
The Story Circle Network and the Older Women’s Legacy 
Circle have teamed up once again! We’ve added another 
new book to our growing collection of memoir-writing 
tools designed to help you recreate your memories and 
create the stories of your life. 
 Your Life, Your Story: A Book to Help You Capture 
Your Memories was written by Pat Flathouse, the director 
of the OWL program in Austin TX. Pat was assisted by 
Catherine Cogburn, director of the project during its grant
-funded phase. Susan Albert wrote an introduction, and 
members of Pat’s OWL Circle field tested the exercises 
and offered suggestions. As usual with our SCN projects, 
this book was a collaboration from start to finish. 

 Your Life, Your Story grows out of the popular and successful OWL Memoir-
Writing Workshop Program. It is a story-telling guide designed exclusively for 
women, and primarily for older women, because mature women have lived long and 
fascinating lives through the course of an exciting and turbulent century, and their 
stories will help us better understand both the century and ourselves. “It is written for 
you,” Susan Albert writes in the introduction, “because the story of you is important, 
and the sooner you start writing it down, the better!” The book is a wonderful gift for 
any woman with a story to tell. 
 “You don’t have to be enrolled in the OWL Workshop Program to use Your Life, 
Your Story,” Pat Flathouse says. “It was designed for you to use by yourself, in the 
quiet and privacy of your own home.” The book is made up of five chapters: The 
People Around You; Memories; Love and Work; Sad Times, Happy Times; Your 
Accomplishments and Your Legacy. These topics were chosen and the chapter 
materials organized to help you recall people, places, and events that have shaped 
your experience. Each chapter is full of writing prompts and helpful techniques to get 
you started on your life story. A sixth chapter offers seven articles by published SCN 
writers on various aspects of writing and publishing your story. 
 Your Life, Your Story joins the growing ranks of SCN publications. Memoirs: 
Piecing Together the Stories of Our Lives is the unique OWL-Circle Workshop 
package. It includes the participants’ workbook and the facilitator’s manual, which 
provides everything needed to develop, market, and teach a memoir-writing workshop 
for women. (Your Life, Your Story retains the same focus and organization as the 
workshop package but has different exercises, and no facilitator’s helps.) Another 
SCN memoir project, With Courage and Common Sense, will be published by the 
University of Texas Press later this year. It is a collection of over a hundred brief 
memoirs written by older women who participated in the OWL-Circle Workshops in 
1999 and 2000. A second memoir collection is being planned. 
 You can order Your Life, Your Story by using the form on page 21, or you can 
order with your credit card, on the Internet, at www.owlcircle.com.  
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There is only one person who can 
write the story of your life, with 
all its foibles, follies, treasures 
and tears. That person is you. 

—Kathleen Adams 

I have written my life in small 
sketches, a little today, a little 

yesterday, as I have thought 
of it, as I remember all the 

things from childhood on 
through the years, good ones 
and unpleasant ones, that is 
how they come out and how 

we have to take them. 
—Ann Mary Moses 

(Grandma Moses) 
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If you want to dig deeper, look farther, write more often and more expressively, or 
discover other ways to tell and share your experiences, we’re here to help. But SCN is 
like anything else—the more you put into it, the more you get out of it. Here are some 
ways you can get more out of what we offer.  
1. Journal every day. You’ll find journaling tips and guides in each issue of our 

Story Circle Journal. If you’re a member of the Internet Chapter, you’ll also 
receive weekly writing prompts by email—perfect for keeping your journal on-
track.  

2. Join a Story Circle in your community. Can’t find one? Then start one! Our 
Facilitator’s Guide will show you how easy it is to do this. For a free copy, go to 
www.storycircle.org/facguide.shtml. And read “For SC Facilitators,” p. 22.  

3. Join the Internet Chapter and connect with a Story Circle on-line. See 
www.storycircle.org/ecircles.shtml.  

4. Contribute your story to our Story Circle Journal.  And read the Journal from 
cover to cover—it’s full of great ideas for writing your life story.  

5. Take an on-line writing workshop offered by the Internet Chapter. For 
information, go here: www.storycircle.org/ICworkshops.shtml.  

6. Read, read, read! Women’s memoirs are “hot” in today's publishing world, and 
we try to keep abreast of the best. Here’s a list of the books our reading circles 
have read over the past several years: www.storycircle.org/BookReviews/
readingcircle.html. We’ve also reviewed a great many other books about women’s 
lives—visit our book review site: www.storycircle.org/BookReviews for a look. 
Want to write reviews of women’s memoirs and related books? Read our 
Reviewers’ Guidelines: www.storycircle.org/ReviewersGuidelines.shtml.  

7. Join our on-line Internet Chapter reading circle, or our Austin TX reading 
circle, or start a reading circle of your own. You can choose books from the SCN 
reading list and print out our on-line reading guides.  

8. Attend our events. We offer Writing from Life weekends in Austin twice a year, 
a LifeLines writing retreat, and a national conference every two years. Our Austin 
TX chapter offers five or six Be Our Guest programs each year. Want to attend 
events but can’t join us in Austin? Start a Story Circle Chapter in your own 
community and create your own calendar of women’s events! Here’s how to get 
started: www.storycircle.org/ChapterGuidelines.html.  

9. Check out our Older Women’s Legacy Circle project (for seniors 60+). To see 
what’s going on, go here: www.owlcircle.com. And be sure to subscribe to our 
OWL-Circle e-letter while you’re visiting that site.  

10. If you offer writing-related classes, workshops, or programs, you are eligible to 
post information about yourself and your work on our Speakers Bureau pages. 
Posting on our site does not obligate you to any payment to Story Circle. You will 
have your own individual URL and will be able to put it on your brochures, 
handouts, and business cards. For an example, go to the Speakers Bureau 
(www.storycircle.org/SpeakersBureau), then choose a name from our list of 
speakers.  

11. If you’re ready to tell your story to a wider audience, check out our Market 
Watch (p. 23), where we list current publishing opportunities, contests, and 
writers conferences.  You can also find the information on our website. 

12. Share your writing achievements with us. To see what other life-writers have 
been doing, take a look at our Members in Print and In the News page: 
www.storycircle.org/MembersInPrint.shtml, or see p. 23. 

13. Give a gift membership to a friend or favorite relative. You’ll find a form on  
p. 9. Let them know that you value their stories and hope that they’ll write them 
down!  

14. Stay informed. We’re continually offering new programs and services. To stay up 
to date on what we’re doing, subscribe to our monthly National and Austin e-
letters: www.storycircle.org/eletters.shtml.  

 

Contact us via email: storycircle@storycircle.org or phone: 512-454-9833 
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Scrapbooking Your Story 

Jumpstart Your Book of  Me 
This is the third in a series of four articles designed to show you how to use a scrapbook to tell your story. It is based on the work 
of award-winning scrapbook artist, author, and teacher Angie Pedersen. Angie is the editor and designer of the website magazine, 
www.OneScrappySite.com.  She currently teaches The Book of Me classes online and in stores throughout the country. Angie lives 
with her husband and two children in the Kansas City MO area. 

 In her scrapbook workshops and classes, 
Angie often meets people who are immediately 
excited about the idea of preserving their 
lifetime’s worth of memories in a scrapbook, or a 
series of scrapbooks.  The trouble is, Angie says, 
they just don’t know where to start. They feel 
overwhelmed by the daunting thought of 
chronicling their entire life.   
 “But you don’t have to start at the beginning 
and work your way through!” Angie tells them.  If 
you want to scrapbook your life (and what easier, 
more interesting, more enjoyable way of 
organizing your life’s story can you imagine?), 
simply start with some easy layouts.  (A “layout” 
in scrapbook lingo is simply a page of photos, 
drawings, clippings, and memorabilia, focused on 
a particular theme, often with themed colors and 
materials.) 
 Once you’ve gathered all your layout items, 
you’ve come to the really interesting part—the 
part where you add bits and pieces of your 
writing, the part where you tell the story 
illustrated by the pictures, clippings, and 
memorabilia collected. As you add these writings, 
think of ways you can present them. In 
calligraphy, maybe? Or in a cute, kids’-lettering 
font on your computer? Or in your own 
handwriting, in colored inks? 
 Now it’s time to get started.  Angie has come 
up with some quick, clever ideas to help you 
“jumpstart” your scrapbooking activity. Try a 
couple of these activities, just to get yourself 
going. 

1. Journal about the meaning of your name.  
(You can look on the Internet at 
enlightenedsoftware.com/babynames or in a 
baby-name book. Journal about how you feel 
about your name, why your parents chose it, 
and whether you think the meaning is true for 
you. 

2. Write about your favorite color. What does 
that color make you think of?  Which of your 
possessions are this color? 

3. Consider where you’d like to travel in your 
lifetime. What sights would you like to see? 
What would you eat? Who would go with 
you? Gather some travel brochures and 
journal your plans! 

4. List what you love about each season. Think 

about what you eat at certain times of the year, 
places you go, music you listen to, and things 
you see.  Take pictures and include those! 

5. Jot down five or ten “Everyday Movies”—what 
movies could you watch every day and not get 
tired of them? 

6. What are your “Creature Comforts?” What 
things do you find immediately comforting?  
Think comfy clothes, foods, books, bubble 
baths, beauty treatments, etc. 

7. Ponder what you would do if you won the 
lottery.  What would you spend it on? Don’t 
include price tags, since money will be no 
object!  Would you share it? With whom?  
Would you quit your job?  How would it 
change your life?   

8. Do a layout on your dream job(s). What did 
you want to be when you grew up? What do 
you dream of doing now? 

9. List the top 25 things to do in your lifetime. 
Include the dates when you plan to accomplish 
them! 

10. Do a layout on what famous person you would 
like to have lunch with and why.  What 
questions would you ask?  Let your mind 
stretch from the past to current day. 

 In The Book of Me, Angie suggests a variety of 
ways to organize your materials.  Start by setting 
aside a block of time for your scrapbook play. Pull 
your materials together, then write down your 
thoughts before you assemble your layout. Once 
your writing is done, go back through your photos 
and other memorabilia to see what you can add to 
illustrate and support your writing.  But above all, 
let yourself have fun! Scrapbooking is a wonderful 
way to use your creativity to illustrate the story of 
your life. 

The Book of Me: 
A Guide to Scrapbooking About Yourself 

by Angie Pedersen 
 

Available in bookstores nationwide 
To purchase on-line through SCN, go to  

www.storycircle.org/BookReviews/reviews/
bookofme.shtml 

For a signed copy, go to www.scrapyourstories.com 

As soon as I saw 
you, I knew an 
adventure was  

going to happen. 
—Winnie the Pooh 

When in doubt, 
make a fool of 

yourself. There is a 
microscopically thin 

line between being 
brilliantly creative 
and acting like the 
most gigantic idiot 
on earth. So what 

the hell, leap.  
—Cynthia Heimel  

Your world is as big 
as you make it.  

—Georgia  Johnson  

One of the secrets of 
a happy life is 

continuous small 
treats.  

—Iris Murdoch  
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Writing and Healing 

Discovering the Truth 
Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D., is a licensed psychotherapist with a practice in the San Francisco Bay Area. An SCN member, she teaches 
memoir writing and writing/healing. This excerpt, which has to do with writing about the pain of childhood trauma, comes from 
Chapter 7 of her book Becoming Whole: Writing Your Healing Story and is reprinted here with her permission. You can purchase 
the book for $19.95 plus applicable tax and shipping directly from the author (see details below) or from the publisher (phone 866-
251-3741  toll-free; MC/Visa accepted).  

 All my life I have been interested in how people can heal. 
As a child I kept hoping that the adults around me would try to 
get along. I waited for them to find peace and happiness—it 
seemed so elusive, impossible to achieve. It is easy to 
understand why, with this kind of background, I became a 
therapist and healer later in life….  
 When an event occurs that is too painful for us to absorb 
and understand, automatic reactions, called defenses, take over 
to protect us from psychic pain.  We learn from our families 
certain rules that serve to keep the family together as a unit in 
society. These family defenses and habits are passed on from 
generation to generation, creating a web of confusion about the 
truth. These defenses help maintain the family’s often 
erroneous or distorted view of itself, which is called the family 
myth.…  
 It is my job as therapist to gently and gradually penetrate 
these webs of beliefs and myths that often deny a deeper, more 
painful story.…  When I work to uncover new levels of truth, I 
stress to the client that the purpose is not to cast blame but to 
bring to light hidden wounds carried since childhood. I assume 
that parents have done their best. However, the client needs to 
come to terms with the whole truth of the family situation. 
Without discovering the real circumstances of childhood, it is 
impossible to resolve the pain it caused then and continues to 
cause.  In the final analysis, it is not a confrontation with 
parents that leads to resolution but a confrontation with one’s 
self.  The therapeutic and healing goal is to free ourselves of the 
aspects of the past that hold us back and to release patterns that 
keep us from being all of who we are, patterns that keep us 
from being our best self. 
 So when you write about the years of your childhood, you 
will explore ever deepening layers of how you see yourself and 
your family. You will uncover forgotten layers of memory, and 
you may find yourself questioning your assumptions. 
 Writing can help you to know: 

 Who you are 
 How you think and feel 
 What your life story is about 
 The meaning and direction of your life 
 How to heal 

If the idea of writing about the effects of your traumatic 
emotional or physical experiences worries you, stop and ask 
yourself: 

 How am I feeling right now? 
 Am I in my body; do I have feelings? 
 Do I feel safe and comfortable? 
 Would writing help me to release stress? 

 If your answers to these questions are negative, then engage 
in nurturing activities that will comfort and renew you. It is 

important to contain emotional expression of painful subjects 
when you are vulnerable. Practice containment by becoming 
involved in a positive activity that keeps you away from deep 
feelings for a while. 
 If you think that writing would be comforting and would 
help you to reduce stress, set a time for five minutes and 
write.… 
 A misconception about writing is that you have to know 
what you are going to say before you write it, that you have to 
chart a clear outline and plan before you start writing, and that 
if you don’t, then you are not really a writer. 
 This is not true. Writing is a wonderful vehicle for 
exploration, a means of finding out what you think and how 
you feel. You can start out with an idea, and that idea will 
change and grow as you write. View writing as a tool to help 
you find out more about yourself and your memories, as a 
way to gain knowledge different from empirical knowledge.  
Writing of any kind—freewriting, keeping a journal, or 
writing a story—will help you on the path deeper into 
yourself.  Each process helps reveal memories and resolve 
feelings. 
 We need to give ourselves permission to write, to begin 
somewhere, anywhere, with the idea of exploration, the way 
Lewis and Clark explored unknown lands in the West. We 
explore unknown places and ideas when we write, and we 
need to come to it with humbleness, openness, and a 
willingness for the writing to take us where we need to go. 

Becoming Whole:  
Wri ng Your Healing Story  

By Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D.  

 
 Transform your life through memoir writing.  
 Write the story you’ve always wanted to write. 
 Learn how to choose your stories and structure 

your memoir.  
 Use the power of writing to heal.  

 
For orders and inquiries, contact Linda Joy Myers.  

Phone: 510-524-3898  
Fax: 510-528-3573  

E-mail ljm451@earthlink.net 
 

 $19.95 plus tax/shipping    316 pages   ISBN 1893067017 
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Becoming a Mother 
 Zaynab Jalali-Tehrani (D’Elia) is a psychologist who teaches, writes, and does psychotherapy from her home in Qum, Iran. 
Originally from Pennsylvania, she has been living abroad for over 20 years. Zaynab is currently writing her memoirs “from the 
heart” and finding her most urgent subjects to be her relationship with her own mother, her children, and her grandchildren.   

     My mother had wanted me to marry a doctor. She never 
imagined that I would become a doctor myself, a doctor of 
psychology. My husband was just finishing the last leg in his 
Ph.D. in psychology, and we were looking forward to the day 
when we could call Mom and give her the news that her 
doctor daughter finally had a doctor husband.  
     Mom had taken ill that year, and we were praying that she 
would live long enough to find that her dream for me had 
come true. Her illness began with some strange behavior and 
a diagnosis of a stroke on Halloween. When I called her from 
our California apartment on Thanksgiving, she told me, 
“Everything gets dark, and then I can’t hear anything.” I had 
had enough neurological training to know that something was 
wrong. Christmas day my brother called from Pittsburgh to 
tell me that Mom was diagnosed with brain cancer. Should 
they operate? 
     We were a family of five and couldn’t arrange to make the 
trip east to see her after her operation. Her condition was 
improving, and we were even considering arranging a trip for 
her to the west coast. When plans for a Fourth of July visit 
from her sister Mary, however, fell through, Mom had a 
setback. She began slipping away until she finally lapsed into 
a coma. In ICU she was pronounced in critical condition. 
     My husband and I put the children with the neighbors for 
what we thought was going to be a trip to her funeral. When 
we reached the hospital we went to the all-faith chapel to say 
our evening prayers. Aunt Mary said maybe it was our 
prayers that caused Mom to show a slight recovery, emerge 
from her coma, and begin to communicate through nods and 
hand squeezes. 
     We could only stay a few days, with our children at home 
on the west coast. My father agreed to take Mom home under 
the care of a private nurse. It was time for farewells, knowing 
that this might be the last time we would ever see each other. 
We prayed together with her, amazed while she summoned all 
the remaining strength in her body to call out to the saints for 
intercession and guidance in her final journey. Through the 
mercy of God, the differences in our faiths—we being 
Muslims and she a Catholic—were transcended as we prayed 
in one voice to the One and Only God. 
     Back in California, I kept in touch with my father almost 
daily, inquiring about Mom’s health.  Within forty days’ time, 
we were called to San Francisco so my husband could give 
his doctoral defense and finalize his degree. We called home 
that Sunday morning  to say we would be out of town for a 
few days. We had planned to take our time on the way back, 
and make it a vacation for the family, our very first.  
     I called my father Sunday morning to tell him we would be 
on a trip for about three days, and we set off. Our 12-year-old 
daughter Haleh sat in the back, in charge of the cooler and 
picnic basket full of snacks and juice. Nargess was four and 

stuck to the window, marveling at the sights. I propped nine-
month-old Fatima on my lap while I helped my husband review 
for his dissertation defense on the way up to San Francisco. 
     Late Monday the defense was accepted, and I was formally 
and officially married to a doctor at long last! We reached our 
motel room late, after a celebration at a  pizza parlor. The next 
morning, we gathered around the phone to give my mom the 
news. I would tell Dad to put the phone to her ear so I could tell 
her. I was sure this was one message that would get through to 
her, no matter what. 
     No one answered at my father’s house. I was puzzled—
where was Dad, where was the nurse, why didn’t she at least 
answer the phone? No answer at my brother’s house either.  I 
called my brother’s office and found his secretary. “I’m so 
sorry to be the one to tell you, but your mother passed away 
Sunday, about noon. Guido went to Altoona. The funeral was 
this morning.” 
     It was all over. There was no sense in going. And I couldn’t 
disappoint my daughters who were looking forward to their first 
vacation ever. The trip must go on. We continued on our 
journey, setting off down the coast after I had  had a little time 
to compose myself. 
     I woke up groggy the next morning in the Days Inn, and 
found that the girls were already awake, jostling the baby to 
keep  her quiet for me. I filled a bottle, saw my husband was 
waking up, and knew that would mean the tea should be started. 
And there was cereal to be doled out to the girls. “This is my 
vacation,” I thought. “I should be in bed, and Mom should 
be…. Mom?”  
     I felt a sharp smack on the middle of my back. “You’re the 
Mom now,” was the message.  After nearly seven years of 
marriage and three children in a blended family, I became a 
mother that very day, the day I realized that my mom was not 
behind me, not backing me up. I had to be Mom. 
     My back has bowed many times since then, under the 
burden and responsibility of motherhood—in hospital corridors, 
late nights bent over final exams in a language I barely 
understand, putting the final touches to a bridal gown that the 
seamstress just couldn’t get right, and rocking an infant whose 
mother was too exhausted from her delivery to give her even 
one more drop of milk. 
     I pray that God will give me the courage, the patience, and 
the love, to be even a shadow of what my mother was. And that 
He will grant her everlasting mercy. And that I will be able to 
bequeath something of mothering to my girls, when it’s time for 
them to be tapped, to receive their final anointment into 
motherhood.   

When I stopped seeing my mother with the eyes of a child, I saw 
a woman who helped me give birth to myself. —Nancy Friday 
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Linda Joy Myers has many strings to her bow: with a Ph.D. in psychology and an M.F.A. in Creative Writing, she is a therapist, a 
published author, and a teacher of life-writing. She has written her own memoir, titled Don’t Call Me Mother, which she is 
currently editing and hopes to have published soon. In 2002, her story, “Who Am I?” won the Carol W. Landherr Life-Writing 
Competition. And now she has had a new book published, called Becoming Whole: Writing Your Healing Story, a book aimed at 
helping other life writers to approach the often emotional process of memoir writing and to allow the writing to heal their 
emotional wounds.  

SCN. Tell us a little about your childhood 
experiences and how these helped set you on your 
path. 
 
Linda Joy. I grew up with my maternal 
grandmother. She was very proud of having left 
her lower-class farm origins but at the same time 
ashamed of her own lack of education and culture. 
She left my mother when Mother was a little girl 
and pursued a life of work and re-acculturation in 
the big city of Chicago, a life which included trips 
to Europe. She believed that education and musical 
training, along with a knowledge of history and 
literature, would give me a good foundation. Most 
of her training had a positive effect, but at times 
her zeal descended into abusive control over my 
actions and learning. Luckily, I did well in school, 
except in math, and many teachers praised me for 
my efforts. These were major building blocks in 
seeing myself as someone who could learn and 
succeed. I was encouraged to be a creative, artistic 
person—what I think my grandmother had wanted 
to be, but it was too late for her. In a way, she lived 
through me, which gave me some confusion. 
 
SCN. When did your interest in writing emerge? 
How did you discover that writing helped you cope 
with painful events? 
 
Linda Joy. I began writing as a child, even started 
a childish novel, but it was poetry that emerged as 
a savior after a friend of mine killed himself when 
we were sixteen. This tragedy—being abandoned 
by my mother and father, and my grandmother’s 
descent into what I now feel sure was manic-
depression—fragmented my world. The beauty of 
the Great Plains landscape and an ability to find 
comfort in this natural beauty and simple things 
like a rose or the wind helped me, along with the 
power of literature to remove me from “reality.” 
Words then were a life raft on a sea of chaos.  

 At 16 I began putting my thoughts, feelings, 
and images into poetry—bad poetry of course, but 
it gave me an outlet. I kept a journal in my head, as 
a written down version would have been read. I 
also was one of the finalists for a state–wide 
writing contest, which helped me believe in my 

ability to use words and to gain recognition from 
writing. 
 
SCN. Tell us about your quest to find the 
courage to tell your story in your own way in 
your to-be-published memoir, Don’t Call Me 
Mother. How did the writing process change 
your feelings about your family and your 
childhood? 
 
Linda Joy. I wrote and rewrote this story many 
times, faltering in my courage dozens of times 
along the way. But the most inspiring reason to 
complete and publish the story was the 
compassion I felt at my mother’s deathbed in 
1995. After years of searching for her love and 
approval, even for her recognition of me as her 
daughter, (hence the title, Don’t Call Me Mother) 
I saw her as an abandoned little girl. She was left 
by my grandmother when she was a baby or a 
little girl—I’m not sure what age—and it 
wounded her terribly. She was also diagnosed 
with manic-depression in the last few weeks of 
her life, which helped explain her erratic, 
abusive, and crazy behavior over the years.  

I think all the years of therapy helped me to 
see her as a wounded human being, terrified of 
death and in need of my love. Seeing her that 
way helped me to reflect on my grandmother in a 
more compassionate way as well, as she most 
likely had had the same illness. Things began to 
fall into place. I wanted to write a story about 
healing and love, as well as the darkness that had 
plagued my family for several generations. The 
healing has worked as I am a very happy 
grandmother now to a grandson I watched being 
born in February. For the first time in three 
generations, I am part of a loving mother–
daughter relationship and a proud grandmother. 
If it took all this writing to get me there, it was 
worth it. 
 
SCN. You began writing your story as a novel 
while you were at Mills College, in the M.F.A. 
program. Tell us how the story evolved into a 
memoir. 
 

Linda Joy Myers: Writing and Healing 

After growing up with 
so many power 
struggles and grudges, 
I was determined to 
break this pattern. I 
always wondered how 
people came to healing 
and forgiveness, how 
they  found their way 
back to love even when 
there were deep 
injuries. These 
questions about love 
and healing became the 
focus of a lifelong 
quest. 
—Linda Joy Myers 

Before my grandmother 
went to the hospital for 
the last time, she 
summoned me to her 
bedside. I noticed the 
energy in the room was 
lighter.…Her voice 
lilted upward, and she 
seemed so small and 
authentic—nothing like 
the raving maniac I had 
learned to fear. 
—Linda Joy Myers 
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Linda Joy. A fiction teacher told me that the 
plot of my story—which involved three 
generations of abandoned daughters, manic-
depression, messy conflicts between my 
grandmother and father, and my mother's denial 
that I was her daughter—was too unbelievable 
and confusing, too dramatic and even 
melodramatic. She said I should change it all to 
make the story “work.” In fiction, the truth of it 
didn’t matter. That’s when I realized “truth is 
stranger than fiction” and decided to present the 
“true” story, mess and all. 

It was far more scary to write the “true” 
version. It meant going down into that well of 
darkness and finding a way out without turning 
away from painful aspects of the story and 
myself. I like to use the image of Ariadne’s 
thread, helping me to find the way out of the 
Minotaur’s labyrinth. I kept following the 
“truth” as I knew it to the heart of the pain, and 
found through the writing more compassion for 
everyone in the story. Gradually as I wrote, the 
shame burned away, leaving a light feeling and 
more love and compassion for everyone. 
 
SCN. One of the questions that you want to help 
your life-writing students answer is “How can I 
forgive and be forgiven?” How did you find the 
answer to this question for yourself?  
 
Linda Joy. Luckily, or sadly, the people in my 
family who comprise most of the chaos and 
characters in the book are all dead. It is because 
of the way my father and grandmother died that 
I became very interested in the issue of 
forgiveness. I saw how my grandmother’s death 
affected my mother—with no resolution or 
forgiveness between them. I arranged a last 
minute semi-forgiveness connection between my 
grandmother and my father, a day before he died 
and ten days after her death. It was terrible, all 
these warring factions fighting literally until the 
last minute. I decided that no matter what it took 
or how much it cost (for therapy), I would try to 
come to a resolution with my mother.  

For four years prior to my mother’s death, I 
had no contact with her because I could no 
longer stand her rejection and abuse. However 
during those four years, I prepared myself 
through therapy and meditation to be ready 
when the call might come that she was ill—as I 
knew it would someday. As soon as it did, I got 
on a plane to be with her, knowing that 
generations of pain needed to be resolved, 
knowing that at death there is a possibility for 
clarity and compassion, and the only way to help 
that happen is to show up. In fact this resolution 
did happen, though without words, as a brain 

tumor had taken away my mother’s speech. At 
least it happened for me, the narrator of this tale.  

I believe that my resolution, forgiveness, and 
compassion carry back into the spiritual domain 
to help heal even those who have passed on. We 
continue a relationship with those we have loved 
forever. My goal with the memoir evolved into 
showing what I loved about everyone, along with 
the truth of the pain. In the end, I loved them all 
again, in a new way. I hope they can see or feel 
this. 

 
SCN. You have been offering classes in memoir 
writing for some time now. Tell us about these.  
 
Linda Joy. I realized that one of the most 
delicious components of my inner life was the 
ability to remember and to reminisce. I am a 
nostalgia junkie to some extent. I realized that 
memoir writing was a way to preserve history, 
something I believe is very important for 
understanding ourselves and the world. So I 
started offering memoir writing classes four years 
ago this month with four people and now have 
about twenty people on average in my classes. 

It is a challenge to help writers swim to new 
levels of understanding and healing, and 
sometimes it’s hard to persuade them to keep 
writing in spite of the dark stories. I teach them 
how to weave from dark to light and back again. 
Often they realize there was a lot more good in 
their lives than they remembered at first. Many 
students and therapy clients, taking the journey 
through time and memory, have told me how 
deeply healing they have found the writing. Some 
have told me that they have been able, by writing 
the specifics of scene and detail and inhabiting 
the persona of the story, to heal issues that 
therapy had not been able to reach. My sense is 
that the writing continued a therapeutic healing 
path already begun. 
 
SCN. How did you come to write your new book 
Becoming Whole? 
 
Linda Joy. I had been trying to write a book on 
spiritual autobiography when I discovered the 
research into writing and healing of Dr. James 
Pennebaker and his colleagues. This was the link 
I was looking for that explained what I had 
observed—that writing creates change. My 
classes have always given me the inspiration to 
try and understand more about how memory, 
writing, and healing work. Because I believe that 
anyone can write a good story, I used my 
students’ writing in the book to demonstrate that 

In my workshops, I have 
seen amazing 

breakthroughs happen 
almost by accident. 

Perhaps the protection 
and support of the group 

catch the critic-censor 
unaware. 

—Linda Joy Myers 

Forgiving does not 
necessarily mean 

forgetting…. Forgiveness 
means that you stop 

feeling resentment… that 
your energy is freed up. 

—Linda Joy Myers 

Memories conjure up 
people, places and things 

that are meaningful and 
carry energy. A sight, 

smell, or sound can 
propel us back in time. 

As a writer you can use 
these guideposts to the 

past to trigger vignettes 
and longer stories that 

will compose your 
memoir. 

—Linda Joy Myers 
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one does not need to be famous or an experienced writer to 
write a memoir and to write healing stories. 
SCN. Dr. Pennebaker’s recent work has shown that we get the 
most benefit from life-writing when our writing exhibits 
understanding and self-reflection. How does your book help us 
break through to a deeper level of self-reflection? 
 
Linda Joy. Memoir writing is a deeply psychological process. 
Reflecting and remembering can be quite daunting at times. 
The critic-censor, the voices of internalized abuse, shame, and 
guilt, as well as society’s criticisms (Do you have to keep going 
back to the past all the time?) get in our way. In the book, there  
are many exercises designed to penetrate this wall of silence 
and shame. (Dr. Pennebaker was surprised to hear so many 
shocking stories of abuse, depression, and trauma in his studies. 
These stories are silenced by society, and it is clearly healing to 
learn to find our own voices and to speak our truth.) One 
student of mine is going through the book from the beginning, 
focusing on each exercise as a way of containing the voices that 
stop her from writing. Each chapter gives suggestions for 
breaking through and claiming the story that needs to be told as 
well as how to work with the family and your own ethics when 
deciding what to write and how to write it. 
 

SCN. Not only are you a therapist and writer but you are also 
an accomplished artist. Tell us about the cover artwork for 
Becoming Whole.  
 
Linda Joy. The image arose from a dream as I began to finish 
the writing. Each night I’d ask my unconscious for help in 
writing the book and envisioning the cover. I awoke with the 
memory of painting I had done when I was 32 years old, a 
dark and light world and a split self. Always that moon is 
there—in nearly all my work. I resisted painting and tried to 
create it with photography. I hadn’t painted in nearly twenty-
five years. Finally the image insisted that I paint it. I love the 
smell and texture of oils. To my surprise, the painting 
happened almost of its own accord, arriving on the canvas 
with me simply as the conduit. She’s me and not me; she is in 
a world of dream and potential integration. She is spirit in a 
world of movement from darkness into light, aspects within 
all of us. 
 
SCN. What other writing and teaching projects are you 
working on now? 
 
Linda Joy. I am editing my memoir as well as preparing an 
outline for an on-line class. I would like to write a workbook 
to go with Becoming Whole and I’ll also be re-writing the 
second volume of Don’t Call Me Mother 

It is important to become aware of your emotional hot spots 
and still keep your passion to write your story. 

—Linda Joy Myers 

Keep writing!  Your little “Freudian slips? Are your 
subconscious mind’s way of feeding you information. 

—Kathleen Adams 



                       
Volume 7 Number 2, June 2003 Page 9 

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 

Becoming Whole: Writing Your Healing Story, by Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D. (Silver 
Threads, an imprint of Silvercat Publications, San Diego, CA, 2003. ISBN 1893067017). 
Reviewed by Judy Fettman, M.S.W., A.C.S.W., San Francisco, CA.  

 
As a young child, Myers was abandoned by her own mother and father and left to be 

raised by her grandmother. After seeing three generations of rejection, abandonment, and 
mental illness (as she later learned) in her own family, she began a quest: “How (do) people 
come to healing and forgiveness...even when there were deep injuries...?” 

This quest led Myers to a career in counseling. Linda is a licensed Marriage and Family 
Therapist with a private practice in the San Francisco Bay Area. In 1993, she returned to 
school and earned an MFA in creative writing from Mills College, where she learned skills 
and techniques she would need to tell the story that has always called her. Since then, in 
addition to her therapy practice, she has taught memoir writing and offers Autobiography 
and Therapeutic Healing workshops and training to therapists. Her memoir, Don’t Call Me 
Mother, describes three generations of women in her family who abandoned their daughters. 
In Becoming Whole, Linda has written a clear, user-friendly guide for anyone contemplating 
writing her own story. She even created the original artwork for the cover.  

The book is organized in three sections: “Healing with Memoirs” (how memoir writing 
can heal both physical and emotional pain); “The Psychology of Memoir Writing” (exploring 
family dynamics, childhood developmental stages, and the ethics of revealing family stories); 
and “Writing the Memoir” (guidance to help the reader build her own memoir).  

Throughout this book, Linda not only illustrates her topics with vignettes and stories 
written by students in her workshops but also generously shares examples from her own 
childhood and her experiences writing about them. Each chapter includes suggestions and 
questions to stimulate the reader’s memory and writing, and references to relevant books and 
Web pages. Several appendices include additional stories written by her students, a 
developmental questionnaire meant to capture memories chronologically, a note to 
therapists, and a list of writing tips. References and recommended memoirs follow.  

In addition to explaining how writing heals, Linda describes different forms of writing 
about the self that can be used for healing—journals, diaries, poetry, memoirs. Also 
discussed are trauma and post-traumatic stress disorder, self-nurturing while writing about 
painful events, discovering the truth, exploring deepening layers of self and family, and 
“weav(ing) a larger, more integrated story of your life.” She nicely connects theory with her 
personal experiences of emotional abuse and search for healing. In down-to-earth language, 
she offers practical suggestions for writing and containing the anxiety that may result.  

In Part II, “The Psychology of Memoir Writing,” Linda discusses how the past shapes 
the present and how families work. She touches upon stages of emotional child development 
and their relevance. There are interesting chapters on the genogram (a diagram of family 
relationships), the critic-censor, ethics of memoir writing, and forgiveness.  

In Part III, “Writing the Memoir,” Linda presents a quick overview of the elements of 
creative writing: organizing a memoir, making stories come alive, researching relevant 
settings and cultures, and enriching your story by adding details from court records, 
newspaper archives, interviews with relatives and friends, phone books, and genealogies. 
The last chapter, “Bringing Your Memoir into the World,” presents issues around the 
decision to publish (or not), rewriting, enhancing and fictionalizing, disguising identities, 
obtaining consents, hiring an editor, publishing options, advances, royalties, publicity, and 
promotional alternatives.  

John Fox, author of Poetic Medicine: The Healing Art of Poem-Making, gives a glowing 
testimonial on the back cover of Becoming Whole. Says Fox, “Your story matters, and [Linda 
Joy Myers’] book shows you why! … Becoming Whole gives you excellent tools to make 
writing a healing experience.”  

Language organizes trauma in 
a way that images can’t. 

—Dr. James Pennebaker quoted 
in Becoming Whole 

If you want your writing to be 
healing, pay attention to the 

emotional content  
of your words. 

—Linda Joy Myers 

Emotional wounds are carried 
in the body and need to be 
released through talking, 

writing, and 
expressing emotions. 

—Linda Joy Myers 

The creative spark lives in 
everyone—all you need to  

do is feed the flame. 
—Linda Joy Myers 
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Tomato Buds Cause Patience to Blossom 
 
     Tomatoes have always been a hit in my household. Being a 
stay-at-home mom, I decided to plant some tomatoes and make 
it a family project. After purchasing several small plants, we 
began what later we would all come to know as “Our Lesson in 
Patience.” 
     I had assigned each of my three children a part in this 
journey. I would dig the holes and Tori, my five-and-a-half-year
-old, would place the plants in. She would be followed by Cliff, 
my four-and-a-half-year-old, who would fill the hole and pat 
down the dirt. Then Megan, my 18-month-old tomato lover, 
would put a little stick with a picture of a tomato in front of the 
plants. 
     As we were planting, Tori began to laugh, causing us to 
focus on Megan, who had a leaf and dirt sticking to her face, 
anxiously informing us that, “’Maters are yuck!”  While 
cleaning her up, I explained the process of growth. 
     At the end of each day we would all go out to water the 
tomatoes and wait, though it was not until after a few weeks 
that the little green buds appeared and Megan was astonished at 
what was taking place. 
     One night at supper I cut up some tomatoes I had bought 
from the store. When I asked Megan if she wanted some, she 
quickly yelped, “No! ’Maters yuck!”  Then Tori explained that 
Megan had been nibbling at the green buds and decided she 
wanted no part of  ’maters. 
     As time passed, we finally harvested the fruits of our labor. 
We were filled with anticipation as we gathered in the kitchen 
to sample our wares. Megan declined until she saw the elated 
faces of her brother and sister as they devoured the fruits of 
patience.  “See, Megan,” Tori said, as she handed her sister a 
juicy red tomato. “If you want something to be good, you just 
have to wait.” 
     Tori is now in her first year of college, Cliff is still 
anticipating that life, and Megan, now 14, recently told me, 
“Not to worry, I am still a little green tomato.” 
 

Janie Elliott 
Marlin TX 

 A Garden for Healing 

     In the years following successful treatment for cancer, I 
continue to marvel at the changes brought by this intruder in 
my life. With diagnosis came new challenges and 
opportunities.  I learned this would be a life-altering event. 
On faith I took the advice of survivors who said, “Take care 
of yourself, give yourself time to heal. Figure out what will 
give you a feeling of peace in your changing life.” In a guided 
imagery group a garden came up in my mind’s eye. So I took 
a class about what a garden can do for the human spirit.  
Molly, a guest speaker, came one evening to lead us on an 
imagined journey to a secret garden from childhood. Was this 
someone who could help me get what I needed? 
     Together, Molly and I created a healing garden. She 
sensed that I wanted to keep some elements from my old 
garden—mulberry tree, lath house, ruffled camellias. We 
added a colorful, fragrant habitat for birds, planted native 
perennials, and built a vine-covered arbor over the door to my 
home office. We selected an old-fashioned silver gazing ball 
and surrounded it with fuzzy gray lamb’s ears and airy pink 
and periwinkle cosmos. We cleared a section in the far corner 
and left it as a work-in-progress. 
     As I sink my hands into the fertile earth, tend my plants, 
train a vine around a post, try out a new variety of cucumber, 
I have a feeling of creativity, renewal, and health. Daily I trim 
away the withering blossoms and uncover tender buds. I rake 
up the dying remnants, some for recycling as compost and 
some to be carted away with the trash. The metaphors for my 
life are difficult to deny. 
     I’ve learned that pleasures are not just for indulging in 
when the work is done. Healing pleasures flow from our 
senses of sight, smell, touch, and sound. A few hours spent 
working in my garden while music drifts from open windows 
is like a tonic. The healing tranquility I sought has 
materialized in my own backyard. 
 

Pat Smith 
San Jose CA 
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A Mayflower Legacy 
 

     My mother wasn’t much for gardening or cultivating flowers 
around the house. She relied, instead, on the perennial lilac 
bushes, irises, and lilies of the valley, which faithfully blossomed 
forth each spring with little coaxing. What she did do each May 
was to take my sister and me wildflower picking. She always 
knew just when to head for the woods to seek out these treasures, 
and, happily, we’d return from these outings with our fragile 
bouquets begging to be placed in a jelly glass of water. 
     Field daisies, buttercups, and Indian paintbrushes were 
plentiful in nearby pastures, but my mother was interested in 
those species that grew in the moist, black soil near brooks, 
mossy rocks, and tree trunks in the cool woods. That’s where the 
trilliums (“nosebleeds” to us), adder tongues, lady slippers, and 
jack-in-the-pulpits thrived. 
     Mother hunted wildflowers in much the same way my father 
hunted game. Knowing instinctively where to look for these 
plants, she would delight us by pointing the way and letting us 
discover the little blossoms for ourselves. This special time 
together gave us the opportunity to learn about nature and our 
mother. While hiking, she would tell us stories about her girlhood 
growing up on a farm. 
     We also learned life lessons.  Often she would advise us not to 
pick a flower because it was just budding and would be better 
served in its natural environment. I recall such a scenario 
regarding the lady slipper. This dainty little orchid became 
protected under Vermont state law.  Since it was scarcer than the 
others, it always made our day when we happened upon one.  Try 
telling a small child that they may only “look and not touch” 
when the situation occurs deep in the woods. Who would ever 
know? Certainly, we’d never tell. But my mother used this 
opportunity to teach us about respect for the law and nature and 
about the virtue of self-control. Her natural way of instilling 
values in her children was a gift that I have tried to model in 
parenting my own daughters. 
 

Judith Flournoy 
Austin TX  

An Everyday Miracle 
 

     When my husband Martin moved into his office, he 
inherited some plants from the previous occupant.  They are 
prototypical office plants; they have apathy written all over 
them.  Their leaves are dark and listless, their pots dingy 
white, and they’ve been there for years.  They embody the 
stoic tolerance of inadequate living conditions that every 
person who has ever spent more than one afternoon sitting 
in a cubicle understands.  They are the kind of plants that, if 
you glanced over at them in the middle of a long afternoon, 
you would sigh, “Yeah, you don’t always get what you 
want, but what can you do?” 
     Martin accepted the plants with a basic tolerance for 
other living creatures sharing his office space.  He watered 
them and left them alone.  He didn’t trim them when long, 
straggly shoots started to form; he didn’t pay much attention 
when the leaves started to turn a glossy green tinged with 
pink, and wind around one of the picture frames.  He didn’t 
notice the tiny, firm buds forming on the bare offshoots that 
kept growing around the window.   
     And then one day, he noticed it seemed like something 
was going to happen.  The next day, strange and beautiful 
flowers appeared—tiny, upside-down umbrellas of waxy 
pink flowers.  Each little umbrella had eight perfectly 
formed blooms.  They were flowers so startling in their 
uniqueness, and in their incongruity with the rest of the 
plant, all you could do was stand there and stare. Martin 
showed them to the office’s former occupant, who said that 
he had had those plants for fifteen years and that they had 
never done any such thing. 
     So what do you do when the miracle of unimagined 
potential unfolds right in front of you?  You slip it quietly 
into your soul hoping some of it will rub off on you.  You 
hope that your own bumbling attempts at perfection aren’t 
keeping your life from unfolding into something as 
beautiful, something whose outline lives just beyond your 
vision.  You hope that if you’re lucky, and look really 
closely, you’ll be able to see it again. 

Leslie Crowley 
Urbana IL 

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.  Members only, please.  We’re looking for stories rich in 
evocative detail, showing something of the struggles, challenges, and resolutions of real people living real lives. We’re not looking 
for generalized, abstract truths about life. We want to read your stories, not your essays!  Please make sure that your stories are 350 
words or less. We may edit your submissions for grammar and spelling. Here are the upcoming topics and deadlines: 
 

Saving Time—September 2003 (due July 15) 
Camouflage—December 2003 (due October 15) 
Black and White—March 2004 (due January 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 do 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  
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More True Words… 

Announcing Spring 
 

 Winter grass so green I could bite it! 
 I want to roll in it, dress in it, 
 stain my face and hands with it 
 Like some ancient Celt. 
 Sprung from winter rains 
 it bugles spring, 
 rolling out its emerald welcome mat— 
 luxurious, soft, breeze-ruffled— 
 carpeting roadside and meadow. 
 Here danced upon by robins, 
 there crushed by spinning tires, 
 silvered by the sun or plaid 
 with criss-crossed shadows 
 of naked trees still wrapped, 
 bare-limbed, in winter-sleep. 
 The rocks bordering my garden 
 wear it like a feather boa, 
 and it transgresses among the cultivated 
 buds and blossoms,  
 reminding me  
 how I love this green earth. 

 
Carolyn Blankenship 

Austin TX   

Backyard Boss 
 

     An army of one has invaded our outdoor space. The lion’s 
share of the bounty we provide our local wildlife is being 
devoured by a clever little brown squirrel. For some time now 
my husband has been engaged in a protracted battle with this 
scoundrel, who seems to think that everything in our backyard 
was put there for his pleasure and enjoyment alone. He insists 
on dumping all the birdseed on the ground and completely 
dismantles the feeder in the process. Even though we provide 
corn for him, he would prefer to spend his time outfoxing 
Pete’s attempts to ban him from the birdfeeder.  
     Step one: Pete mounts the feeder on the top of a tall pole in 
the middle of the yard, making sure there are no nearby trees to 
launch from. Predictably, this was only a very minor 
inconvenience. Step two: he fashions a Plexiglas shield and 
mounts the feeder on top of the pole with armor in place. After 
about two days, Pete comments that he should have made the 
darn shield wider. Step three: he decides to oil the pole. I ask, 
“With what?” At first he says motor oil but wisely decides that 
would be environmentally unsafe. After all, we have no desire 
to exterminate the enemy, only to relocate his dining area. The 
“Olive Oil” day I have to admit was pretty hilarious. Pete 
dutifully oiled that pole and went to work. I observed the little 
antagonist leap about four feet up that pole and promptly slide 
to the ground. By attempt three, all the oil was apparently 
wiped off and he shimmied right on up! I called Pete at work to 

explain to him why I cannot go out and re-oil that pole every 
time the squirrel’s belly wipes it off. He reluctantly agrees. 
The Plexiglas shield grows wider, then it acquires eaves and 
other deterrents too numerous to mention. I point out that 
professionals all over the world have tried to “squirrel proof” 
bird feeders with very limited success. I even videotaped a 
program showing the myriad possibilities of deterrent along 
with the quick problem-solving skills of squirrels. Pete was 
unimpressed. 
     I wish I could that say a peace treaty has been negotiated, 
but our General maintains that there must be a way to 
outsmart the opponent. Personally, I gave up the morning I 
was enjoying my coffee on the couch and the little soldier 
knocked on the window at me. He sure looked exasperated! 
He was telling me to get off my buns and replace the empty 
corncob and fill “his” seed dispenser!  I surrender. 

Laylee Muslovski 
Belton TX 

Buds and Blossoms 
 

     It’s April, and I’m visiting my mother, who just celebrated 
her 90th birthday. It’s difficult to imagine, but she’s more 
energetic now than in September when I last saw her. She 
says, “I even surprise myself. I feel better since I turned 90!” I 
believe it.  Her cheery optimism and stamina never cease to 
amaze me. 
      She wanted me to delay my visit to Ohio until after the 
threat of snow had passed, so we could “go out gallivanting to 
visit friends and see the spring wildflowers!” This past week, 
we’ve done both.  The forsythia is in full bloom.  The bright 
yellow blossoms on spiraling branches dot the landscape with 
the promise of warm sunny days to follow. 
     After a long, snowy winter, everyone we meet seems eager 
to see all the buds and blossoms. I too, am enjoying a second 
springtime, after seeing the bluebonnets and Indian paintbrush 
in bloom in Texas. I am planning to walk with my wildflower 
reference book in hand, so that I can identify the little ground-
hugging blooms that pop up along the gurgling creek sides 
and through the dense covering of last years fallen brown tree 
leaves, which cover the woodland floor. 
     I enjoy hearing Mom’s childhood memories of walking in 
the woods and seeing the soft pink spring beauties. Since she 
no longer trusts her footing on the uneven terrain, I take my 
video camera along on my hikes and film the flowers, bits of 
nature, and surprises that cross my path. Later, I replay the 
images for her on TV. We laugh, and Mom shares more 
stories from her childhood. These treasures of springtime 
memories, I will cherish forever. 

Louanne Lasdon 
Austin, TX 

The world is round and the place which may seem like the 
end may also be the beginning.  

—Ivy Baker Priest 
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the weekends, roasting chickens over an open fire down by the 
Guadalupe. We had lain under the big shade trees in the warm 
grass, in love with life and the men in our lives. 
     Memories of West Hall bring mixed emotions. It was a 
happy first semester, and Becky and I threw ourselves into the 
social whirl. We did well in our classes.  But winter arrived, the 
old building became drafty. The weather turned gloomy. 
     Christmas came and went, and then finals. We came back to 
school after semester break, and the bomb dropped: the love of 
my life no longer loved me. I never knew why; he just didn’t. 
He explained patiently, but I didn’t understand. And then he left 
me to deal with it by myself. A black cloud descended, and the 
Lenten season was upon us. 
     I still see myself sitting at that old piano in the living room, 
night after night, methodically playing the Passion hymns.  I 
would finish all the ones in the red hymnal, and then I would 
start over at the beginning. The solemnity and blackness of 
those ancient dirges settled in the bottom of my stomach and 
stayed there. 
     Outside, the moist evening breezes of spring had finally 
returned, heavy with the scent of new blossoms.  They followed 
the campus lovers as they strolled around the mall, hand in 
hand.  
     I wasn’t out there. 

Karen Hett 
Georgetown TX 

When I Was Twenty 
 
     I turned twenty at the end of October, my junior year. 
Becky and I were roommates in West Hall, a 1930s converted 
barracks.  We thought it would be fun to rough it. The bath 
was down the hall, but the rooms were large and airy. We had 
an old upright piano in the dorm living room and a few 
mangy couches. The best part was that the building was right 
on the mall, a favorite walk for campus couples. 
     I had arrived back at school in great spirits after attending 
one summer session. Joanna and I had roomed together, 
enjoying a summer of heady freedom, with no dorm mother to 
breathe down our necks. We had double-and triple-dated on 

Azaleas  

     From where I sit writing, I see delicate, pale pink azalea 
blossoms. When we bought the house nine months ago, I never 
gave those bushes a second thought. I did not know that they 
were azaleas. I would not have cared if I had known. Yet, today 
these days azaleas  enchant me. In our yard, we are blessed with  
pink, red, and white blossoms. They are the surprise gift of the 
previous owners. We have done nothing to deserve their 
gracious beauty. Many homes in our neighborhood are 
surrounded by multicolored, vibrant, gorgeous clouds of 
blossoms.  I am in awe of them as I walk  my dog. 
     These flowers of the South are wooing me, whispering to 
me.  They are doing their best to seduce me.   They are trying to 
convince me to let go of my grief.  They are asking me to give 
Houston a chance, to leave my beloved Colorado behind for a 
few years.  In their astonishing beauty I find a glimmer of hope 
that we will be alright here, that in time we will feel at home in 
this alien place. These blossoms, this spring, are to me the 
promise of  happiness  yet to come. 
 

Geneva Vaughan 
Centennial CO 

My Budding Career as a Chef 
 
     My Aunt Mary had her own restaurant during my high 
school years and I could hardly wait until I was sixteen to get 
my first job! 
 Aunt Mary had plans for me. She was going to mold me 
into a “fine cook.”  I was starting at the bottom. I cleared 
plates, pre-rinsed dishes, broke glasses, scrubbed massive 
pots and pans, and attempted to conquer the huge 
dishwasher’s controls.  As I climbed the ladder of success I 
moved on to shredding lettuce, quartering plump tomatoes, 
slicing cucumbers, and cutting onions until my eyes watered.  
I peeled potatoes and diced carrots until my hands were ugly 
and red, but I dared not complain. After all, I was working. I 
moved on from “salad girl” to “pastry girl” and beat eggs 
until frothy, poured sugar, flour, and vanilla into big mixers,  
all the while cleaning my spilled ingredients that always 
seemed to stick to the floor.  In spite of all my mistakes,  
Aunt Mary was pleased and called me her “budding chef.”   
     I worked under the watchful eye of the head chef and 
learned just the right time to turn pancakes and eggs without 
breaking the yolks.  Some days it seemed I discarded more 
food than I kept.  Under the chef’s tutelage I learned the fine 
points of marinating vegetables and big chunks of beef. I 
dusted chicken with flour and spices and plopped the pieces 
into the fryer, sometimes without splashing the sizzling oil on 
my hands. I stirred heavy pots of soup, beat thick cream, 
learned how to “dress the plate” and present the food in an 
appetizing manner. 
     I survived two summers even though my legs ached, my 
back ached, and my hands were a mess.  When I graduated 
from high school, Aunt Mary couldn’t understand why my 
interests followed Gregg shorthand, typing, and mimeograph 
machines. 
 “But why?” she’d ask. “You were blossoming into a great 
cook.”  
 And more than once, with the confidence of an eighteen 
year old, I’d answer with, “Aunt Mary, I’m going to blossom 
into a great secretary.” 
 

Trudie M. Eklund 
Austin TX 

My only advice is to stay aware, 
listen carefully, 

and yell for help if you need it. 
—Judy Blume 
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A Garden of Delight 
 
      In spite of a difficult life, Mom was able to keep in touch 
with the child inside her, tapping into that saucer-eyed 
imagination where anything is possible. She carried with her 
the wonder of seeing things anew, a childlike pleasure of the 
simpler things in life. From the very first, she would look trance
-like at the stars, the sunset over the ocean, or the way the rain 
made the world look mysterious and shadowy, capture it in her 
sigh and pull me in on her view of it. The full moon, clouds, 
flowers, gentle summer rain, violent thunderstorms, the sound 
of a brook gently rippling over rocks—the list goes on of the 
wonders that captured her view. I watched her, wide-eyed, 
waiting for enlightenment, for answers to the questions: “Who 
are you?  Who am I?  And why am I here?” 
     Mom’s garden was a mishmash of wonderful things—a 
hollyhock here and roses there, sometimes an errant tomato 
plant. Everything grew in Mom’s little fenced-in garden in the 
corner of the yard. While neighbors were caring for their lawns 
with every tool known to man, Mom had only two tools: a 
shovel and the desire to see things grow. And color? In the 
spring, her lawn was a sea of blue, white, yellow, and purple 
and she never mowed until the flowers were gone. She called 
her yard “an English garden,” but, as imperfect as it was, it was 
enormously delightful! 
     Life was unpredictable and sometimes difficult for Mom and 
her four, eventually fatherless, children, but it was always a 
“happening.” She kept the excitement alive, the anticipation of 
what amusing thing was going to take place next. She was 
instrumental in opening my eyes to the beauty  before me. For 
us, because of her, the complex process of growing up was less 
painful than it might have been otherwise. And we blossomed 
the way her flowers did. She is gone now, to what I hope is her 
reward, but my heart is filled with glee that I had such a 
remarkable and enchanting mom. 
 

Beverly A. Galante 
Austin TX  

Blooms  
 
     There was a time when my children were like tight young 
blossoms so full of color and life. Even then they were 
anxious for the sun and rain so they could spread their petals 
and become the full blooms of their potentials. 
     It was so much fun to nurture and feed them and try to 
guide them as they grew. This was my first garden and I 
wanted them to turn out perfect. Who can forget things like 
the first word they uttered or when and how they took their 
first steps? There were so many firsts. How old were they 
when they first attended Sunday School? When were the 
childhood illnesses like measles, mumps, and chicken pox? 
First grade was the first giant step toward independence. 
From there, holding them back was nearly impossible. 
     The school years had so many highs and lows—friends 
and rejections, competing for ball teams and cheerleading 
squads, first dates, dances, and learning to drive. 
     Time goes by far too quickly. One morning I woke up and 
my beautiful little buds were in full bloom. That is when I 
discovered I should have read the book on how to raise 
flowers. My blooms were beautiful but far from competition 
quality.  I am too tired to try again. 
 

Judy Watkins 
Hillsboro OR 

apart any more than that plant, but, like the plant, I had—I 
don’t know when or why—lost my vitality, that special 
energy I have when I am fully enjoying life. I stared at the 
plant, wondering what I could do for it, and decided to 
transplant it to a sunnier corner. 
    Several weeks later the leaves of this plant seemed 
healthier again, and, lo and behold, I saw a number of buds 
and blossoms here and there. As I stared at their beauty the 
thought struck me that perhaps I too might benefit from 
transplanting myself to a different place. I couldn’t believe I 
was thinking of leaving this area I so loved. But just  as  the 
plant craved  more sun, the happy realization came to me that 
I craved to be near my daughter and her two beautiful 
children; I craved family! 
    I am writing this from Santa Barbara. My plant has made 
the move with me and continues to flourish. I begin each day 
making sure it is getting the sunshine it needs. Now, thanks to 
my precious plant, I too am budding and blossoming, living 
right around the corner from the family I so love and need! 
 

Duffie Bart 
Santa Barbara CA 

Buds and Blossoms 
  

    When I decided to leave Los Angeles and went in search of a 
quieter place to live, I discovered the Monterey Peninsula in 
central California, a place so beautiful that I was certain I 
would be happy there forever. My daughter and her family, to 
whom I am very close, lived in Santa Barbara, but I 
nevertheless opted for the cooler and equally beautiful 
Monterey Peninsula. 
    One spring afternoon I was watering the plants on my patio.  
One of the plants, I noticed, had lost its polished sheen, and its 
buds that bloomed every spring were nowhere to be found. I 
watered it generously, fertilized it, but the plant remained the 
same; its leaves were not falling off but it had lost its vitality.  I 
thought to myself: this plant reminds me of me. I’m not falling 

People who are spiritually intelligent don’t squander 
their attention on just anything. When you look at TV, 
movies, magazines, or books, or listen to the radio or 
even music, there is a way of spending your attention 
that strengthens you and gives life, and there is a way 
that depletes you. Spiritually intelligent individuals are 
very careful about what they attend to. 

—Marsha Sinetar 
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A Budding Valentine in Springtime 
 

Today we took pictures 
wearing Western wear 
in fields of Indian paintbrush and bluebonnets. 
 
Then we stopped at the Rose Emporium  
and strolled on walkways lined with  
spectacular colors and varieties 
of antique roses. 
 
He bought a rich scarlet, 
bud-laden, ever-blooming rose bush called 
 Valentine 
because six years ago today 
on a gorgeous spring day much like today 
we had our first date, 
and now we are 
valentines. 
 
Both entering the wintertime of life 
we celebrate the newness of life 
each springtime brings... 
grateful for yet another year to appreciate  
taking pictures among fields of flowers. 
 
Now, six years after our first date, 
we can watch our Valentine 
bloom and grow 
just as we have together… 
as though we were 
in the springtime  
of our lives.  

 
Carolyn J. Scheider 

Austin TX 

     In my remaining shelf life, I plan to write what I want without 
becoming obsessed with what might happen when I do. I proudly 
wear my Story Circle T-shirt that quotes Muriel Rukeyser and 
vow to be that one woman who tells the truth about her life. It’s a 
presumptuous thing to write down my thoughts for all to see. It 
presumes I have something worth saying.  I’ve known people 
who refused to write because they said they’d only spend the rest 
of their life defending their words. No one would write a story if 
she waited until there were no critics or until all of the problems 
were ironed out. 
     When I write articles or stories, they represent where I am in 
my thinking at the moment. They are the buds of my thoughts on 
the day I write them. Somewhere down the road, I hope those 
buds will open and blossom into something more profound, 
maybe something very different from my original thought.  
That’s one way I’ll know I’m growing. 

Jackie Woolley 
Round Rock TX 

Sounds of Growing 
 

     What if I could hear nature grow? This was a thought 
that popped into my mind one recent March day while I was 
walking the familiar mile-and-three-tenths trail around my 
neighborhood’s beautiful park on Lake Travis in the Texas 
hill country.  It was a perfect blue-sky, soft-breeze, coolish 
day with the sun warming me and everything in view.   
     I started listening to all the sounds around me and 
dividing them into man-made sounds and God-made sounds. 
The man-made ones were easy to distinguish:  hammers 
banging, sailboat halyards clanking on mast poles, and 
airplanes cruising above. The God-made sounds were also 
easy to name: birds chirping, dogs barking, wind blowing 
past my ears, and the water lapping at the shoreline. 
 Then I thought about all the God-made sounds we could 
not hear with our human ears. Since I was anticipating the 
many wildflowers about to burst through the ground along 
this trail, and since I could already see tiny new green buds 
on the ends of tree limbs, I wondered. How noisy would 
nature be if she magnified the sounds of her flowers, 
grasses, and tree buds erupting into view? Each springtime 
millions of tiny volcanoes explode into our viewing 
pleasure. What a miniature fireworks display! And then 
there are the micro sounds like butterflies flapping their 
wings, bees rubbing pollen on their legs, spiders spinning 
webs. Can the deer, insects or other animals in the park hear 
the earth tearing open with new life? 
 My imagination went wild. What would this symphony 
sound like? Think of all God’s sounds my ears can’t hear.  
Even our bodies bloom and grow. We say, “she’s growing 
like a weed.” Nature must surely sound its trumpets to 
announce the budding season. If I don’t listen closely, I will 
miss this silent fanfare! What if God has an audible voice 
outside my ears’ decibel range that only my heart can pick 
up? I smile, realizing that my silent walk is only silent to my 
ears. 
 Maybe that’s why I’ve always loved the old expression: 
“It was so quiet, you could hear the grass grow.” 
 

Paula Jameson 
Austin TX 

Bursting Buds      
 
     A rose bud is a beautiful object to behold. In its unfurled 
state, it holds the scent and promise of full flower-hood. 
This early stage, just before its greatest beauty or loveliness, 
holds the most promise, the grandest expectations. 
     I like to think my writing is composed of similar buds. 
Most of the stories and articles I write come from questions 
I ask regarding my life and the people I love.  Sometimes 
they touch on what it means to be human. I write on subjects 
that I feel strongly about, things that disturb me or memories 
that haunt me.  I write about questions to which I often don’t 
have answers. For many years, I did not feel free to have my 
say out loud.  I grew weary from holding in. The time 
finally came for me to be authentic, to “burst my bud of 
calm and blossom into hysteria,” as Christopher Fry wrote. 
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When you  
open your  

heart,  
you open your 

mind.                                        
 —Beth Mende Conny 

Our Speakers 
We are proud to introduce our major speakers—two women with some of the 
best stories you’ve ever heard! Our Friday night keynoter is Liz Carpenter—
nationally-known writer, journalist, memoirist, and former press secretary to 
Lady Bird Johnson. 

At lunch on Sunday, we will hear from Wilhelmina Delco, former member of 
the Texas State Legislature and admired educator and civil rights activist. 

Stories from the Heart II 
The Story Circle Network National Conference 

February 6–8, 2004 
Red Lion Hotel 
Austin, Texas 

The best and most beautiful 
things in this world cannot be 

seen or even  touched. 
They must be felt  
with the heart. 
—Helen Keller 

Mark your calendars and start making plans now to join us in Austin for the second 
national conference of the Story Circle Network! 

 

Stories from the Heart II will bring women from around the country to celebrate our stories and our lives. 
Through writing, reading, listening, and sharing, we will discover how personal narrative can be a healing 
art, how we can gather our memories, and how we can tell our stories. 
 We welcome readers, writers, storytellers, and any woman with a past, present, and future. There will 
be opportunities to explore difficult or hidden issues, expand our relationships with other women, and 
discover different modes and media—such as art, dance, and drama—for sharing our stories. 

Our Conference Website is Open Now! 
To register, sign up for our Conference E-Letter, or catch up on the news, visit our website:  

http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/ 
We’re looking forward to seeing you at Stories from the Heart II. 

Our Hotel 
The Red Lion Hotel  

6121 North I-35 at Highway 290  
Austin, TX 78752  

512-323-5466; 800-RED-LION  
To receive the low conference rate ($85/night plus tax, double occupancy) 

call the hotel directly (512-323-5466 or 1-800-RED LION) 
and make your reservations no later than January 29, 2004.  

Looking for a roommate? 
Go to our website, http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/roommates.shtml 

or write to the office and we’ll post your information for you. 
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Stories from the Heart II 

Story Circle Network National Conference 

February 6–8, 2004 

Call for Presenters 

Deadline: JULY 1, 2003 
 
The conference program will feature 24 presentations organized into four concurrent tracks, with six 90-minute presentations 
in each track. Each presenter will receive a $30 discount from the full conference fee. The ideas sketched out below are just 
suggestions—be creative! The program tracks are tentative and subject to change. 
 

Tentative Program Tracks 
 
 Track A. Finding Your Voice  

Some possibilities include creating a distinctive voice; using a child’s point of view; exploring significant events in our 
lives; writing about trauma; writing about the self and the natural world; using stories to reframe experience; using 
different techniques for writing memoirs (could include writing about particular topics), writing as healing; journal 
writing.  
 

 Track B. Serious Stuff  
Some possibilities include finding a publisher; self publishing; fictionalizing your story; genre options for personal writing 
(autobiography, memoir, fiction); organizing and leading life-writing and memoir workshops; writing a family history; 
feminist theory and women’s self-narrative; theories of narrative and autobiography.  
 

 Track C. Stories in Many Voices  
Some possibilities include telling stories that reflect multicultural experiences; telling another person’s story (your 
mother’s, grandmother’s); telling stories that include several points of view; relating the history of a community, business 
or organization.  
 

 Track D. Media Options to Enhance Your Stories  
Some possibilities include telling stories through media such as sculpture, dance, art, oral storytelling, and scrapbooking or 
enhancing stories through the use of genealogical research and specific techniques for reviving memories.  

 
Panel on Self-Publishing.  In addition to these program tracks, we are planning a two-hour panel discussion on self-publishing on 
Friday afternoon, chaired by Jan Seale, author of The Nuts-&-Bolts Guide to Writing Your Life Story. The discussion will be 
designed to help attendees learn and practice specific methods for writing, publishing, and marketing their work. Panelists will 
receive a $15 discount from the full conference fee. If you are interested in being a member of this panel, please contact Paula 
Yost at qutxpin-psyost@peoplescom.net, with a list of your self-published work and a brief description of what you have learned 
from the experience.  

Submitting a Proposal 

Go to www.storycircle.org/Conference/frmpresenter.shtml and fill out the proposal form.  Or send us all of the following 
information: Name, address, phone, email; whether you’re a member of SCN; title of your presentation; 25-word synopsis; 200-
word description; the track to which you think your presentation should be assigned, and a one-page description of your relevant 
experience.  Mail to Story Circle Network, P.O. Box 500127, Austin TX 78750-0127.  Or email to conference@storycircle.org. 
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Proposals are due 
July 1. 

So hurry and get yours in! 



 The Story Circle Journal Page 18 

Registration Form 
Stories from the Heart, February 6–8, 2004 

Name  ________________________________________________     Phone   ___________________________________  

Street Address  _________________________________________     Email  ____________________________________                       

City, State, Zip  ________________________________________   Story Circle Member?  yes   no 

If attending on Sunday, please note your lunch preference: ___chicken____vegetarian 

Session/Day Membership Status 
Early Registration 
(before 01/01/03) 

Regular Registration 
(01/02/03–02/5/04) 

Registration 
at the Door 

Amount 

Full Session 
(Fri/Sat/Sun) 

Member 
Non-Member* 

$160 
$210 

$185 
$235 

$210 
$260 

 

Friday only 
(Keynote Speaker  

Member &  
Non-Member/Guest 

 
$25 

 
$30 

Not 
available 

 

Saturday Session 
Only 
(Includes lunch) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$75 
$100 

$100 
$125 

 $125  
 $150 

 

Saturday Lunch 
Only 
(Register by 2/5/04) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$25 $35 
Not 

available 

 

Sunday Session Only 
(Includes lunch) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$50 
$75 

$75 
$100 

$110 
$135 

 

Sunday Lunch Only 
(Register by 2/5/03 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$25 $35 Not 
available 

 

    Total 
Enclosed 

 

Copy this page and send with your check to Conference Registration, The Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX 
78750. To register on-line and use your credit card, go to http://www.storycircle.org/frmregister.shtml.  

Sisters Helping Sisters 

If you are a member of SCN and have an annual family income of $50,000 or less, you may apply for a conference scholarship. These will be 
awarded in amounts ranging from $50 to the full conference cost, depending on need and the availability of funds. We are also willing to consider 
an additional $50 for baby-sitting help. Additionally, we may be able to assist with travel/lodging (but we can’t confirm the availability of travel/
lodging money until January, 2004).  To apply, go http://www.storycircle.org/frmregister.shtml.  Or write to us, telling us how much aid you need 
(for registration, childcare, travel/lodging). Tell us about yourself and your reasons for applying for a scholarship. One of the objectives of Stories 
from the Heart II is to return to our communities and share our discoveries with others. In approximately 200 words, explain how you will help 
the Story Circle Network achieve this objective. 
 
Scholarship awards will be based on perceived need, the thoughtfulness of your response, and your interest in sharing what you learn in your 
community (for example, by starting a Story Circle or developing other women’s story-sharing activities). We want to encourage the attendance 
of a diverse group of women who want to share their stories and help other women enjoy the benefits of women’s story-telling and story-sharing.  
 
If you request a subsidy, you must pay a $50 deposit towards your conference fees. If you receive a subsidy, you will then pay the remaining fee 
(the $160 full conference fee, minus the subsidy, minus your $50 deposit). This amount must be paid by January 10, 2004.  

 Non-Members who choose to join prior to the end of the conference on Sunday, February 8, 2004, will have a portion of their 
registration fee applied to their dues. 

 Cancellations are accepted until January 15, 2004, and are subject to a cancellation fee of $50 for a full conference registration or $10 for 
a one-day registration.  There is no refund for Friday’s lecture/reception. 
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The Fourth Annual  

Carol W. Landherr Life-Writing Competition 

The Story Circle Network is proud to announce its second annual Life-Writing Competition, dedicated to the memory of Carol W. 
Landherr. Carol was an enthusiastic and committed life-writer who inspired others to write and share their stories.  She died after a 
valiant fight with breast cancer, but the memory of her life remains bright and fresh in the hearts of all who knew her story.  
 

Topic: This year's topic focuses on our sense of place:  

“As much as we live in a place, we live in place; we inhabit a condition of the soul. We live where we have made 
definitions, and in the process of making definitions, we create a place in which to live.”—Sallie Tisdale 

Our environment, both natural and human-made, shapes us. We are who we are, in large measure, because of where we grew up, 
where we spend our recreational time, where we choose to live.  Tell a story about the way your environment has shaped your life.  
 

Awards: One prize of $75, one prize of $50, and two prizes of $25 each. Winning stories will be published in a special section of 
the September Story Circle Journal and will be featured on the Story Circle's award-winning web site. Upon the judges' 
recommendation, other entries may be published in later issues of the Journal or in other SCN print or on-line publications. 
 

Rules 
 You must be a dues-paying member of Story Circle Network to enter; winners of previous competitions are not eligible. 
 There is a $10 entry fee, which can be paid online or by check (send to the address below).  
 You may email your entry (preferably as a Word attachment or copied into an email) or mail it (typed and single-spaced, on 

8.5 x 11” paper). If you do not have access to a computer or typewriter, we will accept entries that are clearly handwritten in 
dark black ink. Each entry must be titled, and no longer than 1200 words. To be eligible, the entry must be previously 
unpublished 

 Be sure that your name and address appear on your entry (these will be removed for the judging process). Include a 100-word 
bio to be published with your entry if you win. Winners' stories must be available for publication; however, if you wish your 
story to be published anonymously, we will remove your name.  Keep a copy of your entry.  

 By submitting your story, you are giving Story Circle the right to publish it in the Journal, in its other print publications, and 
on its web site.  However, authors retain copyright. 

 

Criteria and Judging: The judges look for entries that are fresh and original, are written in a clear and authentic voice, are 
responsive to the topic, and have been polished and proofread for presentation in the competition. No evaluations will be returned.  
 

Deadline: July 15, 2003,  Winners will be notified by August 15, 2003. 
 

Three ways to enter: 
1.  Go to http://www.storycircle.org/Contests/ to enter on-line. 
2.  Email your entry to storycircle@storycircle.org.  
3.  Snail mail your entry to: Life-Writing Competition, Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX, 78750-0127 

Heirloom Memoirs 
 

Preserve your own or your family’s history now 
in unique book form! 

 
Personal historian Paula Yost offers lifewriting 

services, classes, and programs. 
 

Contact Paula at 
Heirloom Memoirs 

690 PR 5860, Yantis TX 75497 
903-383-2126 

psyost@peoplescom.net 

Editing Assistance  
 

Jane Ross, Assistant Editor of  the Story Circle Journal and 
editor of the 2003 True Words Anthology, is  

available for private edi ng services.  
Jane has worked in publishing for nearly  twenty years 

and has worked on dozens of books as 
a copyeditor and proof reader.  

 
Short works, $20 per hour; $20 minimum. 
Book length manuscripts, $250 minimum 

Contact Jane at 
Phone (512) 451‐3129 

5802 Wynona Ave. Aus n, TX 78756 
mjr@io.com. 
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Paula is a personal historian 
with a background in journalism 
and public relations. After 
several years of juggling 
freelance writing with a 
corporate public relations career 
in Dallas, she rebelled. Escaping 
to the piney woods of East 
Texas, Paula became lifestyles 

editor and feature reporter for a daily newspaper.  
In 1999, her interest in people and their stories led to the 

birth of an exciting new companyHeirloom Memoirs. Helping 
others preserve their personal, family or business histories in 
book form proved to be the perfect niche for her talents and a 
logical and natural step in her career. Paula believes that 
everyone has a story to tell, and that their memoirs can become 
a link between past, present, and future generations. 

Perhaps the most poignant personal story she has helped to 
create was that of her father, Elmer B. Stallings. Says Paula, “It 
was not until I interviewed him objectively that I came to know 
the man rather than the father figure. Now I understand that this 
is the greatest gift I can offer to the families of my clients. I lost 
my father in 2001, but having his book, Tales of a Scrapper, 
has been a great comfort.”  

“Most of my work has been in book form,” Paula says, 
although she also provides oral histories via audio-taped 
interviews or simple manuscripts. 

One book project particularly near to her heart is Miracles 
on the Amazon, a collection of stories she wrote and published 
about the experiences of a couple from Tyler, Texas, who spent 
40 years as Baptist missionaries in Brazil. Says Paula, “Lonnie 
and Janelle Doyle invited me to read their journals, articles, and 
letters home from the day of their departure in 1949 until their 
return to Texas in 1989, offering me a unique insight into their 
lives and psyches. They are a remarkable couple, and I am still 
amazed at the power of their faith and their unlimited capacity 
for love and charity. All  proceeds  from  the  sales  of  their  book 
were  donated  to  the  Bap st  Mission  in  Brazil.  They have 
restored this skeptic’s faith in mankind.”  

In addition to writing and publishing memoirs, Paula offers 
writing workshops throughout East Texas. Workshop topics 
include “Your Life—One Story at a Time” and  “Writing as 
Healing.” She also offers “Cooking up the Memories,” a one-
day seminar on creating a family history cookbook that includes 
a brief family background piece and recipes handed down over 
generations with anecdotes and memories of family gatherings.  
She has taught several segments in the semi-annual SCN 
Writing from Life Workshop and has offered her “Writing as 
Healing” series to victims of domestic violence at the East 
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Take a Bow! Spotlighting Our Story Circle Volunteers 

Telling & Sharing: The Story of a Life 
We are con nuing the stories of some of the special women who have made the Story Circle Network such a stunning success. In 
this ar cle, In this ar cle we feature Paula Stallings Yost. Paula is a member of the Story Circle Network board and is the SCN Book 
Review Editor. She believes so passionately in the power of story that she has created a business dedicated to helping others tell 
their stories. 

Paula Stallings Yost: Memoirs and Heirlooms 

Texas Women’s Center in Longview, Texas. Recently, she 
added an OWL (Older Women’s Legacy) Circle Workshop to 
her offerings and contributed a chapter to the new OWL 
Workbook, published by SCN this spring. A member of Story 
Circle Network’s Speakers’ Bureau, she often speaks to 
groups about the benefits of preserving person histories and 
her experiences assisting others in that process.  

Paula joined the Story Circle Network in 2001. In 2002, 
she was elected to the SCN board and took on the job of Book 
Review Editor. She lives in Yantis, Texas, and serves as vice 
president for the Association of Personal Historians, an 
international trade organization of professional writers, 
videographers, and oral historians. She is also a member of 
the Texas Oral Historians Association. Her writings include 
Tales of a Scrapper, Profile of a Lone Star Legacy, Truth & 
Integrity—Nothing Else Matters, A Country Cowboy, Cooking 
up the Memories, and Miracles on the Amazon. Paula can be 
reached by e-mail at qutxpin-psyost@peoplescom.net. 

 
This article was written by Assistant Editor Jane Ross. 

A LifeWriter’s Prompt 

It’s hard to write about love, isn’t it? We often feel 
conflicted and confused about the way we love, even 
about the people we love.  Look back over your life, 
responding to these questions:  

1. Who have I loved? Why?  
2. In what way do I agree with LeGuin?  
3. Is Brown right when it comes to “romantic love?”  
4. What “true adventures” have I had in love?  
5. How are love and guilt mixed up in my life?  
6. What one true thing do I know about love? 

Love doesn’t just sit there, like a stone; it has to be 
made, like bread, remade all the time, made new. 
—Ursula K. Le Guin 

I believe our concept of romantic love is irrational, 
impossible to fulfill and the cause of many broken 
homes. No human being can maintain that rarefied 
atmosphere of ‘true love.’—Rita Mae Brown 
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A Story Circle News Roundup 
If you’d like to share your writing-related news, or if you’re facilitating or participating in a Story Circle, tell us about it! Write to 
Story Circle Roundup, PO Box 1616, Bertram TX, or email Susan Albert at china@tstar.net. 
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Continuing OWL Circle in Avon IN 
     Lynn Mills, who has been leading OWL Circles at the public 
library in Avon IN, writes that her continuing circle of OWL 
writers—her “graduates” group—has decided to meet once a  
month during the summer and twice a month during the rest of 
the year. They have chosen to work with a book entitled 
Writing to Heal the Soul: Transforming Grief and Loss through 
Writing by Susan Zimmermann. In addition to her continuing 
group, Lynn will also be leading a program at the local senior 
center. 

Your Life, Your Story 
 

____Please send me _____ copy/copies of Your Life, Your Story, at $15 (includes shipping and 
applicable tax). 
____Please send me the workshop kit, Memoirs: Piecing Together the Stories of Our Lives, at $105 (SCN 
members) or $155 (non-members). Shipping and applicable tax are included.  Institutional purchase: $205. 
 

 
Name____________________________________________________________ 
 
Address__________________________________________________________ 
 
City______________________________State_________ Zip________ - _____ 
 
Phone___________________Email___________________________________ 

 

Older Women’s 
Legacy Circle  

Workbook 
 

 
By Pat Flathouse 

With Catherine Cogburn and 
Susan Wittig Albert 

 
 

The Owl-Circle Program is a project of 
The Story Circle Network 

Your Life, 
Your Story 

Mail your check to Story Circle Network 
PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750-0127 

or use your credit card at  www.owlcircle.com 

Austin Chapter Update 
 The Austin Chapter (now at 167 members) recently held 
two Be Our Guest programs. Jazz Jaschke spoke about poetry 
and her writing circle read from their work. Carolyn 
Blankenship talked about the way our personal and cultural 
myths are reflected in our stories, and members of Judy 
Flournoy’s writing circle read a selection of their stories.  
Thanks to everyone who contributed to these highly 
successful and well-attended programs! 
 Chapter president Carolyn Scheider reports that two new 
writing circles are being added to the list of Austin Chapter 
writing circles, bringing the total to ten.  Mary Elizabeth’s 
circle is meeting now, and P.J. Pierce will begin a new one in 
July.  The reading circle continues to meet, as well.  These 
circles are the heart of SCN—many thanks to all the 
wonderful women who lead them! 
 For information about the chapter’s activities, or to join, 
go to the SCN website, at www.storycircle.org, or call the 
SCN office, at 512-454-9833. 

Internet Chapter Update 
 The Internet Chapter, with 189 members, is currently 
offering 13 writing e-circles and a reading circle.  Posts and 
discussions are carried out via email. The chapter sends 
monthly e-letters, weekly writing prompts, and hosts a “Story 
of the Month” feature on its website, with pieces written in 
the chapter’s e-circles. Stories by Suellen Rust, Marjorie Witt, 
and Mary Sullivan  have been recently posted.  For more 
information, or to join the chapter, go to www.storycircle.org/
InetChapter/. 

Truth Be Told 
 Catherine Cogburn, SCN member and therapist, recently led 
a Story Circle on using writing as a tool for dealing with grief 
and loss for 18 women at the Lockhart Correctional Facility in 
Lockhart TX.  Catherine led the group through some basics of 
coping with grief and loss. “I was moved by the honesty of the 
women there, and their devotion to helping themselves and 
each other,” Catherine said. 
 Catherine’s Story Circle was part of the Truth Be Told 
program led by SCN members Carol Waid, Suzanne Armistead, 
and Nathalie Sorrell. This unique and valuable program 
provides incarcerated women with weekly classes on writing 
and telling their stories. The classes also deal with general 
personal issues and prepare the women for return to the outside 
world.  Participants are offered free membership in SCN and 
the opportunity to submit their work for publication in the SC 
Journal.  (Your contributions to our Annual Fund help to 
support memberships for incarcerated women.) 
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 Adrienne Rich wrote, “The most important 
thing one woman can do for another is to 
illuminate and expand her sense of actual 
possibilities.” When we share our stories in Story 
Circles, that’s exactly what we do. The more we 
write and the more we share, the more we learn 
about ourselves and the “actual possibilities” of 
our lives. Every woman needs to belong to a 
Story Circle! 
 “I agree,” we hear you say, with sadness in 
your voice. You heave a large sigh. “But there are 
no Story Circles where I live. So I’m left out.” 
 But wait! If there’s no local Story Circle for 
you to join, that only means that you have the 
“actual possibility” of creating one.  
 “Oh, I couldn’t,” you say. “It’s so hard to get 
people together. Nobody would come. And I’m 
scared. I’ve never done anything like this 
before—how would I organize it? What would 
the group do? How would it work?” 
 Well, lucky for you, we have lots of answers 
to just those questions. We’ve written a booklet 
called “A Guide for Story Circle Facilitators.” It 
is available free on our website 
(www.storycircle.org), or ($1, for postage) from 
our office. In it, we’ve put together all the 
information you’ll need to plan a Circle in your 
local community, get people together, and start 
writing. We hope that you’ll use the guide freely 
and imaginatively, as a kind of “starter kit” to 
help you begin your Circle.  
 And to give you an idea of the many different 
kinds of Circles that have been created, here are 
some descriptions of circles led by the facilitators 
of the Austin Chapter. 
 Carolyn Blankenship has focused her Write 
On! Circle on writing for insight and personal 
growth. The group is currently using the book 
The Dance by Oriah Mountain Dreamer as a basis 
for self-exploration. The group meets monthly at 
a senior activity center. 
 Susie Flatau’s group, Women of the 
Southwest, writes in an atmosphere enhanced by 
music and candles. They don’t follow a planned 
agenda but work with two or three story starters 
and prompts that serve, Susie says, to “ignite the 
writing spirit.” And they eat as they write! 
 There are ten members in Judy Flournoy’s 
group. “We’re truly bonded in friendship through 
our shared writings,” Judy says. Members read 

A  facilitator is any 
person who supports 
another person’s 
process by creating 
a safe environment, 
by honoring the 
healing process, and 
by staying on 
purpose. We teach 
by sharing our own 
process. 
—Susan Trout 

There is nothing 
more comforting or 
more freeing for a 
woman than the 
rich intiomate 
territory of 
women’s talk. A 
woman friend will 
say, “You are not 
alone. I have felt 
that way too.” 
—Elsa Walsh 

I have learned to 
trust that when my 
writing is most open 
and vulnerable, it is 
also most powerful, 
most likely to touch 
a chord and to 
influence change in 
others. This is not 
because all of our 
stories are the same, 
but rather because 
we are all 
embodied: 
the telling of one 
story opens a space 
for the telling of 
another. 
—Carol P. Christ 

their work at a recent Austin Chapter meeting, to an 
even larger appreciative audience. 
 Judith Helburn’s group meets on Tuesday at mid
-day. They have used Christina Baldwin’s Life’s 
Companion and Deborah Morgan’s Writing Out 
Loud to spark their writings. “We always start with a 
dump,” Judith says. (A dump is saying and writing 
what’s most on your mind: the story of the moment.)  
 Jazz Jaschke says that the only guideline in her 
group is “to write from our lives—recognizing that 
what’s in our imaginations is certainly part of our 
lives.” The group meets monthly. 
 Mary Elizabeth’s group is just getting underway. 
At the first meeting, she says, “we talked, laughed, 
cried, wrote, and experienced the stimulation of the 
supportive Story Circle environment.” (That’s what 
makes Circles unique: that we care about one 
another’s stories and support each other’s efforts. 
No competition, no critique, unless you want it. ) 
 Donna Remmert’s circle is six years old and has 
bonded so closely that they are currently closed to 
new members. “Sometimes we assign a topic to 
write about, but more often we don’t, as some 
members have their own writing agenda.” Each 
writer has 15 minutes to read and receive feedback, 
Donna says, and specifies the kind of feedback she 
wants: critique, stylistic suggestions, or “nothing 
more than an appreciative audience.” 
 Carolyn Scheider is “passionately attached” to 
her monthly Spicewood Springs Circle. The 
structured group has timed writings and assigned 
topics from September through May, and often uses 
prompts from the Internet Chapter.  
 No two Story Circles are the same—and few are 
the same from one month to the next! We can’t 
make a “mistake,” as long as our most important 
intention is simply to come together to write, read, 
and share our stories. So what’s stopping you? Start, 
already! 
 

Thanks to Carolyn Scheider and Carolyn 

With this article, we begin a four-part series about the rewarding, enriching art of facilitating a Story Circle. We hope you’ll take 
the ideas in these pieces and put them to work in your own Story Circle.  And remember: a Circle doesn’t have to be fine or 
fancy—simply invite a few friends to join you at your kitchen table or in a favorite coffee house or bookstore or library.  No bells 
or whistles, no need for expensive facilitator’s training.  Just women and stories.  That’s what it’s all about! 

Starting a Story Circle? 
 

Tell us about it so we can share your  story. 
Your circle could be the spark that helps other 

women start their own! 
 

Email storycircle@storycircle.org 
Or write: SCN, PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750 

For Story Circle Facilitators 

A Space for the Telling 
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BABY  BOOMER  ANTHOLOGY.  Check  out  the  call  for 
submissions for an upcoming anthology of stories from women 
born  1949–64  at  www.boomerwomenspeak.com,  or  contact 
Dotsie Bregel at dots@boomerwomenspeak.com.  

CRONES  UNLIMITED  PRESS  is  compiling  an  anthology  to 
include  poetry,  short  stories,  and  essays  about  the  posi ve 
lessons  learned  from  long‐life  experience.  Authors  must  be 
seasoned writers  recognized  in  their own  right and willing  to 
make a 20 page contribu on to this anthology. For informa on 
go  to www.CronesUnlimited.com or  contact managing  editor 
Mary Fogarty, PO Box 433, Peralta, NM 87042.  

A  CUP  OF  COMFORT  is  a  series  of  crea ve  non‐fic on 
anthologies  featuring posi ve  stories  about  rela onships  and 
experiences  that  inspire  and  guide  our  lives. All  contributors 
receive a monetary  fee and  free  copy of  the book. Currently 
seeking submissions  for  these volumes: A Cup of Comfort  for 
Teachers, deadline June 15, 2003; A Cup of Comfort for Sisters, 
deadline July 1, 2003. For guidelines contact the editor Colleen 
Sell  at  wordsinger@aol.com;  or  send  SASE  to  PO  Box  863, 
Eugene, Oregon 97440; or visit www.cupofcomfort.com.  

THE NOBLE GENERATION  II  is being  compiled by  the  folks  at 
Barnes  &  Noble, who welcome  submissions  from  people  all 
over  Texas.  Guidelines  at  www.storycircle.org/nobleii.html. 
Deadline: Dec. 31, 2003  

FULL CIRCLE, a  journal of poetry and prose,  is now accep ng 
submissions.  Poetry,  essay, memoir,  fic on  of  all  types  and 
lengths,  book  reviews  (query).  Guidelines  available  at 
www.fullcirclejrnl.com.  

LIFEBOAT,  a  journal  of  memoir,  is  seeking  literary 
autobiographical wri ng  for  the  fall  issue on  the  theme,  Lost 
and  Found.  Seeking  prose,  poetry,  and  b&w  photography, 
book  reviews and oral biographies  (please query). Guidelines 
and  to query, go  to www.lifeboatjournal.com. Deadline: Aug. 
1, 2003  

RIVER OAK REVIEW seeks compelling and well‐cra ed poetry, 
fic on, and crea ve nonfic on submissions for issue #20, from 
both new and established writers. Send SASE for guidelines to 
River Oak  Review,  PO  Box  3127, Oak  Park,  IL  60303  or  visit 
www.riveroakarts.org. 

HUNGER MOUNTAIN,  the Vermont College  Journal of Arts & 
Le ers,  is  seeking  high‐quality  fic on,  poetry,  crea ve 
nonfic on,  photography,  and  artwork.  Go  to 
www.hungermtn.org for guidelines and excerpts from previous 
issues.  Mail  submissions  to:  Hunger  Mountain,  Vermont 
College, Montpelier, VT 05602.  

LifeWriters’ Market Watch: 
Opportunities for Publishing 

Story Circle Members in Print,  
On the Web, & in the News  

Send news of your publica ons and wri ng‐related ac vi es 
to Nancy Rigg at njrigg@mediaone.net, or to Peggy Moody at  
news@storycircle.org for pos ng on our website. 

Sandra  Crough’s  book, Memoirs  of  a  Brown‐Skin Gyal,  has 
been  published  by  PublishAmerica.com.  Sandra  tells  of 
growing  up  in  Bri sh  Honduras  (Belize).  Available  from 
amazon.com or from her website, www.brownskin‐gyal.com.  

Linda Wisniewski has recorded three essays for public radio. 
Linda read one of these essays,  tled “Bre , Todd and Me,” 
at  a  writers  gala  in  Lamberville,  NJ  in  January.  Another, 
“Nights  in  Blue Gingham”  has  been  published  in  Chocolate 
for  the  Woman’s  Soul,  Vol.  II  from  Simon  and  Schuster. 
Linda’s memoir  “My  Body, My  Self”  appears  in  the  latest 
Mindprints,  and  “What He  Le ,” was  recently  published  in 
Grit. 

Lana Dalberg Landaverde’s ar cle, “Eight Proac ve Steps to 
Make Guilt Your Ally,” was published  in  the Mar./Apr. 2003 
issue  of  Your  Stepfamily  (www.yourstepfamily.com).  The 
ar cle is based on Lana’s l5 years experience as a stepmom.  

The Discovery Channel is now offering the documentary Swi  
Water Rescue  through its online store. The video is narrated 
by  Ed  Asner  and  features  Nancy  Rigg’s  personal  story. 
Available from www.shopping.discovery.com.  

Sherryl  Rogers  (pen  name  Ja  Adams)  has  self‐published  a 
novel,  Chameleon,  that  addresses  issues  of  domes c 
violence.  Available  at  amazon.com  or  www.1stbooks.com/
bookview/10775.  

SCN’s  OWL‐Circle  website  (www.owlcircle.com),  edited  by 
Peggy  Moody,  was  included  in  the  “Web  Sites  to  See” 
column  of  the  e‐le er,  Human  Values  in  Aging  (Mar.  1, 
2003).  

Judith Helburn’s ar cle,  “I’ve Got Me under My Skin,” was 
published  in The Spiritual Eldering Newsle er, V.6, #1  (Feb. 
2003).  

Carolyn  J.  Scheider  and  Karen  Aroian  were  the  principal 
editors of Lenten Devo onals 2003, wri en by 52 members 
of  the  Triumphant  Love  Lutheran  Church  in  Aus n  TX. 
Available on the Web and in hard copy at www.tllc.org 

Virginia  Redfield  has  three  pieces  appearing  soon:  “The 
Great Plan of Salva on” will be published by Wind; “Mama 
vs. Roosevelt” will appear  in  the North American Review  in 
Jan.  2004;  and  a  poem,  “Serpen ne,”  will  appear  in  the 
spring  issue  of  Natural  Bridge.  She  has  also  had  work 
published in Appalachian Heritage and Timber Creek Review. 

Patricia  Pando writes  a weekly  column  called  “S rring  up 
Memories”  for her  local  (Bainbridge, GA) newspaper, using 
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Story Circle’s Annual Fund: 
How You Can Help 

 At its July 2002 meeting, the SCN Board approved a plan 
for 2003 that set a goal of $20,000 for SCN’s first annual fund-
raising program. 
 “The recently-announced major gift to SCN (a pledge of 
$50,000 from an anonymous donor, to be paid over three years) 
takes us one giant step toward our goal of long-term financial 
stability,” board president Susan Albert says, “but we still have 
a distance to go. We can get there, but it’s going to mean rolling 
up our sleeves and getting to work.” 
 Rolling up our sleeves and getting to work isn’t a new idea 
at Story Circle. We’ve been doing that very thing ever since we 
began, just six years ago. Last year, for instance, our Writing 
from Life workshops, our Schmooze the Muse programs, and 
our benefit play, Waiting for MacArthur, raised nearly $4,000. 
This year, several of these fund-raising activities will be 
repeated, with the profits going into the new Annual Fund. 
 In addition, says Penny Appleby, SCN treasurer, “we’ll be 
encouraging members to participate directly, by making tax-
deductible donations to the Fund, by renewing their 
memberships and giving gift memberships, and by making their 
on-line purchases through our website.” 
 What will SCN do with the money it has raised? “We are 
pledged to fund our new Executive Director’s position, of 
course,” Appleby says. “We are planning an expanded National 
Conference for 2004, we have begun some important outreach 
programs in our local African-American community. We are 
offering free memberships to women in need, and we are 
looking toward the development of our second volume of 

Yes, I want to help support  
the Story Circle Network! 

Here’s my check for __$25    __$50    __$100  __$150 

Name_______________________________________ 

Address_____________________________________ 

City ___________________State_____Zip__________ 

__Yes, you may publish my name. 

Mail your check to Story Circle Network, 
PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750 

Or go on-line at www.storycircle.org and click on “Make a 
Donation” 

We will send you a receipt for your records. 
SCN is a non-profit 501c3 organization. Gifts are tax-deductible to the 

extent permitted by law. 

women’s memoirs.” In addition, she adds, there are the 
regular, on-going expenses of publications, website programs, 
and the office. “We have a great deal of imagination—we’re 
only limited by woman-power and funding!” 
 It’s easy to help SCN help every woman tell her story. 
Your gift will be much appreciated, and your name will be 
added to the roster of our donors. Your generosity will 
strengthen SCN now and through the years to come. 

Schmooze the Muse Saturdays 
 

This summer, Story Circle is offering two Saturday writing-
intensive workshops in the Austin area. These day-long small-
group workshops will give you time to explore and share your 
personal story, discover some creative new approaches to life-
writing, and schmooze that elusive, reclusive Muse!  
 

Saturday, June 21: Wings of Creativity, Judith Helburn  
Learning to be creative is like learning to fly, taking risks, 
letting go of old perceptions. Join us for a day of playing with 
various art forms: journaling, poetry, storytelling, collage, and 
the creating of a stabile with beads and wire.  
 

Saturday, July 19: Dream Writing Level 2, Donna Remmert 
Dreams are the stories our unconscious tells us about our 
archetypal and personal selves. Explore this important, creative 
dimension of your story. 
 

Registration is limited.  $65 for members, $75 non-
members.For information, or to enroll, call 512-454-9833, or 
use our on-line form at www.storycircle.org.  Two other 
Schmoozes are scheduled for September and October. 
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