
     For the past three years, we’ve been telling you about our 
Older Women’s Legacy Circle Memoir Project—a grant-funded 
project that enabled us to create and offer some fifty free memoir 
workshops for 500 senior women in the Austin TX area. Each 
workshop consisted of five two-and-one-half hour sessions, 

scheduled over a five-week period. One of our special goals for the project 
was to create an instructional program that introduces memoir-writing 

through a series of innovative autobiographical writing 
techniques. Our grant project is finished, the materials 
have been field-tested, evaluated, and revised. We’re now 
ready to make the program available nationwide. 

     Designed by women teachers and writers, 
the OWL-Circle Memoir Workshops feature 
writing topics dear to women’s hearts: an 
exploration of who we are and have been, our 
personal family histories, significant events and 

people in our lives, our work lives (both in and out of the home), our significant 
relationships, and the joys of our spirits The workshop package includes the 
participant’s workbook and an extensive instructor’s manual, a dependable guide for 
even the inexperienced facilitator. It offers many unique writing techniques which have 
proved successful in encouraging even the most reluctant writer to tell her life stories. 
The participants experience an immediate success that encourages them to continue 
writing, in the workshop and beyond. “The workshop caused me to think more about my 
history and the importance of recording it,” one woman said, “not only for my heirs but 
for my own benefit.” Another added, “This experience helped me to understand more 
fully how happy and blessed I am.” 
     If you are a Story Circle member interested in offering an OWL-Circle workshop in 
your community, the package is available to you, your women’s organization, or your 
church for $100 plus $5 shipping. You will receive one instructor’s manual and a master
-copy of the workbook, which you may duplicate as often as you like. A member of the 
original Austin OWL-Circle project will also be available to consult with you and 
answer your questions. To purchase the package, or for more information, write to OWL
-Circle Memoir Project, PO Box 500127, Austin TX, 78750. Or you may email us at  
storycircle@storycircle.org. 
     Our Austin TX OWL-Circle workshops are scheduled and organized by Karen 
Leach, a freelance writer who has worked as a newspaper editor and reporter and in 
health-care marketing. Karen also writes for The Good Life, a monthly magazine in 
Austin.  If you live in the Austin area and would like to plan a workshop for your 
women’s organization, church, or senior residential facility, please call Karen at 512-477
-3155, or email her at owlcircle@storycircle.org. The charge for the five-session 
workshop (including the services of a facilitator) is only $50 per person, plus a $5 
workbook fee. If you live in the Austin area and are interested in becoming a facilitator, 
let Karen know about your interest, your background, and your experience. 
     This project is designed to carry out Story Circle’s mission: to help women 
everywhere share the stories of their lives. We hope you’ll join us in this important 
national effort!—Susan Albert 
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Memoir must be written be-
cause each of us must possess a 

created version of the past. 
Created: that is, real in the 

sense of tangible, made of the 
stuff of a life lived in place and 

in history.  And the downside of 
any created thing as well: We 

must live with a version that 
attaches us to our limitations, 

to the inevitable subjectivity of 
our points of view. We must 
acquiesce to our experience 

and our gift to transform expe-
rience into meaning. You tell 

me your story, I’ll tell you mine.
—Patricia Hampl 
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The Story Circle Network—What is it 
and who are the members? 
 The Story Circle Network is made up 
of women who want to explore their lives 
by exploring their stories. 
 
What can I gain from the Network? 
 You will receive the following 
publications, information, and 
opportunities. These things won’t be 
available all at once—we’re just getting 
started! But as our membership grows, our 
activities will expand. You’ll get: 
 
 four issues of the 16- to 22-page 

newsletter, Story Circle Journal, with 
ideas for writing additional chapters of 
your life story, plus poetry and brief 
personal essays from subscribers 

 the opportunity to publish your 
writing to the newsletter and other 
Network publications 

 a network guide that will allow you to 
directly contact members with interests 
and experiences similar to yours 
(forthcoming, as the Network grows 
and members send us their 
information) 

 a report on the activities of Story 
Circles across the country, in each 
issue of the newsletter 

 book reviews and a resource guide 
listing groups, teachers, and 
publications that are committed to 
helping women tell their stories (in 
each newsletter) 

What can I contribute to the 
Network? 
 The Story Circle Network is built 
out of our shared experiences.  To it, we 
hope you will bring yourself and your 
willingness to share your life and what 
you have learned from it. If you wish, 
you may contribute some of your 
writing (poetry, prose, book reviews—
ask for a copy of our writer’s 
guidelines). If you are a teacher or 
group leader, you are invited to calendar 
your related events. 
     We also hope that many of you will 
decide to participate by leading a Story 
Circle in your community. It isn’t hard, 
and it’s enormously rewarding. Won’t 
you give it a try?  
 
How do I become a member? 
 That’s the easiest part! You 
automatically become a member of the 
Network when you subscribe to Story 
Circle Journal. Annual memberships 
are $24 in the United States and $36 
elsewhere. You will find a membership 
form at the back of this newsletter. 
Please join us and share your story. 
 

The Story Circle Network 

 
You’re on the Net? 

So are we! 
Visit us at 

www.storycircle.org 

www.owlcircle.org 

     Mark your calendars now 
for our first Story Circle Conference! 

The program for this unique conference features the  
nationally-known speaker and author, Dr. Betty Sue Flowers, plus workshops, panels, 
opportunities to share your story, exhibitors, entertainment...lots of exciting stuff! If 

you’d like to be involved (offer a workshop, share your story, exhibit) please write to  
Judith Helburn, 5914 Highland Hills Dr, 

Austin TX 78731, or email her at helburn@mail.utexas.edu. 
 

Please plan to join us for this unique and exciting event!  
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LifeStory Briefs: Practical How-to for Memoir Writers 

Wri ng About Disaster 

All of us have stories to tell about pain and 
grief and loss—about disaster. Sometimes 
these stories are so deeply, so profoundly 
disturbing that they echo through all the 
corridors of our lives. The loss of a beloved 
home to fire, or the devastation of a country by 
war. The death of a child, a lover, a spouse, a 
parent. A debilitating illness, an accident. 
Human life is a kaleidoscope of joy and pain, 
of sun and shadow. We have all been 
witnesses of disaster 
     If yours is a story of pain and darkness, 
writing that story can be a part of the healing 
process. In a wonderful little book called 
Living to Tell the Tale, Jane Taylor McDonnell 
tells us that the “crisis memoir” can be an 
important form for writing through our pain. In 
Writing as a Way of Healing, Louise DeSalvo 
offers some important ways to use writing as a 
therapeutic tool. 
     But a good example can often help us more 
than a half-dozen books. If the story you have 
to tell might be called a “crisis memoir,” 
please turn to Nancy Rigg’s story on page 5 
and read it now. When you’re finished, return 
to this page and we’ll talk some more. 
 
“Go Back! This is Dangerous!” 
     Nancy’s brief memoir about her fiance’s 
death is a powerful and moving expression of 
her love, and her loss. It is powerful, in part, 
because Nancy tells her story with great 
economy and precision and yet with great 
richness of detail. Consider this:  
 

I had never seen anything like the Los 
Angeles River after two weeks of 
drenching runoff . I later described it as a 
flash flood in a box. It was a churning, 
violent, mesmerizing mass of muddy water 
rampaging at about 35-45 miles per hour 
downstream.  
 

“A flash flood in a box.” Exactly.  And later 
on, in the paragraph that begins “When you 
see a child in peril…,” you will find dozens of 
details packed into a fast-moving narrative that 
captures the scene and captures the reader, too. 
The force of the water is “powerful beyond 
imagining,” and Nancy has told her story with 

the same kind of swiftness and power.  
 
“Some kind of resolution….” 
     One of the things I like best about Nancy’s 
crisis memoir is the way in which she moves 
from loss and pain to resolution. In the 
paragraph that begins “People have often 
wondered…,” Nancy moves forward, out of 
the moment of gut-wrenching, life-changing 
disaster, and into the rest of her life. She writes 
about the recovery of Earl’s body. She also 
writes about allowing the “vexing ‘why’ 
questions to float in the realm of the unknown 
and unknowable.” By allowing herself to live 
with the ambiguity, she moves toward 
wholeness and health. 
 
A Healing Story 
     If you have a painful story to tell, here are 
some things you might aim for as you write. 
     Put down the experience as fully, 
completely, and honestly as you can, with as 
much detail as you can manage. Yes, all the 
detail—what happened, when, where, how, 
why, who— leaving nothing out. And then 
write it over again, adding the pieces you 
forgot the first time. And then again, and 
again. The more you tell, the more you will 
heal. Later you can work for economy. For 
now, write to tell the whole story. 
     Tell how you felt, as well as what 
happened. Our responses are just as important 
as the events, perhaps even more. Have your 
feelings changed through time? Write about 
that, too. It’s all part of the story. 
   Tell the good, too. In moments of pain, 
something positive occurs. The child that Earl 
died to save was rescued. Nancy and her father 
shared a precious moment of sorrow, Nancy 
made a promise to help prevent other similar 
deaths, to share her story as a “guide for all 
those others out there who have nothing to 
lend them comfort.” Telling the good helps to 
balance the pain. 
   Tell what you’ve learned. Pain teaches. What 
did you gain from your loss? Your story isn’t 
complete until you’ve explored that part of it 
too. And as you do, you’ll discover that the 
healing you’ve been seeking has already 
begun.—Susan Albert 

Let us rejoice in our 
sufferings, knowing them 

to be symptoms of our 
potential health. Pain is a 
script, and as we learn to 

read it, we grow in self-
knowledge. 

—M.C. Richards 

The unending paradox is 
that we do learn  

through pain. 
—Madeleine L’Engle 

Were it possible for us to 
see further than our 

knowledge reaches, and 
yet a little way beyond the 
outworks of our divining, 
perhaps we would endure 
our sadnesses with great-

er confidence than our 
joys. For they are the mo-

ments when something 
new has entered into us, 

something unknown. 
—Rainer Maria Rilke 

I have a duty to speak the 
truth as I see it and share 
not just my triumphs, not 

just the things that felt 
good, but the pain, the 

intense, often 
unmitigating  pain. It is 

important to share how I 
know survival is survival 

and not just a walk 
through the rain… 

—Audre Lourde 
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Writing and Healing 

“Can I Hold You—in Cyberspace?” 
Psychologists tell us that frequent, regular, uncensored writing about our daily lives can be profoundly therapeutic, especially when 
we connect with others through that writing. Judy Fettman (MSW, ACSW) lives in Ann Arbor MI and coordinates Story Circle’s 
Internet E-Circles. For the last few years, she has been exploring interests from childhood that have been on hold while she tended to 
career, marriage, and children.  This article is Part !! of  her series,“Relational Theory and E-Circles.” 

Almost one year ago, when the Internet Chapter was just beginning 
and Susan Albert suggested the idea of e-circles, a vivid image came to my 
mind. I remembered my mother’s church-circle meetings in the tiny fern-
papered parlor of our small house, the women talking and laughing together, 
and  my mother serving them individual store-bought cherry tarts, while we 
kids were relegated to the kitchen to eat Jell-o! As we began our first e-circle a 
year ago, I described this memory to potential members and added, “While it is 
difficult to send cherry tarts through cyberspace, I’m sure we can find other 
ways to nourish each other.” A year later, we still can’t share cherry tarts—we 
can’t get together face to face.  But we have developed a safe, nurturing 
environment where we have the opportunity to tell and share our true stories. 
 However, we cannot deny that our relationships are limited by the fact that 
we have never met in person, and that our relationships depend entirely upon 
the written word. Early on I remember a chat room discussion about feeling 
limited in our perceptions of each other because we couldn’t see each others’ 
faces and couldn’t hear the subtle inflections of voice.  We had to rely on 
words. Thus we developed and used some verbal conventions.  “LOL” is 
computer-speak for “laughing out loud.”  “ACCK!!” is an expletive contributed 
by parrot-lover Marie.  Even the overused smiley face    serves a purpose.  
And we often close our messages to each other with “virtual hugs!”   
 Because in cyberspace our information about each other is limited, it is easy 
to have misunderstandings. With little information, sometimes we tend to fill in 
what’s missing with assumptions  and fantasies of our own.  And cyber-friends 
cannot be “real” friends in the sense that in-person friends can be called upon to 
baby-sit in a pinch or give you a tangible hug or treat you to a cherry tart! 
 Yet, our e-circles are thriving, and healing, because they provide a safe, 
encouraging space for women to share. We all try hard to compensate for not 
being there in person by listening carefully to what each woman is saying and 
writing, and by trying to respond to each others’ stories honestly, but also 
constructively and supportively. We have tried to provide opportunities to 
know each other better by asking each e-circle member to write an introduction 
of herself when she joins a circle and to provide a photo of herself.  Some of us 
have moved to make our cyber-relationship more “real” by talking on the 
phone or arranging to meet in person.  And as one person put it, “for writers, e-
mail is Heaven!”  Many of us are shy and have developed our writing skills as 
our preferred mode of communication. For those of us who are avid readers and 
devoted writers, it isn’t so difficult to read between the lines to understand and 
communicate subtleties through the written word. That’s our forte!    
     Psychologists tell us that sharing is healing because when we share, we 
make ourselves more fully known to another human being—and to ourselves, 
as well. For as we open up parts of our souls in friendship to women who listen 
with their hearts and souls, we often make a healing peace with the difficult 
aspects of our lives, opening up to the dark places. The cyber-relationship we 
have formed in our e-circles have made healing possible through the warm, non
-critical, and non-judgmental relationships we have formed. Telling our stories 
and sharing our stories, we are becoming healed and whole.    

E-Letters and 
Co-Authored E-Journals 

 I have a good friend Jan from graduate 
school.  Since for many years she has 
lived in Boston and I in Michigan, we 
used to keep in touch by writing long, 
soul-searching letters to each other.  How 
I wish I had kept those letters and copies 
of my own, for in those letters we 
recorded over twenty years of our lives!   
Some say that letter writing is a lost art.  
How long has it been since you sat down 
and wrote someone a long letter?  In 
longhand, I’d guess it’s probably been a 
while. But what about e-mails?  Some of 
us have developed close and lasting 
relationships by corresponding regularly 
by e-mail. 
 Have you thought about saving not 
only your friend’s e-mails to you, but 
copies of yours to them? About a year ago 
when the Internet Chapter of Story Circle 
had just been launched, I started keeping 
copies of the e-mails Inet President Marie 
Buckley and I were exchanging. I thought 
it would be interesting to have a record of 
how the e-circles project evolved.  As it 
happened, Marie and I began e-mailing 
about much more than e-circle business 
and have become cyber-buddies.  Marie 
and I have talked about the possibility of 
using these letters to chronicle the 
development of our relationship in a kind 
of co-authored memoir. 
 Do you have a person with whom you 
correspond regularly?  Have you kept 
copies of your correspondence? Is there a 
relationship you would like to develop by 
beginning a mutual e-mail exchange?  By 
chronicling your relationship, you will 
have a kind of journal written by both of 
you. It can record the history of your 
relationship as well as your own personal 
histories. It will give you something 
concrete to look back upon together.  And 
who knows?  You might even polish up 
the record of your correspondence and 
publish it! 



No Time to Say Goodbye 
A Reader Tells Her Story 

Nancy J. Rigg lives in Los Angeles, CA with Fiona, a feisty, 3-year old English springer spaniel. Nancy is a is a writer, documentary 
filmmaker, and disaster education consultant. Her work has been published in major newspapers and her documentaries featured on 
both cable and public television.  She is currently working on her first book about survivors of disaster who lose loved ones. 
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Continued on page 17 

     I moved to Los Angeles in 1980 from Colorado with my 
fiancé, Earl Higgins. We were both writers and documentary 
filmmakers who had come to LA with the goal of creating 
motion pictures of quality. We had only a few contacts when 
we arrived—no close friends to guide and advise us. This was 
our adventure that we were doing together as a team. 
     Shortly after we moved into a duplex in the Atwater area 
near Griffith Park, Los Angeles was deluged by a series of 
Pacific storms, and we soon discovered the darker side of our 
new home town—that of "federally declared natural disaster." 
On Sunday, February 17, 1980, for the first time in more than 
two weeks of steady downpour, the sun came out. By this time 
we had major cabin fever and were really eager to explore our 
new neighborhood. We grabbed our dog, a feisty English 
Springer Spaniel named Colorado, and headed towards the 
park, which we had been told was located across the I-5 
interstate freeway and the usually dry, concrete-encased Los 
Angeles River. I was dressed in my Sunday best for doing 
laundry—a full-length, loose Indian print cotton dress and 
clogs. Earl was in his usual jeans and corduroy shirt, with light-
weight hiking boots—Colorado chic. 
     As we approached the levee, which was a structure I had 
never seen before in Colorado, where rivers run free for the 
most part, I could hear the sound of the torrent, and remember 
mentioning to Earl that maybe we should find some other way 
to get to the park rather than take the steel-mesh footbridge we 
were preparing to cross. Being from the West, I had some 
knowledge of the power of flash floods. I had never seen 
anything like the Los Angeles River after two weeks of 
drenching runoff. I later described it as a flash flood in a box. It 
was a churning, violent, mesmerizing mass of muddy water 
rampaging at about 35-45 miles per hour downstream. But Earl 
was from the Washington, DC, area, unfamiliar with this kind 
of flood hazard. To him the river looked pretty awesome down 
there in the channel, but he seemed to trust the engineers who 
had constructed the bridge. So off we went. 
     As Earl, Colorado, and I began to cross the 
footbridge,everything inside me screamed, "Turn around you 
idiot! Go back! This is d-a-n-g-e-r-o-u-s!" But all I can say is 
that it was as if there was a force beyond the power of free will 
that propelled us forward. The feeling was palpable, as if the 
arm of God was on my shoulder shoving me forward. I've never 
felt anything so powerful and compelling, and would rather not 
undergo this kind of fatal crossing again. 
     Upstream from us, about 300 yards, on the opposite bank  
from the river, we spotted two young boys on bicycles, who had 
somehow gotten through the protective fences and were playing 
on the sloped embankment of the river, perilously close to the 
water's edge. I remember trying to yell over the roar of the 
water at the boys to warn them to get back. All this plays back 

in slow motion now, but the boys evidently did not hear me. 
Suddenly, one of the boys dipped the wheel of his bike into the 
water. Just the tip! But the force was so powerful, it ripped the 
bicycle out from under him and in one of those horrifying, heart
-stopping moments, the boy jumped into the water to retrieve 
his bike and was swept downstream. 
     When you see a child in peril, you never think of the danger 
to yourself. Earl was a six-feet-four-inch, athletic 29-year-old, 
invincible, schooled in the Red Cross water-safety concept: "If 
you see someone drowning, you go into the water and get 
them..." Earl and I said something to one another, but I truly do 
not remember what—it was brief, mostly spoken with eye 
contact and a dose of urgent concern. Earl handed me 
Colorado's leash, sprinted across the bridge, vaulted the fence, 
and ran down to the edge of the water, just as the boy was 
passing by. Earl tried, but failed to reach the child by stretching 
his arm out to grab him. Then, in one of those life-shattering 
moments that play again and again forever in your mind, Earl 
stepped into the water. I shall never forget his face as the reality 
of what he was dealing with struck him. I stood on the bridge, 
frozen in fear, watching both man and child being swept 
downstream like tiny, helpless twigs. As the child and Earl 
were hurtled beneath a bridge, where the roiling water was 
condensed violently between a series of long cement chutes, 
Earl was spun around for just a moment and I saw the look on 
his face. Not of fear, or panic, but of absolute focus on 
surviving something powerful beyond imagining. 
     The boy was slightly ahead of Earl, always just out of reach, 
a tiny beacon lighting the way to Death's door.  As I, with clogs 
on my feet and confused spaniel on the leash, started running 
downstream , yelling at the water, "No!  You can't have Earl!" I 
knew I would never see him again. 
     This was a defining moment in my life. Earl was swept 
thirty miles downstream past responding rescue crews that had 
neither the training, equipment, nor planning needed to 
coordinate a successful swift-water rescue.  Although the boy 
was somehow eddied out of the river and survived, Earl was 
gone. And his remains were not recovered until nine months 
later. 
     People have often wondered why I stayed in Los Angeles 
after Earl was swept away. Initially, I could not bear to leave 
here until there was some kind of resolution. I simply could not 
accept the official line that Earl's body had been torn to pieces 
and swept out to sea and that his remains would never be found. 
In that place deep in your soul where you know things, I always 
knew that we would find Earl. It was just a matter of time. The 
problem was that no one would search for him. It was as though 
he had never existed in this foreign city where I knew no one 
and didn't even know where the Los Angeles River flowed. 
     For nine long and agonizing months, I waited, searched the 



Crea ng an Enchanted Self:  
An Interview with Barbara Becker Holstein 

Dr. Barbara Becker Holstein is a therapist in Ocean, New Jersey. Her first book The Enchanted Self: A Positive Therapy, was 
based on her premise that many people are unhappy not just because of past hurts and present disappointments, but because they 
simply cannot remember being happy. What we need, Holstein suggests, is to return to the enchanted moments in our lives, those 
times when we are in touch with a self that is whole, happy, and creative—the enchanted self. Holstein has just self-published her 
second book, Recipes for Enchantment, a collection of stories and vignettes that she has collected from clients and from her 
newsletter. Story Circle interviewed  her via email. 

-Story Circle. Barbara, why did you write this 
book? What is the significance of its title?  
     This book took shape within a few months of 
the passing of my father, Dr. Harry Albert Becker.  
I had already begun working on a sequel to my 
first book, which would include concepts I had not 
been able to touch first time around: the 
importance of belonging to a tribe, for instance, 
and the value of mentoring each other. But with 
the shock of his death, I found myself depleted 
emotionally and intellectually. I had little interest 
in the sequel, and felt extremely connected to my 
dad, who was at his core a teacher with 
psychological insight rather than a psychologist 
with teaching instincts. I found myself going back 
over journaling notes I had made over several 
years and selecting inspirational stories and 
vignettes.  I also looked through stories submitted 
to The Enchanted Self  Newsletter over the years. 
After compiling them, I thought that they would 
be most helpful to the reader if each one was 
followed by a journaling activity. 
     The book’s title is Recipes for Enchantment: 
The Secret Ingredient is You! It is based on my 
belief that each of us holds all of the wisdom we 
need to make our lives pleasurable, even joyous 
and rapturous.  The secret is realizing how 
instrumental we are in creating our own lives. I 
chose the idea of “recipes” because I believe there 
are some simple, core principles necessary to stir, 
simmer and cook a life so that it is delicious.  
These core ingredients include positive actions 
combined with positive thoughts and feelings 
unique to the person who is creating her life.   
 
SC. You have written "The stories of your life 
contain all the information you need to recognize 
your talents, interests, preferences, skills and 
potential." What do you mean by this? 
     I think it is so important to know how to gather 
positive information from the stories of our lives.  
Once we learn how to do this, it is possible to 
become selective and find the most functional 
parts of ourselves, even in a very dysfunctional 
past. If I can look into my past and see what has 

worked for me before or at least see what my 
talents were, or my coping skills exhibited during 
a difficult period in my life, then I can begin to 
see how to make the best use of my time in the 
present and into the future.  
     What I love about working with women via my 
workshops, therapy practice and newsletters is 
that I see how we can grow to treasure ourselves. I 
remember a woman who spoke at a workshop 
about a difficult time in her life and how she was 
able to replenish herself by long walks near the 
ocean. As she shared these reflections, she became 
aware that this coping skill was actually a treasure 
that she first discovered with her dad when she 
was a child, walking with  him in the woods. She 
now felt increased affection for her dad, and a 
new sense of respect for herself. Yes, she was 
quite a survivor! 
     As women share their stories, I find again and 
again that they are able to sift through even the 
most dismal times and find jewels, perhaps a 
talent that was unrewarded or only partly 
developed, or a strength from childhood, or, most 
poignantly, unappreciated potential.  Once we 
learn how to search through our own past for 
positive memories, it becomes easier to construct 
a positive blueprint for the rest of our lives. 
 
SC. Why do you believe that positive memories 
are important to health and well-being? 
     I have come to understand that without a sense 
that life is pleasant, joyful, even rapturous and 
ecstatic, we are vulnerable to depression, chronic 
anxiety and low self-esteem. I have seen my 
clients and myself find positive information in our 
own life story and perk up, no matter what the 
circumstances.  Often when I was writing Recipes 
for Enchantment I remembered and felt the 
positive lessons that my dad taught me. I 
remember his story about how he had not picked 
up a returnable glass bottle when he was a boy, 
because his friend told him “it ain’t worth 
nothin’.” Dad loved to tell his lost bottle story 
because it pointed out occasions that we all face 

Meet Other Life-Writers 

Ultimately, what we are 
looking to is the deepest 
connection within 
ourselves. As we get 
more connected to that, 
we begin to feel in har-
mony with other people 
and with the rest  
of the world. 
--Shakti Gawain, 

We all have stories. And 
they must be told. In 
telling our stories we 
affirm our selves, our 
very being, and thereby 
the purpose of the 
Creator and our lives. 
--Sophy Burnham 

Many of us live on the 
surface of our lives, out 
of a very diminished 
and reduced notion of 
who and what we are, 
where we're going, 
what we can 
become. Myth is the 
remedy to this. Myth 
patterns the possibility 
of our larger story. It 
provides us with a do-
main of experience that 
our little local lives 
have not provided. Myth 
gives us routes that we 
can take towards this 
larger life. Because we 
are storied and mythic, 
we can re-enchant the 
world. 
--Jean Houston 

continued on page 7 
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when people try to convince us that something is 
not good for us. That’s where our personal 
judgment comes into play.  Many times during my 
life, people have tried to convince me to drop 
something—The Enchanted Self project, for 
instance, which has been an expensive passion.  As 
those of us know who publish books and 
newsletters, the financial return is often minimal.  
But my father’s lessons have stayed with me. I see 
The Enchanted Self project as a long-term project. 
Every day that I can educate and help someone or 
share in the mutuality of positive stories, I am at 
peace with myself.  
 
SC. In your work as a therapist, you must hear a 
great many "disenchanted" stories--stories full of 
pain, anger, fear. When someone brings you a 
story like this, how do you encourage her to 
reframe her experience and move toward 
enchantment? 
     Yes, I often hear  disenchanted stories, and my 
heart goes out to these clients. But the wonderment 
comes from helping my client listen to herself and 
recognize the special capacities that she reveals in 
her stories. I try to help her appreciate and  love 
herself as she realizes that even in the worst of 
times she has used many talents and strengths. I try 
to help her see that her coping skills reflect her 
genius, her humor and her capacity for endurance. 
     In my counseling and therapy, I try to teach 
clear ways of reframing experience so that my 
client can retrieve from her story her positive 
capacities and reclaim what gives her pleasure and 
joy.  For example one of my clients, through 
telling stories about her childhood, was able to 
reclaim the wonderful talent of singing.  Even 
though her childhood home had been 
dysfunctional, the family had often sung together. 
When she recognized this gift, she began to bring 
it into her life with her own children.  It was a 
small step in regaining a sense of self-worth and a 
regained pleasure. 
 
SC  Following each of the stories in your book, 
you invite the reader to interact by writing some 
part of her own story. What's the purpose of this?  
     I truly believe that our stories influence each 
other. In fact not only do they influence others but 
they replenish us and give us hope and a sense of 
belonging. In Enchanted Self workshops, I have 
seen this happen often, particularly when we tell 
“piggy back” stories.  The instructions are simple: 
Tell us a story, a positive story. One of the women 
related how she had gone to Europe in her late 
sixties with a knapsack on her back.  Her children 
had discouraged this trip, saying she was too old, 
but.their very discouragement pushed her to go. 
She had a marvelous time, meeting people in 

SC. Can you suggest some ways that Story Circle 
members might apply some of your methods to 
help them reframe their own stories? 
     Yes, I certainly can. Here is an easy activity: 

 
Pick a year in your life and spend some 
time jotting down the main events of that 
year.  They may be pleasant or they may 
be unpleasant.  
 
Next make a list of all the talents, abilities, 
strengths, and coping skills that you used 
during that year. This may take some time, 
because you may find yourself dismissing 
some of your talents and strengths. 
However, try to be fair and generous 
toward yourself, as you would be if you 
were generating this list on behalf of  a 
dear friend.   
 
Now, go back and retell the story of that 
year of your life. either on paper or to a 
friend or perhaps just inside your head. As 
you tell it, honor those talents, strengths, 
and coping skills that you used that year.   

 
I think you will quickly begin to see that any year 
of your life—especially the most difficult—
assumes a very different shape when you focus on 
the strengths and skills you practiced during that 
year. 
     Here is another exercise that involves making 
positive deposits into your memory bank.  
 

     Over the next few days, stay alert to the 
moments when you are in a good mood. 
When the moment is right, ask yourself the 
following questions. What is going on? 
Does it remind you of other good times in 
your life? Can you list several of these 
earlier events? What were the best parts of 
these earlier experiences?  
 
Now gradually refocus your mind on the 
present. What are you seeing? What are the 
smells? What are the sounds? How do 
these sensations make you feel? Be aware 
of the details, taking the time to savor them 
as you deposit them into your memory 
bank. If writing a narrative does not come 
easily to you, try drawing a picture, writing 
a poem, or composing a tune. Just do 
something to capture the moment in a way 
that is most meaningful to you. Your 
abilities as an artist, writer, or composer 
are less important than your desire to relish 
life.  

Storytelling is at the 
heart of life... In 

finding our own story, 
we assemble all the 
parts of ourselves. 

Whatever kind of mess 
we have made of it, we 

can somehow see the 
totality of who we are 

and recognize how our 
blunderings are 

related. We can own 
what we did and value 

who we are, not 
because of the 

outcome but because 
of the soul story that 

propelled us.  

—Marion Woodman  

continued on page 8 

Writers live twice. 
They go along with 

their regular life, are 
as fast as anyone in 

the grocery store, 
crossing the street, 
getting dressed for 

work in the morning. 
But there’s another 

part of them that . . . 
lives everything a sec-

ond time. That sits 
down and sees their 
life again and goes 

over it. Looks at the 
texture and details. 
—Natalie Goldberg 
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Some memories are 
realities, and are 

better than anything 
that can ever 

happen again. 
—Willa Cather 
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The  patchwork  seemed  a  metaphor  for  memory 
and  for  the deeply  loving and caring way  in which 
women transform the world around them, star ng 
from what they have as  individuals and weaving  it 
into a pa ern of life.—Gloria Vanderbilt 

An Excerpt from Recipes for Enchantment 
 

PRAYING 
Learning From Street Children 

 
     Marilyn Rocky, Chairman and Director of Project 
Hope, tells a wonderful story about two street children 
she met when she was in Brazil on business. 
     She and a colleague, out for dinner, found themselves 
walking through Rio de Janeiro's Copacabana – a famous 
tourist beach which is also home to thousands of street 
children who come to beg and sell trinkets. They noticed 
two malnourished boys, about six and eight, begging on 
the street. Both were thin and had skin disorders clearly 
associated with poor nutrition. "My colleague and I 
decided to invite these children to come with us to an 
outdoor café so we could buy them a meal," Marilyn says. 
"Because neither of us spoke Portuguese, we just 
gestured, and they understood. Smiling and excited, they 
came with us." 
     "Clearly, the other patrons and waiters were not happy 
to see these little boys. But we insisted that they sit with 
us. Each of the boys ordered a plate of spaghetti and an 
orange soda. Then they waited patiently until the food 
came, which took quite some time." 
     Marilyn and her friend, hungry after a long day of 
work, couldn't wait to dig in. But the boys stopped them, 
gesturing for the women to wait. Confused, they watched 
as each boy put his head down, put his hands together in 
prayer, and said grace. Marilyn and her friend looked at 
each other in awe. "It was such a humbling moment," 

Recipes for Enchantment: The Secret Ingredient is You! 
Dr. Barbara Becker Holstein. ISBN 1-58820-362-X  
     For more information about this new book, you can visit 
Dr. Holstein’s website at www.enchantedself.com. There, 
you’ll find additional excerpts, information about Dr. 
Holstein’s work, and even a story contest for you to enter! 
You can also find it at Barnes and Noble bookstores or 
purchase an autographed copy from Dr. Holstein. Send 
$9.95 plus $4 for shipping and handling to The Enchanted 
Self, 170 Morris Ave., Long Branch, N.J. 07740. You’ll also 
receive a newsletter and a bookmark. Please indicate how 
you would like your book inscribed. 

Dear Pen Partner... 
Stories mean a great deal more when they’re shared with a pen partner—someone (or two or three) with whom you can trade 
letters and/or emails. If you’d like to be a pen partner, send us your name and address and we’ll print it here. The rest is up to 
you! 

Janice L. Stutz, 4585 Curran Rd, Buchanan MI 49107 
Krista Schumacher, 5325 E 26th Pl, Tulsa OK 74114 
Alice Greko, 1457 Martinique Ct, Westin FL 33326 
Sharon Blumberg, 1528 Poplar Lane, Munster IN 

Bettyray Alle Lawrence, 8127 Forest Mesa Dr, Austin TX 78759 

Marilyn recalls. "These are kids who struggle every day 
to survive, yet their own spirituality was more important 
than food." 
     Feeling uplifted, she and her friend joined the boys in 
saying grace and when it was over, they all dived into the 
food, enjoying every bite. 
 
How Can You Relate To This Story? 
     What a sacred moment in time these little street boys 
were able to provide for Marilyn and her friend! How 
humbling it was for them to be mentored by children who 
own nothing, and who are chronically hungry, yet still 
honor the Divine. 
     Can you think of a time in your life when you were 
suddenly jarred out of complacency or indifference by 
another person or living creature who helped you regain a 
state of grace?  

When a woman tells the truth, she is creating the 
possibility for more truth around her... The most 
important thing one woman can do for another is to 
illuminate and expand her sense of actual possibili-
ties.--Adrienne Rich  



In each issue, we review books that teach us something important about women’s stories.  If 
you have a favorite book you’d like to share, send for our Reviewers Guide or go to http://
www.storycircle.org/ReviewersGuidelines.shtml. We welcome your reviews! 

Books for the Journey 

Life's Companion: Journal Writing as a Spiritual Quest, by Christina Baldwin, Bantam Books, 
1991, ISBN 0-553-35202-4 
 
     When Christina Baldwin pioneered the journaling movement with her book One to One in 
1977, the Library of Congress did not have a category for journaling. In 1990 she took the art of 
journaling into spiritual practice with her book, Life's Companion. 
    Life's Companion is a clear, well-written guide to making journaling a deeper experience.  
More than a text, there are examples and exercises to help you apply the concepts presented. 
Baldwin’s approach is easily related to life by people all of faiths.   
     The book is divided into six sections; Laying the Groundwork, Conditions for Travel, Types of 
Guidance, The Four Major Practices, Applying the Four Practices, and Traveling in the World. 
In Laying the Groundwork, Baldwin suggests that life is a spiritual journey and journaling is the 
map of that journey. She discusses the importance of journaling as well as the importance of 
questioning and the role silence has in life.   
     Conditions for Travel covers the emerging self, writing your spiritual history, the role of disor-
der and the role of wonder. In Types of Guidance, Baldwin talks about being guided in life by our 
bodies, dreams, and intuition and how ritual helps us embrace and use these things to move us 
along in our journey. Love, forgiveness, trust and acceptance are The Four Major Practices. We 
apply them in daily life by paying attention, learning to follow, pursuing our visions, and becom-
ing persons of power. Traveling in the World suggests that we will be taken far outside ourselves 
and then will return, instructing us to find friends and like-minded individuals to support us in our 
quest, finding where we fit in and learning how to give to others from our experience. Last and 
most important is the need to believe in the process. At times the topics may be a little abstract, 
but the accompanying journal entries and  exercises guide you in activities that will help you ce-
ment the ideas in your mind. At the end of each section there are meditations and guided imagery 
exercises.  
     Life's Companion is a gentle introduction and instruction in seeing life as a spiritual quest and 
the importance of journaling to map the quest for yourself. The text is printed on the right pages, 
and the journal entries and exercises are printed on the left pages, placing the examples and exer-
cises beside the text they illustrate and keeping a continuity in the ideas.  This format may be 
confusing when you start reading, but you adjust quickly to it. The layout makes you concentrate 
and question as you read. 
     I have read many books on journaling, but this was the first one I found that deals with it on a 
spiritual level. I am not spiritual in a mystical sense but have a more down-to-earth approach, and 
Life's Companion challenged me to experience spirituality in all aspects of life.—Margaret H. 
Knorr lives in Charleston, West Virginia. She writes an on-line journaling column and facilitates 
a young writer's group online. She is a stay-at-home mom to a four-year old son, and she and her 
husband have a small herb business. 

My journal is my life's 
companion. The format 

changes, the pens change, the 
contents vary, the cast of 

characters comes and goes. 
Yet this tangible object reminds 
me that my life is being lived on 
many levels; it reminds me that 

I need to act, watch, reflect, 
write, and then act more 

clearly. It urges 
me to remember to pay 

attention to spirit. 
 
 

There comes a journey...and 
there also comes the urge to 

write it down, to bear  
witness to our experience, 

to share our questions and the 
insights that come from 

questioning. 
—Christina Baldwin 

Wisdom Circles: A Guide to Self-Discovery and Community Building in Small Groups, by 
Charles Garfield, Cindy Spring, Sedonia Cahill. Hyperion, 1998,  ISBN 0-7868-8363-4.  
    
     Story Circle is founded on the concept of the circle, so we are always delighted to find a book 
that further defines the circle process. Wisdom Circles was written, the authors say, to help peo-
ple call a circle—“a safe space within which to be authentic, trusting, caring, and open to 
change” The book offers “Ten Constants” for circle work. When we come to a circle, we honor 
its processes and purposes as if they are sacred; we create a “safe container” and a “collective 
center” (transforming “I” into “we”); we speak and listen from the heart, with gratitude; we in-
vite silence; we commit to and empower one another through a continuing relationship.  Wisdom 
Circles also helps us to improve our practice of circle work by offering ideas for opening and 
closing rituals, sustaining the process, and meeting challenges. If you are facilitating or working 
in a Story Circle, you will find this book both helpful and inspiring.—Susan Albert 

When we speak from the heart, 
the idea is not to hook the 

listener or offer a compelling 
ending to the story but to 

communicate the reasons it 
was told. We tell a story first 

and foremost to extract its 
wisdom for ourselves and then 

feel blessed when it offers 
wisdom to others as well.— 

Wisdom Circles 
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True Words from Real Women 
In this section of each Story Circle Journal, we publish your contributions of poetry and prose. Write for our 
Writers’ Guidelines, limber up your ballpoint pen (or your typewriter or computer) and send in your 
contributions. We want to hear your stories! 

Beavers 

     When our children raising years were over, my husband and 
I gave up years of slaving to a farm near Estacada, Oregon and 
moved to a houseboat in the Columbia River. Everything about 
living on the river was a novelty and great fun; there were 
ducks and swans swimming past the front door and fish to catch 
off the deck. Best of all, in the evenings a family of beavers 
would swim over to the riverbank and chop down small trees, 
then pull them off down the river to their home. I never tired of 
watching them. 
     Then winter came and my beaver friends decided to build 
their winter condo under our house. They would wait until we 
were in bed, then their work began. About eleven o’clock we 
could hear the thud as the branch first hit the logs under our 
house. It took the beavers several attempts before the branch 
finally went beneath the logs, then there was the scraping sound 
as the leaves and branches were dragged to the perfect location.  
Once the bough was in place the midnight serenade began. The 
branch had to be chopped into the proper size pieces for the 
perfect home. This lasted several hours before they decided to 
rest and allow us to get some sleep. 
     We tried for a month to allow nature to do its thing, but 
enough is enough. We called the Game Commission to ask ad-
vice. Beavers are protected and they must not be harmed even if 
nobody else in the neighborhood ever got a full night’s sleep 
again. 
     One suggestion given was to string lights under the house.  
Beavers are nocturnal and the lights would discourage them.  
WRONG! Our beavers worked harder and faster with light.  
Several more suggestions were tried to no avail. Finally the 
Game Commission sent trappers out in diving suits to go under 
the house and trap the beavers and move them to a location 
away from the river. We were warned that if any babies were 
ever born under the house, they would eventually return to the 
place of their birth. 
     I didn’t want to believe that could be true, but two years 
later we once again were blessed with underwater neighbors 
below our houseboat. This time we knew what to expect and we 
called the Game Commission when the beavers arrived. I love 
pets and the beavers were real cute, but only one family could 
live at that location and somebody had to go…. better them 
than me. 

 
Judy Watkins 
Hillsboro OR 

Simple Pleasures 
 
     Chloe jumps off the bed and sits beside me, her tail swish-
ing. I am doing my yoga exercise routine at home. Outside, 
another wintry, overcast day is just beginning. I am on the floor 
on my yoga mat. As I lay on my stomach with my arms over-
head, I feel her stepping cautiously but agilely onto my lower 
back. Her body feels warm, dense, and reassuring. I perform the 
half locust pose, slowly raising one straight leg and holding it 
for 6 or 8 long breaths, then repeating with the other leg. Chloe 
makes minor adjustments to keep her body balanced on top of 
mine. I try to imagine what we look like. Next I slowly try bow 
pose or dhanurasana. On my stomach I bend my knees and 
arch my back, each arm reaching behind me to grab a foot. 
Then, pressing up and back with my feet, my body forms the u-
shape of a bow. My deep breathing makes my body rock slight-
ly. Chloe maintains her regal, warm spot on top of me, unruf-
fled. She shifts her body, then settles down. Gravity presses her 
body against mine, feeling like a comforting, self-adjusting hot 
water bottle or a dense, cashmere stole wadded up in a lump. 
Her heavy, purring body radiates heat onto mine as my body 
warms hers.  I feel as though we are one organism. I savor this 
timeless, quiet moment, wishing it could last forever. 
     The phone rings, shattering the silence. Slowly I release the 
bow pose and come to my hands and knees. Chloe maintains 
her position on my back. When I straighten at the waist to come 
to a kneeling position, I feel her claws digging into my flesh 
through my turtleneck sweater. As my back becomes vertical 
she abandons her fight with gravity, loses her grip and jumps 
off, landing with a soft thud on all four feet, her claws making a 
tapping noise on the floor. 

 
Laurel Smith 
Houston TX 

      

My Red Skirt 
 
     It was a skirt I had chosen on an infrequent shopping trip to 
town. We had three kinds of clothes, work clothes, school 
clothes, and best clothes. Best clothes were usually purchased to 
match. My sister and I were 18 months apart and for some rea-
son, although neither our temperaments or interests matched, our 
clothes had to. 
     My red skirt was a school skirt and I was therefore allowed 
my individuality. The first thing I liked was the colour-bright, 
scarlet red. It was gypsyish. I loved the gypsies, who were in-
tensely disliked by the rest of the population. It was partly the 
story that I had been mixed up with a gypsy baby at birth at the 
local hospital. My mother was appalled to be presented with a 
dark skinned, black haired baby  when she recalled 
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God’s Creatures in Unusual Places 
 
     In late spring to early summer, a myriad of small white 
butterflies brighten the green recreation field of dandelions and 
wild mustard plants. Further in the fields are gophers and ground 
squirrels creating their unique networks of underground 
catacombs. 
     As early dawn breaks through a late summer sky, crows caw 
noisily in treetops; sparrows and starlings chirp their unique day 
songs; another day has begun. 
     Overhead, various birds can be observed circling the skies, 
like the red-tailed hawks. In formation, wild geese have begun an 
early migration. Also in late summer, the dragonflies are in flight, 
droning around the flowers, and a crimson ladybug perches 
herself precariously on a white rose petal. 
     In a nearby pine tree, a tiny hummingbird rests from his 
flower-to-flower flight on a small branch, safe from a tired cat 
below who stretches and curls up cozy-like for a morning catnap. 
     At nightfall, crickets and tree frogs sing in a harmonic chorus. 
Other nocturnal creatures include skunks, the white barn owl, 
raccoons, and opossums. 
     These creatures bring significance to us women here at the 
California Institute for Women (the state prison). They all 
connect us with God and the rest of His creation and that brings 
an inner freedom to our very souls and spirits. 

 
Katherine S. Dillon 

Corona CA 

My First Pet 
 
     I moved into my first apartment, and my friend Rhonda gave 
me a gift, a kitten, white with a black nose and one black 
splotch on her back. This was a very brave thing for Rhonda to 
do, to assume that I would be happy  to have a pet! I was very 
surprised and uncertain, since I had never  had a pet as an adult. 
Did I really know how to take care of it? Could I really handle 
the responsibility? But kittens are so easy to love. 
     It took me no time at all to accept this new life into my new 
home. I named her Treble, because of her high pitched mew. 
She was very small, and she used to suck on the freckles on my 
arms which made me feel so needed by her.  I always enjoyed 
physical contact with her. I loved stroking her silky short white 
fur. I enjoyed having her in my lap, adding her warmth to mine. 
I didn't even mind when she kneaded my belly with her paws, 
claws extended and purring. I have only seen such bliss again in 
the faces of my sons as they fell asleep while nursing at my 
breast.  
     I would love to achieve that same contented state. Perhaps I 
should start by acquiring a kitten again, and letting her teach me 
how to purr. Thank you so much, Rhonda. 

Danelle Sasser 
Austin TX 

Looking Ahead 
 
Each issue of the SCJ is loosely organized around a particular theme. While we do accept non-thematic writing, we give precedence 
to stories written on the theme of a particular issue.  Please make sure that your stories are 350 words or less. We’re now receiving so 
many contributions that we must now begin rejecting longer stories. Here are the upcoming topics and deadlines: 

 
Discoveries—May, 2001 (due April 15) 

Masks—August, 2001 (due July 15) 
Sisters—November, 2001 (due October 15) 

 
If you can send your writing via email or as a Word attachment, the editors will love you. If you type your story on an Internet 
computer, all you need to do is highlight the text, copy it, and paste it directly into an email message.  (This will eliminate lots of 
extra typing!) Send your work to Marie Buckley, marie@aracnet.com. If you submit typed or handwritten stories, please make sure 
that every word is legible. Mail to Marie Buckley, 1070 N.E. Sturgess St., Hillsboro, OR 97124-3330 

Refrigerator Poetry 
 
shake 
         lick 
               pant 
                      drool 
                               puppy symphony 

  Danelle Sasser  
Austin TX 

having given birth to a blond pale baby. I always harboured the 
secret desire that I really was a gypsy, not part of this difficult 
unhappy family. So the red skirt symbolized the freedom of the 
gypsy life, and the refusal to bow to convention.  
     It was made of soft knitted material that felt warm. It was 
pleated and whatever I did the pleats always stayed in. I could 
twirl and twirl until the skirt stood out around me like a balleri-
na's tutu. But when I stopped the skirt fell into symmetrical 
pleats around my body. I never tasted it, but I thought I knew 
what it would taste like. I had for some reason started to eat a 
light wool blanket on my bed. I liked the sound of my teeth 
Biting into the wool. I imagine my skirt would have had a simi-
lar taste. 
     I was bitterly unhappy when I finally grew out of it. 
 

Margaret Powis Turner 
Austin TX 
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More True Words . . . . 
Pets From Another Planet? 

 
     In our house, Mom has a rather definite opinion on the 
subject of pets. “The answer is ‘No’. It’s the only aisle in the 
supermarket that I don’t have to shop, and I don’t want to start 
now.” Imagine our surprise and delight, when one Christmas 
morning, we find our waiting days are over. Nestled in my little 
sister Meghan’s stocking, is the most mysterious and exotic pet 
known: sea monkeys!     
     My curiosity is overwhelming! I’ve seen ads for sea 
monkeys on the back pages of friends’ comic books. We’re not 
allowed to read comic books, so I pretend to know nothing 
about them. But I have seen the ads, and I can’t shake the 
images. This is going to be wild! Sea monkeys are fantastic 
creatures. They look like something created by Dr. Seuss!  
They appear to be part human, part monkey, part Grinch. I’ve 
seen pictures of them in their underwater homes, knitting, 
visiting with friends, and watching television. Their long, red 
and blue hair floats eerily around their smiling faces. “Surely 
they can’t really look like that, can they?” 
     Meg and I can hardly wait. Mom buys us a fishbowl to use, 
and my sister Patty helps us to follow directions. We hover 
around the bowl, waiting for the miracle of birth. Time seems to 
stand still. When we can’t wait a moment longer, we see…
movement. “There are tiny specks of something moving around 
in there—eek!” 
     We care for the little guys diligently, but they never seem to 
get much bigger. We try looking at them with a magnifying 
glass. Our noses are pressed up against the bowl so closely that 
our breath keeps fogging the glass and distorting the view. “I 
can’t see any arms! Can sea monkeys have birth defects?” 
Despite our best efforts, the water gets slimy and starts to smell 
nasty. (Like a monkey house?)   
     One evening, I come home from visiting a friend to find my 
bed stripped. “What’s going on?”  I ask Mom. “Now dear,” 
she answers solicitously. “Your sister was cleaning her dresser, 
and placed everything on your bed so that she could dust. The 
sea monkeys got knocked over accidentally.”  I can’t decide 
whether to be sad or grossed out. I don’t even have the heart to 
yell at Meghan for messing with my bed.   

 
Erin Boyle 

Pittsburgh PA  

The Fur Tester 
 
     On sunny days of summer within the innocent days of 
childhood, I would walk around my block with my neighbor's 
cat, when I was around nine years old. I simply adored cats.  I 
had to have endless information books on cats to learn 
everything I could about the nature of the feline animal. 
     The reason why this particular cat used to roam was due to 
the fact that my neighbors who lived behind my house did not 
really want it. So they never took care of it. Every morning like 
clock work, my multi-colored friend would beckon me to come 

What’s In A Name? 
 
     I never liked my name: Dorothee. It represented my birth in 
a foreign country, my “different-ness,” my shame that I was not 
like everyone else. I wanted to be like my friends, like my ac-
quaintances, like the people who passed through my life, no 
matter how quickly; in short, I wanted to “fit in,” to “blend in,” 
to feel accepted, to feel part of the world I live in. I worked all 
my life to avoid feeling like “an outsider.”  
     When the man I chose to marry said he did not like my 
name, I did not flinch. I agreed happily when he chose the name 
Duffy and began calling me that. I thought the name was 
“cute,” and very American. It did not occur to me that it repre-
sented someone I was not. It did not occur to me that I was hap-
pily concurring to be whoever he wished me to be. The truth is 
I spent my sixteen years of married life following as best I 
could his expectations of how I should be, and, basically, WHO 
I should be.   
     Had someone come along and asked why I was willing to 
“throw my real self away,” I would have looked at him or her 
without understanding the question. Looking back, I realize I 
was not aware until relatively recently that I had “a self” and so 
how could I understand that I had thrown it away? 

out onto my front porch with a faint sounding “meow.”  With 
my clothes neatly arranged on my bed from the previous night, 
I would methodically dash out of my house and roam the 
neighborhood with my feline companion. This went on daily 
for weeks at a time. One day, the idea popped into my silly 
head about the concept of permanency. I wanted to have 
something secure in which to remember my cat, so I decided to 
cut off some of its fur. I carefully placed the cut fur in a plastic 
container and labeled the container, “cat fur.”  When my 
brother, 12 years my senior, asked about the container, I replied 
that it was not cat fur, because he acted as though I had to be 
crazy. But in the meantime, my little cat looked as if it had been 
put through a meat grinder! Well, my brother said that he would 
bring home a fur tester to see if it really was cat fur. 
     Being so embarrassed about being discovered, I cut pieces of 
fur off of my dress coat, (as if that made more sense!) while 
hiding the actual cat fur. Well, my brother, who worked at my 
father's tire store, brought home nothing more than a mere 
gauge to measure the air pressure in tires, trying to pass it off as 
a fur tester. So I had cut up my coat for nothing, and my mother 
was disappointed in me. 
     Anyway, the next few days when the sun arose, my feline 
neighbor did not appear at my door. I searched the 
neighborhood and wondered aimlessly, looking for my 
unevenly furred friend. Finally, I had encountered my neighbor 
next door, who was related to the cat's real owners. I asked her 
where the cat was. She calmly replied that her sister-in-law had 
dropped it off on the highway two days earlier. A hard lesson in 
finality was learned. 

Sharon Blumberg 
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     Somewhere along the way, I divorced my husband. I do not 
believe I understood exactly why I divorced him. I only knew I 
did not care for the man I was living with and needed to get away 
from him. In the twenty years I have been divorced, I tried sin-
cerely to direct my life in a way that had  more meaning for me. I 
read self-help books, and met with people who seemed wise and 
able to help me see myself more clearly. In all this time, I called 
myself Duffy, feeling grateful and “accepted” when someone 
remarked that he or she liked my name. 
     And then, this week, for reasons only the Universe can ex-
plain, I awoke one morning with the idea that I want my birth 
name back. At first I felt confused by this revelation since I had 
always rejected my name but the more I thought about it, the 
more I began to feel a sense of urgency to make this happen. I 
called my two daughters, expecting disapproval and received 
instead the most wonderful support and approval of my decision. 
I spent the rest of the day changing every document that had the 
name Duffy on it (checkbook, business cards, etc. etc.). 
     I am now the Dorothee I have always been but did not have 
the courage to love. What an amazing way to begin the New 
Year! A dear teacher and friend is planning a gathering of my 
friends to commemorate this awesome event and I can feel in my 
heart this will indeed be a very New Year, a very different and 
exciting New Millennium, for me. 
 

Dorothee Bart 
Monterey CA 

The Bear: Canyon de Chelley    
 
My relic of the canyon lost, I grieve. 
It came from the place of earth called womb 
Where I remembered mothering. 
My shaman knew its name, 
Snowflake obsidian. 
Carved smooth by native hand 
That bear is gone from me. 
But earth that held bear's paw 
Held weighted body as it swayed 
That earth I have upon my altar stone. 
And even more 
I have the story of her coming. 
 
The half moon shone upon the canyon wall 
A thousand feet of red and solid rock. 
How could I sleep when night 
called out her silence? 
I rose and walked alone  
Along the creek bed stones. 
And then I heard the crack! 
Branch broken, crisp and clear. 
Instinct said: "Too loud for deer or coyote" 
Alert, I froze in awe and fear, 
Knowing even before she came it had to be bear 
Out of oak and berry bush she came 
Small, black, breathing hard. 
I would have known by smell or sound 
It was a bear 
Even had there been no moon for sight. 
I followed her awhile, for closeness 
Then turned to let her be 
I have her in my bones. 
I do not need the smooth carved stone. 
 

Amelie Starkey 
Watrous NM 

Sammy 
 

     My life with animals begins with Sammy. So does the story of 
my birth. My parents adopted a young tabby cat named Sam 
while my mom was pregnant with me in Sitka, Alaska. One 
night, Sam jumped up on the bed, yowled, and gave birth to five 
kittens. Sam became Samantha. Three weeks later, when Mom 
was in labor, she and Dad were leaving to go to the hospital. In 
the confusion, they got locked out of the house, and Dad broke a 
window to get back inside. My mom made him sweep the glass 
up before they left, so Sam and her kittens wouldn’t get hurt.  
     When I became a teenager, and stopped being too 
rambunctious for a dignified cat, Sammy and I became very 
close. She would come into my room at night, when I went to 
bed. I would whisper all my secrets to this beautiful, mysterious 
creature in the dark. She was a good listener. 
     When I was fourteen, Sammy got poisoned. She almost died. 
When she came home from the vet, I took her to my room while 
she convalesced. I fed her special food. I read Shakespeare’s 
Julius Caesar aloud to her. She seemed to like it; she was a very 
sophisticated cat. She got better after my ministrations to her, and 
on Easter Sunday, she took her first trip outside since her illness. 
She walked around the garden and smelled the flowers, glad to be 
alive. Growing up with Sammy taught me a lot. 
 

Leslea Smith 
Hillsboro OR 

 
 

You Used To Have A Muffin,  
Now You Have a Loaf of Bread 

 
     It was a crisp October day when we first saw our new pet. 
She was seven weeks old. A small ball of black, white and tan 
fur. Every inch a beagle, or so we believed. She was sitting 
quietly in her cage, observing her brother as he pranced and 
strutted about, begging to be taken home with some family that 
would love him. My son, Jesse, watched the sibling beagles and 
decided he wanted to hold the quiet one. The attendant took the 
little fur ball from her cage and placed the puppy in Jesse’s 
waiting arms. As he held her she licked his face and then curled 
up, leaning against his chest. 
     “I want this puppy,” Jesse said. 
     I watched the two as they began to bond and mentally 
compared the puppy to her brother who was showing off in  
his cage. He appeared healthier, more frisky and I voiced my 
concern that the puppy in Jesse’s arms might not be well. The 



More True Words . . . . 
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Betsy 
 
     Betsy, a black and white terrier, was my friend and 
companion when I was a child in the 1920s. She followed me 
everywhere and allowed me to dress her up in my doll’s 
clothes. I took her love and faithfulness for granted, for she was 
my dog. 
     A friend of my father’s always made a great fuss of Betsy. 
He taught her tricks, “To die for the King,” and to keep a 
biscuit on her nose until given the command, then she would 
toss the biscuit in the air, catch it and eat it. I didn’t like the 
man, especially when he said, “I’d give anything to have a dog 
like that.” One day Betsy had four puppies. When they were old 
enough, she allowed me to play with them. I would put the 
puppies in my toy pram and walk them up and down the 
garden, and Betsy would trot beside me. Homes were soon 
found for three of the puppies, and finally the last one went. I 
was very upset and told Mother: “Betsy should be allowed to 
keep one of her children.” Mother told me it wasn’t like that for 
dogs, and Betsy was glad to see the puppies go. Betsy may have 
been, but I wasn’t. 

Ruby Hild 
Dedham, Essex, England 

One Life 
   

 She did not have an easy life, 
 she grew up on a farm. 

 Her sisters thought her coarse and rough 
 for helping in the barn. 

   
 Her husband lost that magic touch 

 when he went off to fight. 
 She never found his love again 

 though years she hoped she might. 
   

 She didn't have a lot of cash 
 but did the best she could. 

 She cooked and canned and sold some eggs 
 for siding and a roof. 

   
 To find the funds to send her kids 

 to college on their own, 
 she taught a class of special ed 

 at middle school in town. 
   

 For years she went for testing 
 was told it's in her head. 

 Until at last they finally knew 
 when trapped she lay in bed. 

   
 MS takes years to work its course. 

 She watched the birds by day, 
 and passed the hours with books on tape, 

 until she slipped away. 
 

Iva Jean 
Florida 
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we bought a leash, two dog bowls, and some dog food and 
headed home with our new little bundle. 
     After she explored the house and familiarized herself with 
the new aromas, she peed on the rug and then curled into a ball 
and fell asleep. Jesse named the lovable imp Muffin and she 
instantly became a royal member of the family. 
     As the months passed our tiny “beagle” grew to the size and 
shape of a police dog. The girl around the corner came to visit 
Muffin one day sand said, “You used to have a muffin, now 
you have a loaf of bread.” 
     That “loaf of bread” brought our family much joy. Muffin 
was indeed a queen. She was gentle, affectionate, smart, and a 
great protector of her home and family. She learned fast and 
knew her place. She never jumped onto the furniture, but would 
sleep on the floor next to my bed at night. She would come up 
to me as I sat reading and wedge her head under my hand so I 
could pet her. 
     When my second child was born Muffin became his 
protector and later, his playmate. Robby would lie on the floor 
watching Sesame Street and rest his head on Muffin, and so she 
became his warm pillow. 
     Muffin loved life. She liked to plow through the snow in 
winter and in summer she chased the water from the lawn 
sprinkler, trying to catch it in her mouth. She could catch a 
piece of popcorn thrown cross the room and never miss one. 
She didn’t perform tricks, but she gave love from her heart. 
When she was hurt or sick she would cling to me like a child. 
     As Muffin aged the fur on her muzzle turned white, she lost 
some of her vision and could no longer hear the doorbell ring. 
She developed joint disease in her hips and had trouble getting 
up after lying still for too long. One day I came downstairs to 
find her sleeping on the couch which she had never done. She 
looked at me with apologetic eyes and painfully maneuvered to 
get down. I told her to stay, but she resumed her dog’s place on 
the floor. 
     It became more apparent that the quality of Muffin’s life was 
diminishing. She couldn’t play and she could barely hear me 
when I called her. It was time for the family to make some 
serious decisions. I waged an internal war for weeks, but we 
decided not to let her suffering continue. I was delegated to take 
Muffin on her final ride in the car. 
     I brought her to the door and walked inside. I wanted to stay 
with her, but that was not permitted. As I handed the leash over 
to the vet, with tears running down my face, Muffin turned and 
looked at me with brown, soulful eyes. She may have been 
trying to tell me to take her back home. To this day, I prefer to 
believe she was saying a grateful goodbye. 
     Today we have a pedigree beagle named Lady Samantha 
who looks at me oddly when I tell her about Muffin, whose 
spirit is very much alive in our home and our hearts. 
 

Renee Howard Cassese 
Seaford NY 



                       
Volume 5 Number 1, February 2001 Page 15 

Leaving the Farm 
 
     I trudge from the old house, reflecting that when my  
husband and I gave our vows two decades ago, we didn’t know 
“until death do us part” could also mean death of the relationship.  
     I slide this final box of everyday necessities into my car, when 
an imploring “Meow” startles me. Near my feet is a barn cat, her 
thick fur resembling a briar patch.  
     My invitation slips out, “Come with me, Harriet?” She, never 
in a car in her life, leaps in.    
     As I drive, the car fills with the pungent odor inside the  
sagging barn behind us. I glance at her apprehensive eyes.  
Perhaps it’s well she doesn’t know her first bath lies ahead.  
     In tepid water, she squirms desperately to escape. Afterward I 
carefully cut away walnut-sized fur knots. Moments later she 
vanishes into the apartment. Three days later she reappears. 

Wri ng from Life: 
A Workshop for Women with Stories to Tell 

Saturday, May 19 and Sunday, May 20, 2001 
Lower Colorado River Authority Complex, 3700 Lake Austin Blvd., Austin TX 

Women are natural storytellers, sharing their experiences of work and love, children and challenge, bright hours and dark days. In this 
weekend workshop, you will learn why and how storytelling can be an important means of self-discovery, self-determination, and 
transformation. Together, we will discover why personal narrative is a healing art, how our stories can be sacred acts, and how writing 
the story of our past helps us define a healthy future. For a complete description, go to our web site, www.storycircle.org, and click on 
“Writing From Life Workshop,” or write for a brochure. Presenters include the following: 
 
Susan Wittig Albert is the author of a best-selling mystery series and Writing From Life: Telling Your Soul’s Story, a guided writing 
program for women memoirists 
Carolyn Blankenship has led workshops on dealing with grief and loss, burnout, and stress; journaling for insight and personal 
growth; women's/goddess mythology, and feminine spirituality. 
Catherine Cogburn is a psychotherapist specializing in grief issues and life-writing as a tool for personal growth. She directed the 
Older Women’s Legacy Circle project and helped to design its workbook. 
Susie Flatau, the founder of Casa del Sol Writing Studio, is a freelance writer and teacher and author of Counter Culture Texas and 
From My Mother’s Hands, a collection of women’s memoirs 
Judith Helburn has addressed audiences nationwide on the topics of healthy aging and spirituality. She has created the video 
“Getting Off Our Rocker” and written a chapter in Spiritual Elders: Women of Worth in the Third Millennium. 
 

Writing From Life Workshop Registration Form 
 
 
Name_________________________________Address________________________________City___________________ 
 
State _______ Zip ______________ Daytime Phone ____________________   Evening Phone ______________________ 
 
Email _______________________ 
 

Mail this form with your check for $75, to Story Circle Network., PO Box 500127, Austin T 78750 
To use your credit card, go to www.storycircle.org 

 

    When the vet checks her, he says, “One kitten. Unusual.”          
     I smile, noting her bald places are filling in. Her coat is shin-
ier. She’s more peaceful.  
     Unexpectedly, the night before a painful Mother’s Day, I 
awake to find Harriet in the circle of my arm. Odd, I muse  
hazily, she always sleeps at my feet. Then I hear her breathing. 
Labor! 
     Wide-awake now, I lay still, accepting Harriet’s clear  
invitation to share her miracle. In time I hear a newborn squeak 
and then a lapping sound.  The kitten’s first bath.  
     Intense joy surges from my heart through my vocal chords. I 
whisper tearfully, “All is well, Harriet.” 
 

Mary Jo Doig 
Glasgow VI 

 



No Time to Say Goodbye  
Continued from page 5 
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We’re Filling Our  
Sugar Bowl! 
Will you help? 
 

     A growing number of women, 
some of them in prison, have asked 
us to help them find sponsors for 
their Story Circle memberships. To meet this need, the SCN 
board of directors has approved a new scholarship fund, which 
we’re calling our Sugar Bowl. You remember the sugar bowl, 
don’t you? That’s where Aunt Hattie always kept her butter-and
-egg money, and when the nieces and nephews needed new 
shoes, she’d take off the lid and reach inside. 
     So far, we’ve given six Sugar Bowl scholarships this year to 
women who are already making good use of their memberships, 
and we’re expecting to add another 12-15 in the next few 
months. We hope you’ll become a contributor to this worth-
while program. To drop your bit of butter-and-egg money into 
our Sugar Bowl Scholarship Fund, send a check to Sugar Bowl, 
Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750-0127. 
You may also use the PayPals system on our web site. No 
amount is too small, of course—all those nickels and dimes add 
up! (No amount is too large, either.) 

entire river myself, waited some more, and finally got the call I 
dreaded, yet longed for. Not from the coroner's office, as one 
would guess. But from a Los Angeles Times reporter, 
informing me that the remains of someone fitting Earl's 
description had just been recovered in the Harbor in Long 
Beach. One of the most difficult, but important calls I ever 
made was to the Coroner's Office asking about John Doe 423. 
     My father, who appeared on my doorstep along with my 
mother the morning after Earl disappeared, advised me to keep 
this event in some kind of perspective. We were standing at the 
edge of the LA River at the time, following yet another 
torrential downpour which made the river rage with even more 
ferocity than on the day before, when Earl and I had taken our 
fateful walk. Dad had never talked about World War II and his 
experience as a young Marine in the South Pacific. But on this 
day, as he struggled to hold me up after I finally saw with clear 
vision what we were up against with this flood-swollen river, 
Dad transferred strength to me in a way I never dreamed was 
possible. "Why," I cried, "why did this happen! Oh, God, 
why?" 
     "When I was on Okinawa," Dad said quietly, "we were in a 
firefight, and a buddy on my right was shot and killed, and a 
buddy on my left was shot and killed. Our whole unit was 
nearly wiped out. You may as well ask why I am alive, as why 
Earl was killed." 
     Allowing the vexing whys to float in the realm of the 
unknown and unknowable, I made Earl a promise at the river 
that afternoon. I would leave no stone unturned. I would find 
him. I would take him home again. And I would do everything 
possible to prevent others from losing their loved ones under 
similar circumstances. 
     The part I forgot about was this: who am I now that I am no 
longer Earl & Nancy? And how am I going to rebuild my life 
alone, when everything I ever dreamed about—marrying this 
wonderful, bright, funny, man, building a career together as 
business and artistic partners, having children together, buying 
that Colorado mountain ranch we dreamed about— disappeared 
with Earl downstream? 
     I've been divided in my focus since that turning point on the 
bridge. And now, I hope to consolidate my experience, and the 
experiences of other survivors of disaster who have lost loved 
ones, not just property, and create a healing book, which can 
help me put all this, finally, to rest and also serve as a guide for 
all those others out there who have nothing to lend them 
comfort—not FEMA, not the Red Cross, not all the disaster 
mental health specialists on the planet. 
     It's time for me to write about this. 

Life presents us with repeated opportunities to face 
what we fear, what we need to become conscious of,  
or what we need to master. 

—Jean Shinoda Bolen 

Read any Good 
Books Lately? 
 
Last month, the Story Circle 
Network launched its new book 
review site, Story Circle Network 
Reviews Books About Women’s 
Lives. The site features reviews by 

Story Circle members of women’s memoirs, autobiography, 
biography, and fiction, as well as books by women about the 
writing process. We would like to make this the premier site for 
reviews of women’s books. To browse the site, go to http://
www.storycircle.org/BookReviews/. To join our team of 
reviewers, check out our Reviewer’s Guidelines. We are 
featuring our reviewing team with pictures and bios, at Story 
Circle Reviewers. When you submit a review to us, you are 
giving us one-time, non-exclusive rights, while you retain the 
copyright to your work and are free to publish it elsewhere. If 
you are a working writer, you will find that clips of published 
reviews are welcome additions to your portfolio.  

If you want your dreams to come true, don't 
oversleep.  

Yiddish proverb 
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Join the Story Circle Network! 
 
____Annual Membership: $24 (prorated@$2/mo.); Canada & Mexico: $30 (prorated @$2.50/mo);   
 International $36($3/mo. International MO only) Membership Year is Jan. 1 through Dec.31. 
____Austin Chapter: $12/yr (prorated@$1/mo) 
____Internet Chapter: $12/yr (prorated@$1/mo) 
____Sample copy of the SCN Journal: $5 
 

Name____________________________________________________________ 
 
Address__________________________________________________________ 
 
City______________________________State_________ Zip________ - _____ 
 
Phone___________________E-mail___________________________________ 
  

This membership is a gift. 
 My name and address: 
 
______________________ 
 
______________________ 
 
______________________ 
 
______________________ 
 
 
Please send me ____ free cop-
ies of the Story Circle brochure 
to share with family, friends, or 
clients. 

Mail your check to Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750-0127 
or use your credit card by going to www.storycircle.org and clicking on “Join” 

There are an increasing number of publication markets for lifewriting, memoir, and creative nonfiction.  If you have favorite 
sources, including journals, the names of editors, or other recommendations that you would like to share, please let me know!  
Here are some markets or online sites that feature writers’ markets, contests, and grant information that Story Circle members 
might find useful.  Please remember the "caveat emptor" warning!  Carefully check out any potential markets before submit-
ting your material! 
 
Inkspot's newsletter for Writers on the Net  http://www.inkspot.com 
AJR NEWSLINK http://ajr.newslink.org/joblink/ The world's largest, best-read active listing of journalistic jobs, online or in print. 
creativePLANET http://www.creativeplanet.com/. Connecting creative pros with entertainment producers. 
Poets & Writers Online http://www.pw.org/. Includes useful list of contests, grants & awards, as well as other information. 
Creative Nonfiction. http://www.cnf.edu/ 
About.com - Freelance Writers Information http://freelancewrite.about.com/careers/freelancewrite/. Job Boards -- Links to freelance 
writing job listings, networking sites, and placement services. 
Writing For Our Lives serves as a vessel for personal writing by and about women. Send SASE for writers’ guidelines. $8 (+ .66 
tax in CA) for sample copy. 647 N. Santa Cruz Ave., "ANNEX", Los Gatos, CA 95030 
 
Here is writing contest and grant information that might be of interest.  Many of the links listed above also include writing contests, 
grant information, and other helpful guides: 
Rona Jaffe Foundation Writers' Awards. Established by writer Rona Jaffe to "identify and support women writers of exceptional 
talent in the early stages of their careers," grants of up to $8,500 are given to poets, fiction writers, and creative nonfiction writers. 
Rona Jaffe Foundation, Writers' Awards, HC 30, Box 38, Barnet, VT 05821. Beth McCabe, Contact. 
Lannan Foundation Literary Awards. The Lannan Foundation awards recognize both established and emerging writers of poetry, 
fiction, and creative nonfiction. Lannan Foundation, Literary Awards, 313 Read Street, Santa Fe, NM 87501. (505) 954-5149. Yun 
Kim, Literary Project Manager.  www.lannan.org 

Story Circle Market Watch 
Los Angeles writer Nancy J. Rigg will be compiling three columns for us in up-coming issues of the Journal: Market Watch, 
In Print, and In the News. If you have published a recent article or book or have helped to make news lately, Nancy would 
like to have information about your achievements. (Remember: your achievements are part of your story! If you don’t toot 
your own horn, who will?) Write to Nancy at 1071 S. Orange Grove Ave #7, Los Angeles CA 90019, or email her at 
njrigg@earthlink.net. 



Life Story Wri ng Groups: A Teacher Reflects  
by Juanita Johnson 

For Life Writing Teachers.... 

Juanita Johnson, M.A., C.B.T., lives and practices in Norwich NY. She is a certified grief therapist, consultant, and storyteller. She 
performs a one-woman show: “A Daughter’s Stories of Laughter, Tears, and Love.” You may email Juanita at johnsonj@norwich.net. 
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     I offer writing groups for adolescent girls, women and elder 
women. Recruiting members for each group is challenging, 
partly because I live in rural Central New York where the 
concept of women gathering to write the stories of their lives is 
not a common practice, nor widely supported. I continue to feel 
bewildered as to how to encourage women to join story-writing 
groups. Perhaps it has been more difficult because I am a 
therapist in private practice. Many women wonder whether I’m 
offering another form of therapy. Writing groups are 
wonderfully therapeutic, but they are not therapy.  
     Early on, in 1990, I asked the local newspaper editor to write 
an article on the benefits of women’s writing groups, which he 
graciously did. I hoped the editorial would raise awareness and 
create interest. Soon after his editorial appeared I offered an 
information night at the local library, to explain what women’s 
story groups are all about. Two enthusiastic journal writers 
showed up.  They were instrumental in getting the first story 
group launched. To this point I have facilitated a dozen 
writing groups for women. I promote them through my 
newsletter and by word of mouth. Personal invitations work 
well and the testimonies of women who have participated in 
such a group are the best advertising of all. Sometimes a church 
or agency will ask me to offer a writing group. These are the 
easiest to get started. Offering such a group through a church or 
organization enhances the sense of community people have 
with each other once the group ends, which is an added bonus. 
     The groups themselves are amazing. I will share with you 
over the next few issues the process I use from week to week in 
story circles. I’ll start by describing the first two meetings. 
      The first week we are together my responsibility is to help 
people begin to grow comfortable hearing their own voice. To 
do this I open with quiet—lighting a candle and sitting for a 
few minutes in stillness. (Please see the last issues of the Story 
Circle Journal for information on the Wisdom Circle format, 
which I use for all groups.)  I also model by my own actions 
how to be still and attentive. Participants learn quickly that this 
is a safe place where there will be no judgment or criticism. We 
also agree that what is said or read in the group is confidential. 
Only with the writer’s permission may someone other than the 
author share the story outside of the group. 
     At the first meeting I encourage women to talk about their 
interest in writing their own stories. We talk about letters or 
journals that their women ancestors may have written. I often 
share a letter that a nineteen-year-old girl wrote while crossing 
the prairie in a covered wagon, given me by a local historian. 
As women reflect on their wish to know more about their 
ancestors, we begin to talk about why it is important to record 
our stories. Some women indicate they will probably want to 
shred or burn their stories at the end of the meetings. Others 
state that they want to get better acquainted with themselves 

and they have no idea what they will do with their writings. The 
point is to have a meaningful discussion of the importance of 
women’s writing and what we can learn from it. Women are 
encouraged to share a story that a woman ancestor told them. 
This is often meaningful to the participants. I end our sharing 
time by asking women to tell how they got their name. We then 
talk about the actual writing and I share (with permission) a 
story that a past participant has written. 
     When I first started women’s writing groups the books I 
found useful were Your Mythic Journey by Keen and Valley-
Fox, Telling Your Story, Exploring Your Faith, by Hateley, and 
The Story of Your Life, by Wakefied. Although many wonderful 
books have been written since these books appeared in the early 
90’s, I continue to find them very useful. The exercises in these 
books are the basis of the process that I use. 
     The first assignment is to draw a picture of “your favorite 
place” from childhood, including all the details you can 
remember. I suggest they draw this picture as soon as possible 
after our first session, so they can let it simmer. Often more 
details are added as our memory is stimulated. Most women 
draw a picture of their bedroom or a favorite play area; a few 
avoid their house all together and draw a place in nature where 
they could be safe. Once the picture feels complete I tell them 
to write a story about it. A few women say they cannot 
remember their childhood; I simply encourage them to draw a 
picture of the first place that comes to mind. One woman drew 
a picture of the lake where she learned to swim as a teenager. 
     At our second meeting there is more chatting and a sense of 
anticipation dances in the air.  After the candle is lit and people 
have “checked in” and we’ve had a few minutes of silence, the 
women start to talk about the assignment. They are amazed at 
how much more concentration and focus is required in writing 
than in oral remembering.  Someone boldly agrees to go first, 
sharing her picture so we can visualize where the story takes 
place. We then carefully listen to the reading of the story, 
followed by a moment of silence so we can digest what we’ve 
just heard. I encourage people who want to respond to stay 
focused on the writing we’ve just heard and to respond 
thoughtfully. 
     The teacher’s skills are important in these first meetings. 
Some people want to turn the attention back to themselves. In 
order for each participant to have her time, I gently remind 
folks that whoever has just read her story is entitled to 
encouragement and feedback (and no criticism ever about the 
quality of the writing). 
     By the end of our second time together some of the women 
are already beginning to understand how sharing their stories 
with others offers further integration and understanding of their 
own story.  There is tremendous power in having our stories 
witnessed by others.  
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A Story Circle News Roundup 
If you’re facilitating or participating in a Story Circle, tell us about it! Write to Story Circle Journal, 1070 N.E. Sturgess St. Hillsboro, 
OR 97124-3330 or email Marie Buckley at marie@aracnet.com 

Thanks to this issue’s sponsors! 
 

To make more room for your stories, we’ve added four pages to our Story Circle Journal To help support this expansion, we 
invite you to sponsor the Journal  by purchasing a business-card-size advertisement. If you have a product or service that our 
readers might find helpful or interesting, send your business card or card-size ad copy and a check for $15 to Advertising, 
Story Circle Journal, PO Box 1616, Bertram TX 78605-1616.  We’ll place it at the bottom of a page, where it will attract 
readers’ attention.  

(You read this, didn’t you?) 
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Michigan Story Circle Gets Underway 
     After facilitating the Story Circle Internet writing  
e-circle #1 online for nine months, Inet Chapter Membership 
Services Coordinator Judy Fettman is co-facilitating the first 
local Story Circle in Ann Arbor, Michigan with her friend Pat 
Keussner. Judy and Pat have known each other for three years, 
since Pat introduced Judy to memoir writing through a workshop 
sponsored by the Ann Arbor Public Schools Community 
Education program. Pat is a member of the Association of 
Personal Historians. 
     The Story Circle is being held around a fireplace at a locally- 
owned bookstore in Ann Arbor, which offered not only the space 
but also free publicity and a display of memoir writing books.  
Six women are currently enrolled for the six-week session.  

New Online Group for Young Writers 
     Story Circle member Margaret Knorr in West Virginia reports 
that she has started an exciting new venture: “Kaleidoscope 
Journal is born out of love for young creative writers. I began 
writing in first grade. While I found supportive adults through 
teachers and family, I received very little instruction on what to 
do with my talent. Most feedback dealt with grammar, not style, 
content or creativity. I want to provide the encouragement and 
feedback kids need to get excited about their writing and follow 
their dreams.” 
     Kaleidoscope Journal will be conducted through an email list, 
giving young writers ages 7-17 weekly journaling assignments, 
monthly article assignments, training in constructive feedback 
and self-editing. They will be encouraged to write both life 
stories and fiction, and stories will be showcased on the web 
page. Writers under 13 must be sponsored by a parent or 
guardian. No fees are required, just a love for writing and a 
commitment to be involved.  For  information go to http://
www.kaleidoscopejournal.freehomepage.com.  

Story Circle Activity Thrives in Oregon 
     Marie Buckley has expanded her local Winter Story Circle 
in Hillsboro, OR to two groups. Each nine-week group has 
eight members; the groups meet on Wednesday and Thursday 
evenings at 7:30 p.m. at Main Street Books in downtown 
Hillsboro. “For there to be enough time for everyone to share 

Internet Writing E-Circles Growing 
     Membership Chairperson Judy Fettman reports that women 
are flocking to our writing e-circles! We have just started a fifth 
circle and will soon be starting a sixth.  In each circle of six to 
eight women, each member  writes a short story each month 
and comments upon the stories of the other members, all by e-
mail!  All of the writing circle stories are published on the e-
circles web page. If you would like to join a writing circle, 
please contact Judy  at JudyFet375@aol.com. 

New Texas Circle Begins 
     A small group of San Marcos  TX women met recently, 
intrigued by a brief announcement in the local paper. After 
introductions, facilitator and Story Circle member Annette 
Riggio asked each what drew her to the meeting. The 
unanimous response?  To heal. Annette writes: “The group has 
met weekly since then.  Each of us is amazed by the 
universality of our ‘individual’ stories. Despite differences in 
circumstance and situation, the similarity of themes, emotions, 
experiences, and longings is striking.” If you live in the area 

her own writing and respond to others’ writing, another group 
needed to evolve,” Marie says. 
     Stories by four Circle members were published in the Main 
Street Bookstore newsletter, which also featured essays on 
books and reading by two other members. “It’s a wonderful 
opportunity not only for the writers, but for newsletter readers 
to have a chance to read True Stories From Real Women!” 
Marie says. Spring Story Circles begin the first week in April. 
     In addition to the two local Story Circle groups, Marie just 
started a monthly Reading Circle at the bookstore to discuss 
women’s memoirs. The first meeting featured Vivian Gornick’s 
Fierce Attachments and drew 10 women.  
     Interested? Contact Marie at marie@aracnet.com or 503-648
-7019. A small facilitation and materials fee is charged.  

Austin’s New Reading Circle 
     Penny Appleby is facilitating a women’s fiction Reading 
Circle in Austin TX. The circle meets the first Tuesday of each 
month at the Old Quarry Branch of the Austin Public Library 
from 11:30 am until 1:00 pm. For information, click on Austin 
Events at www.storycircle.org. or call Penny at 512-306-8936.  



much as possible.—Janice L. Stutz, 
Buchanan, MI Janice publishes a bi-
monthly newsletter called “Living With 
Intention,” which is dedicated “to helping 
women find purpose and meaning in their 
lives.” When we asked why she began the 
newsletter, she answered: “For a couple of 
years before I started it, there was just this 
nagging in my head to do something to 
help women find more sense of purpose in 
their life. I am sure this was a projection of 
my own need to make sense of my life 
experiences.” If you would like to request 
a sample issue, please send $3 (to cover 
printing and mailing) to Living with 
Intention, 4555 Curran Rd, Buchanan, MI 
49107.  
 
“Most of my life, I’ve been characterized 
as being shy. As a child, I fantasized about 
being a writer, and when I was publishing 
a business-related newsletter, I found that 
not only did I truly love writing, it also 
made me visible. Now I struggle daily to 
give myself permission—in some form or 
other—to fulfill my dreams of truly 
becoming a writer.”—Nancy Byrkit 
Malvin, Troy IL. When Nancy told us about 
her experience and skills, she confided that 
she has had a “one-time experience 
jumping out of an airplane (with a 
parachute, of course!). Way to go, Nancy! 
 

Mini‐Stories: Our Readers Share  

“Joining the Story Circle Network is a 
part of my plans to leave some sense of 
self behind for my children. I am sixty-
eight years old and work full time. The 
job is rewarding but often frustrating. 
Therefore I am looking forward to Story 
Circle meetings.”—Bettyrae Allen 
Lawrence, Austin TX 
 
“I am a wife and mother to my two 
teenage children. I was shy and insecure 
as a child and young adult. Through 
some difficult years of struggling, I 
finally became a seventh-grade Spanish 
teacher, currently for the last six 
years.”—Sharon Blumberg, Munster IN 
 
“I grew up in a small town in the 
Midwest, doing well in school. I went to 
college, got married, became a mother 
and an executive. I now have two grown 
children, a great husband, and time to 
pursue my interests.”—Alice Greko, 
Westin FL 
 
“After attempting a master’s degree in 
nonprofit management (a whopping nine 
weeks!) I realize it’s time to follow my 
heart and write...freely, a prisoner of no 
particular genre, but that which my soul 
deems a worthy mode of expression. As 
I near 30, I feel changes that I want to 
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experience completely, and writing is a 
natural path for embracing these 
changes—and challenges. Writing 
connects us with our spiritual selves and 
brings us closer to those we love by 
allowing us to open up to ourselves and 
know the dynamic woman who lives 
inside.”—Krista Schumacher, Tulsa OK 
Krista is also working with a grant to 
help low-income mothers develop skills 
and hopes to start a Story Circle in the 
Tulsa area. 
 
“I am a daughter, sister, wife, mother of 
four, friend, in-law, aunt, craftswoman 
and freelance magazine writer. Words 
that reflect my heart include spiritual 
faith, unpretentious, journal, paper, 
laughter, music, solitude, light, red 
geraniums, porches, tea, pens, letter 
writer, and books. My name means 
‘reflector of light’ and I try to live up to 
that as God leads me.” Cindy Baum, 
Wakarusa IN. You can learn even more 
about Cindy by visiting her personal 
homepage at http://pages.ivillage.com/
cindytree. 
 
I’m 49 years old and finally getting to 
the point where I am comfortable in my 
own skin. My writing helps me process 
my life. I try to be present to my life as 

Story Circle Network 
PO Box 500127 
Austin TX 78750-0127 
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