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Editor’s Corner with 
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Do you ever feel cut off, wondering what’s on 
the other side of the fence, waiting for you? 
 
Do you ever wonder, What if? What if the 
snow tastes different over there? What is the 
wind whispering? 
 
This is the stuff of which writers are made. 
What if zombie flu was real? What makes the 
perfect dream, the buzz and hum of a summer 
dance? Are there really dark-haired angels? 
What if there were diamonds in Wisconsin?  
What really happens to your psyche the first 
time you really practice your profession, when 
you experience an accident that changes a life, 
a first love?  
 
After “wonder what if,” the three pieces of 
advice I give most often to writers are these: 
Buckle in for the long haul; Adapt as 
necessary; Constantly grow your craft. The 
articles and stories in this edition, the 
opportunities such as Contests, Bookcamp, 
and writer’s conferences, are all meant to help 
us do that. Since Creative Wisconsin is 
quarterly, you have more chances to be 
published. 
 
The next deadline for our Spring Issue: 
February 15 for March 1 release 
 
If you are unable to send your material for 
Creative Wisconsin electronically to me at 
cwmed@wiwrite.org, you may send it me for 
consideration and retyping at:  

Lisa Lickel   8805 State Rd 144 

Kewaskum, WI 53040  

Copyright Notice 

Creative Wisconsin is a publication of the Wisconsin Writers Association, 
Incorporated, a registered 501(c)(3) nonprofit corporation. Submission of 

your work grants WWA, Inc. one-time rights for publication in Creative 

Wisconsin. Authors retain all other rights. An author’s submission of 
content to Creative Wisconsin shall constitute an express warranty that the 

work is their own, original (unless otherwise specified), and wholly owned 

by them, without infringement of copyright held by others. Authors 
indemnify the WWA, Inc. from any liability for failure to meet these 

conditions. Items printed here should be regarded as “published” and 

authors should make this known when declaring “prior publication” when 
submitting the work elsewhere. 

mailto:cwmed@wiwrite.org
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The Indie Warrior: 
Tips from the Battlefield 
Nicolette Pierce, Jackson 

 

Navigating the publishing world can feel as 

though you’re tromping through a battlefield, 

shrapnel blasting you with every step. It can 

seem overwhelming. We globally compete for 

rank, sales, ratings, fans, and so much more. 

The difference between self and traditional 

publishing is not that vast. Having said that, I 

would not switch to traditional unless I was 

offered a king’s ransom. I love self-publishing! 

And here’s why: I control everything. From the 

book cover to the final manuscript, I am the 

supreme ruler. Enough said? Not quite. 

I’ve had the opportunity to speak with 

dozens of traditionally published authors that 

unfortunately do not have control and are left 

dissatisfied. That is not to say that all authors 

are dissatisfied. Please do not spear me yet. 

But, one poor soul comes to mind. The 

unfortunate fellow is not allowed to release his 

sequel because the publisher wants more 

sales on the first book. Does that sound right? 

To a company looking at profits, yes. To me, 

it’s insane! Yes, I said insane, and I’ll tell you 

why henceforth. So, strap on your Viking 

helmet (not football . . . the real ones with 

horns), roar your fiercest battle cry, and 

charge into the book war with me as we go 

over a few tips that can give your novel the 

edge it needs to be victorious. And, best of all, 

on your terms. 

 

 The first should be obvious, but here it is 

anyway: Write a great book . . . and then 

have it picked apart by peers. Sure, let 

your friends and family read it, but they 

might not have the insight you need. Plus, 

they tend not to be completely honest if 

your work is horrible. Find a solid writers’ 

group. They’ll tell you what can be 

improved. Consider their suggestions, but 

also be true to your writing. You are king, 

after all.  

 Edit! Edit! Edit! And then have a 

professional editor take over. There are 

hundreds to choose from, so be smart 

about it. Make sure the editor’s rates are 

reasonable. A standard pricing structure 

on the Editorial Freelancers Association 

website is available to verify. Also, send a 

few editors a page of your novel to work on. 

If they won’t do a free sample page, STOP! 

Find a different editor. 

 Invest in an awesome book cover. Notice 

how I didn’t say “create”? If it’s not eye 

catching and professional, you might as 

well delete that manuscript right now. 

Covers sell books! If you’re not familiar 

with the design world or are afraid to take 

a chance on a designer, do what I did and 

use a website like 99designs.com. Dozens 

of freelancers will submit designs based on 

your criteria. Pick the winning cover and 

hang on to that designer for future novels. 

 There are several ways to publish your e-

book. My distributor, or “aggregator,” of 

choice is Smashwords but look around and 

find one that works best for you. Never, 

and I repeat, NEVER give them money. If 

you find one that is requesting money 

upfront, retreat as fast as you can! A good 

distributor will only take a small 

percentage of your royalties per book sold. 

I’m not going to lie. I did develop a mighty 

headache when I released my first book. 

Whatever distributor you choose, they should 

have a step by step manual. Read it and follow 

it. You’ll be a pro by your second novel. 

Second novel? Yes. And third and 

fourth...and twenty-ninth. Success can be 

largely based on how many engaging books 

you produce. A single book might sell for a 

brief period, but it will eventually get lost in 

the battlefield. Even famous authors have to 

keep writing if they want to stay profitable. 

Keep at it, keep writing. Your fans will follow 

http://the-efa.org/res/rates.php
http://99designs.com/?medium=cpc&utm_source=bing+cpc&utm_campaign=99designs+Branded+-+Bing+and+Yahoo+-+US&utm_content=99+designs&utm_creative=1276434388&utm_term=99designs&utm_placement=%7bplacement%7d&utm_medium=cpc&utm_target=%7btarget%7d&noredirect=1&mkwid=7kIB
https://www.smashwords.com/
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you. New fans that read your tenth novel will 

be interested in your prior work. It’s a cycle. 

One book doesn’t create a cycle. It stagnates. 

 Don’t print. Stick with e-book format for 

the first year or two. Did several people 

just faint? Okay, before you mutiny, let me 

explain. For the first year of my self-

publishing career, I was carving a path, 

smoothing the kinks out, and keeping my 

overhead costs down. So, when I finally did 

print, I found that it wasn’t worth it. I don’t 

make money off print. My profit is solely on 

e-copies, and it’s so much easier dealing 

with e-books than clunky paper ones. I 

now have a cabinet filled with fifty or so 

books, which means another spot to dust. I 

hate dusting. So, if you HAVE to have that 

print copy, then go through a print-on-

demand company like CreateSpace. Buy a 

dozen and see what happens. You can 

always buy more if you find they’re selling. 

 Plaster yourself on the web. If you’re doing 

it right, you should have several hits when 

you search your name. Create a website. 

Join Facebook and Twitter. Start a blog or 

newsletter. Get visible! Link your website 

and social media sites in your e-book for 

fans to find you quickly. You only have a 

small window of opportunity to grab their 

attention before they’re on to the next 

author’s book. 

 You are an author, but you are also a 

business owner. Treat your work as an 

enterprise and keep realistic expectations 

in mind. It was only after three years of 

writing that I was finally able to quit my 

accounting job. Overnight successes are, 

more often than not, false. It takes famous 

writers years of hard work to get to their 

pillared ranks. If you’re looking for 

overnight success, you might want to pick 

up a lottery ticket as well. The odds are 

nearly the same. 

 Free! This is my best war strategy advice. I 

began with one series and gave the first 

book away for free then released the 

second book the next day. It created a 

buying surge with frantic requests for 

more. Readers snatched up the free book 

whether or not it was in their genre. It gave 

them a risk-free opportunity to see if they 

liked my writing. I still give that book away 

for free and hope that if the reader likes 

the first book they’ll continue the ever 

growing series. Not everyone does, and 

that’s okay. The ones that do stick with 

me. They’ve turned into my super fans. 

 Reward your fans. Every year I come out 

with a useful promotional giveaway, 

something that fans can use or see daily. 

The first was refrigerator magnets with my 

book cover; the second was a compact 

mirror with a message and my website 

address. There’s always a gouge in my 

bottom line when I do this, but I’m trying 

to establish more than just profits. I’m 

keeping my name where my fans can see it 

and remember it. Just try not to break the 

bank while doing it. 

In today’s world where there are millions of 

books being produced every year, it’s 

imperative to form a bond with your fans. I 

have, in places I never thought possible. 

Somewhere in Botswana there is a woman 

who has read all of my books, has my magnet 

on her refrigerator, and my compact in her 

purse. It’s pretty dang awesome. 

Did you ever sing “Anything you can do, I 

can do better”? It’s time to start singing again. 

Dive into the battle with your shield held 

strong and your sword honed and ready. Ask 

authors for their success and failure stories. 

You’ll learn a lot. Whatever path you choose, 

make it the best for YOU. 

Nicolette Pierce is a member of WWA and prolific 

romantic suspense author of the Nadia Wolf and 
Mars Cannon series, and spin-off character novels. 

Nicolette lives in Wisconsin with her husband, son, 

and Herbert the cat. She’s part of the Moraine 

Writers Guild. Her books are available at online 

retailers. Visit http://www.NicolettePierce.com

https://www.createspace.com/
http://www.nicolettepierce.com/
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2014 Jade Ring Winners
First Place, Essay 

 

Judge Rodney Schroeter: The writing quality and 

clarity of this essay was professional level. The 

experiences described are specific to one 

profession, yet the themes it addresses are 

universal. The essay is also well-structured, using 

a “full circle” technique of ending where it began. 
The essay holds one’s attention throughout. 

 

Medical School Commencement v. 

Graduation 

Bruce H. Campbell, MD, Brookfield 

 

Students undergo a conversion in the third year of 

medical school: not “pre-clinical” to “clinical,” but 

“pre-cynical” to “cynical.” -Abraham Verghese, MD  

 

The scalpel hovered over the swollen, red, and 

inflamed mass peeking through the opening in 

the sterile drapes. The patient lay on her side 

facing away from us, clutching the stiff 

emergency room pillow against her face and 

moaning as she rocked back-and-forth. 

Whenever the surgeon manipulated the mass, 

she yelped. I was a brand new medical 

student observing my first incision and 

drainage of a perirectal abscess. The surgeon 

sat on a rolling exam chair next to the 

patient’s bed and peered at me over his mask. 

“You have two jobs: hold her in a position so I 

can get to her rectum and then get a culture 

of the contents once I open this thing up.” 

This was all new to me. I nodded. 

 The surgeon leaned slightly and spoke 

distinctly to the back of the patient’s head. 

“Okay,” he said, “you might feel some 

pressure.” He pressed the mass again with his 

gloved finger, apparently satisfied that he had 

located the best point of entry. I had recently 

attended a Microbiology lecture about bacteria 

and knew that I would need to place the 

sample of pus into the culture media quickly. I 

adjusted the exam light then pressed against 

the patient’s leg to expose the area. I held the 

culture swab at the ready. The distance 

between the scalpel and the abscess closed. 

Without knowing it at the time, I was about to 

learn an enduring lesson. 

The knife broke through the skin. The 

moment the abscess opened it released an 

overpowering stench. I recoiled as pus burst 

through the drapes. The horrendous odor was 

not something for which I had been prepared 

and my eyes burned as the surgeon glanced at 

me with what I assumed was amusement. 

“Here,” he pointed. “Get the culture.” He 

completed the procedure, took care of 

business, chatted with the nurses, and left. 

Over the years, I learned many lessons 

from bedside experiences, in the clinic, and in 

the operating room that I could have learned 

in no other way except by being present when 

they happened. Serendipitous, formative 

moments are common to all medical students 

and physicians, yet because of their 

spontaneity, they are not part of the written 

curriculum. 

Consider, for example, the teaching 

opportunity encountered at the bedside of a 

dying woman. The young medical student—

who has never experienced a significant 

disappointment in his or her own life—sits 

and listens as the woman’s husband patiently 

and unflinchingly shares the intimate details 

of what his wife’s death will mean. 

Similarly, consider the significance the 

first time a student steps alone into a clinic 

room and another human being allows—

expects—the student to wash their hands and 

approach the exam table. The student moves 

the patient’s gown aside and listens to the 

heart and lungs, searches for the liver and 
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spleen, and hunts for signs of illness. Does 

every student wonder how to respond when 

the patient looks into their startled eyes and 

asks, “What do you think? Is everything all 

right?” 

For better or worse, the linear structure of 

a life in Medicine forces students to have 

many first experiences accompanied by 

mentors-of-the-moment that are often merely 

one or two steps ahead in training.  There is a 

first time each student or young physician 

repairs a cut, gives a shot, starts an IV, takes 

the knife in hand, delivers bad news, hears a 

murmur, or slides in a catheter. There is a 

first time they sense the pulsation of an aortic 

aneurysm, realize that a patient is trying to 

deceive them, or feel their hand enveloped by 

the warmth of the abdominal contents. There 

is a first time when they come up with a 

correct diagnosis and a first time when they 

do not. There is a first time another person 

dies while they wait and watch. 

Each spring, medical schools hold 

commencement ceremonies to celebrate their 

graduates’ successful completion of the 

curricula and to award degrees. Like other 

institutions of higher learning, there are 

processions, speeches, music, and caps-and-

gowns.  There is great happiness and 

celebration as the graduates stand at the cusp 

of their careers. 

I would argue, however, that medical 

school graduates have “commenced” long 

before they receive a diploma. From the day 

each of them first slips on the white coat until 

that day, years later, when he or she takes it 

off for the final time, they experience a 

perpetual succession of commencements 

devoid of ceremonial ritual or formal 

recognition. Without the moment of reflection, 

however, the student or young physician 

learns early to shrug and then get back to 

work. 

As young adults begin medical school, 

their “vicarious empathy”—the ability to sense 

another’s feelings, thoughts, suffering, or 

attitudes—is identical to their peers outside of 

Medicine. Their vicarious empathy drops 

throughout medical school, particularly after 

the first and third years. Occasionally, an 

exceptional mentor recognizes that the 

student or young physician has had a seminal 

moment and will pull them aside to ask, 

“What just happened here? What are you 

thinking? Let’s talk for a minute.” Most of the 

time, however, students and young physicians 

have these experiences and then move on to 

whatever subsequent urgent task awaits 

them. 

As they become physicians without the 

benefit of ceremonies or signposts to mark the 

accumulating moments that separate them 

from their former peers, they continue their 

nearly imperceptible transformations. 

The day I watched the incision and 

drainage of the perirectal abscess in the 

emergency room, I realized for the first time 

that pus in an abscess cavity can exist under 

pressure. I understood that it is possible for a 

person to scream in pain and then say, 

“Thank you! OH, THANK YOU!” with the same 

breath. I developed an indelible association 

between a mixed bacterial abscess and the 

word “putrid.” And it took me years to un-

learn that when a surgeon notices a student’s 

distress, it is apparently just fine to smirk, say 

nothing, and then go on your way.  

 

 

 

 

Bruce H. Campbell is a physician at Froedtert Hospital and the 

Medical College of Wisconsin. He is on the faculty of the 

MCW Center for Bioethics and Medical Humanities. He 

contributes spoken essays to WUWM’s Lake Effect, has a 

blog at Reflections in an Head Mirror, and has published 

essays in JAMA, The Journal of Clinical Oncology, and The 

Examined Life: A Literary Journal of the University of Iowa 

Carver College of Medicine. He lives in the Milwaukee area 

with his wife, Kathi. Many thanks to his Red Oak Writing 

roundtable.  



Creative Wisconsin 

Page 8 
 

First Place, Memoir 
 

Judge Jerry Apps: Here is a wonderfully well 

written but tragic story about how a family’s close 

adherence to their beliefs causes unintended 

consequences. The piece has a compelling beginning 

that captures the reader’s attention and keeps us reading 

to find out what happens to Dale.  Not only is the story 

compelling, but its message rings true. 

 

Dale 
Jim Brakken, Cable 

 

You say you don’t know about Dale? I’m not 

surprised. It’s been over fifty years, now. And, 

as well-liked as he was by his friends, those 

friends were few. Not many of them still live 

around here. No, I’m not surprised you don’t 

know about Dale. 

I’m not sure when his family arrived in 

town. They kept to themselves. His parents 

were very protective—sheltering. How they 

loved Dale. They wouldn’t dream of letting him 

play with the other kids. Kept him at home 

most of the time. When he did get to play 

outside, he stayed in his own, fenced-in 

backyard. The rest of us kids thought it was 

odd. But, then, we were kids. What did we 

know? And we had better things to do than to 

dwell on why some kid played by himself all 

the time. 

Dale was an only child and the only kid I 

knew who didn’t go to school like the rest of 

us. We all wondered how he got out of it. 

Nowadays they call it “home school.” I don’t 

know what they called it then. 

I got to know Dale from church. His folks 

were Catholics. They never missed. We went to 

a different church but, like several other 

families in our small town, we’d attend some 

of their events now and then and they’d 

reciprocate. And, even though most of us kids 

would only get to talk to Dale for a few 

minutes at some church bazaar or picnic, we 

liked him. He was smart, sort of funny, a 

regular kid except for his parents’ constant 

concern—their hovering, their drive to protect 

Dale—keep him safe and sound and away 

from other kids. 

In exchange, I suppose, they gave him 

everything. He had the shiniest bike, a 

Schwinn, though I only saw him ride it in his 

own backyard. The same went for his go-cart 

and his mini-bike. He was the only kid in town 

who had them. His dad built him a fancy tree 

house, too. They even bought him a pellet 

gun. When all the other boys our age had BB 

guns, Dale had his own pump-up, twenty-two 

caliber pellet gun. None of our parents would 

dream of letting us have one like that and 

most of us kids were surprised that his mom 

and dad would. You see, as dangerous as BB 

guns can be, they don’t compare to a pump-

up pellet gun. At twenty feet, my BB gun 

could only put a small dent in a coffee can. 

Dale’s pellet gun would shoot through both 

sides of a can and into another. I know. I used 

to watch him shoot from over the fence. You 

see, we lived right next door. 

Dale’s folks were special. I suppose they 

figured they could trust Dale to always follow 

the rules—to never take chances. There was 

something sort of different about his mom and 

dad. Some of the other moms said it was 

because Dale’s parents were devoted 

Catholics. Now, we had other Catholics in 

town—plenty of them. But, believe me, his 

folks were really devout. One July afternoon I 

guess they were too devoted. 

Like most 

days, Dale was 

playing by 

himself, target 

shooting in his 

back yard. 

Something went 

wrong. Some said it was a ricochet. Who 

knows? Maybe he was just careless that day. I 

heard he came running inside to his mother, 

bleeding from the neck. 

 
Like most days, Dale 

was playing by himself, 

target shooting in his 
back yard. Something 

went wrong. 
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She made a phone call and his father 

arrived within minutes to drive him to the 

hospital. His mother held him in the back seat 

of the family car, putting pressure on the 

wound to slow the bleeding. Meanwhile, Dale’s 

father raced down the highway, pushing every 

limit the Bayfield County Highway Department 

and that Plymouth had. 

It has to be gut-

wrenching for a parent to 

watch as more and more 

blood leaves the body of 

someone so loved, your 

child, your only child. It 

must rip the heart of a 

parent to shreds. I hope I 

never feel such pain. 

The distance from home to the nearest 

hospital was less than twenty miles—plenty of 

time for these loving parents to save their only 

son. And, even though the hospital in 

Hayward did not have a fancy emergency 

room, the doctors would know what to do. But 

the Hayward doctors, those twenty-mile-away-

doctors, never got the chance. You see, St. 

Joseph’s Hospital, the Catholic hospital, 

wasn’t in Hayward. It was in Ashland, forty 

miles away—twice as far. And Dale, the boy 

who could have played with the other kids in 

town, maybe never owning a pump-up twenty-

two caliber pellet gun, bled to death before 

ever reaching St. Joseph’s Hospital. Dale was 

fourteen—always will be. 
 

 

WWA member James Brakken’s Chief Namakagon 
trilogy, begins with The Treasure of Namakagon, an 

1883 lumberjack adventure based on facts from 

Wisconsin’s 19th century timber harvest. His latest 
is The Secret Life of Chief Namakagon, now at 

BadgerValley.com. Brakken writes from his home 
in Bayfield Co. He’s been published in Boy’s Life, 
Field and Stream, Outdoor Life, Sports Afield and 
School Arts magazines. He is the winner of the Lake 

Superior Writers Award for both 2013 & 2014. His 

writing won 2nd place in the 2013 Amazon 
Breakthrough Novel Awards out of 10,000 

worldwide entries. 

First Place, Fiction 
 
Judge Susan Baganz: The dialogue was 
descriptive and fun and gave insight into the 
characters. The entire story made me smile. 
Great job! 

 

Ellie Hollis Gets Her Man 
Naomi Musch, South Range 

 

The day Ellie Hollis shed her britches for a 

dress and let out her braids to set her straw 

bonnet for a man, Mama’s friends in the Bell 

Hill, Clover County sewing circle tittered, and 

Granny Hollis whispered that Jim Garvey had 

met his match. Ellie’s two brothers figured 

differently when she left home toting a 

shotgun. 

“What do you think you’re gonna do, poke 

him with that barrel and force him to the 

church?” Ellie’s younger brother Eugene 

hounded her like a beagle pup, his eyeballs 

popping out of his head as he trailed her down 

the front porch steps. 

Ellie squared her shoulders and marched 

on. 

“Hey, Gil! Come look at Ellie. She’s got 

herself trussed up for Jim.” 

Her older brother Gil stepped into the 

wide doorway of the barn and leaned against 

the jam. A lazy grin smeared across his face, 

making the blade of hay between his teeth 

bob.  

She twirled on Eugene. “Why don’t you go 

climb into the pen with the billy goat where 

you belong?” She snapped back around, 

hitched up the gun, and glared at Gil as she 

strode past. 

His slow drawl followed her. “You think 

putting a ribbon in your hair and yanking on 

a dress is going to catch Jim’s notice, when 

he’s got a prize like Mercy Riley doting on 

him?” 

Ellie’s face burned, but she flounced her 

shoulder and cut him a glance. “Who says I’m 

It has to be gut-
wrenching for a 
parent to watch 
as more and 
more blood 

leaves the body 
of someone so 
loved... 
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trying to catch Jim? All I aim to do is to find 

something to shoot at.” 

Gil’s glance grazed over her fancy dress. 

“Well, don’t go shooting at Mercy.” He spat out 

the stick of hay and disappeared back inside 

the barn. 

Eugene’s guffaw put a hitch in her gait. 

On a sunny autumn day boasting such a 

gentle breeze as this, Jim was sure to be 

found at the Fox Creek fishing hole. Fishing 

and hunting were the only two things Jim 

paid mind to besides Mercy. But today he’d 

pay mind that Ellie had become a grown-up 

woman, not just Gil’s tag-along, tomboy little 

sister. 

She pushed back a branch and caught 

the river’s dazzle. Birds sang in the tree tops, 

but voices reached her too. Gazing up the 

bank, she spied Jim’s red shirt and stepped 

out along the trampled path where critters 

and fellows meandered to hunt, fish, or swim. 

Far as she knew, she was the only girl who 

ever took those pleasures. 

Drat! Jim stretched out on the bank like 

one of those Greek Olympians, but right 

alongside him sat Mercy. 

“Oh, Jim, I don’t want to touch it. Won’t 

you take it off for me?” 

Ellie’s dress itched. That girl couldn’t even 

take her own fish off a hook. 

“Why sure, Mercy. Hand him here.” 

“I can’t!” 

Was that a sigh that seemed to make 

Jim’s shoulders rise and fall as he scooted 

back from the bank to take Mercy’s fishing 

line? 

Ellie sucked in a breath, cradled the gun 

barrel low, and strode toward them. 

“Hello there.” She purposed a hint of 

surprise in her voice, like she’d not noticed 

them until just this minute. 

Mercy’s eyes flashed up, and her gaze 

crawled over Ellie, taking in her pretty calico 

dress, her hair hanging down in the chocolaty 

waves she’d arranged around her shoulders.  

Ellie blinked. “Fancy meeting you out here 

in the woods, Mercy. I didn’t know you liked 

fishing.” 

Jim busied himself with the fish that 

must’ve swallowed the hook deep. Ellie 

stepped closer and planted the butt of the gun 

on the ground not ten inches from his knee. 

Finally he looked up. His gaze, too, roamed, 

and sent a warm syrup running straight up 

through her that leaked out in a smile. 

“Hi, Jim.” 

“Well, if it isn’t little Eloise Hollis...” But 

the way he said it didn’t really make the “little” 

ring so true.  

Ellie’s smile widened. “Yep, just me. 

Thought I’d take a walk and see if I could 

stumble on some game to bring home.” 

“In a dress?” Mercy’s gaze might seem 

expressionless to Jim, but Ellie took note of 

the darts in her eyes. She could dodge those 

any old day. 

Jim got the hook out of the fish’s gullet 

and added him to a stringer dangling in the 

water’s edge. “That’s one for you and three for 

me, Mercy. But next time you got to take him 

off yourself.” 

“But...” 

“It ain’t hard, Mercy. I could show you 

how.” Ellie tilted her head and tossed her a 

sweeter-than-pie smile. 

“No thanks.” 

“Well, I’m off.” Ellie stepped over Jim’s 

fishing line, careful not to catch it with her 

shoe, and tossed a quick glance back to be 

sure he’d noticed the sashay in her step. 

“Please, Lord,” she muttered, “I haven’t 

ever needed a squirrel like I need one now.” 

She’d no sooner entered the woods when 

an explosion of wings beat the air, and a pair 

of grouse arced off in opposite directions. Ellie 

raised the gun and fired. 

“Hey!” Footsteps crashed through the 

thicket behind her.  

Her chest swelled and her heart pattered. 
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“That was fast. You didn’t shoot yourself, 

did you?” Jim’s long legs carried him up 

beside her and he grinned. “You’re a little 

flushed.” 

“I shot a big fat grouse. I think it’s lying 

over there.” 

This time he smiled in way that seemed to 

consider her closer before he hustled over to 

retrieve the bird. He ran a hand over the 

brown, speckled plumage. 

“Nice shot, Ellie. Maybe I’ll take you 

hunting instead of Gil next time I go.” 

He handed her the bird, but the back of 

his hand lingered against her palm. Her 

eyelashes dipped and her heart fluttered like 

wings. “I’d love to go traipsing around the 

woods with you, Jim.” 

And right then, Ellie Hollis thought of the 

ladies in the Bell Hill, Clover County sewing 

circle who knew she was the girl for Jim 

Garvey all along. 

 

 

Naomi Musch was born and raised in central 
Wisconsin and now makes her home in 

Wisconsin’s pristine northwoods, where she and 

husband Jeff live as epically as God allows on a 
ramshackle farm near their five young adults and 

three grand-children. Besides writing, Naomi 

enjoys encouraging homeschoolers, gardening, 

taking walks in the woods, a little basketball, and 

fellowshipping with friends. She invites readers to 

say hello and to look her up on Facebook (Naomi 
Musch - Author) and Twitter (NMusch). 
 
 
 

 

First Place, Fiction for  

Young People  
 

Judge Barbara Joosse: This story had very 
nice characterization, especially for Mr. 
Schnitzer. It had a strong sense of place and a 
very interesting premise. I’d like to see it 
developed into a full chapter book, along with 
a stronger sense of character for the boy. 
 

Mr. Schnitzer’s Diamond 
Jim Guhl, Hudson 

 

Tossing my pitchfork against the 

whitewashed stone wall with a clang, I flopped 

down on a bale of hay and reached in my 

pocket for a cherry Tootsie Pop. The cows were 

milked and fed and the first pink light of dawn 

filtered through a small window framed by 

frozen cobwebs on a cold winter Saturday in 

southern Wisconsin. 

“Break time!” I announced. 

The old man to my left made no reply. He 

was August Schnitzer, our hired hand of the 

past couple years. He didn’t need the hint 

from a fourteen-year-old kid. In tattered 

coveralls and a Renk seed corn hat, he was 

perched on a rickety wooden chair, leaning 

forward with elbows on knees, his face buried 

in a newspaper. The row of sixteen black and 

white Holstein cows before us each munched 

merrily on hay and silage. I watched their 

heads bob as their nostrils discharged shots of 

frozen breath like a silent firing squad. The 

temperature in the barn was twelve degrees 

above zero. Balmy compared to the fifteen 

below that the house thermometer showed on 

the front porch at five AM. 

Bored with the cows, I glanced over at the 

paper. It wasn’t the local news. The old man 

was entranced in a well-worn copy of Mining 

Digest and seemed to have a special interest in 

a section entitled “Gold Claims For Sale.” I 

looked up at the heavily wrinkled face and 

darting eyes. 

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Naomi-Musch-Author/165673476805357
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Naomi-Musch-Author/165673476805357
https://twitter.com/NMusch
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“Are you a gold miner, Mr. Schnitzer?” 

Placing a finger on the paper to mark the 

spot, he lifted his gaze toward me with a 

friendly smile as I had apparently just touched 

on his favorite subject. 

“I’ve did all sorts of mining, boy.” 

“Like what kinds?” My interest was real. 

“Well, let’s see. I spend twelve years 

mining iron ore in Minnesota and another 

nine mining copper in Arizona.” 

“What about gold?” I asked, and the man 

smiled broadly. 

Leaning forward, he replied, “You’re a 

man after my own heart. Ya, I spent two years 

prospecting in Alaska. Mostly I worked the 

beaches of Nome with a sluice box. There was 

a day when a man could get rich sluicing gold 

outa’ the beach sands of Nome.” 

“Did you find some?” 

“Oh, sure, I found some, but not enough 

to live on. The easy gold’s pretty well mined 

out from there.” He leaned back in his chair 

and gazed up at the timbers that supported 

the hay loft, then continued. “Ya, I’m afraid 

my minin’ days are over.” Scratching his gray 

beard stubble, he looked into my face with 

time-worn eyes. “But I still like to read about 

it!” and he gave the paper a snap, laughing 

loudly. 

“What about Wisconsin. Is there gold 

here?” I refused to let up on the questions. 

“No. No. Don’t even bother.” He replied 

with a vigorous head shake. 

“Aw, that’s too bad. I’d like to find some.” I 

bit hard into the Tootsie Pop with a loud 

crunch. 

“But…” 

“But what?” 

“Hmmm…I don’t know if I should tell ya 

this.” Mr. Schnitzer looked thoughtful. 

“Tell me what?” I sat up ramrod-straight. 

“Are you interested in diamond 

prospecting?” he asked seriously. 

“Diamonds?” 

“Ya, diamonds. An’ right here in 

Wisconsin. Almost nobody knows about ’em 

but I guess I can tell you.” 

August Schnitzer craned his neck to 

check out the window and then glanced over 

at the cows before continuing in a whisper. 

“Everybody knows that there’s diamonds up in 

Canada, right?” 

“Um…I guess so.” 

“Well, what people forget about is that the 

glaciers pushed millions of tons of rock and 

gravel down from Canada into Wisconsin 

during the Ice Age. So where do you think a 

bunch of them diamonds ended up?” 

“Wisconsin?” 

“That’s right. Wisconsin. There’s millions 

of dollars’ worth of diamonds all over this 

state and nobody’s even looking for ’em. Heck, 

any gravel road could have ’em.” 

“Wow! Did you ever find any?” 

He didn’t answer but just rubbed his 

hand on his chin and twisted his mouth. Then 

he reached down and picked up a frozen 

chunk of manure, crumbling it slowly between 

the fingers of his right hand as the grassy 

particles settled on the dusty concrete floor. 

“Can you keep a secret?” 

“Yes!” 

August Schnitzer squinted his eyes and 

looked me over like I’d just been paroled from 

a life sentence at Waupun prison. 

“All right then. You wait here.” 

Slowly, using the chair for support, he 

rose to his feet and shuffled into the old tack 

room where he kept his tools, work clothes 

and assorted junk. In a couple of minutes he 

was back with an old wooden cigar box. Lifting 

the lid exposed an odd collection of 

arrowheads, fossils, agates, petrified wood, 

sharks teeth and one shining, bluish green 

stone the size of a marble, but with flat sides 

and points. It looked a little bit like a two 

pyramids that were stuck together back to 

back. With trembling fingers the old man 

pulled out the crystalline stone and placed it 
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in the dirty creased palm of his bare hand. 

Even in the dim light of the barn the facets 

flashed brightly beneath the bare light bulb 

that hung above our heads. 

“I found this at the Kettle Moraine about 

fifty miles south of here. I was hunting rabbits 

at the time. My legs were tired and I sat down 

on an old stump to rest and eat an apple. I 

don’t know why, but I looked down at the 

gravel by my feet and there it was, shining in 

the sunlight. I knew when I saw it that it was 

no ordinary stone so I put it in my pocket.” 

“Wow!” 

“When I got home, I tried to scratch it with 

a metal file and I tried to scratch it with 

quartz. Neither one made a mark on it.” 

“Does that mean it’s a diamond?” 

“I think it does.” 

“Wow!” 

“Do you see the size of the diamond?” 

“Yes.” 

“The biggest one ever found in America 

was forty carats. This one’s bigger.” 

“What?!” 

“Do you see the bluish green color?” 

“Yes.” 

“From what I’ve read, that’s rare in a 

diamond.” 

“What’s it worth, Mr. Schnitzer?” 

He didn’t answer but just stared down at 

his boots. An awkward silence filled the barn. 

The old man rubbed his nose with a closed 

fist. A cow bellowed and clanked her head 

against the stanchion. 

“Mr. Schnitzer?” I continued quietly and 

cautiously.  

“Ya?” 

“Don’t you know what it’s worth?” 

“Nope.” 

He spat at his boots and looked down the 

row of cows. I could have changed the subject. 

I guess I should have. Maybe if I wasn’t 

fourteen years old and brain dead, I would 

have taken the hint and shut my trap. 

Instead, I kept asking. 

“Why don’t you know what it’s worth, Mr. 

Schnitzer?” 

Slowly, he lifted his gaze and met my eyes 

with his own. “I’m afraid to find out.” 

“What?! Why?” 

“To get it appraised, I would have to take 

it to an expert, right?” 

“I guess so.” 

“Well, if you’re a diamond expert, and you 

spent your whole life knowin’ that diamonds 

only come from certain places in the world, 

and that Wisconsin ain’t one of them places, 

then what are you gonna say when an old 

farm hand comes in with this here and says 

he found it hunting rabbits down around the 

Kettle Moraine?” 

I shrugged my shoulders and waited. 

“I’ll tell ya what he’s gonna say. He’s 

gonna take one look and say, there ain’t no 

diamonds in Wisconsin. That’s what he’ll say. 

HE’LL SAY THAT’S A PIECE OF GLASS OR 

QUARTZ OR AMETHYST – ANYTHING BUT A 

DIAMOND!”  

I recoiled at the sudden outburst. Mr. 

Schnitzer’s lower lip quivered and his hands 

shook uncontrollably. I thought that he might 

have a heart attack, he was so worked up. 

Finally, after a few minutes, he calmed down 

and took a few deep breaths. Slowly he 

studied the blue-green crystal, rolling it over 

and over in his palm. Pulling a handkerchief 

from his pocket, he lovingly polished the shiny 

gem. Then he continued. “Let me tell you 

something about experts. More often than not, 

them experts ain’t so expert.” 

My head bobbed up and down like it was 

hanging from a spring. 

“This here’s the biggest diamond ever 

found in America. I know it, and now you 

know it. Ain’t no dang expert gonna change 

that.” And he gently wrapped it in a scrap of 

leather, placed it in the corner of the wooden 

cigar box and walked it back to the tack room. 

Mr. Schnitzer died that spring. My mom 

and dad couldn’t locate his relatives so they 
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arranged for a funeral in Horicon. Only a 

couple dozen people showed up—mostly folks 

from the neighboring farms. He was buried in 

the cemetery on the edge of town. 

A couple of weeks later my dad was 

cleaning out the tack room, trying to figure 

out what to do with Mr. Schnitzer’s things. 

Most of the clothes went in a bag for Goodwill. 

The rest of the things he laid out on the 

bench. 

“I suppose we should keep the tools.” Dad 

said, hands on hips. “I don’t know what to do 

with the rest of his stuff. DO you want any of 

it?” 

My eyes were focused on the wooden cigar 

box. I reached down and slowly lifted the lid to 

make sure it was in there and then closed it 

again. “I’d like to have this box.” 

“Looks like a lot of junk to me.” He 

shrugged. “Take it if you want it.” 

I hustled it up to my room and jammed it 

in the corner of my dresser drawer under the 

socks and underwear. 

The next year in my ninth grade shop 

class, I made a wooden pedestal for the 

diamond. I turned it on the lathe out of a piece 

of butternut from our woods and put a little 

indentation in the top. Then I made a brass 

plaque and had it engraved. The plaque said: 

THE BIGGEST DIAMOND 

FOUND IN AMERICA 

Discovered by August Schnitzer 

At the Kettle Moraine 

Waukesha County, Wisconsin 

For years it sat on top of the dresser in my 

bedroom. When the morning light shone 

through the window, the diamond gleamed 

and sparkled like it had mirrors inside, and all 

the light came out tinted a beautiful blue-

green. Sometimes I would just lean my elbows 

on the dresser and look at it from every 

direction. I liked it a lot. It made me think 

about Mr. Schnitzer. 

My mom and dad and uncles and aunts 

all wanted me to take it to the city to find out 

how much it was worth. It seemed that 

everyone knew a diamond expert. 

I tried to be polite, but my answer was 

always the same. 

“No, thanks, I don’t need any experts.” 

They just shook their heads while I smiled 

on the inside and thought about the old farm 

hand. 

August Schnitzer was the greatest 

diamond prospector in the history of America. 

And ain’t no dang expert ever gonna change 

that.  

 

 

 

Jim Guhl’s path to writing fiction has been 
anything but direct. He studied engineering at the 

University of Wisconsin in Madison and for the 

next thirty years worked as a product designer and 
manager in manufacturing industries. Only 

recently did he try his hand at creative writing 

when he joined a local writers group in Hudson. He 

enjoyed the craft and has been writing at least one 

short story or memoire piece monthly ever since. 

Jim has enjoyed success in several Wisconsin 
Writers Association contest categories ranging from 

humor to essay. The common theme in his writing 

is his home state of Wisconsin which provides the 

geographic backdrop for nearly every tale. 

 

 

WWA CONTEST NEWS FOR 2015 

Big News * Still Under Construction 

 

The Florence Lindemann Humor Contest 

is now moved to the Fall, in conjunction 

with The Jade Ring Competition 

 

One contest - Open submission period 

May 1 – July 31 

Watch for Streamlined Entry 

Requirements and Categories 

 

Fees Apply 

Now Open to the Public  
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First Place Formal Poetry 
 
Judge Michael Kriesel: The poet’s voice 
winds dreamishly through this most difficult, 
and intricate, of forms—with the sestina’s 
repetitions strengthening the narrative’s 
progression. Before I even realized it, I found 
myself at the end of “Dreaming in Sestina’s” 
“perfect version.” 

 

Dreaming in Sestina 
Suzy Wedeward, West Bend 

 

In the flash fiction of a dream 

I shed my skin, the hollow 

husk of a cicada at the end 

of a hot season. Sleep 

traveling into my paralyzed limbs, perfectly 

submissive. Vulnerable. Read 

 

into it what you will. Reading 

what has been written, this dream 

has already said too much. In a perfect 

world I would not struggle over what to say. Hollow 

phrases would be wiped away, sleepy  

sweat left on the cool end 

 

of a sheet. At the end 

of the heavy-eyed illusion there is a reading, 

an interpretation of the sleeper, 

with all the purpose and intention of that dream. 

Every depression in it, every hollow, 

is an unfulfilled characteristic I must perfect. 

 

The closer I get to this perfection 

the stronger I feel. There are no endings. 

All the hidden places are hollowed out 

down to the pulp, resulting in over-reading 

of the senses, leading to the dreamy 

feeling that we are fitting in all the right places. 

Sleep 

 

is the real equalizer of reality. Precious sleep. 

The only conclusion I find is: Perfection 

is underrated. I can find in these dreams 

the right things to say and it is never ends. 

You stir and eyelids open, half-mast, I read 

your eyes so that I might know my desires. Now I 

hear the crunch of a hollow 

 

shell. The buzz and hum of the summer dance has 

left hollows 

in my psyche that I fill with all the sleepy 

remembrances of what I have read 

in your voice, your eyes, in your imperfect 

repetition of what it could be. In the end, 

it will be a waking dream. 

 

Cupped in the hollow of your neck, a perfect 

version of sleep is ending. 

We rise, ready for this dream. 

 

 
Suzy Wedeward lives near West Bend, Wisconsin with her 

husband. They have three children and enjoy traveling and 

hanging out with friends. Poetry, wine, food and yoga are 

among her favorite things. 
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First Place, Free Verse Poetry 
 
Judge Michael Kriesel: Over the last few 
years, zombies have infected nearly every 
aspect of our culture, through movies, books, 
comix and even poetry. “Poetry Apocalypse” 
adds a new, humorous wrinkle to zombie 
mythology, with the undead hungering for 
more than just our brains. This poem would 
make a fun and funny movie! 

 

Poetry Apocalypse 
Mike Orlock, Sturgeon Bay 

 

In the end the dead will live 

again. They will rise 

from graves and crypts 

in putrid clothes, 

in moldering shrouds, 

to walk (or run: scientists 

disagree on this detail) 

in great hordes, driven 

by an insatiable need, 

buried deep within  

their rotting cerebral cortexes, 

to feed. 

 

In the accounts I have seen 

on TV and in IMAX 3D, 

the dead always seek living flesh 

to rip apart with hands 

and teeth, gouging out chunks 

of bloody meat and oozing entrails; 

but this part is wrong. 

This part is just Hollywood 

hokum, because the reality 

would be too hard to swallow, 

let alone imagine. 

The truth is this: 

What the walking dead  

hunger to devour is poetry. 

They have an atavistic need 

to read! 

 

They are inexorably drawn 

to cities and villages, to schools 

and public libraries--any place  

that once held the promise of poetry. 

There they scrounge through 

rubble and refuse searching 

for Poe, Whitman, Pound, 

Frost, Eliot, Yeats, Merwyn. 

They fight like dogs 

over anthologies and textbooks, 

drool over collected works, 

gnash their teeth on chapbooks. 

Their filthy fingers rip through  

rhyme and meter with a savagery 

no civilized audience could 

comfortably countenance. 

The squeamish want their poetry 

refined, elegant, and polite-- 

not a bloody feast 

of steaming syntax 

and regurgitated refrain. 

 

Scientists aren’t sure what 

caused this poetry apocalypse. 

Some speculate cutbacks  

in social programs 

the last half of the last century, 

when politicians wrangled 

over funds for new weapons, 

created an imbalance in the cosmos. 

Others point the finger at TV, 

video games, social media, 

teacher unions, healthcare reform, 

and even climate change 

as likely causes for this 

“zombie flu.” 

 

But the truth is  

much less cataclysmic, 

as it usually is  

in an apocalyptic event. 

 

What happened was this: 

An American man visited Japan 

and concocted a toxic haiku. 

Seventeen syllables later, 

the world we once knew 

ended. 

 
Mike Orlock is a retired high school English and Social Studies 

teacher who splits time between the Chicago suburbs and Sturgeon 

Bay. He took up writing poetry following an adult learning course 

five years ago, and subsequently has had his work appear in such 

publications as the WFOP yearly calendar, Verse Wisconsin, the 

Peninsula Pulse, and online at Your Daily Poem.  



Creative Wisconsin 

Page 17 
 

Midnight Musings Farewell 
Writing Guidelines and Golden Oldies 

Bill Nelson, Brookfield 

 

 

Wish it weren’t so, but Ernest Hemingway scored a 

bull’s-eye when he said, “Easy writing makes for hard 

reading.” A magazine-editor friend agrees. Early in 

our dealings, he informed me, “We want writing 

that’s been labored over.” 

William Zinsser, of On 

Writing Well fame, tells 

why polished, 

streamlined writing is so 

crucial. Today’s reader, he 

says, “is an impatient 

bird, perched on the thin 

edge of distraction.” The 

writer’s job, Zinsser adds, 

“is to simplify, prune and 

strive for order.” With 

today’s attention spans growing ever shorter, we 

have to strike fast, and with impact. 

Well, it’s nostalgia time in my Brookfield writing 

office. This is the last Midnight Musings offering 

before I saddle up and ride off to follow other 

pursuits. Musings were based on lessons in the adult-

writing classes I taught at such venues as the 

University of Wisconsin Extension, Alverno College, 

UW-Waukesha, the School of the Arts at Rhinelander, 

and for two summers Illinois Wesleyan University. I 

also did a weekly writing-message at the public 

relations firm of Morgan&Myers, where I served as 

copy chief and special-assignments writer after my 

newspaper days ended with the Milwaukee 

Journal/Milwaukee Sentinel merger. 

I’m retired now and I’ve been thumbing through 

WRWA/WWA issues that go back to 1992, when 

Musings was born, and the memories that surface 

are, shall we say, “priceless.” 

Hope you won’t mind if I focus on a few golden 

oldies from two decades of Writers Association 

columns—tips that can serve as reminders as you 

tackle your next writing opportunities. 

 SEIZE THE SUBJECT. When compiling material 

for an article, saturate yourself in the topic. I like 

to call it the Iceberg Concept. In the final product, 

readers will see only the most significant 10 

percent of the iceberg, but that which lies under 

the surface—the other 90 percent—acts as a 

solid foundation. In other words, the concept 

makes it immediately obvious you know what 

you’re talking./writing about. It fuels your 

enthusiasm, too. 

 LOUSY FIRST DRAFTS. Don’t worry about it. It’s 

part of the writing process. Even the master of 

light verse, Ogden Nash, admitted to mediocrity 

initially -- until his self-editing took over.  Zinsser 

sums up things nicely: “Most writers initially 

don’t say what they want to say, or say it as well 

as they could. The typical sentence as it first 

emerges almost always has something wrong: It’s 

not clear; it’s not logical; it’s too long; it’s full of 

clutter; it’s awkward; it’s boring; it lacks rhythm; 

it could be read several different ways; it doesn’t 

lead the reader out of the previous sentence.” 

 

Rewriting, Zinsser says, “consists of reshaping 

and polishing the raw material you wrote on your 

first try. It’s usually a process of juggling elements 

that already exist, of patching trouble spots and 

condensing your material, often compressing it. And 

making certain the material marches ahead—that 

there is forward movement.” 

 STRIVE FOR SPECIFICS. Detail is what makes an 

article come alive. Readers love specifics and 

gloss over abstractions. Don’t tell them that the 

Grand Canyon is awesome or that Venice has 

interesting canals. Be wary of soft words that 

under hard examination mean little, or mean 

different things to different people. Choose your 

words with care. If they come too easily, look at 

them with suspicion. They could be clichés or you 

could be repeating a word or phrase used earlier 

in the text. Avoid repetition, unless for effect. And 

remember: “kill” is preferable to “causes 

mortality.” 
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The following illustration is a descriptive 

paragraph I spotted in travel magazine while 

vacationing in the Grand Canyon state. It paints 

memorable Word Pictures, a goal in much of our 

writing. “Coyote country in Arizona is a land of tall 

saguaro cactus and pink desert sunsets. Sunny days 

and 10-gallon hats.  A mesquite fire at night and a 

coyote yip-yipping to a sky full of stars.” 

Postscript: As language maven Rudolf Flesch [“The 

Art of Readable Writing”] said: “Try to use first-degree 

words, not second-degree words.  Second-degree words 

are faraway words, like ‘utilize,’ ‘countenance’ and 

‘weapon.’ Better to choose such first-degree (close-up) 

words as ‘use,’ ‘sun-tanned face’ and ‘.45 caliber 

pistol.’” 

 DON’T BE AFRAID OF SHORT WORDS. And an 

occasional short paragraph. They add impact. 

Short words -- like coax, cajole and coddle -- have 

surprising strength. (But don’t overdo it.) 

 While I’m in a shortness mode, here’s another tip: 

FIND ACTIVE VERBS. Lively verbs act as 

ringmasters of your sentences, energizing them. 

Short ones, like the trio above, do their jobs well. 

Also, go easy on “is” and “are,” and such sentence 

beginnings as “there is” and “there are.”  And look 

for precise nouns, so adjectives are not always 

necessary. 

 BE CONVERSATIONAL.  A rule of thumb:  If you 

wouldn’t say it, 

don’t write it. 

The late Tom 

Hunter of 

Effective 

Communications 

Group told his 

classes: “When you write the way you talk, copy 

flows more easily. It reads more easily, too.” One 

caution—from Flesch again: “Here’s the great 

paradox of writing. Written sentences should 

sound like natural speech, but they can’t be 

natural speech, which is too disorganized, too 

repetitive, too careless to stand up under the kind 

of scrutiny they get in print.” The key verb: They 

should sound like speech. 

 When copy reading, consider using the popular 

THREE-PASS SYSTEM. On the first reading, look 

at the quality of the Content and Accuracy. In the 

second pass, clear up Obvious Errors. And, finally, 

on the last look, find the Subtle Errors tucked 

away in half-hidden spots. (There’s always at 

least one.) That’s why it never hurts to have a 

second pair of eyes look at your text. Find a 

trusted critic/evaluator. Maybe it’s a spouse or 

writing colleague. (Yes, it’s true that candor can 

bruise fragile egos, but it’s almost always helpful.) 

 Another rule of thumb. In editing, whether for 

yourself or a fellow writer, NEVER HESITATE TO 

QUESTION AND CHALLENGE. It makes you 

something of a pest, but it ensures that the copy 

is clean and clear. Three cheers for an Enquiring 

Mind!  

[Note: As a writer for the old Milwaukee Journal, it 

was rare for a day to pass without at least one 

challenge from the Copy Desk.] 

*************** 

 

Say More With Less 

OK, Bill, you’re running on again. This may be 

your last Midnight Musings, but it’s time to wind 

things up, before the Creative Wisconsin editor shuts 

you down. 

All right, three last insights: 

-- Making yourself say More With Less is first a 

learning process, then a habit. 

-- No half-hearted efforts.  Remember the words of 

longshoreman/philosopher/author Eric Hoffer: “My 

work smells like sweat.” 

-- Finally, realize that in writing you can never be 

perfect.  But you can always be better. 

An admission: You’ve encountered many of these 

“gems” earlier in columns over the years. So a special 

thanks for staying right up to the close of this two-

decade WRWA/WWA reminiscence. My Midnight 

Musings’ era has been a blast. Happy trails in the 

many opportunities that lie ahead in your writing 

careers.  

 

--A fond farewell and thank you to Bill, and best wishes 
on your other adventures. You will be missed. –the 
editor  

“Here’s the great paradox 
of writing. Written 
sentences should sound 
like natural speech, but 
they can’t be natural 
speech...” 
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CRAFT 

 
We Are All Beginners 
Judy Bridges, RedBird Studio 

 

After twenty years of coaching 

writers and leading workshops—and 

writing myself—I’ve come to this conclusion: We are 

all beginners. 

I’m often asked if a class is for beginners or pros, 

and I can feel people wondering when I say it is for 

both. I love having people of mixed ages, genders, 

interests, and best of all, levels of experience. The 

person who has never put pen to paper sits next to 

one who is extremely well published. High school 

dropouts sit with college professors, and factory 

workers with attorneys. Unless someone happens to 

mention it, no one can tell the difference. When we 

start writing, we all look alike. 

We all bring something to the party; and we are 

all lacking. We write well one day and badly the next. 

We blow the grammar one day and correct it the 

next. We think we’ve nailed it when we haven’t, and 

sometimes we have it when we think we didn’t. 

The truth is, writing is like life. It goes up and 

down. When we’re young, we think we’re going to get 

smarter with experience and live on an upward 

curve, with our days getting brighter and happier all 

the time. Eventually we figure out it doesn’t work 

that way. The happiness curve is jaggedy. Life is good 

at times, not so good at others. 

As writers, we begin anew every time we face a 

blank page. All the words are in our heads, waiting to 

get sorted into proper order. But often, instead of 

flowing easily, ideas jumble, phrases bubble up in our 

brains and slip away. This happens to the pros as well 

as the beginners. 

Way back when we first started writing, we were 

sure it was all about inspiration, that lightning would 

strike with le grande idea. If we were to get out of the 

way, the right words would flow through our fingers 

to the page. All we’d have to do is let it happen. 

Then we realize writing isn’t that easy. Work is 

involved. Even those first “inspired” drafts need a lot 

of fixing. 

Enter: Craft. We take classes. Read books. Learn 

everything we can about the practical matters of 

structure, plot, character reveal, show and tell, point-

of-view, dialog, etc. etc. etc. Surely, now, we are on 

the ascending curve to professionalism. We paid our 

dues and the rest is going to be easy. 

Ha!—says everyone who’s been at this for awhile. 

The blank page is still a blank page. You still struggle 

to fill it with worthwhile things, and you still need to 

do the fixing. With experience, you spot the mistakes 

more quickly and are more adept at fixing them. But 

the path is the same. 

If you work in a single genre, you learn some 

shortcuts, patterns you can follow. You can begin 

with the murder, have X number of characters of one 

type or another, and XX number of plot points to 

cover. This makes it easier, but there’s still that blank 

page. 

When you approach the page knowing you have 

work to do, when you realize you are like every other 

writer on the planet who has to work to get it right, 

you can quit staring at the sky, waiting for 

inspiration. You can quit looking at other writers 

thinking they’re the pros and that if you only knew 

what they know, writing would be easy. 

Scary as that is, it’s the good news. You write and 

re-write because your standards are high, you want it 

to be good. If you didn’t care you would write any old 

dumb thing on the page and let it go. The fact that you 

wrestle with it, that instead of getting cocky you 

admit to feeling like a beginner, is one of the best 

things you can say about yourself as a writer. 

If you are lucky, you’ll be a beginner all your life. 

Fresh as a daisy and eager to get started. 

 

Redbird Studio 
3195 S. Superior St. Milwaukee 53207 

 

http://www.redbirdstudio.com/
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THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS 
Agnes Kennard, Minong-Wascott, with Jo Stewart 

 

Choir sings: “Silver Bells” or Christmas carol of 

choice 

 

(In the opening scene we see Grandmother enter 

stage center, meeting and greeting her precious 

grandchild in child’s living room.) 

(Background humming of Christmas carol by 

choir while each scene is being played) 

 

Grandmother – Merry Christmas, darling. My, 

you’ve grown into quite the young lady, haven’t 

you?   

Child – Oh, Gramma, you saw me just last week.  

Ummmnn, you smell so good. 

(She puts her arms around Grandma and then 

stops, looks up at Gram, walks around her 

puzzled.) 

Child - Gramma, did you forget something? 

Grandmother – I don’t think so… 

Child - But where are your gifts for me. 

Grandmother – (Grandmother does a double 

take.) Let’s see, oh dear, where are they? I know I 

had so many when I left my house, I can’t imagine 

what happened to them all. (Makes great show of 

thinking)   

Grandmother – Oh dear, I - I - we have a 

problem. 

Child – Oh, Gramma - no presents and I wanted a 

doll, and a video, and a book, and a dress, and new 

shoes, and perfume, and fingernail polish-bright 

pink, and a necklace – (wails) I can’t be happy 

without them. Oh, what a horrible Christmas. This 

isn’t Christmas at all. 

(She flings herself on stool stage right and pouts.) 

(Grandma walks to stage left obviously thinking. 

She sits in easy chair.) 

 

Choir sings: “Christmas is Meant for Children” or 

Christmas carol of choice 

 

Grandmother - C’mon, Child, don’t cry so. Sit 

with me, I’ll tell you a story. A story that 

happened to me when I was a little girl almost 

your age. Then later we can retrace my steps and 

see if we can find your gifts that I carried with me 

when I left my house. 

Child – (Reluctantly) All right, Gramma. 

(Child comes to sits on ottoman.) 

(Grandmother begins her the story of the dark-

haired angel.) 

 

Every Christmas as I put the angel on the top of 

our Christmas tree, I remember this story from my 

childhood. 

It was 1936 and I was in the third grade. From the 

beginning of the school year much of the talk amongst 

the kids was the Christmas Program. As first and 

second graders, we only performed in groups. But in 

the third and fourth grades we were eligible for 

speaking parts. Most of my girlfriends coveted the role 

of Mary, but not me. I figured I was too short for that 

motherly role. No, I wanted to be one of the angels in 

the chorus that speaks to the shepherds in the field. I 

could just see the halo crown sparkling in my black, 

curly hair. 

The day after the audition the Christmas Program 

director, Miss Pop, who was also the fourth grade 

teacher and principal, announced the cast. My name 

wasn’t called. 

It took considerable courage on my part to 

approach Miss Pop. Not only did she possess the aura 

and stature of her principal’s position, but standing 

five-foot, eight, and weighing two hundred pounds, she 

made even the largest fourth graders cower in fear. I 

spoke up never the less. 

“Excuse me, Miss Pop,” I whispered to her back. 

As she turned my direction, I shut my eyes and blurted 

out, “Why wasn’t I chosen to be an angel?” 

She smiled at me so warmly I thought for a minute 

she had made a mistake. But then she spoke. “Why, 
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Josephine, that wasn’t possible. You have the wrong 

color hair. Have you ever seen a dark-haired angel?” 

I don’t recall how I made it home. However, 

Mother could tell, when she finally separated the wails 

from the words, this was considerably more than losing 

a part in the school play. This was a case of being 

denied a celestial role in all eternity! 

So, Miss Pop said there are no dark-haired 

angels?” 

I nodded my head and followed Mother to the 

bookcase by the fireplace. She bent down to the bottom 

shelf where the largest books were kept and pulled out 

several too big for me to handle alone. Together we 

carried them to the dining-room table, and I watched 

her leaf through one called Art Treasures Of the 

Louvre until she found a thirteenth century print titled 

Madonna and the Angels.  We counted six angels, all 

brunettes. 

And we didn’t stop there. We looked through 

Studies and Styles Of the Italian Renaissance and The 

Flowering of the Italian Renaissance and found print 

after print of angels. Together we made an interesting 

discovery.  Not only had artists painted angels with a 

variety of hair colors, their skin tones varied, too. 

I wiped my eyes, smiled at my mother and, with 

the added strength of truth to bolster me. I was able to 

carry those precious, heavy books back to the bookcase 

all by myself. 

I learned a valuable lesson that day: don’t let other 

people discourage you from reaching your goals. Your 

size, shape, color of hair, or skin, doesn’t matter. In 

God’s sight you may be just the right person for the 

job. 

This is also the reason the angel on the top of our 

Christmas tree has black hair. 

 

Child – Granmma, 

(as she rises to stand near grandma.)  

What a sweet story. I loved it.  

(Touches Grandmother’s white hair) 

Was your hair really black hair once? 

(Dim stage lights) 

 

Chorus sings:  “O Holy Night” or Christmas carol of 

choice 

 

Grandmother – (Stage lights on.) Grandmother and 

Child now have coats, hats, mittens on. As they walk 

hand in hand stage right to left Grandmother points 

toward a house.)  

See, Child, this is where little Joe Baker lives, you 

remember him, don’t you? His dad is not working and 

his mother has been quite ill. I know they have no 

money to buy him even a small gift for Christmas this 

year. 

Child – Oh, how sad, Gramma – I know just what he 

feels. I wish we had something to give him. (Pauses 

and say plaintively) But I have no gifts either. 

Grandmother – (hesitantly) Ah. Remember the green 

mittens and the matching hat that had the initial G B on 

the top that you wanted me to knit for you?   

Child - Of course, Gramma, but where are they? 

(Dramatically) Gone – lost! 

Grandmother – Well, maybe they slipped out of my 

arms onto their doorstep.  Let’s look for them there.  

Child – (Pauses as thinks). No. Gramma, I’d rather the 

Bakers found them.  Let’s walk on and look for my 

other gifts. 

(Stage lights dim.) 

 

Choir sings: “O Holy Night” or Christmas carol of 

choice 

 

Grandmother – (stage left) 

(stage lights slowly brighten.) 

We are nearly to my home now, my dear grandchild, 

and we seem to have had no luck in finding your gifts. 

We’ve passed by the Smiths, where many children play 

happily even though they are poor. Maybe if we had 

looked harder we could have found the doll and books 

that I had bought for you. Do you want to go back? 

Child – No, Gramma, I feel almost joyful that my doll 

and books were lost there. 

Grandmother - Oh, sweetheart. 

Child – And I’m glad you lost my toys and my 

necklace near Casda’s.  What a treat for them to find. 



Creative Wisconsin 

 

Page 22 
 

Grandmother – (Grandmother pats child’s hand.) 

We’re at my home now. Come sit by the tree. 

(Picks a paper and pencil off stool and sits down by 

tree.)  

Grandmother – Take a moment to think about 

Christmas and what it means while I make us hot 

chocolate.  

(As Grandmother walks away, center stage, child 

begins writing.) 

 

Choir sings: “Silent Night” or Christmas carol of 

choice 

 

Child – (Grandmother brings hot chocolate, center 

stage to right, Child is on stool stage right.) 

Gram, while you were gone I wrote a poem. I call it “A 

Gift in Time.” 

Grandmother – My, my, you are something. Is it 

about Christmas?  

(Child shakes head yes) 

Grandmother – Well, let’s hear it. 

Child - As each day of my year passes,  

I think to myself, 

What have I done with this gift of time? 

Three hundred sixty-five days in which to shine. 

So I pray to my Brother, sweet Baby Divine, 

Thank you, dear Jesus, for gifts that are mine. 

A Mom and a Dad, the lessons they teach,  

The shoes on my feet, the meals that I eat. 

The pets that I love, the clothes that I wear, 

Choir, piano, brothers and sisters to share. 

 

I look back on my year, and I think to myself, 

Did I pick up my clothes; do my chores with a smile? 

Did no lies pass my lips; was my homework done 

well? 

Did I remember as I washed my hands so fine? 

That my soul should be clean, as the thoughts in my 

mind. 

Did each evening, as I climbed into bed, 

Thank you Lord for the day that I had? 

 

On this Christmas Day, I think to myself, 

I carry within me the gift of this year past, 

To return to You lived – it’s the best I could do 

Please take it, Baby Jesus; it’s my gift to you. 

 

Grandmother – Oh, darling, you warm my heart. 

(Hugs her and then jumps up.)   

Now I have a surprise for you. 

 

(As she brings out several gifts from behind tree and 

sets them in front of child, child claps hands with 

delight as the lights dim and the Christmas tree lights 

up.) 

 

Choir sings: “White Christmas” or Christmas carol of 

choice 

 

 

The End 

 

Cast: Grandmother and Child about 9- 11 years old 

Props: Pencil & paper, cup & saucer, Tree topped with 

dark-haired angel, Gift boxes, Stool, Easy Chair, 

Ottoman. 

Costumes: Dress clothes present time, winter coats, 

hats and mittens. 

Lights: Show passage of time or scene change. 

 

Permission by Jo Stewart for using her short story, 

“Dark Haired Angel” 

 

Agnes Kennard and Jo Stewart are both members of the St. 

Croix Writers of Solon Springs. “The Spirit of Christmas” 

was first presented in 1999 with Jo Stewart playing the part 

of Grandmother. She set the standard for all who follow.  
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Member Book News & Reviews 
 

 
A Stable Birth 
A Story about the Birth of Jesus Christ 
June G. Paul, Portage 

 

Biblical Fiction 

May 2014 Lovstad Publishing 

ISBN 9780692312889 

$14.95 Print 

92 pages 

 

Purchase on Amazon or Barnes and Noble 

 

From the Publisher: In this compelling and 

thought provoking story about the birth of Jesus, 

the author shares the stability of faith residing in 

the characters of Mary, Joseph, and the Innkeeper. 

Written in conversational form, the reader is 

quickly drawn into this story as they read about 

the call from God through the angelic messengers: 

“Do not be afraid.” 

 

Editor’s Review 

June Paul has created a series of vignettes 

surrounding the controversy of Jesus’s conception 

and birth. In six chapters, the author takes a 

component of the Biblical people involved and 

delves in, creating an engaging story line. 

I particularly liked the chapter about the 

shepherds’ journey, their wonder, their visit, their 

humbleness and desire to share what they had 

seen. 

Since Jesus’ earthly father, Joseph, gets so 

little press in the Bible, readers might be interested 

in Paul’s treatment. Through her words she gives 

an imagined life to this man, his feelings regarding 

his betrothed and her confession. How he works 

through his disbelief to belief is a challenging 

discovery. 

Recommended for those who are intrigued by 

Christmas night and the events that led up to it. 

A discussion guide is included in this book. 

The author also shares two poems as part of the 

story. A portion of the proceeds will be donated to 

ministries supporting crisis pregnancies. 

This is Paul’s second work, following Praying 

Our Way Through Stress. See more at 

junegpaul.net 

 

2 Cute 2 Be 4 Gotten 

 
Nancy Runner, Weston 
 
Before online yearbooks, classmates used to write in 
their friends’ annuals, often trying to outdo each 
other with the wittiest verse or cleverest saying.  And 
before yearbooks, students wrote in each other’s 
autograph books.  2 Cute 2 Be 4 Gotten preserves 
these autograph memories, bits of Americana from 
the late 1880s to the 1960s. 
 
The book is available on Nancy’s website and at 
Janke Book Store in Wausau, WI.       Print $14.95  

http://www.amazon.com/Stable-Birth-Story-About-Christ/dp/0692312889/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1416497033&sr=8-1&keywords=June+G+Paul
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/a-stable-birth-june-g-paul/1120584851?ean=9780692312889
http://www.amazon.com/Praying-Our-Way-Through-Stress/dp/1449798586/ref=tmm_pap_title_0?ie=UTF8&qid=1416497033&sr=8-2
http://www.amazon.com/Praying-Our-Way-Through-Stress/dp/1449798586/ref=tmm_pap_title_0?ie=UTF8&qid=1416497033&sr=8-2
http://www.junegpaul.net/
http://www.nancyrunner.com/
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Lulu’s Christmas Story: A True Story of Faith 

and Hope During the Great Depression 

Ludmilla Bollow, Milwaukee 

 

Memoir 

Title Town Publishers 

October 2014 

ISBN 978-0991193851 

$9.95 Ebook 

$22.95 Hardcover 

256 pages 

 

Purchase at Amazon or Barnes and Noble  

 

From the Publisher: 

Christmas is eagerly awaited by Lulu, a young girl 

living in a small Wisconsin town during the Great 

Depression. Anticipation is transformed into 

anxiety when Daddy loses his job, doubts about 

Santa flicker, and that Shirley Temple doll seems 

further away than ever. Mama reveals her own 

brutal Christmas as an orphan, adding new 

worries. But it’s Lulu’s deep faith and vibrant 

hope that keeps her looking forward to each new 

day and the glorious gift of Christmas. In her 

touching memoir, Ludmilla Bollow, an award-

winning playwright and novelist, recounts the year 

before her family’s toughest Christmas. There’s a 

haunting encounter with freaks at a circus 

sideshow, the heartbreaking loss of the town’s 

recluse who was committed to finding true love, a 

disastrous Thanksgiving at Grandma’s, and, of 

course, the long-awaited Christmas! Lulu’s spirit 

of love and joy radiates throughout this emotive 

recall of family life during hard times. 

 

 

Editor’s Review 

It’s January, 1935, and from the moment Lulu 

sees Shirley Temple in Bright Eyes, she wants 

nothing more than a Shirley Temple doll for the 

next Christmas. 

Told in first person from seven-year-old 

Lulu’s eyes, Bollow’s memoir is poignant, 

revealing, and precious. Lulu’s first memory is of 

the less fortunate who beg for food, which Mama 

is always prepared to give. When they laugh at the 

song, “Hallelujah I’m a Bum,” she knows that 

being a bum in reality isn’t funny. 

I won’t repeat the summary of stories. Just 

know that told through Bollow’s eyes in first 

person present tense, each chapter is a moment 

stolen from time and memory, a piece of history 

during an unforgettable era. 

The book goes beyond being a simple memoir, 

as the author uses a folksy voice and dialog. There 

is much to love in each section as Lulu discovers 

and learns and grows throughout the year. Readers 

who enjoy stories of the past will enjoy Lulu’s 

Christmas Story. Highly recommended for those 

who either lived through or want to know more 

about life in the 1930s. 

 

 

 

 

Book News---Book Reviewers! 
 

Submit your news to 

mailto:cwmed@wiwrite.org 

OR 

mailto:pubprs@wiwrite.orgfor the Newsletter 

 

 

Write a review of a WWA member book! 

Submit up to 250-word reviews to 

cwmed@wiwrite.org. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Lulus-Christmas-Story-During-Depression-ebook/dp/B00O5RR7NW/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1416497133&sr=8-1&keywords=Ludmilla+Bollow
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/lulus-christmas-story-ludmilla-bollow/1118586969?ean=9780991193851
mailto:cwmed@wiwrite.org
mailto:pubprs@wiwrite.org
cwmed@wiwrite.org
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 Poetry  
 

Christmas Snow 

Julianne Carlile, Mukwonago 

The way the snow 

Fell on the hill, 

Blowing high and low, 

Trying hard to fill 

Every tiny crack 

In the countryside, 

Left us with no lack. 

Now let Christmas ride! 

Julianne Carlile is a poet, author and screenwriter who lives 

with her long-haired Chihuahua Nicky in Wisconsin. Her 

novel The Little Red Hound is a Kindle book. 

 

 

 

Security Alert 
Liz Rhodebeck, Menomonee Falls 

 

Do not leave your luggage 

or books of poetry 

unattended at any time 

in case someone might 

slip dangerous things in 

while you weren’t looking 

or that volatile thoughts 

might be read by a stranger 

and leave them reeling, wounded-- 

poetry can do that, you know. 

Beware suspicious clusters of pens 

mind altering weapons in the right hands 

that reveal more than x-rays  

or metal detectors, molding 

unsuspecting brains into explosive thoughts 

and altered poetic realties that can 

set a flight off course. 
 

 

 

 

Living On My Own 
Liz Rhodebeck, Menomonee Falls 

 

If you live alone 

no one cares if you get jelly 

on the butter knife, or 

bits of butter in the jelly jar 

or even if you use the same knife 

to cut your eggs and toast. 

No one minds  

if you sleep on both  

sides of the double bed 

to keep from changing the sheets 

or go to bed nude, 

even fully clothed with boots and coat. 

When you’re the only one in the house 

bathing with the door open 

poses no risk of surprise, 

the blaring television 

fails to annoy another 

and dirty underwear on the floor is... 

well, just that. 

If you’re by yourself 

no one tells you what to do 

or answers your questions; 

helps you move the furniture around 

or tastes your experimental cooking. 

If you live alone 

no one cares if... 

you live alone. 

 

 

 

Liz Rhodebeck of Menomonee Falls has recently published her 

fourth chapbook, Here the Water is Deep, with Orange Hat 

Publishing. She is the winner of the 2014 WFOP Muse Prize for 

Excellence in Poetry. See http://www.waterwriter.com 

 

  

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B004EYUF80
http://www.waterwriter.com/
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Speaking of Ice 

Suzy Wedeward, West Bend 

Second place 2013 Jade Ring 

 

When I think of icicles 

I think of things pointing 

in the wrong direction. Power 

is a drip falling out 

of me so slowly, I calcify. The ways 

of stalactites leave me speechless. 

 

Through the opaque curtain they speak 

flowing from fractures, icing 

on the ceiling of caves out of the way 

of human eye, they make their point, 

slowly. I stand outside 

of myself, outside of time, powerless. 

 

A few periodic elements hold the power. 

The limestone fields are saying 

that they will stay where they are, outside. 

But eventually they will succumb. Icing 

will seep and the caves will make their point 

of being understated, restrained, leisurely. Always. 

 

Descending in ways 

that are the speleo power. 

To the cave the external world has no point 

except to decay, to breakdown.  Say 

that I am an icicle that has touched another icicle. 

Adhering, curved by currents of air, we fan out. 

 

Open channels encased in the trickling out 

of calcite on the way 

to becoming a stationary waterfall of “ice.” 

In the underworld of fifty-five degrees power 

is in stability. If I could speak 

beyond the span of a human lifetime, pointing 

 

back to the pillars that point 

downward to the cavity of my thoughts, out 

would seep the very thing that terrifies me, saying 

that I am alone in a cave of jagged ways, 

my caving skills are limited, and the minute but 

powerful 

fissures threaten to crack my thin ice. 

 

Then a stalagmite touches, pointing the way. 

Out of the joining forms a column of power, 

speaking the language of icicles. 

 

Suzy Wedeward lives near West Bend, Wisconsin with 

her husband. They have three children and enjoy traveling 

and hanging out with friends. Poetry, wine, food and yoga 

are among her favorite things. 

 

 

 

 

The Marriage Mentor 
Lori Lipsky, Waunakee 

 

If I served you  

the ration of grace  

I allow myself 

if I believed  

the best of you 

and forgave you without reserve— 

then I would 

almost 

rise to the level 

of our dog 

who always assumes 

the best of both of us, and 

loves us as we are 

 
Lori Lipsky teaches piano and voice at the Arboretum Music 

School in Waunakee, WI.  Her poetry has been published in 

dozens of print and online literary journals. She blogs at 

Poetrypatio.com. 

 

 

  

http://www.poetrypatio.com/
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A Time for War, A Time for Peace 
James Wegner, Franklin 

 

A time for war, a time for hope, a time for men 

Without question they heed the call of liberty 

By choice they come from near and far to fight for it 

Reasons may divide them, but purpose unites them 

They cannot fail so their best hangs as their standard 

 

A time of red, a time for blood, a time for grit 

Death is universal and stalks them from afar 

At any moment it can drag them far beyond life 

Their duty keeps the risk silent in the shadows 

They live some nightmares so we can live some 

dreams 

 

A time of white, a time for good, a time for light 

Whether fighting for our homeland or another’s 

Keepers of the ideals laid by our founders 

Freedom is a right for all, if they can keep it  

Humility and nobility are defined 

 

A time of blue, a time for gloom, a time for joy 

Sadness takes the throne when lives and battles are 

lost 

The great republic: is it supposed to crumble? 

Cherish what you have; do not take it for granted 

Knowing it is safeguarded down to a science 

 

When victory is achieved they make their return 

Tranquil for now but evil will call them again 

In the meantime though, I reflect on where I stand 

I say thank you all for this chance to write this poem  

A time for choice, a time for life, a time for peace 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BOOK BITE 
 

Murder Under the Tree 
(A Kay Driscoll Mystery Book 2) 

Susan Bernhardt, River Falls 

 
 
Released November 14th 
MuseItUp Publishing – Kindle Book, $5.95 
 
While Kay attends a Christmas tea at 
Hawthorne Hills Retirement Home, a beloved 
caretaker dies from an allergic reaction to 
peanuts. When the official coroner’s report 
rules the cause of death to be accidental, a 
small group of residents suspect foul play 
and call upon Kay to investigate. 
 

Kay uncovers sinister plots of fraud, revenge, 

and corruption at the Home. During this 

season of peace on earth, good will to men, 

additional murders occur. Despite multiple 

attempts on her life, and with the support 

once again of her best friends, Elizabeth and 

Deirdre, Kay continues her quest for bringing 

justice for the victims. 

 

Kay’s first Christmas in Sudbury Falls is an 

unforgettable one, with equal amounts of 

celebration and danger. ’Tis the season to be 

sleuthing! 

 
Murder Under the Tree is available on Amazon. It 

is also available also on iTunes/iBooks, Barnes 

and Noble, MuseItUp Publishing, Kobo, and other 

online bookstores. 

http://amzn.to/1tC5krR
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2 Prose 2
 

Surprise Party 
Nancy Runner, Wausau 

 

Little boys and little girls are different, and 

that is never more apparent than at their 

birthday parties. 

My son Alex’s parties usually involved 

some sort of large muscle activity to let the 

boys run around and blow off steam…we 

held them in a gym or at the local pool. The 

parties consisted of lots of whooping and 

hollering, along with the usual ice cream and 

cake. 

When my daughter Abby turned five, we 

planned a Strawberry Shortcake-themed 

party. Abby had light red hair and was a 

dead ringer for Apple Dumpling, one of 

Strawberry’s friends, so the theme was a 

natural. There were five guests (one for each 

year) and they arrived in party dresses tied 

with sashes and wore lacy anklet socks. I 

was delighted by the ladylike behavior of the 

little girls. They sat at the dining room table 

and ate strawberry shortcake (of course!) 

with napkins on their laps and plenty of 

giggles and conversation. For favors, the girls 

received new crayons and Strawberry 

Shortcake coloring books. They actually sat 

quietly coloring as the party wound down. 

“Boy,” I thought. “Little girls are so easy.” 

As the party neared time for parents to 

pick the girls up, nine-year-old Alex 

wandered through the room and I could see 

a light bulb go off above his head. He ran out 

the door, calling “I’ll be right back. Don’t let 

anybody leave.” 

He was back in less than fifteen minutes, 

throwing his bike down outside the front 

door. The girls were just starting to put away 

their books and return the crayons to their 

treat bags. Slightly out of breath and 

flushed, Alex began to distribute a special 

favor to all the girls…a gift he purchased 

himself. The bag he carried showed the name 

of the local variety store not far from our 

house, a popular spot for kids to buy penny 

candy and baseball cards. 

I could hardly believe 

my eyes when I saw his 

purchase was a pack of 

candy cigarettes for each 

girl, the kind that emitted 

smoke when you blew 

through them. The girls 

were thrilled! I could hardly scold Alex for 

being so generous and thoughtful. His 

cheeks were pink with pride as he handed 

the cigarettes to each guest. Parents were 

parking and walking up the steps to our 

house. It was too late for me to save face. I 

just smiled and hurried each little girl out 

the door, puffing away on her candy cigarette 

like a 1940s film star. 

“They were a treat from her brother,” I 

mumbled to the surprised looking parents. 

“Thanks so much for coming!” 

The door closed behind the guests. I 

looked at my beaming son and my daughter, 

their fair heads bent together over a 

Strawberry Shortcake coloring book, candy 

cigarette smoke wafting around their 

shoulders. No one ever told me parenting 

would have precious moments like this.  
 

Nancy is a member of Writers of Wausau and the 

WI Writers Association. She is the author of a 
collection of autograph verses titled 2Cute 2Be 
4Gotten. Her book preserves the verses high 

school students wrote to each other from the 

1880s to the 1960s. 

The girls were 
thrilled! I could 
hardly scold 
Alex for being 
so generous 
and thoughtful. 

http://www.nancyrunner.com/
http://www.nancyrunner.com/
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But, why me? Two 

unbeatable reasons:  

 I. Turns out a 
search committee 
went to Ancestry.com 

The King of Wisconsin   
       Joel Habush, West Allis  

 

 Royal Proclamation 

 As King of Wisconsin, I Hereby Decree... 

 

Wait, let me interrupt myself—you may be asking, 

“Hey how’s come you get to be King of Wisconsin? 

Who died and left you in charge?” 

Good questions. I may dub you “Lord High 

Question Asker” if you play your cards right—

assuming you play Sheepshead. I’m surprised you 

didn’t know about it; it happened months ago—it 

was in all the papers, what’s left of them. 

Briefly, my meteoric rise to the throne came 

about because the electorate had become 

thoroughly disgusted, disillusioned, and yes, 

virtually disenfranchised by the rancor, vitriol, 

mean spiritedness and divisiveness of Wisconsin 

politics.  Not much can get done by people who are 

alternately pointing fingers at each other and giving 

each other the finger. Sounds like Washington D.C., 

ain’ a?  

Well, a number of right thinking people 

representing all hues of the political spectrum and 

all corners of the state got together to correct the 

situation. 

The end result? While you were sleeping, so to 

speak, I became King of Wisconsin.   

Exactly why Wisconsin got a King is partly your 

fault. Remember these two great historical quotes 

addressing this very issue: 

 I. Eternal vigilance is the price of freedom. 

         And... 

 II. You snooze, you lose. 

The coup occurred some time ago when out of 

the 5,726,398 citizens of Wisconsin, 5,726,000 of 

them were immobilized, glued to their TV sets, 

radios, iPads, and smart phones during a Packer 

game. The remaining 398 were following the 

Brewers. 

My first Royal Act was to have Wisconsin secede 

from the United States. Texas talks about it. Well, 

Texas talks about a lot of things; Wisconsin acts. I 

also Stateisized the Wisconsin National Guard, and 

commandeered for the State Fleet all the Harley-

Davidsons, Oshkosh Trucks, Simplicity Lawn 

Tractors and Wisconsin Dells Ducks that the state 

politicos were riding to curry favor (suck up) to the 

local voters. 

Next, I acted swiftly to appoint ambassadors to 

Illinois, Minnesota, Iowa and Michigan. At that time, 

I also ordered the borders closed. That’ll work, 

right? And although we are a former colony of 

America, I extended the hand of friendship to her. 

No hard feelings, I say. 

Also, while Wisconsin is a peaceful country, I am 

prepared to declare war on Michigan if they don’t 

allow the citizens of the UP to have a plebiscite on 

joining Wisconsin. Michigan has ignored our Upper 

Peninsula brothers and sisters for years—we will 

welcome them warmly (or as warmly as anything 

can get up there) and salute any of these new 

Wisconsonians with the official Yooper greeting of 

“Hey, dere.” I have no doubt they will 

overwhelmingly check the box on the ballots 

labeled, “Yah, you betcha.” 

Oh, it’s all legal. The Wisconsin Supreme Court 

Justices, in a rare unanimous ruling, after a not so 

rare bench-clearing brawl, said it “was about damn 

time.” 

Nothing for you to be alarmed about. Nothing to 

see here.  It was a bloodless coup, and it was a long 

time coming. There were certain things about 

Wisconsin that had to be fixed. Nothing was getting 

done and something had to be done. And who 

better than a King to get things going? 

But, why me? Two 

unbeatable reasons:  

 I. Turns out a 

search committee 

went to Ancestry.com 

and found that I was 

the closest living descendent to our last Monarch—

King George III, yes, the whackadoodle. I kind of 

look like him, too. 
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 II. Bart Starr turned the job down. 

 Now, we in my Kingdom of Badgerland don’t 

like dictators, but we love Nobility and absolutely 

swoon over Royalty. Look at the magazine covers at 

the supermarket checkout lanes—count how many 

of them splash on pictures of Prince Harry, Prince 

William, Princess Kate, The Royal Urchin, Queen 

Latifah, and Lady Gaga. This goes a long way back, 

when all over our former country of America, we 

paid homage to the likes of Count Basie, the Artist 

formerly known as Prince, Baron von Raschke, and 

the Duke of Earl. 

No doubt you have concerns about the serious 

issues facing our new country: Balancing the 

Budget; Jobs; Health Care; Crime; Education; Strip 

Mining; Spear Fishing; and Oleo Smuggling—oh 

they took care of that one? Good. Less work for me. 

These matters all had to be addressed. But not 

much was really being done for the people and 

businesses of Wisconsin because the Number One 

priority of Democrats, Republicans, and various nut 

job party candidates was getting elected. The 

Number Two priority? Getting re-elected. 

Think of all the money that was wasted on 

elections of all kinds. Why you couldn’t run for 

Founders Day Queen in Onalaska without attracting 

huge expenditures from Super PACs. Instead, that 

money will now go directly to the Wisconsin Royal 

Treasury, and thence to my people. 

So, instead, your King, that’s me...or “We,” will 

make decisions about these matters, relying on the 

sage counsel of my Court, which consists of those 

who will be contributing to my coffers. All decisions 

are based on the irrefutable reason of “Because I 

said so.” 

I shall also cure the schism between our two 

most important cities. For one thing, I will spend 

the Spring and in my Governor’s Mansion in 

Madison, and the Fall in my alternate Governor’s 

Mansion in Milwaukee and urge both communities 

to work together. I’ll also give props to the other 

areas of the state by spending the Summer in the 

Governor’s Cottage on Moose Lake (up by 

Hayward). 

 Oh, the Winter? Like most Wisconsinites 

with any sense and the wherewithal, I’ll spend it in 

Florida.  

Not bad, hey? You’d probably vote for me if you 

could, but you can’t. Can’t vote against me either. 

Make no mistake about it, I am King of Wisconsin.  

And lastly, good news. Local artisans are putting 

the finishing touches on my new crown, fashioned 

from a foam rubber Cheesehead mold. Souvenir 

miniatures will be on sale at the Palace Gift Shops.   

You may now begin bowing and scraping out 

backwards. 

You will soon receive a Royal Invitation 

(Command Appearance) to be one of the fortunate 

throng rejoicing amidst the pomp and circumstance 

of my upcoming Official Coronation Ceremony. 

Choice of venue is down to either the House on the 

Rock or the Tommy Bartlett Water Show. 

I’m registered at Fleet Farm and Menards.  

 
Joel Habush, Copywriter/Producer, has been freelancing for more 

than 20 years, and has won numerous awards at advertising 

agencies in Milwaukee and Chicago as a writer, producer, and 

creative director. He’s also been a partner in a creative boutique 

and in an advertising agency in Milwaukee. Joel honed his writing 

skills while earning a Bachelor of Journalism degree at the 

University of Missouri. He has changed his emphasis to writing 

humor in essays, short stories and poetry. He took Second Place in 

the 2014 Florence Lindemann Humor Writing Competition.  
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We had fresh fallen snow 
on the day we went. Dad 
drove the tractor, Mom 
rode on one of the fenders 
over the huge wheels and 
Alan, George, and I rode 
in the trailer 

Harvesting Pine Boughs 
Viola LaBounty, Solon Springs 

 

Somewhere between the Empire Swamp, down 

near the town Line Road, and an old abandoned 

logging camp behind our house, were wonderful 

places for harvesting pine boughs. There were 

plenty of trees as well as nice, full boughs. My family 

didn’t always live in the rural setting in which we 

found ourselves. We think our parents were looking 

for what was missing in our lives. And that they 

wanted to give us kids some memories that we 

wouldn’t experience by living in town. 

In 1960 we had moved twenty miles from the 

village of Superior, Wisconsin, to a rural area to the 

south of there.  

Dad knew how people up north actively created 

their own Christmas decorations from pine boughs, 

like wreaths and trimmings on their porches, etc., 

and he had an idea that we could work together as a 

family cutting some and bringing them to town to 

sell. At the age of ten, just the harvest was the 

exciting part for me. People were pleased to buy 

them as is. Nice full boughs weren’t as plentiful in 

town. 

We moved in the early spring. It was cold in the 

new house and there was still ice on the ditches 

along the road that brought us there. 

Earlier that March there had been a house fire a 

block away from our south end part of town, in 

which a family of five children and their dad 

perished. The nine year old girl was my best friend, 

Margie. This may have played a part in the timing to 

move away, this I will never know. That I do know 

is that our parents always put us first, even if it 

meant starting over. 

Summer of nineteen sixty was filled with new 

adventures, new friends and exploration into our 

forty acres of woods. Our first winter in Foxboro, 

my parents got permission from a friend to harvest 

pine boughs on his land to make a little extra cash 

for the Christmas ahead. Dad had purchased an old 

nineteen fifties Allis Chalmers tractor and a trailer 

to haul our load. 

My brother, George, and I were talking the other 

day to try to remember which location the land was 

on. We figure our memories of location are a 

culmination of more than one. We settled on 

“Med’s” property. It was probably three to four 

miles away and we headed out early because of the 

distance,  order to spend the day working and still 

be able to drive back home before dusk. Tractors 

weren’t supposed to be traveling the highways after 

dusk, for obvious safety reasons. 

We had fresh 

fallen snow on the 

day we went. Dad 

drove the tractor, 

Mom rode on one of 

the fenders over the 

huge wheels and 

Alan, George, and I rode in the trailer, along with 

the tools needed for the job Dad’s most dependable 

tool was his “Swede saw,” as he called it. A small, 

curved triangular handled saw that was easy to fit 

in between the branches of the mostly densely 

populated trees. A hatchet and some rope 

completed the set, along with a blanket, just in case 

someone got cold. 

When we approached the logging road across 

from Med’s cabin near the old Chaffey Church, we 

could see the orange ribbon marking the entrance 

to where we were to go in. Med’s actual cabin was 

in front of the old Empire Swamp, through which 

ran The Empire Rail Road years prior. Word has it 

that there is still an old engine back in there on the 

tracks over-grown with tag alter. My brothers have 

searched for it over the years, and even recall 

locating it once. But now the swamp is so 

overgrown that it is easy to get turned around when 

in there and they haven’t been able to find it again 

their adult lives. 

There is a pine grove on the opposite side of 

Highway 35 from the swamp that is fifty to seventy-

five feet wide by three blocks long. This is where we 

were directed to go to choose our boughs for 
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cutting. We kids, dressed in wool jackets, knit hats 

and mitts, and good, warm boots, would shake the 

snow from the branches where Dad wanted to 

begin to saw. Then the work began. Mom had 

asthma, so she stayed with Dad to help clear the 

snow from the braches and the three of us kids 

would do all the dragging of the boughs back to the 

trailer to stack. 

 

 
 

Dad had used great skill in backing the trailer 

and tractor over the log and wooden plank bridge 

over the creek to the beginning of the logging trail. 

As the trailer filled to over the top, our parents 

tied it into place. Mom decided she could ride on top 

to steady the load, but as Dad started over the 

bridge, one trailer wheel slipped over the edge and 

our load toppled over, Mom and all, into the creek. 

All we could hear was her laughter and wheezing 

beneath all the boughs. So we followed the sounds 

to locate her and help her climb out. Between all of 

us, we were able to right the trailer and re-stack the 

load of pine and tie it a little tighter into place. 

This time crossing the rugged bridge, Mom rode 

on the tractor, with the blanket wrapped around 

here. Up on the fender by Dad and us kids ran along 

beside and behind. Picking up an occasional bough 

as they would fall to the road. Tossing them back on 

the pile. 

The trip back home was filled with exuberance 

and laughter, and the singing of Christmas songs as 

we went. If our legs got tied, we could catch a ride 

on the tractor for a while. 

It didn’t seem like a long way home because we 

were having so much fun. Watching the moon begin 

to rise in the near-dusk sky…new falling snow 

landing on our faces and our tongues. 

By the time we got home, Mom already had 

lines strung up through the house for hanging our 

woolens to dry. As she busied herself making hot 

chocolate to warm us, we each recalled the fun of 

this prosperous winter day. The scent of a roast 

slowly simmering in the oven for a late supper was 

swirling through every inch of the house. My sister, 

Lily, was the cook for that day. Though monetarily 

we did not have much, there was richness in love 

and in many other ways in our home. The warmth 

within during that winter drew us closer every day. 

 

Viola La Bounty is a charter member of WWA, of the St. 

Croix Writer’s group in Solon Springs. 

 

  

Books to the ceiling, 

Books to the sky, 

My pile of books is a mile 

high. 

How I love them!  

How I need them! 

I'll have a long beard by the 

 time I read them.

- Arnold Lobel 
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Forgetting 
Cherie Burbach, Oostburg 

 

I see my mother in that window every 

afternoon,” she said, smiling at me while she 

clapped her hands together like a child on 

Christmas morning. “I knew she wouldn’t 

leave me here in this place.” 

For once, she blamed her circumstances 

on my grandma and not me. Grandma had 

spoiled her, pampered her, and told her 

again and again how beautiful she was. I 

wondered what it would have been like to 

have a mother like that. 

The woman she saw wasn’t my grandma, 

though. Each afternoon the staff wheeled her 

in front of the mirror to do her hair and clean 

up from the morning’s messes. 

I nodded in response and couldn’t help 

smiling in return. Forgetting could do that 

for a person, I supposed. I thought of asking 

her about that woman in the mirror: Did she 

say she was sorry? Did she tell you she has 

regrets? But the point in coming here each 

day wasn’t to dredge up the past. Our history 

together was buried so deep among her 

forgotten memories that if we went there 

now, I was afraid we might never return. 

She’d drown in a sea of forgetfulness and I’d 

end up stuck in the place I’d finally moved 

on from. 

Her smile turned to confusion, like 

someone first waking up from a nap. 

“I know you somehow, don’t I?” 

I nodded and took her hand. “You used 

to.” She dropped my hand and frowned, 

pointing at me. 

“Yes,” I assured her, “you used to know 

me.” 

She clapped her hands together again. 

“Ha! I knew it.” She leaned in, and I could 

smell the faint scent of perfume she still 

wore. It brought me back to my childhood, 

watching her get ready for a date with the 

guy of the week. “I just knew we had met. 

But honey,” she placed her index finger 

gently on my cheek, tracing the scar I’d had 

for thirty years now, “how did you get this?” 

I gently took her hand away from my face, 

and held it in mine. “Someone I used to 

know did that to me. When I was five.” 

To my surprise, tears filled her eyes. “As a 

little girl? Someone did this and you were 

just a little girl?” 

My breath caught as she dabbed at her 

eyes with a tissue. I told myself I wasn’t 

going to cry anymore. Crying never got her 

attention. When I cried she felt victory, and I 

wasn’t going to give her that again. 

I looked around the room, changing the 

subject. “Where’s your roommate?” I nodded 

to the empty bed on the other side of the 

room. “Did Alfrida’s family take her out for 

lunch today?” 

I’d seen Alfrida every day for two weeks 

now, listening in on our conversations 

without even trying to hide it. Yesterday, 

Alfrida nodded at me as I struggled to share 

my news. 

“Tell her. Make the choice to forgive even if 

you don’t feel like it. God will do the rest 

after that.” 

“What do you know about it?” I cringed at 

the annoyance in my voice, but Alfrida was 

undeterred. 

“I know enough. Tell her.” 

There was a part of me that wanted to 

hold on to my news, not letting her see how 

much joy it brought me for fear she’d try and 

take it away. But Alfrida was right, she 

couldn’t do that now unless I let her.  

“Who? Her?” She thrust her chin in the 

direction of Alfrida’s empty bed. “Naw. She 

died last night.” 

I barely knew Alfrida, but this time my 

tears escaped. 
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“That’s awful,” I said, wiping my eyes with 

my sleeve. 

“Nonsense!” She said, flipping her hand 

through the air is if she was clearing a bad 

smell. “She had a good death.” 

“A good death?” I frowned. “I don’t know 

what that means.” 

I recognized her look of exasperation as 

she blew out a breath and paused. Then she 

spoke to me in a tone I remembered from 

those days when she was drunk and trying 

to enunciate her words. 

“Yes. The Lord took her quickly and 

quietly. We barely knew she’d passed. That’s 

as good as it gets.” 

“Is that right? That’s a good death, huh?” 

She shrugged. “Why make a fuss if you 

don’t have to?” 

I laughed at that. The woman who made a 

fuss at every turn for an entire lifetime was 

now thinking that quietly slipping away was 

a good way to leave this world and head for 

the next. 

“I suppose.” 

“But honey, whoever did that to you.” She 

was pointing at my face again. “You need to 

get away from them. Be safe.” 

I’d done exactly that for the last twenty 

years. Running and running until my mind 

and body collapsed into bad judgments and 

mistakes. For years I’d been stuck in a place 

with no family, no friends, somewhere 

between a little girl and a woman and not 

ready to embrace or let go of either. 

“Well.” She was still staring at my face. 

“Whoever did that…they were sick. They 

deserve…” She struggled for something to 

say. 

When I was a kid, I used to hope for 

horrible things to happen to her in response 

to what she’d done. But after all that 

running had worn me down, God was able to 

mold my arms so I could finally hold on to 

the blessings He’d been trying to give me for 

years. 

“I’m getting married soon,” I blurted 

suddenly, holding my hand out to show her 

the ring. I hadn’t been able to tell her before 

that moment. 

“He’s not the one who…?” She pointed to 

her own face this time. 

“No. That happened when I was a little 

girl. Remember?” 

“Oh, right.” She frowned. She hadn’t 

remembered. Not that, and not anything 

else. But I could make the choice to forgive 

her anyway, and did. 

 

WWA Member Cherie Burbach specializes in writing about 
relationships and helping people to connect. Whether it’s 
writing about caregiving, finding love, or friendship. Cherie 
is the About.com Friendship Expert and has also written for 
NBC/Universal,Match.com, Christianity Today, Philips 
Lifeline, and more. 

 

Novel-in-Progress Bookcamp  
http://www.novelbookcamp.com 

 

May 17-23  2015 

 

Cedar Valley Center & Spa 

 

Taking reservations for  

Take advantage of Early Bird Pricing 
 

To submit your application, $100 deposit, and/or the 

total registration fee: Write checks to the Wisconsin 

Writers Association, Inc. and mail c/o: 

 

Dave Rank 

831 S. Seventh Ave. 

West Bend, WI 53095 

 

To learn more about the Bookcamp or to submit an 

application, visit http://www.novelbookcamp.com 

 

Questions? 

Contact Dave Rank, Bookcamp Director 262-717-5154 

E-mail: pres@wiwrite.org  

http://friendship.about.com/
http://www.match.com/magazine/article/5465/5-Rules-For-Online-Dating-Over-50/
http://www.lifelinesys.com/content/blog/author/sw-14518
http://www.lifelinesys.com/content/blog/author/sw-14518
http://www.novelbookcamp.com/
http://cedar-valley.org/
mailto:pres@wiwrite.org
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WHAT TO SUBMIT FOR 

CONSIDERATION IN CREATIVE 

WISCONSIN MAGAZINE 

 
Creative Wisconsin magazine submissions 
are now open the general public. Regardless 
of possible small payment in the future and 
the fact that the magazine is going to be an 
electronic periodical for the time being, 
authors are still credited with a one-time 
publication right for those interested in 
growing their professional portfolio. Creative 
Wisconsin is published four times a year. 

 

Deadlines: 
February 1 for the March 1 edition 
May 1 for the June 1 edition 
August 1 for the September 1 edition 

November 1 for the December 1 edition 

 
THE WISCONSIN WRITERS 

LEGACY PROJECT 
 
It’s been a while since we’ve talked about the 
Legacy Project. While I’ve had an inquiry or 
two it’s not been about “fresh” material. 
 

A list of available authors is available on our 
website. Please look for an author to write 
about in upcoming editions of the magazine. 
Pictures very welcome. 
 

Write about Wisconsin Writers 
 
During his presentation at WRWA’s 2008 
Spring Conference in La Crosse, Jerry Apps 
suggested that each WWA magazine should 
include something about the Association’s 
history and something about Wisconsin’s 
rich legacy of writers. Send me a message at 
mailto:cwmed@wiwrite if you would like to 
prepare an article on a Wisconsin writer or 
some aspect of WWA’s history. 
 
Wisconsin authors are considered to be 
those who were born, raised, or lived a 
significant portion of their lives in Wisconsin. 

 
NOTE: Because we all have different 
perspectives on the authors, I do not mind 
duplicate reports if they’re unique. Please 
query the editor first. Strongly preferred: Not 
previously published articles on one of our 
many authors not yet written about in CW. 
Find a list here. (NOTE – please double check 
against the list of those below.) 
 
Authors previously written about in 
earlier editions of Creative Wisconsin 
Winter 2010 
Jessica Nelson North, by LaMoine 
MacLaughlin 
Summer 2011 
Herbert Kubly, by John P. Roberts 
Ellen Hunicutt, by Marshall J. Cook 
Dale Wasserman, by Ludmilla Bollow 
Tony Wons, by Mary Jacobsen 
Winter 2011 
Norbert Blei, by Barbara Fitz VromanPage 
Summer 2012 
Adeline Crapsey, by Sarah Mautz 
Alice Sebold, by Suzy Wedeward 
John Muir, by Kathleen McGwin 

 

WISCONSIN COMMUNITIES 
 
Write about the community you know and 
love, whether a big city or a rural township 
with more cows and bars than people. 
Include photographs. 
 
Terri Pratesi wrote about Sauk City/Prairie 
du Sac in December, 2013, and Joel Habush 
wrote about West Allis in August 2014 (not 
yet available on line). 
 

MEMORIES OF WRWA/WWA 
 
Have a memory of your involvement in the 
organization you’d like to share? We’d love to 
hear from you. 
 

COVER PHOTOGRAPHS 
 
Submit photographs as jpgs, at least 300 dpi 
resolution, to the editor, cwmed@wiwrite.org. 

http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/index.htm
mailto:cwmed@wiwrite
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/index.htm
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/2010-vol1.pdf
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/2011-vol2.pdf
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/2011-vol2.pdf
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/CW%20summer%202012.pdf
http://www.wiwrite.org/CWM/WWA%20Creative%20Wisconsin%20vol%205.pdf
cwmed@wiwrite.org

