shred of wisdom in the critique.

4. BE KIND
This is important, treat others as you have them treat unto
you. Honesty doesn’t mean brutality. A writer’s story is his/
her baby—and you don’t want to tell someone their baby is
ugly!!! Word your critiques carefully, as you would have
others critique your work.

5. BE ENCOURAGING
One of the biggest benefits to having critique partners is
having others who understand what you are going through
as you sweat blood trying to get work published. Encourage
one another to your best writing, and help one another when
you face a nasty case of writer’s block or rejection. Hang in
there together!

6. BE FRIENDLY
Get to know each other. Become friends. Writing a story in
today’s market is a harrowing experience, best shared with
others. The more you know about each other, the more you’ll
be able to help.

7. BE PROMPT
When you send something out to be critiqued, you are
probably on pins and needles to know what others think.
Remember, your partners feel the same way about their
material!!! Do your best to get back to them within a
reasonable amount of time.

8. LOOK AT THE BIG PICTURE
Often the first thing you’ll be tempted to do as a critique
partner (especially if you have strong grammar skills) is to
start nit-picking commas, etc. While this is helpful on a
FINAL DRAFT, what you should be looking for in the early
stages is the overall picture. Is the plot sound? Do the
characters do and say things that are out of character for them?
Do they depend too much on adverbs, rather than choosing
strong verbs?

On the final draft, of course, you’ll want to make sure what
they are sending to the publishers is picture perfect. Now
you get to edit out all those commas!

More than likely, your critique partners will be the ones who
laugh with you when you get the go-ahead to send a
manuscript, cry with you when you face rejection, and rejoice
with you when you sell that story. Best of luck!!!

LEROY
by Ruth Andrews

I was only ten years old in Pensacola, Florida, when
I first met Leroy, in 1951.  He was an old, silver-haired black
man, very thin, quite tall, and a little bent, who came to my
mother’s house each Saturday to work in the yard that year.
He started working for our family sometime around March,
after the azaleas finished blooming. He always wore blue
jeans and a fresh white shirt that would be covered with red
dirt when he left at the end of the day.

It never occurred to me to find out how Leroy arrived,
or how he left.  I suppose he rode the bus.  Or maybe he
walked.  There was never a car in the driveway.  He was just
there, out in the back yard where he was supposed to be,
when I’d wake up on Saturday mornings.

After having breakfast I’d get myself dressed for the
day, mindful of the Florida heat that would be a factor towards
the end of the day.  I’d usually pick something that would be
cool as the heat of the day wore on.  I’d pick out a mid-riff,
as my Mother would say, and a pair of shorts that were clean.
I went barefoot, except on Sundays for church.

Each Saturday morning my little black and white
English bulldog, Queenie, waited by the cool back concrete
steps in the garage for me to come swinging out the back
door to grab my blue bicycle with the white basket, complete
with pink artificial flowers around the front.  I felt like a
princess when I climbed onto my beautiful new bike.  Queenie
would try to hop up but of course couldn’t, but she loved to
go for rides with me in the basket.

I’d lift her up, place her in the basket, sometimes
wearing my doll’s clothes with a baby’s bonnet tied around
her small head, and off we’d go.  She never seemed to mind.
It was as if those doll clothes were made just for Queenie,
and she knew it.  The basket was for her and she knew that,
too.  This seemed to be the thing I was supposed to do with
my Saturday mornings, just the way that Leroy was supposed
to be working in our yard.

Our favorite trip was four blocks away up to the
corner grocery store to buy two loaves of Wonder bread,
which cost a lot of money then – 10 cents each as I remember,
with a nickel for change from the quarter my mother would
have given me, that I’d drop in my pocket to give back when
we returned form our mission.  Back then it was okay for
Queenie to go into the grocery store with me. Together we’d
buy the bread, the clerk would give her a pat on the head,
and then we’d head home again.  We both felt important.

We’d put the bike away, Queenie and I, and go say
hello to Leroy, who would stoop down to pet Queenie, and
then pause to wipe the sweat off his brow. It was always with
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a clean handkerchief from his pocket.  Leroy didn’t have all
of his teeth, but that didn’t matter to me.  He had all of his
heart and that’s all I cared about.

“Good morning, Miss Ruthie,” he’d say to me.  “And
good morning to you, too, Miss Queenie.”  I’d smile and
Queenie would wag her tail.

We loved being with Leroy and would help him with
the yard work. I helped more than Queenie, of course, but
she was very good at supervising.  We’d pick some beans,
rake up pine needles, mulch in the flower beds, and do
anything else Leroy thought needed to be done.

One particular afternoon, after Leroy had been there
several hours, my mother called to me from the kitchen.

“Ruthie, come wash your hands for lunch and tell
Leroy his lunch is ready.”  I quickly did as asked, washed my
hands for lunch and went to get Leroy.  “Lunch is ready.
Momma says to come on and eat.”  I held the back door
open.

Leroy looked at me with his big brown eyes, the
whites faded now to a pale yellow.  He shook his head from
side to side, saying no.  He wasn’t taking one step into the
house.

“Yes.  Momma says lunch is ready.  Come on. We’re
gonna be in trouble if you don’t come on.”  I grabbed his
hand and pulled him up the steps, through the kitchen and
into the dining room.

“Lord, Lord, Miss Ruthie.  I not ‘possed to be in
here.  I not ‘possed to be in no white woman’s house.  You
gon git me in a mess o’ trouble.  You gon be in trouble too,
Miss.”

I looked at him, and didn’t understand.  “No, Leroy.
Momma said to come and get our lunch.  It’s ready.”

It was then that my mother came back into the dining
room from the hall way, and saw me standing there with Leroy
in her dining room.  Only then, when I saw the look of shock
on her face did I realize the truth.  That Leroy was not
supposed to be in that dining room.  That I was in trouble for
bringing him inside.  And that he was truly, just as he’d
predicted, in a mess of trouble.

You could’ve heard my mother shouting at us from
next door.  “What’re you doing in here?  What’s the matter
with you?  You know better.  You’re never supposed to be in
here!  Get on out to the back steps where you belong. And
don’t you ever come in this house again!”

For me, all I got was a quick slap across the face.
“How dare you bring him inside this house!”
Leroy turned to go.  I felt like asking him didn’t he

care that I got slapped, but I guess he was just glad that he
didn’t get slapped.  The tears spilled down my cheeks.

I went out the back door with Leroy.  He was the
only friend I had, other than Queenie.

Leroy sat down on the back steps.  He put his hands
together, as if he were praying, then hung his head.

I just cried.  Queenie came to lick my hand.
“I’m sorry, Miss Ruthie.  I knew.  I jes knew.  I wuzn’t

‘possed to be in there.  I’m sorry, Child.”
I wiped my face.  “I know, Leroy.”
My mother opened the back door, nearly pushing me

off the step when it opened.  She handed me a plate of hot
collards and buttered cornbread, and a glass of cold iced tea.

“Here. Give this to Leroy.  And tell him to stay there
and eat.  You come in now and get your own lunch.”

I handed the plate to Leroy.  There wasn’t a napkin.
“I’m sorry, Miss Ruthie,” he repeated as he took the

plate.
“It’s okay, Leroy.  I’m sorry, too.”
I opened the screen door, leaving him there with

Queenie, to begin eating his lunch.  In a few minutes I opened
the screen door again, this time with my plate of collards and
cornbread in one hand, with two napkins and my glass of
iced tea in the other.

Leroy smiled at me.
I smiled back and sat down on the back step beside

him.  That step always felt cool, especially when I was
barefoot and wearing shorts, but that day it felt especially
cold.  I handed him a napkin.

Leroy took the napkin and looked down at me.  “You
gon git in a mess o’ mor trouble.  You know that, don’tcha?”

I leaned over and bumped him on the shoulder,
making him laugh.  He shook his head.

“Lord, Lord, Miss Ruthie.”
I laughed too. I could swear that Queenie wagged

her tail.
“I don’t care, Leroy.  I just don’t care.”

# # #

NEWSLETTER STAFF

Larry Telles - Co-Editor (208 762-2548)
                      ltelles@icehouse.net

          Monica Hansen  Co-Editor (208 457-1239)
                               Hansen_MonicaR@msn.com

Editor at Large - Position open
Reporters - Positions open
If you have any stories, poems, articles, or just
bits of information, send it to the email address
above.  Deadline: the 25th of each month.

Editors note:

February is Black History month.  We missed it by one month.

Let us hear from you.  This is your newsletter. . .
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IS A POEM?
by Liz Mastin
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Formal poetry
vs.

Free Verse Poetry

    These are some of my thoughts on Form vs. Free verse
poems. I believe the form vs. free verse quandary might be
compared to fine art vs. modern art.   Modern art, with its
new artistic expression: the breaking away from the rules of
fine art, brought an exciting  new thing to the art world.
Modern art is colorful, fun and vibrant.  However – fine art
did not cease to be because of the invention of modern art. It
still remains cherished and as valuable as before. It still has
its place, with all of its important rules: the use of proper
perspective, proper shading, etc. Both fine art and modern
art are very enjoyable, but they are very, very different.
     According to Frances Mayes in her book The Discovery
Of Poetry, “what makes a poem good applies to any poetry:
The language is precise and fresh. The ideas or emotions
develop. The craft holds our interest as the development takes
place. There are compelling reasons for the poem to exist.
Formal poetry is still here, along with later craft
developments, available for the right use.”
     I agree with this assessment. While I seem to be enjoying
the study of formal poetry partly because I enjoy its tradition
and song-like qualities, I find myself writing free verse as
well. It just seems that free verse is another wonderful tool
in a poets bag. With free verse, one can experiment and
express ideas without restriction. Some poems seem meant
to be written that way. I love hearing good free verse being
read aloud, especially.
     I would have to say that formal poetry has a definite plus
(that does not) exist in free verse. Memorization! It would be
unusual to memorize a free verse poem. Therefore the “Great
and lasting” poems of the old masters we may have had to
memorize were written in rhyme and meter. Just as rhyme
and meter help us to memorize songs, so too do they help us
to remember poems.
     It is really worthwhile to study both free verse and formal
poetry I think, just as it is well for the artist to study both fine
art, and modern art. Both have their place on the wall.

     While free verse seems to be very popular these days, and
the recent poet laureates use it a lot, one of our premier
magazines, Atlantic, publishes both formal and free verse
poems.

Here is a formal poem from Atlantic’s September issue by
Henry Taylor:

A Crosstown Breeze

A drift of wind
When August wheeled
Brought back to mind

An alfalfa field

Where green windrows
Bleached down to hay

While storm clouds rose
And rolled our way.

With lighthearted strain
In our pastoral agon

We raced the rain
With baler and wagon,

Driving each other
To hold the turn

Out of the weather
And into the barn.

A nostalgic pause
Claims we saved it all,
But I’ve known the loss

Of the lifelong haul;

Now gray concrete
And electric light
Wear on my feet

And dull my sight.

So I keep asking,
As I stand here,

My cheek still basking
In that trick of air,

Would I live that life
If I had the chance,

Or is it enough
To have been there once?
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FORMATTING A
MANUSCRIPT HOW TO

by Donna  Andrews

                     FORMATTING BASICS

Double-space.  If they buy your manuscript, they’re
going to want to edit it. Single-spaced text says “Don’t touch
me!”  Double-spaced text invites comment.  Editors prefer
writers who can handle being edited. Even if they don’t buy
it, sometimes they might make useful comments, if you give
them room to do so.

Use one-inch margins on all four sides.  Same reason. 
Don’t try to cheat on the margins to save on paper costs, or
to squeeze more of your golden words into a certain number
of pages.  They’ll notice. 

Identify your pages with a header or footer that gives
your name, the title of your work, and the page number.  You
can abbreviate if you like, and probably should if the resulting
text runs more than one line.  For example, either of these
formats works.

And make sure there’s plenty of visual space between
your header and the text.  Minimizing that gap to save paper
is only going to make your manuscript harder to read.

In fact, just about anything you to do save paper is going
to make the whole thing harder to read.  If you’re a writer
and killing trees makes you feel guilty, you are in the wrong
business.  (You’re not even thinking of printing on both sides
of that paper, right? Just testing.)

Check before you mail to make sure all your pages are
there and in the right order.  You know how you feel when
you’re reading a library book and someone has ripped out a
page?  Editors feel the same way. 

Give some signal that your book (story, article) is over. 
Like spacing down an extra line after your deathless closing
and typing “THE END.”  And then check, before you seal
the envelope, to make sure the last few pages or chapters
aren’t still sitting in your printer’s output tray.  I was reading
submissions for a publication once and spent a great deal of
time agonizing over whether a couple of pieces just ended
abruptly and inconclusively (translation: BADLY) or whether
the authors had left out the last page—it’s especially hard to
tell if the last page runs down close to the bottom of the
sheet of paper.  On one or two, I actually called or emailed

the author to check.  New York editors wouldn’t bother.  And
then there was the person who submitted a twenty-five page
piece with no page numbers and no paper clip to hold it
together.  Guess who fumble-fingered when opening the
envelope?  Yeah.  New York editors have been known to do
that, too.  Make it easy for them (or their assistants) to put
the pieces back together.

Don’t staple short pieces or bind larger ones.  Use a paper
clip for your short stories or articles, and corral your book
manuscript with a rubber band (or better yet, two, one
horizontal and one vertical) before putting it in the box or
envelope.  (Another reason why those page numbers are so
important.)

Use a standard typeface, like 12-point Courier or Times
Roman.  Yes, you see them all the time and they’re boring
and ugly.  Editors and agents see them all the time, too; and
what looks boring and ugly to you is familiar and easy to
read for them. 

When you start a new paragraph, indent.  Don’t run each
line flush left and skip a line between paragraphs.  Yeah, as a
format I like that, too.  But it’s just not how you do a
manuscript.

Don’t use erasable paper.  You want your words fixed
indelibly on that page, no matter what the editor might spill
on it.  Besides, the erasable stuff feels yucky.  Yucky is not a
word you want associated with your work.

Use a laser or inkjet printer, and make sure your printer
makes clean, sharp, readable page.  Dot matrix printers,
printers that make nasty smears on the pages, and printers
that leave so faint an impression that the reader wonders if
her eyesight is going—all unprofessional.  If don’t have a
good printer and can’t afford to get one, strike a deal with a
friend who does.

There are probably many other annoying things you can
do with your manuscript, but if you master these points, you’ll
avoid 99% of the things that make agents and editors frown
when they see your manuscript instead of smiling with
anticipation.

One caution: if an editor or agent specifically gives you
formatting instructions that are different from what I’ve
outlined above, follow their orders.  You’re playing on their
field.  They won’t usually bother to do this individually, but
check to see if their websites have an FAQ.

Incidentally, when I say “agents and editors” above—
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that also means judges, if you’re entering a contest; teachers
if you’re in a class, and fellow critique group members if
you’re in a group.  Yes, your fellow group members aren’t
editors, and you can get away with showing each other
careless, badly formatted work.  But why not make a pact to
push each other to learn those sneaky little things like
formatting that will help you all look more like professionals? 
And if you don’t double space for your critique group, how
do you expect them to critique.

             ***********
CIRCLE YOUR CALENDAR

IWL State Conference
Caldwell Chapter

September 29, 30, 2006
Owyhee Plaza Hotel

Boise, Idaho

“FLYING INTO WRITING”

Speakers:
Gaymon Bennett

T.L. Cooper
Julie Fox

Bonnie Dodge
Julie Fanselow
Sherri George

Laura Lee Guhrke
Pat Santos Marcantonio

Catherine Mulvaney
Mary L. Smith

Website location:
http://www.geocities.com/flyintowriting

More information coming in the Lakegazette and the
Leagazette in the next several months.

Watch for it!

WHAT A WORKSHOP WE HAD!!!

Sherry RamseySherry Ramsey, our new Vice-President
(left) poses with Mary Buckham (right).

Some came by car, airplane or boat.  Linda Juergensen came
by crutches.

Sherry Ramsey, our chapter’s new Vice-President (left) poses
with workshop speaker, Mary Buckham (right).

Workshop Enthusiasm: A+
Workshop Content: A+

Workshop Attendance: C-

Some workshop attendees just before the first of three ses-
sions began.  Mary Buckham (right) would like to come back
next year at this time and put on a different workshop for us.



MEMBER BIO
Ann Story

Hello all:

This scholarship comes from Writer’s Retreat Workshop
where I teach every year, primarily the “master classes,: but
also others. And I edit manuscripts, although there is a staff
editor who also works in that capacity. It is a terrific 10-day
live-in retreat for novelists of all ilks. Not just for literary
writers as most workshops, this one includes everyone. About
25 aspiring novelists, of all levels of skill, gather with almost
an equal number of staff for this ten-day “boot camp.”

It is held at a Catholic retreat center called Marydale, on
beautiful grounds overlooking the Ohio river near Cincinatti,
but just across the border in Kentucky. Cincinnati is the
airport. During the final week, at least one, usually two, agents
spend several days sharing their knowledge and meeting with
writers, formally and informally. Three to four published
authors share their time and knowledge.

This is, in my opinion, the best retreat that novelists of
commercial fiction can attend in this country. What I am
attaching here is the scholarship application. One person each
year receives free tuition, which is usually about $1500, which
includes room and board. The workshop takes place the last
week or so in May and into June. Anyone interested can visit
the website: www.writersretreatworkshop.com.

Best, Elizabeth Lyon

I guess it is about time I send in a Bio having been a
member for almost two years. I am afraid I haven’t been a
very productive member, in fact I was only able to attend
one writers workshop and that was the year I joined. I could
give you a list of excuses, but no one wants to hear my
whining, so I won’t even try.

 I was born and raised in the mountains of Montana
and lived there until after the death of my husband in 2003,
when I moved with my daughter and her family to Hayden
Lake from Missoula. We were ranchers tried and true, so my
life was pretty centered on raising a family and working with
my husband.

I have always written. Crazy little stuff, on a napkin,
tally sheets while at a cattle sale, sitting in the pickup waiting
at the parts house, and have even been known to sot a thing
or two on a piece of toilet paper. I still find little notes I have
written to myself with story ideas in my writing files. Some
really make me laugh…did I really write that?

I am totally in awe of all you people at Idaho Writers
League. You simply amaze me and I wish I had just a small
pinch of the talent that exhumes from that group. I am afraid
that I don’t have the education that you all do, only the few
writing courses I took in college, then for a long time my life
took a different direction.
 I have stacks of my work and I could paper my wall with my
rejection slips. Ask me if I care, nope, because I just loved to
write and it comes popping out at the most unusual times,
like between two and four in the morning, I will be working
on something and have gone to bed without any hope of ever
getting though my mental block, when suddenly I am awake,
with a perfect solution.

 The nearest I came to having a book accepted for
publication was by Northwestern Publishing Company, Salt
Lake, Utah. But, the time wasn’t yet right for me to hit the
big time. The company took out bankruptcy just prior to the
release of my book.

Oh! I got my manuscript, cover etc. back but no
copies could be released.

Hey… I am still trying and I think I have some good
stuff, so I haven’t given up yet. I hope to meet some of you
soon and if I just stand and stare with my mouth and ears
open, please ignore it. I promise it will pass.  I think the
league in awesome and I hope I will have something to
contribute.

***********

  Letter to the Editor

Thank You Wes!

    You talk on “Converting Prose into Poetry” was
         a big hit at our February evening meeting.
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Johanna Giles,
School Teacher

Reading Sister Edwina’s
News Bulletin Concerning Mr.

Cyril‘s Holstein Bull.

by Ann Story

 “Oh! Jo,” wrote Edwina, “if it hadn‘t been so scary
it would have been funny. We are all laughing about it now.
Max was so brave running right at that bull. His arms waving
like a windmill, and yelling like he was berserk. He could
have been really hurt, as it was he just got his bum sore.

I was feeding the chickens and Pa was coming from
the barn with two buckets of fresh milk, when we heard the
most awful yelling. Louisa stood by the corral gate letting
the cows out into the lane, as Max and Leon brought them
from the barn. We saw Mr. Cyril come galloping down the
lane on old Bell, who still wore her work harness and right
before him came his Holstein bull. The bull was bellowing
with great slobbers running from his mouth as he headed
right toward the gate and our Louisa.

 I heard Max screaming, “Lou, Lou, get behind the
gate,” but she just stood there not moving and Max began to
run toward her with Leon, right behind him. Poor Leon he
only got a few feet when the button holding up his pants
popped off. His pants fell down around his ankles causing
him to trip and fall head first into a pile of manure, which I
might add saved him from the bull

Max began to yell for Pa, as he ran through the gate
passed Lou and right at the bull his arms waving like a
windmill. The bull stopped dead in his tracks shook his head
bellowing with rage as he pawed the ground, and then made
a dive at Max who dodged and rolled under the rail fence.
The bull went down on his knees and rammed Max good in
the bum before he could get all the way under.

I had dropped the chicken feed, Pa the buckets of
milk and we both ran together across the calf pasture toward
the lane just in time to see Mr. Cyril trying to get around his
bull, who still was butting his head against the rail fence
trying to get at Max. Mr. Cyril, using the long harness reins,
began to whip at the bull; finally he was able to turn him.
The bull ran back down the lane through our cows with Mr.
Cyril right on his tail just  whipping him with every step.

I stood by the fence trying to catch my breath and Pa
went to see if Max was hurt and here came Leon, with manure
all over him trying to pull up his pants. Lou, I might add was
still standing by the gate big eyed and motionless.

SCAVENGER HUNT
The Lakegazette newsletter  is looking for the
following.  If you know anyone that has one of

more of these, please have them contact the editor
of this newsletter right away.

Member Bio
Book Review
Short Story
Long Story

Good Poetry
Bad Poetry
How to. . .

Letter to the Editor
Clever Quotation

A New Writer’s Website

Thank you in advance!

“Jesus, Lou,” Max said as Pa helped him up, “what
were you doing? Did you think God would save you?” Lou,
her face white as a sheet, could only stammer.

 “Yessss…yes, but you beat Him to it.”
 We found Max to be only bruised and all were thankful
nothing worse happened. Mr. Cyril came back later to
apologize to Pa about the scare. He was so all in Pa had him
come in the kitchen and sit, sending me to the springhouse
for some buttermilk. Poor man, I was worried about him. He
looked like he would have apoplexy or something.

 We have regained our calm peaceful ways now and
no need to worry, but of course you know that is a joke, at
least nothing is dull around here with our brothers loose.

Your sister, EDDIE….

 P.S. I looked the word apoplexy up in the dictionary and
yes, I was right. Mr. Cyril looked like he might have it, but
was better after the buttermilk.
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Can’t attend meetings because of gas
prices?

Just enter your  zip code in the site below, and it tells you
which gas stations have the cheapest prices (and the highest)
on gas in your zip code area.  It's updated every evening.

                   http://autos.msn.com/everyday/
                  gasstations.aspx?zip=&src=Netx



Coeur d’Alene Chapter
Idaho Writers League
P.O. Box 1113
Hayden, Idaho 83835  USA

ADDRESS CORRECTION REQUESTED

Who is the Idaho Writers’ League?
Purpose of the organization:
The Idaho Writers’ League is organized exclusively for charitable and educational purposes for the promotion of social welfare
including:
A. To promote and maintain a high standard of literary output and to recognize accomplishments of Idaho writers.
B. To stimulate public respect and support for the art and profession of writing.
C. To provide a unified organization for writers and those with serious interest in writing and literary skills.
D. To encourage new writing talent, to exchange ideas through the League publication, and local and state meetings.
E. To stimulate writing by means of contests and recognition awards.
F. To encourage regional activity among neighboring chapters.

2006 Officers
Larry Telles: President David E. Hibberd: Webmaster
208 762-2548 (ltelles@icehouse.net) 509 928-5528 (dehibberdwrites@comcast.net)
Sherry Ramsey: 1st VP & Co-Program Director Liz Mastin: Secretary
208 448-0718(Lramsey@supersat2.net) 664-2785 (positivelypoetry@msn.com)
2nd Vice President Monica Hansen, Newsletter Co-Editor
Position Open 208 457-1239 (Hansen_MonicaR@msn.com)
Jenni Hearne: Treasurer Mary L. Smith: Special Projects
772-1766 (nomad1273@adelphia.net) 762-4081
Linda Juergensen: Historian Patti Dickinson: Very Special Projects
683-2792 (juerghl@aol.com) 667-8912
Barbara Rostad: Hospitality Chair Publicity
208 777-1030 Position Open


