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QUOTE OF THE MONTH 
Writing a story or a novel is one way of discovering sequence in experience, of stumbling upon cause and effect 

in the happenings of a writer's own life.  

--Eudora Welty 

Space Coast Writer‟s Guild 2012 Writing Contest 

The Space Coast Writer‟s Guild is sponsoring a short story fiction adult writing contest that will open in September, 2011. 

The annual contest is open to all writers. Authors may choose the topic of their entry, with the limitation that poetry, 

"zesty" romances, and children‟s stories are excluded.  To be considered, stories cannot exceed 2,000 words, must be 

original and unpublished, and be received by October 31, 2011. 

The Guild will begin receiving entries on September 1, 2011 at: Post Office Box 262, Melbourne, Florida 32902-0262. An 

entry requirement this year will be submission of an electronic CD of the story. Winners will be announced at the annual 

Space Coast Writers Guild Conference January 27- 28, 2011 to be held at the International Spa Resort in Cocoa Beach, 

Florida.  The first place winner will earn $100, free conference registration, and personal appointments with 

agents/publishers. The second place winner will receive $75, a reduced rate conference registration, and an 

agent/publisher appointment. Third place will be awarded $50, a reduced rate registration, and an agent/publisher 

appointment. A $25 entry fee is required. Travel and hotel costs are the responsibility of the winners. 

You can find additional contest specifics later in this newsletter. 

 

Congratulations 

Thanks to a special Amazon promotional event, the 

Kindle edition of SCWG member Bill Allen's first book, 

How to Slay a Dragon, rose to the #1 spot among rankings 

for children's books on Amazon.com. How to Slay a 

Dragon is a humorous adventure story for children ages 9 

and up about a small boy forced to slay a very large 

dragon because of a mistake in a prophecy. 

Near Future Events Feature Bruce Cadle 

8/20/2011:  August General Meeting - Bruce Cadle: 
Learn How to Launch a Bestseller on 
Facebook!  

9/10/2011:  Class: Marketing by Bruce Cadle - 12-3 pm 
at the West Melbourne Library - Details 
TBA 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

  

 

 

       

 

PRESIDENT‟S MESSAGE  

 The dog days of summer are upon us. Unfortunately, they seem to have taken a bite out of 

Guild activities. Actually, as Paul Newman said in one of his movies, “What we have here is a 

failure to communicate.”  I’m not sure we got the word out to everyone that the July program was 

canceled.   

 We cancelled the program because we were uncertain of a speaker, location, and just plain 

summertime.  We are on track for the monthly meeting on August 20
th

 at the Fountains, where 

Bruce Cadle will talk about using social media to promote your work.  We regret if you did not get 

the word on cancellation of the July meeting. Be sure to make the August meeting and leap into 

the useful world of the social media.   

 The Guild is promoting a new series of activities that are essentially classes on various 

aspects of writing from memoirs to marketing.  I attended Linda Jump’s class on memoirs and 

came away enlightened and entertained; Linda’s excellent instruction was the enlightenment while 

the marvelous stories shared by the students was the entertainment.  If you missed Linda’s first 

session, you can enroll for her next series of classes: August 8, 10, 15, and 17 at the Fountains 

from 9:00 to 11:00 a.m.  At $40, the classes are well worth the price for anyone wishing to get 

started on telling their own part of history. 

 Other classes programmed include Joyce Henderson on August 8
th

 on an expansion of her 

earlier class on “Making Money Writing on the Internet.”  Bruce Cadle will provide instruction on 

social networking opportunities in September.  Check the SCWG website for details. 

 We have been blessed with new members joining the Guild.  If I haven’t had a chance to 

personally welcome you, “Welcome.” I hope that I will have an opportunity to talk with you soon.  

We are working on updating our directory so that it is current and useful. Please contact Dean 

Naegel at neg_lubbock@yahoo.com with your current information.  

 The Guild has interesting and varied activities going on. I hope that you will participate 

and contribute to these activities. Work is underway on the 2012 conference. Please contact your 

writer friends near and far and advise them of the conference.  Attendance was down last year. As 

a result, the conference was a literary success, but not necessarily a financial one.  The only way 

we can continue to provide a quality conference is to make it both.  Word of mouth is excellent 

advertising, so I ask you to please help.  

        Gene Davis 

                              President 
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August SCWG General Meeting  
with Speaker Bruce Cadle  

Learn How to Launch a Bestseller on Facebook!    

How can a self published, first-time author utilize the social media phenomena Facebook to launch 

a bestselling book? Learn how at an upcoming seminar hosted by Bruce Cadle, author, food 

writer, speaker and search engine optimization expert who has successfully used social media to 

launch his book, Party for Two: Fun, Fancy and Easy Romantic Recipes from the Date Night 

Chef. 

 

Whether you are a new or veteran author or have always wanted to write a book, this interactive 

seminar will teach you how to use the Internet to your best advantage. Bruce’s seminar will be 

held on Saturday, August 20, from 1 to 2:30pm at the Fountains, 4451 Stack Boulevard, 

Melbourne. The seminar is free but reservations should be made at 

www.authorsmarketingservice.com/seminars. 

 

By following the strategy outlined in this 90-minute seminar you can build a huge following on 

Facebook and leverage the power of social media to launch or relaunch your own bestseller. Bruce 

will teach you the exact method that helped his book make not one but THREE of Amazon’s 

bestseller lists in his first week! The seminar will teach you how to build a huge following from 

the 750 million Facebook fans and how to use attraction marketing to build relationships with 

people who will promote you and your book. 

 

Would you like to have a celebrity review your book? Bruce will give you insight on how to do 

just that and how to host a virtual book release party on Facebook that can result in massive book 

sales and maybe even place you on the Amazon best-seller list. 

 

Bruce Cadle will also present a Date Night Cooking Class and book signing at the Rolling Pin 

Kitchen Emporium in Tampa, August 25th.  The class includes a four course dinner, beer, wine, 

soft drinks.  Reservations can be made online at http://www.rollingpinonline.com.  Bruce's May 

class sold out in advance and there are only 10 seats left for the August class. 

 

Party For Two is available at http://www.DateNightChef.com.  For additional information, please 

contact Bruce Cadle, bruce@cadlemediagroup or 321-525-0276. 

 

 

http://www.rollingpinonline.com/
http://www.datenightchef.com/


                              

 

 

 

  

 

Carol Didier‟s Recent Arrival  
 

I have always loved our westward expansion and in high school every term 

paper and book report I did was on our Native Americans and the old west, 

especially after I fell in love with Jeff Chandler when he played Cochise in 

Broken Arrow. Now that goes back some, but he inspired me like no one else 

ever did. I was 12 years old at the time, about when you develop crushes on 

movie stars.  

While in all my books the underlying story is a romance, I have included 

actual historical events and some notable persons from the time period. I 

researched the Apache Life-Way, their beliefs and customs and tried to be 

as accurate as possible in my depictions.  Later, as an adult, I had a chance 

to visit the very places I had written about. I even visited the place where 

Cochise had one of his strongholds. 

I never planned to write a book but when my son dared me to do it one 

day, I accepted his dare. I knew if I wrote anything it would be about 

Apaches and Cochise would be in there somewhere. When I sat down to 

write Apache Moon, the working title, I didn‟t realize how much history I had 

absorbed or learned over the years and the book just flowed out of me and 

was finished in three months. When I finished it and asked my son to read 

it, I waited breathlessly for his opinion. His only comment was, “It reads 

like a book.”  So much for a fan in the family! 

But once I started the book of my heart, I found I could not stop and it ended 

up a trilogy. When it got published, the title was changed to Apache Warrior 

and the publisher wanted it to end with the hero, Kayto, and heroine, 

Amanda, getting married in the first book. I agreed, but it broke my heart. 

Later, I had so many requests for the “rest of the story” and “what 

happened to the other characters in the book,” that I finally did the sequels, 

Apache Promise, and Apache Winter.  

They are both up on the Amazon Kindle and the Barnes and Noble Nook 

as of June 7, 2011. 

 

 

 

 NOW AVAILABLE 

 

Please visit http://www.westbowpress.com/ for more information 
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HOMECOMING 

Second Place Winner, 2011 Writing Contest 

Paula McMichael, Estero, Florida 

             
   “Sorry, Jonah, that I ain‟t got nothing for 
you. Next time.” He kissed Jonah. 
 Jonah squirmed and said, “S‟all right.” 
 Then Daddy asked me, “Where‟s your 
mother?” 
 I said, “At Celia‟s. It‟s laundry day.” 
 My mother was the finest seamstress in three 
towns, but twice a week she and Celia dis 
washerwomen‟s work. The extra money it brought in, 
especially what with Daddy gone. 
 “Lord, I didn‟t even know what day of the 
week is . . .” said Daddy, “Friday already? He drank 
more coffee and nibbled on the bread. “Bring me a 
blanket, Bit. Your Daddy‟s goin‟ to lay down.” 
 When Mama came back the front porch 
creaked under her feet; Daddy didn‟t move from the 
bed. He was wrapped up in the old crochet blanket of 
orange, green, and brown. 
 When she saw him from the doorway she just 
leaned against the jamb. I went up to her and she put 
her arm around me and kissed me on the forehead. 
 “When did he get home? She asked. 
 “This afternoon, round lunch time,” I 
answered. Then, sheepishly, though I didn‟t know 
why, I added, “I gave him the last of the bread . . . 
and the coffee too.” 
 “That‟s all right, Bit. That‟s just fine. Where 
are your brothers?” 
 “They went to play at Tina‟s. Daddy brought 
Enos a little wooden duck and he wanted to show it 
to Noah.” 
 “”That‟s just fine . . .” she paused, “why don‟t 
you go over there yourself. Be back before the moon 
gets too high. Tell Tina if she can feed you, I‟d 
appreciate it. If she can‟t, I understand. Your Daddy 
and I have some catching up to do. 
 If Daddy had said that, I wouldn‟t have felt 
so bad;, but he didn‟t, she did. I caught the way she 
squared her shoulders and adjusted her shawl as she 
walked to the bed and sat down. 
 “Ben?” I heard her say. It was not soft or 
light or teasing or any way sweet, but “Ben?” like she 
couldn‟t believe her own eyes. 
 I walked through the cold to Tina‟s, watching 
my breath stir up the air and hearing the frost crackle 
beneath my shoes. I felt the way Netty said she felt 
after both of her parents died; before she got shipped 
off to the orphanage. I felt like my pocket had a hole 
in it and something I knew I‟d be needing had slipped 
out. It was too late to retrace my steps to figure out 

Daddy came home after forty-two days. At first, no 
one recognized him; so he sat out on the stoop and 
put his head on his hands. The slope of his shoulders 
and the tag at the collar of his shirt, “BN with love” 
told me it was Daddy.  “Come on inside,” I said.  
 He was thin, like an old man. His legs stuck 
out like two used spindles and were just as brown. I 
poured him a now cold chicory coffee and gave him 
our last two bits of stale bread.  Enos and Jonah 
looked at me with surprise; not yet understanding that 
Daddy had come home. 
 Listening to his words, slowly seeping out 
into the cold air, I heard that he had walked all the 
way from Augusta, begged for his food, and was 
weakened by the effort to get back to his own 
children – who, when you showed up didn‟t even 
recognize you. 
 He sipped the coffee out of the sky-grey mug 
– the metal one without any chips in it.  He put out 
his hand and pulled me close. He smelled like dirt, the 
outdoors, and hard work. He kissed my head and said, 
“You‟re a good girl, Bit, a good girl.” 
 Enos and Jonah, hearing him speak, figured 
out who he was and came up from either side. 
“Daddy! Daddy! Daddy‟s home,” said Jonah. 
 Enos, the littlest and age three, asked, 
“Daddy, where‟s my present?” He didn‟t remember 
what Daddy looked like, but remembered he‟d been 
promised a present when Daddy got home. 
 “Enos,” I said sharply. Momma wasn‟t home 
to tell him how to behave. 
 “It‟s okay, Bit, he doesn‟t understand,” 
Daddy said as he unwrapped his arms to pick up 
Enos and put him on his lap. “I got you a present. I 
brought it with me all this way. I had candy too, but 
that didn‟t last, what with me walking this whole long 
time.  Anyway, here‟s your present.”  
 Out of Daddy‟s dirty pocket came a little 
wooden duck; not painted at all, but with two eyes 
burned black into its face. The little head was sleek 
and smooth as the ducks we watched out in the pond 
when the weather was warm. 
 Enos took it with both his hands and said, 
“He‟s pretty.” 
 I poked Enos with my toe. “What do you say 
to Daddy?” 
 “Thank you, Daddy. He‟s pretty and I‟ll keep 
him safe.” 

“You do that” Daddy said setting Enos on 
the floor.  Enos cradled the duck as Daddy pulled 
Johah to him. 



  
when and where it was and how to get it back. Daddy 
was home, but something was missing – I didn‟t know 
what and I didn‟t know why. 
 I knocked on Tina‟s door, then let myself in. 
The boys were crowded by the stove playing marbles. I 
heard Tina say, “Now, be careful of that fire,” just as I 
opened the door.  
 “Lord, child,” she said, „but don‟t you look 
sad. Your mother must be home. Come sit with me 
and help cut up the vegetables for the soup.” I was 
sitting next to her when she gave me a quick hug. 
“Soup and biscuits, now doesn‟t that sound warming 
for a cold night?” 
 Between her chatter and minding the boys, I 
didn‟t have time to think about home until after 
supper. The boys and I felt cheerier for having a bit of 
food inside of us. Tina and I scrubbed the dishes. As I 
looked out the window, I saw that the moon had 
pulled itself over the trees and knew we had to go. 
 I picked up Enos, who was fighting sleepiness, 
and said, “Say thank you to Tina.” 
 Enos and Jonah gave slow thanks.  Jonah got 
Enos‟ duck for him and handed me his hat. I tucked it 
over Enos‟s head as he leaned heavily on my shoulder. 
I could see a gray collar of dirt along the back of his 
neck. Who could blame him, it being February – with 
no hot water.  “Thanks, Tina,” I said. “You didn‟t 
have to feed us and all.” 
 “Sure, I did,” she answered. She handed me 
half a loaf of bread. She patted Enos, then Jonah, who 
was holding my hand. “Sure, I did.” Then, she kissed 
my cheek. “Say hello to your mama for me.” 
 We trudged home in the cold under the 
moonlight. Enos was already asleep. Johan gave a little 
jump every once in awhile to break up the frost on the 
ground.  
 When we got back they were both up, waiting 
for us. Daddy was still wrapped in the blanket, sitting 
on the bed. Mama was sitting by the kitchen light 
mending clothes. Nobody said anything at first.  Mama 
got up, took the bread from me, and kissed my check. 
“My, it must be cold out there,” she said. “did Tina 
feed you?” 
 “Yes, ma‟am,” I answered.  
 Jonah set to work pulling off his mittens and 
scarf. I went to the bed. Daddy finally moved, stood 
up, and sighed to see Enos sleeping so peacefully. 
Enos still had his hat on. His boots were crusted and 
laced up high. I laid him down and undid his boots. 
Daddy sighed again, unwrapped the blanket from his 
own shoulders, and tucked it around Enos. I knew the 
blanket would smell sharp and feel warm. I wished I 
could curl up right there and be asleep too. Enos‟ eyes 
flickered, but he didn‟t wake. 

 The rest of us sat round the kitchen table; 
Mama had moved her mending. She cut up the 
bread and put the jam out. I could smell more coffee 
being made. We had no milk for it, but I asked 
anyway, “Can I have some coffee too? 
 “Sure,” said Mama pouring more water to 
be boiled. “So, you ate at Tina‟s,” she asked again. 
 “Yes, ma‟am,” I answered. 
 “Poor woman,” said Daddy. “Got to feed 
our children too. 
 “You know she doesn‟t think of it like that,” 
said Mama. She spoke not sharply, but quickly, like 
she didn‟t want him to say anything more. 
 “Well, I do . . .” he said sullenly, not 
touching the bread. 
 Jonah sat nibbling on a piece of bread. 
Jonah was always hungry, like a skinny stray dog. 
 “All right, then,” she said.  Signing she went 
back over to the stove and the coffee.  

Daddy leaned back  and crossed his arms, 
his hands tight over his sides like he was fighting off 
the cold. “I try my best, woman,” he said. 

“And there ain‟t nobody here that blames 
you,” she said snapping her head back. She pulled 
out the gray metal cup and poured coffee into it. She 
set it down in front of him, sat down next to him, 
and put an arm around his shoulders. She 
said, ”Ain‟t no one here that blames you but 
yourself. We all know how hard it is to good work; 
to keep it. Ain‟t nobody who‟s not struggling. We all 
know hard you try.” 

Daddy kept his head down and wiped his 
eyes. I could see he was crying. No one said 
anything. Jonah stopped eating and looked scared. I 
went to him and took his hand. We sat close 
together, like two stones knocked together at the 
bottom of the river. We all watched Daddy; watched 
the tears roll down his nose and onto the table.  No 
one knew what to do. He finally looked up, took 
Mama‟s hand, cleared his throat and said, “I‟m sorry, 
Sugar.”   

Mama didn‟t look like she would cry. Her 
face looked hard, the way it did when Jonah took 
food from Enos or I forgot to do a chore. It was the 
look she got that was like a smack; and you knew 
you‟d done wrong. Suddenly, she did cry. She cried, 
and in between the crying we heard her say, “And 
I‟m so damned tired of you being so damned sorry.” 

 She got up and left Daddy sitting 
with one hand empty and the other around the 
coffee cup with the steam rising in the cold air. 
Jonah and I were holding hands and, for once, were 
not hungry. Mama lay down by Enos, still crying. 



 

 

 

 

 

  

  

I could see that Daddy wanted to get up and go to her. But, he knew and I knew that she would just push 
him away. So, we let her cry until she fell asleep. Jonah and I ate up the bread and curled together where it was 
warmest by the stove. Daddy pulled a chair over to the window, looked out at the moon – high and white and still 
between the dark branches – until he was the only one awake. 
 

LINDA JUMP‟S MEMOIR CLASS 

I was fortunate to be able to attend Linda‟s Jumps 
memoir class recently.  Her class, held at the 
Fountains was attended by an energetic, if small, 
number of people. The instruction was excellent 
and the class most interesting. 
 
Linda combines instruction with hands-on 
participation by the students.  The stories told for 
and by the group were fascinating.  There were no 
great historical figures in the class, but the swatches 
of Americana provided in the individual 
presentations were truly captivating. 
  
The four session program ranged in scope from 
prompters for recalling your past to useful tips in 
trying to get your memories published.  And that is 
what memoirs are, memories.  They may represent 
segments of your life or a more expanded view of 
your personal history.  Memoirs are not historical 
documents, although Linda urges you to “be as 
factual as you can.” You can recreate dialog, but 
inform your reader that the conversations are 
reconstructed.  Of course, actual quotations (from 
journals or letters) add credibility and interest. 
   
We explored childhood experiences, high school 
lives, and the most compelling episode in our lives.  
After the first session, each “student” brings a three 
minute slice of life to present to the group.  Some 
critiquing is included, but the emphasis is on “how 
to” your memoirs. 
  
Linda presented some “do nots” as well.  “Don‟t 
out your mother or brother or sister.”  A memoir 
should be sensitive to the audience it is written for.  
Loosing family skeletons may produce more than 
hard feelings.  Defamation of character and liable 
suits are always a possibility.   
  
If you are interested in getting started on your 
memoirs, you should attend Linda‟s class (and buy 
her book).  She will be presenting a four session 
program on August 8, 10, 15, and 17 at the 
Fountains from 9:00 a.m. to 11:00 a.m.  The cost is 
$40, which includes class materials.  Contact her at 
rjump3@cfl.rr.com  as soon as ;possible since she 
may have a class size limitation. 

--Gene Davis 

 

 

 

 

WHY  MEMOIR‟S? 

“Why should I write my memoirs? Who cares about 
my experiences? What have I done that would 
interest anyone else? Who cares whom I have met?” 
Those are questions that serve as writer‟s blocks for 
people contemplating writing their memoirs. 
  
Here‟s my take on the subject: First, “Why should I 
write my memoirs?”  There is a possibility that you 
could have your memoirs published. That, of 
course, would lead to ego satisfaction and some 
amount of money.  But, unless you are a celebrity in 
your own right, the chances are scant that a 
publisher will pick up your work. Your children 
may not even want to read them, but it is likely that 
your grandchildren and great grandchildren will be 
more interested.   
 
Memoirs are also an important element in 
preserving our history and culture.  One of the best 
perspectives I got of the Civil War was from letters 
written by a private on the battlefield, while George 
Washington‟s letters gave me a picture of life at the 
top; both important elements to our sense of self as 
Americans.  Write your memoirs. 
 
“Who cares about my experiences?” I have already 
mentioned family members and the value that 
memoirs represent to historians and others 
interested in our culture. Journals, letters, and 
personal glimpses are the background to the “big 
picture” of our society.  Think The Diary of Anne 
Frank and you have a grasp of how important 
individual memoirs can be. They can represent 
more than just personal glimpses; they can provide 
a perspective on a society or time in history. 
 
People you have met may not have impressed you, 
but you would be surprised in the interest others 
may have about your chance encounters.  Judy‟s 
(my wife) grandfather, Charles, was in the crowd 
when President William McKinley was shot at the 
Pan American Exhibition.  He told us the story of 
hearing the shots and crawling through the legs of 
the crowd to see what was happening.  Obviously, 
it was a traumatic event for an eight year old, but 
since Charles did not write his memoirs, we are left 
with only a glimpse of history from our on-the-
scene observer.  WRITE YOUR MEMOIRS.  

--Gene Davis 
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  19 SECRETS TO SOCIAL MEDIA SUCCESS WITH BLOGGING  

Hosted by Media Connect Partners, LLC  

Live Webcast: http://mediaconnect.co  

Start: Tuesday, Aug 23 2011 7:00 PM  

End: Tuesday, Aug 23 2011 9:00 PM  
http://de.amiando.com/mcplive.html 

In this live online two hour seminar, you will learn 19 secrets to blogging and social media. This event will feature 
an hour of teaching and an hour of Q&A plus giveaways & everyone will receive a free copy of our e-book, 
"XXXXX", just for attending! ($25 value) 

The rumors of the demise of blogging have been greatly exaggerated! Blogging can be a crucial component of 
social media success and in this live seminar, you will learn 19 secrets to using a blog to increase your social 
impact, find new customers, and present yourself as an expert in your industry. 

This two-hour event will include approximately an hour of education and real-world best practice, followed by at 
least an hour of Q&A - answering YOUR questions live! 

Section 1: 3 Secrets to Creating a Blog People Are Interested In 
Giveaway #1: TBA 
 
Section 2: 4 Things You Must Do to Improve Social Sharing 
Giveaway #2: TBA 
 
Section 3: 5 Secrets for Converting Readers Into Customers 
Giveaway #3: TBA 
 
Section 4: 7 Ways to Leverage Your Blog on Twitter, Facebook, and Google+ 
Giveaway #4: TBA 

Q&A & More Giveaways 
  

Presenters Brian Boyd and Jeremy Reis have a combined 39 years of Internet and networking experience and have 
produced sites that receive millions of visitors each year. 

Brian owns Media Connect Partners, a social media agency with clients in publishing, entertainment, media, and 
non-profit. Jeremy is the founder of That Network, an interactive media publishing company with sites receiving 
hundreds of thousands of visitors each month. The techniques and strategies in this seminar can help you create a 

blog and find social media success.  

Presenters Brian Boyd and Jeremy Reis have a combined 39 years of Internet and networking experience and have 
produced sites that receive millions of visitors each year. 

Brian owns Media Connect Partners, a social media agency with clients in publishing, entertainment, media, and 
non-profit. Jeremy is the founder of That Network, an interactive media publishing company with sites receiving 
hundreds of thousands of visitors each month. The techniques and strategies in this seminar can help you create a 
blog and find social media success. 

 

http://de.amiando.com/mcplive.html
http://mediaconnect.co/about/
http://mediaconnect.co/
http://thatnetwork.com/
http://mediaconnect.co/about/
http://mediaconnect.co/
http://thatnetwork.com/


 

SCWG 2011/2012 CONTEST 
¶ Guild President Gene Davis will chair the event; judges will be SCWG members  

¶ The contest is open to all interested writers  

¶ The topic will be the writer‟s choice, with the following exceptions:  

Á No poetry 

Á No erotic subjects, including “zesty” romances  

Á No children‟s stories; young adult stories are acceptable  

¶ Decisions of the Space Coast Writer‟s Guild judges panel will be final ; no entries will be returned 

¶ Winning entries (top three) will be reviewed/critiqued by a professional agent/editor. The top 
winner will receive 3 personal interviews with agents/editors at the SCWG 2010 Annua l Writer‟s 
Conference. 

¶ Submission Guidelines:  

Á Submissions will be by mail to SCWG, P.O. Box 262, Melbourne, Florida 32902 -0262 A 
written text is desired. An electronic version on a CD in Microsoft Word is required.  

Á Entries received after October 29, 2011 will not be considered 

Á There is a $25 entry fee, payable by check.  Checks must be included with the entry Failure of 
the check to clear will void the entry.  

Á Invalid/late entry fee checks will be shredded and the entrant will be notified by email -- if an 
email address is provided.  

 
FORMAT: Entries must be submitted in accordance with the following criteria.  Submissions not 
meeting the criteria will be disqualified and not reviewed.  This is necessary due to the large number 
of submissions anticipated. No entries will be returned.  Entries must be: 

 

Á In an  8 ½ “ X 11” (white paper only for written entries) 

Á Typed (12 point Times New Roman font); Double spaced, single sided, with a 1” margin on all sides 

Á A word count of no more 2000 words 

Á No stapled or in folder/cover sheeted entries 

Á No pictures or illustrations 
 

There will be an unnumbered Title Page with the following 

Á Title, Author‟s Name, Address/Telephone Number/E-mail for notification purposes 

Á Statement: “The Space Coast Writer‟s Guild has permission to use the author‟s name, photos of the author, 
story title and the right to edit/ publish the story in any publication associated with the Guild.”    

 

Story pages will be formatted as follows.  Stories not properly formatted will not be considered.  

Á Page number will be located at the bottom center of the page 

Á Place the title of the story at the center, top of the page 
 

WINNING ENTRIES: First, second, and third places will be recognized. Winners must attend the SCWG Annual 
Conference to receive awards. Awards will be follows: 

¶ First: a $100 monetary award.  Free Writers‟ Conference registration (valued at approximately $300). The author‟s work 
will be reviewed/critiqued by a professional agent/editor. Three appointments with the agents/editors will be 
provided. 

¶ Second: a $75 monetary award.  A 75% discount on the Writers‟ Conference registration (valued at approximately 
$200). The author‟s work will be reviewed/critiqued by a professional agent/editor.  

¶ Third: a $50 monetary award.  A 50% discount on the Writers‟ Conference registration (valued at $150). The author‟s 
work will be reviewed/critiqued by a professional agent/editor.  

¶ Travel, hotel, and incidental expenses are the responsibility of the entrant.  Conference fees/meals will 
be a part of the awards. 

¶ The story will be published on the Space Coast Writers‟ Web Page/www.SCWG.org 

¶ Winners will be notified by telephone/mail/email as provided. 
 


