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Story Circle Network 
PO Box 500127 
Austin TX 78750-0127 

Research Your Genealogy & Write Your Family Stories 
A Writing Workshop at the Family History Library 

Salt Lake City, UT 
October 21–24, 2004 

Join Story Circle Network on a trip to Salt Lake City and the famous Family History Library!  
During your visit you will learn to research your genealogy, compile your family history, and write your family 

stories. And because you’ll be joined by other Story Circle members, you’re bound to have fun doing it! 
 

Story Circle Network, the Family History Library, and the Best Western Plaza Hotel 
will conduct workshops to help you gain new research skills and begin writing the stories of your family history. 

The four-day workshop includes an orientation to the library, 
research and writing exercises, and instruction in computer research.  

The program is organized and led by Pat Flathouse, author of Your Life, Your Story 
 

Cost: $375 per person for SCN members, $400 for non-members. Includes workshop fees and hotel (double 
occupancy). Meals and transportation are not included. Deposit of $100 due by August 1.  

 
For more details, visit the website: http://www.storycircle.org/genealogy.shtml 
Contact Pat Flathouse via email: pflat@austin.rr.com or phone: 512-347-7687  

the airplane will fit after so much eating this 
weekend!  

We head down to the conference for two more 
workshop sessions before our concluding lunch. I sit 
in on a fascinating panel discussion between two 
mother/daughter teams and psychologist, Tina Dubin. 
My own roller-coaster relationship with my mother 
seems to be typical of this first female bond. Next, I 
learn about many ways to “Listen Another into 
Story” from Mary Jane Nordgren. Thankfully there’s 
an extensive handout, because my own listening 
skills are being stretched by now. I think I’ve reached 
saturation—my brain is full to overflowing. 

Our final luncheon speaker is another winner. 
Wilhelmina Delco, also dynamic dressed in red, 
holds our attention rapt with her own life stories, both 
personal and professional. As the conference wraps 
up, I glance around one last time at this colorful 
group of women. I realize sadly that my journey on 
the yellow brick road has come to an end and soon I 
will be on my way back to Kansas. And just like 
Dorothy’s companions, I leave wiser, stronger, and 
with more heart.  

(Continued from page 5) 
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By Jane Ross 
 
Entering SCN’s annual life-writing competition can be a life-changing 

experience. I know for a fact that the competition changed my life! 
No, I wasn’t one of the prize-winners, when I entered my story in 2002. 

But my story was reprinted in the Story Circle Journal in a later issue, giving 
a wonderful boost to my confidence. What’s more, Journal editor Susan 
Albert (whom I knew by email through taking her online class) liked it 
enough to invite me to be the editor of the 2003 True Words anthology. From 
there, I became the assistant editor of the Journal and, as of next year, I’ll be 
the Journal’s editor-in-chief. [More details about this important change on p. 
20—Ed.] And all thanks to the story I entered in SCN’s life-writing 
competition! 

For those who have not yet seen your writing in print, the exercise of 
polishing your story and entering it in the competition, whether it wins or 
not, can be an important step along the path to sharing your writing with the 
world. And for those whose stories make it to the top half dozen, there is that 
wonderful validation of seeing your story in print and being recognized for 
the considerable effort and dedication you have put into writing, polishing, 
and submitting a successful story. So I hope you will take a potentially life-
changing step and enter this year’s competition. 

The story competition began in 2000 at the suggestion of SCN board 
members. Its purpose is to honor the best of women’s life-writing, to give 
SCN’s members models of life-writing for them to look at and say, “I can do 
that!” and to give members a reason to write! The competition is named after 
SCN member and dedicated life-writer, Carol Landherr, who died of breast 
cancer in 1999. Carol was active in many writing activities in Waco TX and 
introduced many women to the joys of writing their own stories. 

The topics for the annual life-writing competition are chosen by the 
editors of the Story Circle Journal in consultation with the board president 
The topic for this year’s competition is the mother–daughter relationship, that 
powerful bond that we have all experienced in our lives. The deadline for 
entries is July 15, which gives you just enough time to write and polish a 
story about a mother–daughter relationship from your life, but not enough 
time to put it off for next month! On page 16 of this issue, you’ll find all the 
information you need about how and where to submit your story. 

The contest entries are judged independently by a half dozen judges, 
drawn from former competition winners, writing circle facilitators, and 
published authors. Some of these women have judged the competition for 
several years. As a former judge myself, I can tell you it’s an incredible 
learning experience. You get to read many truly fascinating stories, and you 

(Continued on page 17) 

We learn best to listen to our own voices 
if we are listening at the same time 

to other women—whose stories, 
for all our differences, turn out, 

if we listen well, 
to be our stories also.  

—Barbara Deming 
 

The universe is made of stories, 
not of atoms.  

—Muriel Rukeyser 
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Sharing our stories is a major goal of Story Circle 
Network. And we are working to help women around the 
continent and even around the world tell their tales. 
 However, a non-Austin-area member observed 
recently that the Austin TX women seem to have more 
than their share of “True Words…” in our Journal. It is 
true that many Austin Chapter women send their stories 
to Marie Buckley, our “True Words…” editor. About 
half of the stories in the anthology you recently received, 
edited by Jane Ross, were from Austin-area writers. But 
this is not because living in Austin makes submission 
any easier for them than it is for you. Marie lives in 
Oregon, and most of our submissions arrive via email or 

through the mail.  
Still, what our member said is true. There is an imbalance. Let’s change that. I 

encourage all members of SCN to share their stories. If you are a member of the 
Internet Chapter, you have the opportunity to share in email writing circles. Share in our 
Journal as well. The Internet Chapter stories that I have read, especially the Story of the 
Month, have all been excellent, and we plan to begin including at least one of these in 
each issue of our Journal. 

I would guess that many of you outside of Austin belong to writing groups in your 
cities that are not affiliated with Story Circle, perhaps in addition to your Internet 
Chapter membership. Do you know that if only one member of a writing group belongs 
to SCN, your group can be an affiliate of SCN? Why affiliate? For one thing, we will 
send sample copies of our Journal to you to share with all the members of your group. 
In addition, we will send you information about SCN to give to your writing circle. And 
we are considering other strategies to help you interest your writing buddies in SCN. 
Please, keep us informed about your local writing circles. Just email 
storycircle@storycircle.org, or drop a note to Peggy Moody, in our office. 

In this issue of our Journal, you will read about our annual Life-Writing 
Competition, which will focus this year on the relationship between mothers and 
daughters. Many in writing circles in our chapters have already written about their 
mothers or their daughters. Writing facilitators have encouraged our members to ask 
their daughters or their mothers to share what is likely to be a different perspective on 
the same subject. That could lead to some interesting discussions. If you haven’t already 
participated, please do give it a try—whether you plan to enter our competition or not. 

We expect to have additional SCN chapters within the next two years. And we are 
considering changing our Board makeup to include between 20–25% out-of-area 
directors. In this age of instant communications, we conduct much of our business via 
email. We want to be inclusive. We want to grow and we want to help you to grow. 
Share your stories. And please, share your ideas! 

Judith Helburn 
 

Judith Helburn 
President, Story Circle Network 

Membership Rates 
One Year $25 US 

$30 Canada and Mexico 
 $35 elsewhere  

Foreign Memberships: International 
Postal Money Order only, please  

 
Back Issues: Back issues are avail-
able either as first-run or photocop-
ies. 1–9 issues: $5 each; 10 or more, 
$3 each. Add postage as follows: $1 
for 1 issue, $3.50 for 2–5 issues, $6 
for 6+ issues  
 
Missed Issues: We try to ensure that 
Story Circle Journal arrives in your 
mailbox four times a year. If you 
miss an issue, send us a note and 
we’ll mail you a replacement. 
 
Change of address: If you move, 
please tell us.  

Story Circle 
Journal 

 
STORY CIRCLE JOURNAL is a 
quarterly newsletter, published in 
March, June, September, and 
December. It is written by and for 
women who want to share their 
experiences. Its purpose is to 
encourage readers to become 
writers, guide women to set down 
their true stories, and encourage 
the sharing of women’s lives. 
This newsletter is provided for 
information and is not intended to 
replace qualified therapeutic 
assistance. If you have special 
mental-health needs, please see a 
healthcare professional. 

Editor: Susan Wittig Albert 
Assistant Editors: 

Marie Buckley, Jane Ross 
Contributing Editors: 

Patricia Pando, 
Donna Remmert, 

Pamela Troeppl-Kinnaird 
ISSN: 1093-7528 

 ©2004 Story Circle Network 
Copyrights to all contributed works 

remain with the authors. 

A Letter from SCN’s President… 
 

Good stories have the power to save us.  
We can all make a difference by simply sharing our own stories 

with real people in real times and places. 
—Mary Pipher 
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Life-Writers’ Market Watch: 
Opportunities for Publishing 

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

Send news of your publications and writing-related activities 
to Peggy Moody at news@storycircle.org. 
 
Sally Fugazi and Debbie Harwell announce the release of 
their book Candles in the Darkness. The book is the authors’ 
true, inspiring story of midlife women facing the challenges of 
family and aging with faith and humor and by being a light for 
one another. Visit the authors’ website at 
www.candlesinthedarkness.com.  
 
Khadijah Lacina was interviewed for an online newsletter, 
Soap Nuts: http://soapnuts.com/ She also wrote an article on 
henna body art for the same site.  
 
Beverly Galante’s story, “Accidental Farmer,” has been 
published in a book entitled Growing up on Memory Lane 
(Small Town USA, April 2004).  
 
Jazz Jaeschke’s poem, “Seeding Seduction,” was accepted for 
the 2004 Austin International Poetry Festival’s anthology, Di-
Verse-City, which was launched April 15.  
 
Jackie Sedwick’s piece, “Beginnings,” appeared in The Verb. 
Her poem, “Come Back,” will appear in the next issue of 
Apollo’s Lyre. 
 
Lisa Shirah-Hiers has sold two articles to the Hill Country 
Sun, a tourist magazine for travelers in the Texas Hill Country. 
 
Angie Pedersen’s second book was released in February: 
Growing up ME: A Guide to Scrapbooking Childhood Stories. 
You can read more about it here: www.scrapyourstories.com/
growingupme.htm.  
 
Linda Wisniewski’s essay, “Follow Your Bliss,” was 
published in the March 22 issue of the Philadelphia Inquirer. 
And a book review Linda wrote for the SCN website’s book 
review page has been reprinted on Ms. Magazine’s website. 
 
Mary Jo Doig’s piece entitled “An Ordinary Moment” was 
published in the April issue of the Senior Voice.  
 
Mary Sullivan’s poem, “Ancestors’ Artifacts,” was published 
in the April issue of Senior Voice. And “My Leprechaun,” a 
piece that Mary wrote about a 97-year-old Cenacle religious 
Sister, was read at the woman’s funeral last month.  
 
Helen Ginger, Executive Director of the Writers League of 
Texas, publishes a weekly newsletter with helpful ideas for 
writers, from writers. The newsletter, “Doing It Write,” also 
includes markets, conferences, and the latest buzz. Subscribe, 
at www.helenginger.com/doing_it_write_pg.htm.  

If you have a story about your small-town experience, Small 
Town USA may be just the market for you. The editor, Devon 
LeHar, is looking for stories up to 2000 words, memoir or 
fiction, and will pay up to $100 for print publication. He has 
offered a special invitation to Story Circle members, so when 
you communicate with him, please let him know who sent 
you! Go to www.smalltownusa.net and click on Story 
Guidelines. Deadline: July 1, 2004  
 
The Senior Voice is seeking contributions of prose, poetry, 
articles and photographs from those in the second half of life, 
that capture the ordinary moments and celebrate the 
extraordinary experiences. Contact Carol Butler, 2516 
Daybreak Dr., Dallas TX 75287, 972-862-2668 or fax: 972-
862-7174, cbutler@theseniorvoice.com.  
 
Blue Mountain Arts invites submissions of highly original 
poetry and prose on love, friendship, family, special occasions, 
positive living, suitable for publication on greeting cards and 
in book anthologies. We pay $300 for all rights and $50 if 
your poem is used only in an anthology. For guidelines, email 
editorial@sps.com or write to Blue Mountain Arts, Inc. 
Editorial Department, PO Box 1007, Boulder CO 80306. See 
our website at www.sps.com/greetingcards/index.htm. 
 
The Writers Publishing is a beautiful ad-free quarterly 
magazine full of short stories and poetry from around the 
world. Check out www.writerspublishing.ca. We pay accepted 
writers. Email editor Rebecca Tuck, wpublish@alberni.net, or 
write to: The Writers Publishing, Box 1110, Tofino BC V0R 
2Z0 CANADA.  
 
Grand Reflections is a bi-monthly publication that prints non-
fiction articles, humor, Christian/inspirational, mystery/
suspense, work written by and for children, and teen/young 
adult material. Free writers’ guidelines are available on the 
website at http://grandreflections.tripod.com.  
 
FamousPoets.com Win cash: $50,000 awarded: free poetry 
contest. Enter one poem, 21 lines or less, at 
www.famouspoets.com. Or mail your poem to Free Poetry 
Contest, PO Box 1140-W, Talent OR 97540.  
 
PulpBits.com is an electronic publishing forum that accepts 
literary submissions on an ongoing basis. We seek progressive, 
provocative manuscripts that challenge readers. We encourage 
writers to take risks without fear of censorship. For complete 
guidelines, see www.pulpbits.com/submission.html.  
 
Ms. Magazine’s website is accepting submissions of book 
reviews. Go to www.msmagazine.com and click Bookshelf to 
see a list of recently added book reviews. Then click “Submit 
your own book review.” 



Page 22 The Story Circle Journal 

The Comfort and Power of  Story: 
Open Call for Submissions  

 
With nine volumes already published in the Cup of Comfort 
series, submissions are now open for a further three volumes. 
Each volume will be filled with soul-stirring, slice-of-life, true 
stories about the experiences and relationships that comfort, 
inspire, and enrich our lives. Stories are carefully selected for 
publication based on originality, creativity, emotional impact, 
and substance. Submissions sought for the following volumes:  
  

A Cup of Comfort for Faith Inspirational true stories of 
personal relationship with God. Possible themes include: 
power of prayer; evidence of God’s holy grace; miracles. 
Traditional organized religions only. Deadline: July 1, 2004  
  

A Cup of Comfort for Love Heartwarming true “love stories” 
for and about couples, lovers, soul mates. Possible themes 
include: puppy love; true love; new love; enduring love; first 
love; unrequited love. Romantic love only; not platonic 
friendships. Deadline: August 15, 2004  
  

A Cup of Comfort for Spirituality Soulful, personal stories 
about enlightening and enriching spiritual experiences and 
relationships. Possible themes include: gifts of spiritual 
teachers/mentors; soul-nurturing spiritual practices and rituals. 
All benevolent spiritual paths and religions welcome. 
Deadline: December 31, 2004  
  

Story length: 1000–2000 words. Stories must be original, 
positive, true, and in English. Aspiring and published writers 
welcome. Entrants pay no entry or reading fees. 
Compensation: One $500 grand prize per book; $100 each, all 
other published stories; complimentary copy of book. For 
guidelines: wordsinger@aol.com; SASE to P.O. Box 863, 
Eugene OR 97440, USA; or go to www.cupofcomfort.com. 

The SCN Board of Directors recently approved the 
establishment of a Story Circle Network’s Memorial Fund. 

The fund was established as a living memorial to the lives 
of deceased members of Story Circle Network and is designed 
to support and further the organization’s unique mission: to 
help all women tell the stories of their lives. 

“Our mothers and grandmothers had important stories to 
tell,” says former board president Susan Wittig Albert, “but 
sometimes they did not have the opportunity to do so. Now, 
family members and friends who would like to make a 
contribution in remembrance of their mother’s or 
grandmother’s personal story will have an opportunity to do 
so—and to know that their memorial contribution will go to 
further SCN’s efforts to help every woman tell her story.” 

Remembering Women’s Lives: 
SCN’s Memorial Fund 

Board Approves New  
Membership Categories 

The SCN Board recently approved new categories for 
membership. These are designed to give members the 
opportunity to be recognized for their generous support of 
SCN’s work: 

• Member, $25 
• Supporter, $50 
• Promoter, $100 
• Patron, $200; and  
• Benefactor, $400.  

The new levels will go into effect in the next few months. 
Watch for changes in our brochures, Internet publications, and 
in the next issue of the Journal. 

Join the Story Circle Network! 
 
____Annual Membership: $25 (Canada & Mexico: $30; International $35. International MO only)  
____Austin Chapter: $18/yr (in addition to your national dues!) 
____Internet Chapter: $15/yr (in addition to your national dues!) 
____Sample copy of the Story Circle Journal: $5 
 
Name____________________________________________________________________ 
 
Address__________________________________________________________________ 
 
City______________________________________ State_________ Zip________ - _____ 
 
Phone___________________________ Email____________________________________ 
  

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

Mail your check to Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750-0127 
or use your credit card by going to www.storycircle.org and clicking on “Join.” 
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Master Caffeine 
 
Consumer Reports just came out with an article on 

caffeine and where it might be lurking in your food. You all 
know about the caffeine in coffee; it’s the reason you all drink 
it. I don’t drink coffee, but I did find out the hard way that 
caffeine can get you if you’re not paying attention.  
I wasn’t paying attention. 

The other night a boy named Kevin came over to visit my 
daughter Stephanie. He’s a nice enough kid, looks me in the 
eye when he talks to me, doesn’t understand the whole you-
cannot-go-in-her-bedroom rule but abides by it nonetheless. 
He’d just been to the store and tossed me a can of pop. He said 
he’d discovered a new drink and it was delish. 

I popped the top and tasted. He was right. It was very 
good. I’m not much of a pop drinker, unless it’s root beer 
when I’m pounding down some pizza, but this drink by SoBe 
was really tasty. It was called AMP and the label said it was an 
“energy drink.” 

That should have been my first clue. 
I drank it rather late in the evening while writing a column 

at the computer. Type, sip, type, sip, repeat. When I finally 
went to bed around 1 a.m. I tossed and turned but managed to 
get to sleep. For about 45 minutes. 

For the rest of the night, I cleaned my house. I unloaded 
the dishwasher, reloaded it with the dirty dishes remaining in 
the sink. I scrubbed the counters and wiped down the 
cupboards. Then I took all the furniture out of the dining area 
and scrubbed the kitchen floor twice, then waxed it. While I 
waited for the floor to dry between cleanings I sat and wrote 
out lesson plans for the Spanish classes I’d decided I needed to 
teach while I was loading the dishwasher. I wrote out a 12-
week course of lessons, made flyers to advertise the classes 
and created the documents for class information.  
There is truth in advertising. I had enough AMPs rocking 
through my body to light up the Las Vegas strip. I tackled the 
microwave and the refrigerator, areas I was heretofore 
unwilling to confront out of fear for what I’d find lurking 
inside both appliances. 

I was trying to be quiet, really I was. I did have the boom 
box on while I washed and waxed the kitchen and dining room 
floor, but I had it on very low; or so I thought. 

Around 5 a.m. my husband opened the bedroom door and, 
squinting mightily in the light, asked me what the heck I was 
doing. 

I continued to swipe the mop and innocently answered 
that I was cleaning the floor, as though this were a common 
occurrence. We both knew it wasn’t even a common 
occurrence during daylight hours, so I wasn’t fooling anyone.   
I told him I was sorry that I’d awakened him, but I was 
sincerely trying to be quiet.  

“You’ve been singing for the past hour.” 
“I have? Sorry.” I tossed the mop aside to show him the 

stack of papers I’d been working on for my new I’m-going-
teach-Spanish project.  

“Look! Here are the sign up sheets and the registration 
forms and I’ve got the entire 12-week course outlined by 
lesson title and I’ve got ideas about how we can stop the war 
in the Middle East too!” 

He wasn’t amused and told me I needed to go back to bed 
and get some sleep. Sleep? Ha! Sleep was for other people…
people who hadn’t downed a full can of AMP right before 
bedtime! I had things to do, corners to clean, and world affairs 
to delve into. I could sense a breakthrough in that whole cold-
fusion–endless-energy thing. Maybe I just needed another can 
of AMP! 

He took my car keys away from me. Ha! Car keys were 
for people who needed sleep and didn’t have 77 mg of 
caffeine rushing through their systems from their new energy 
drink! I could walk to the store, really I could. Walk? Who 
walked to the store? I could run to the store! While I was 
running I could finish War and Peace during the time it took 
me to get to the store and back. 

About that time I found that my amperage was starting to 
lower. The lower it got, the closer I got to my bed, until finally 
I was sucked into a black hole from which I didn’t return until 
that afternoon. In fact I spent most of the day in bed sleeping. 

I’m sure if my amperage had lasted a few more hours I 
would have been able to solve the mystery of quantum 
physics, the machinations of the teenage brain, and why that 
noise in my car always stops when the mechanic takes it for a 
test drive. I just need one more can of AMP. 

Okay, maybe two. 
Where are my car keys? 

Some of us lead funny lives. Or, when some of us write about our lives, it just sounds funny. SCN member Pamela Troeppl-
Kinnaird is a freelance writer in Shoreline WA. Her work has been published in the Chicago Tribune, the Milwaukee Journal 
Sentinel and other major newspapers. She is the mother of four children from four to 14. We’ll be publishing several excerpts from 
her humorous life stories; you can find lots more at http://www.pamela-troeppl.com.  

“The world needs more laughter,” Pamela says, and we agree—especially Pamela’s brand of laughter!  

LifeStory Lite ...stories to make you smile 
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The Story Circle Journal is 
about to get a new editor, the 
second in the eight years of its 
publication. At a recent meeting, 
the SCN Board of Directors 
named Jane Ross, of Austin TX, 
as Editor-Elect. She will replace 
Susan Wittig Albert, who is 
stepping aside at the end of the 
year.  
“This is a dream come true for 
me,” Jane says. Judith Helburn, 

SCN’s president, replies, “We’re delighted that Jane is willing 
to put her experience, expertise, and enthusiasm to work for 
us.” 

In one way or another, Jane has been involved with 
writing for most of her adult life. She was born in 
Christchurch New Zealand. After taking a BS in Mathematics, 
she began her publishing career in London in 1984, as an 
editor at a scientific and technical publishing company.  

“The early 1980s were an exciting time to be working in 
publishing in London,” Jane recalls. “An organization called 
Women in Publishing met monthly to hear writers and 
publishers talk about their craft.” Speakers included writers 
Angela Carter and P.D. James as well as Carmen Callil, the 
publisher of Virago Press, which specialized in feminist 
works.  

After meeting her future husband, Brazilian 
mathematician Felipe Voloch, Jane spent 1986 in Brazil, 
planning to write while she was there. Instead, she found 
herself studying Portuguese and teaching English as a Foreign 
Language. Understandably, her book stalled. She and Felipe 
were married in New Zealand and in 1988 returned to Brazil 
to live.  

This was a chaotic time in Brazil, with rampant inflation 
and political unrest. Jane worked at Time magazine, where life 
was never dull. In 1990, Jane took a break from paid work and 
volunteered in a preschool for disadvantaged children in one 
of Rio de Janeiro’s poor and sprawling suburbs. Jane’s 
daughter Sofia was born in Rio de Janeiro in December of 
1990.  

In 1991, Jane and her family moved to Berkeley and, a 
year later, to Austin. In 1996, she resumed her career by 
beginning to work as a freelance copyeditor for Publishers’ 
Resource Group, editing high-school mathematics textbooks 
and other educational materials. She also enrolled in classes to 
learn page layout, graphics, and Web design, and went on to 
provide webmaster and editing services to various Austin 
clients. 

Jane Ross: Seeing Her Dream Come True 
In this article, we feature Jane Ross, the Editor-Elect of the Story Circle Journal. Her new position is an extension and 
continuation of the work she has been doing for Story Circle for several years. We’re very grateful to Jane for her many 
contributions to SCN, and we’re looking forward to her work as the Editor of the Journal, beginning with the first issue of 2005. 

Take a Bow! Spotlighting Our Story Circle Volunteers 

One of Jane’s continuing passions is her involvement with 
her daughter’s school. Her work with the PTA Boards of 
Gullett Elementary and Lamar Middle School led to her 
designing the Gullett Elementary School website and 
coordinating parents who worked with their children’s 
teachers to create class Web pages. She also produced a 
neighborhood newsletter about the school’s activities. She is a 
member of the Writers’ League of Texas and Freelance 
Austin, a special interest group of Austin Women in 
Communication.  

Jane became active in SCN in 1999 when she was invited 
to attend the Older Women’s Legacy Circle (OWL) facilitator 
training. She has facilitated five OWL writing workshops and 
for the past year has been the facilitator of a monthly 
Continuing OWL group. She was invited to begin editing for 
Story Circle Journal in December 2003, when she edited the 
third True Words anthology issue of the Journal. She was 
assistant editor of the Journal during 2003 and also edited the 
2004 True Words anthology. 

“In my four years’ membership in SCN and OWL writing 
circles,” Jane says, “I’ve accumulated a lot of life writings, 
which sit in undigested form in big binders in my office. I’d 
eventually like to weave them into a memoir that explores how 
experience is shaped by language. I was inspired by the 
memoir Already Home, by Barbara Gates, and admire the way 
the author learns about herself by exploring her 
neighborhood.” 

Jane’s interests include gardening and ice-skating (she 
recently started taking skating lessons!). But her real passion is 
for books and learning all the processes involved in turning a 
raw manuscript into a published work. She especially enjoys 
journaling and bookbinding. Over the past three years, she has 
studied bookbinding with master bookbinder Priscilla Spitler 
at Austin’s art school at Laguna Gloria and at Priscilla’s studio 
in Smithville near Austin. She is hoping to take an intensive 
class in fine binding early next year and intends to polish and 
edit some of her own poems and stories and bind them during 
the class to make a unique volume of her own work, all made 
by her own hand. “I love the visual and tactile experience of 
handling a beautifully made book,” she says, “whether it’s a 
commercially printed book or a one-of-a-kind artist’s book.” 
Some day she would like to try her hand at letterpress printing.  

Jane is excited about taking on the editorship of Story 
Circle Journal. “Having spent so many years working on dry 
technical or mathematical writing,” she says, “it is a dream 
come true to be editing soulful writing by and for women and 
to be part of a community of women who love writing and 
sharing their stories.” 

We feel the same way, Jane! 
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Discoveries: A Blank Journal Just for Women, with 
covers hand-crafted by the women of Story Circle. 
 

As we become conscious of our journey, we also become 
conscious of the importance of recording what we learn along 
the way. Discoveries can become your map and can help you 
tell the story of your own life’s journey. And because writing 
is often easier when someone gives us a warm hug and a 
whisper of support, we’ve added some women’s wise words to 
its pages, reminding us that wherever our journey takes us, we 
are not alone. Introduction by Susan Wittig Albert. Perfectly 
purse-sized at 6" x 8", spiral-bound to open flat, 208 unruled 
pages. For a photo, go to http://www.storycircle.org/
frmdiscoveries.shtml. $15. 
 
 
Your Life, Your Story: A Book to Help You Capture 
Your Memories by Pat Flathouse 
 

Are you writing your life story? This book contains five 
chapters with suggestions, ideas, ways to organize your 
material, and writing prompts. A final chapter covers various 
aspects of life-writing by Story Circle authors, including tips 
for writing, capturing memories, using photos, interviewing, 

creating a family cookbook, and 
scrapbooking.  
 A valuable resource for any 
woman who wants to tell the story 
of her life but especially written 
for women over 60. Based on the 
highly successful ,  widely 
acclaimed Older Women’s Legacy 
Circle workshop program of the 
Story Circle Network. Sturdily 
bound in plastic with a coil 
binding that allows the book to lie 
flat. A helpful resource, a 

wonderful gift. $15. 

Neat Stuff  for Life-Writers (and for Gifts, Too!) 

 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 

With Courage and Common Sense: Memoirs from the 
Older Women’s Legacy Circles. Foreword by Liz 
Carpenter, edited by Susan Wittig Albert and Dayna Finet 
 
With Courage and Common Sense presents an extensive 
selection of memoirs from the OWL Circle project. Organized 
thematically, the stories describe women’s experiences of 
identity, place, work, family life, love and marriage, loss and 
healing, adventures great and small, major historical events, 
and legacies to keep and pass along. Taken as a whole, the 
memoirs chronicle far-reaching changes in the ways that 
women participated in the world during the twentieth century. 
They show how women learned to surmount obstacles, to 
courageously make the most of the opportunities that came 
their way, and to move quietly and wisely beyond the limits 
that were imposed upon them. Paperback $18. Hardcover $40. 

SCN Order Form 
____Send me _____copy/copies of Discoveries, at $15  
____Send me _____copy/copies of Your Life, Your Story, at $15. 
____Send me _____paperback copy/copies of With Courage and Common Sense, at $18. 
____Send me _____hardcover copy/copies of With Courage and Common Sense, at $40. 
____Send me _____T-shirts in size_____, at $16. 
 

Name____________________________________________________________ 
 
Address__________________________________________________________   Phone________________________ 
 
City____________________________State_________ Zip_________ - ______   Email________________________ 

Shipping/handling: For the first 
item, add $4. For each additional 
item, add $1. Mail your check to 
Story Circle Network, PO Box 
500127, Austin TX 78750-0127 

Strut Our Stuff! 
 

Share Story Circle’s message 
with the world! 

Our T-shirts make great gifts for 
your friends, your circle, and 

for you! 
 

 100% Heavy Cotton 
 Ivory with attractive 

purple printing 
 

Front: “For women with stories to tell” 
Back: “What would happen if one woman told the truth 

about her life? The world would split open.” 
—Muriel Rukeyser 

 

Sizes: Medium, Large, X-large, 2X, 3X. $16 
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A Story Circle News Roundup 
If you’re facilitating or participating in a Story Circle, tell us about it! Write to Story Circle Roundup, PO Box 1616, Bertram TX, 
or email Susan Albert at china@tstar.net. 

Story Circle Board Report 
The SCN Board met at La Madeleine restaurant on April 

12. President Judith Helburn chaired the meeting which was 
attended by 16 board members. Members reported their 
contribution of 733 hours to SCN activities since the last 
meeting. The board has contributed 1,057 hours of service to 
SCN since the beginning of the year. As you can see, we’re an 
active, energetic board! At the meeting, the board: 
 

• Reviewed and approved the January meeting minutes, 
the treasurer’s report, and the 2004 budget; 

• Selected Mary Ann Reynolds as the coordinator for non-
chapter circles and Diana McDaniel as the coordinator 
for the SCN booth at the Texas Book Festival; 

• Chose a new design for the SCN T-shirt. The new 
feminine-styled T-shirt will be purple with light print for 
the quote on the back: “We are the only ones who can 
tell our stories because we are the ones who have lived 
them.”—Susan Wittig Albert; 

• Confirmed that the next LifeLines retreat will be held 
April 8–10, 2005, at Festival Hill in Round Top, TX. 
Maureen Murdock, author of  The Heroine’s Journey 
and several other books, will be the facilitator;  

• Selected Jane Ross as the editor of the Story Circle 
Journal, effective in January, 2005; 

• Authorized offering members the option to receive the 
Journal electronically instead of by mail; and  

• Postponed action until the next meeting on the selection 
of new board members and the policy related to board 
members’ availability to Austin.  

 

The next board meeting will be held July 12 at La Madeleine.   

THE JITTERBUG GIRL: 
Class of '55 

by Donna Van Straten  
author of The Littlest Big Kid 

 
Donna Van Straten Remmert has published a second 

memoir! Her lively and delightfully endearing stories unveil 
the ironies of American life in the 1950s. You’ll laugh and 

cry as you read her perspective as a teenager, as if she’s 
talking directly to you, her best friend.  

 
To purchase, send a check for $12.00 (includes postage) to 
Donna Remmert, 3301 Far View Drive, Austin, TX. 78730. 

The Jitterbug Girl can also be purchased 
through SCN’s website. (ISBN 0-9710959-1-4) 

Editing Assistance  
 

Jane Ross, Assistant Editor of the Story Circle Journal  
and editor of the 2004 True Words anthology, 

is available for private editing services.  
 

Jane has worked on dozens of books  
as a copyeditor and proof reader, 
in nearly 20 years of publishing. 

 
Short works to book length manuscripts 

Contact Jane at 
Phone (512) 451-3129 

5802 Wynona Ave. Austin, TX 78756 
mjr@io.com 

Website: www.io.com/~mjr 

Internet Chapter 
The Internet Chapter—Story Circle members who get 

together on-line and via email—continues to grow! The 
chapter, under the able leadership of Lee Ambrose, currently 
has 177 members. Of these, 34 belong to the reading e-circle, 
and 77 belong to one or more of our writing e-circles. There 
are 12 writing circles (including one poetry circle). The 
chapter has its own place on SCN’s large website. You can 
visit by going to www.storycircle.org and clicking on “Internet 
Chapter.” 

One of the IC’s most popular features is its Story of the 
Month. The stories are chosen from among those written for 
the e-circles, and published on the IC’s website. Writers 
honored for their work since the beginning of the year are 
Dawn Peters, Tricia Stevens, Dee Stover, Lou Lyman, and 
Catherine Livingston. Beginning in September, one of the 
Stories of the Month will be selected for republication in each 
issue the Journal, so all of SCN’s members can read them. 

Another popular feature—a “perk” for members of the 
IC—is the weekly Wise Words Writing Prompt, compiled and 
written by Susan Albert and mailed out by Peggy Moody each 
Monday. The prompts, which are created from the many 
women’s quotations on our website, are designed to give you 
something to write about each day of the week. 

If you live in a remote place or in a situation where it’s 
difficult to start a writing circle, the Internet Chapter is just 
what you need. “We’re here to help you write about your life,” 
says Internet Chapter president Lee Ambrose. Membership in 
the chapter is open to all members of SCN. And at only $15 a 
year, it’s a real bargain. 

So what are you waiting for? Log on, join up, and join in 
on the on-line fun. 
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A Reader Tells Her Story 

A Rainbow of  Storytelling Women  

Walking into the large conference room, I am struck by 
the sheer force of females. Almost two hundred women, old 
and young, short and tall, black and white, gather together for 
a weekend to share their stories. Each individual woman is a 
masterpiece unto herself, but banded together, we create an 
awe-inspiring rainbow of colorful characters. From the 
moment Lisa finds me at the airport with my name written on 
a big cardboard sign (like a celebrity!) to my weary trip home 
on Sunday evening, it is an amazing weekend. 

I feel like Dorothy approaching the Emerald City—can I 
really be in such a magical place as this? It is our opening 
night ceremony with the feisty Liz Carpenter, aptly dressed in 
bright red, as our speaker. I have a new role model! I only 
dream I’ll have half the wit and energy this woman has in her 
80s. What an inspiration to us all never to stop living our lives 
to the fullest, never to stop telling our stories, never to stop 
making new stories!  

If I become frail and have difficulty walking, I want a red 
scooter like the one Liz rides up onto the podium. I look 
around a few times during her humorous yet powerful speech 
to take in all the women’s faces. Some are laughing, some 
whispering to a neighbor, some nodding their heads, and 
others just intently focused on hearing Liz’s words. She has 
set the bar up high for this weekend experience, her colorful 
demeanor all but exploding over the room. We eat many rich, 
naughty desserts after her speech and retire to sleep, to dream 
of our next day’s adventures. 

Saturday morning in my first workshop, I hear Jodie 
Davis tell her story detailing the loss of her infant daughter to 
a rare heart defect, which she wrote about in her book The 
Heart’s Gift. This is a sad story but ends with her realization 
that each difficulty in our lives is a gift we can learn from. We 
write about the gifts we’ve gained from our life experiences. 
I’m ready to go off and start my own memoir.  

Next, I sit in on a panel of older women discussing the 
OWL Memoir workshops that I will soon be conducting in my 
own community. I listen intently and ask many questions of 
this knowledgeable group led by Pat Flathouse. I am so 
excited to get started with my OWL group now.  

A wonderful lunch celebration follows the second session. 
Just entering the room is an experience—large round tables 
are decorated with purple and pink balloons and wire 
sculptures of women’s bodies. The food is delicious as I meet 
and hear more stories from new friends at my table. After we 
eat, we are treated to readings from SCN’s new anthology, 

Karen P. Ryan is a writer and a teacher who specializes in life stories. Karen has an MA in English, has taught writing to college 
students for 15 years, and currently is at Florida Gulf Coast University. In 2004, she opened her business, Write Your Life Story, 
to assist individuals in preserving their memories. Karen is a member of the Association of Personal Historians and is offering the 
OWL memoir workshops to women in her community. She recently moved to SW Florida from Pennsylvania with her husband and 
two teenage sons. This was written to share her experiences at the National Conference in February with her e-circle sisters. 

With Courage and Common Sense, written by women in the 
OWL memoir workshops held in Austin. The readers are older 
women actresses who are amazing in their reproduction of the 
voices of history. We are delighted by stories about one 
woman’s first wringer washing machine and summers spent 
with Granny on the farm.  

We move on to afternoon workshops, mine on Writing 
Stories to Heal the Self by Linda Joy Myers, which picks up 
where my first session left off. I am really itching to get my 
stories down now. By 4:00 I am so overwhelmed by ideas and 
experiences that I opt for a short nap before dinner. I put my 
feet up, but I can’t rest. My mind is racing with possibilities. 

I’ve come to this conference not knowing a soul, yet I feel 
surrounded by friends. I’ve “met” Lisa through our shared 
participation in e-circle 10, but being face to face is so much 
sweeter. Never once during the weekend do I feel alone. In 
addition to Lisa, I have a roommate from Atlanta. Although 
Denise and I have never laid eyes on each other, we find 
ourselves gabbing late into the night like sisters. She’s tall to 
my short, dark blonde to my redhead, and single to my 
married with children. Like Mutt and Jeff we stick together 
through two days, separating sadly on Sunday afternoon at the 
airport.  

On Saturday night I get to meet another e-circle buddy 
who lives in Austin but does not attend the conference. 
Claudie meets us in the lobby wearing red boots and big red 
glasses. She is as charming and dynamic in person as her 
stories led me to anticipate. Claudie drives the four of us to 
dinner at Kerbey Lane Café, a cute Austin restaurant in what 
appears to be an old house.  

After a delightful meal, we scatter for evening conference 
activities and then meet up for a pajama party in Lisa’s room. I 
cover my pink flannels with a trench coat to travel the hotel 
walkways. Denise is embarrassed at her ratty bathrobe, but we 
don’t encounter a soul. Lisa provides us with Peppermint 
Patties—peppermint schnapps in hot cocoa—how did I miss 
this treat all these years? We all sit around in our PJs telling 
stories about ourselves and laughing until we’re too sleepy to 
continue.  

The next morning’s phone alarm rings far too early as 
Denise and I are invited to attend the President’s Breakfast for 
board members and conference volunteers. It’s fun to mingle 
and get to know more wonderful women over fruit, pastries, 
and coffee. I wonder if the pants I’ve brought to wear home on 

(Continued on page 24) 
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Meet Other Life-Writers and Learn from Their Stories... 

Sharon Wildwind was one of only twenty thousand women to serve in the US military in Vietnam. For 12 months, beginning in 
May 1970, Sharon was an army nurse in two hospitals in ’Nam. This young woman of just 23 had to grow up fast amid the 
shelling and the bloodshed she witnessed in the army hospitals. On her return to the U.S., she had to learn to cope with 
nightmares, flashbacks, and other symptoms of post-traumatic stress syndrome. 

In 2000, Sharon published the journals she kept during her tour in Vietnam as Dreams That Blister Sleep, a book that speaks 
with painful honesty about the horrific realities of war. She has just signed a contract to publish the first of a series of mystery 
novels, the hero of which is based on nurses she served with in Vietnam. In this interview, Sharon talks about how her writing 
helped her heal from the trauma of war. 

Sharon Wildwind:  
Transforming Nightmares through Story 

SCJ. The title of your first book, Dreams That 
Blister Sleep, refers to the nightmares that began 
while you were in Vietnam and that you still 
experience to this day. Was the army addressing 
post-traumatic stress syndrome (PTSS) at the time 
you came back from Vietnam? 
 
Sharon. I don’t believe they were even admitting 
PTSS existed in 1970, but the denial was 
beginning to crack around the edge. There was 
absolutely no psychological support for veterans 
at the time I returned. It was veterans’ support 
groups themselves, such as the Vietnam Veterans 
of America, and a few maverick psychologists, 
who formed some initial self-help groups. They 
often went to the Veterans Administration (VA) 
asking only for meeting space. Some were turned 
down; some were given space to meet but no staff 
support. Then the VA grudgingly admitted that 
there might be a problem for a few veterans. 
Finally the barriers began to break down.  

 
SCJ. What about women veterans? Did you have 
the same experience? 
 
Sharon. For us, it was even tougher, especially 
after the VA got involved in running support 
groups. In some cases, they banned women 
veterans from attending the support groups 
because they thought the guys wouldn’t feel 
comfortable talking with a woman present. Many 
women veterans didn’t live close enough to each 
other that there were able to form their own 
support groups. One psychologist, who was 
involved in forming the first support groups, said 
in a newspaper interview that there simply 
weren’t enough women veterans for him to waste 
his time on them. 

Non-military women—those in the Red 
Cross and missionaries and the like—weren’t 
eligible for care in VA hospitals, and civilian 

general practitioners and many hospitals had no 
clue about PTSS.  

I’ve also heard about women who did qualify 
for care in VA hospitals but were told, “You were 
a noncombatant. You couldn’t possibly have a 
problem.” 

Sometimes the response was, “Serving in the 
military was an ‘unladylike’ thing to do and it 
affected your hormone balance.” Oral 
contraceptives and getting pregnant were the most 
common recommendations for a cure. 

At other times, women vets were told, “You 
have these problems because you grew up in a 
dysfunctional family. Because it was your family, 
not your military service, that was the main factor, 
the VA is not responsible for your care.” 

And even when the response was positive—
“Yes, you do have a problem and, yes, it was 
probably related to your military service”—
women vets were often told, “We are so short of 
beds that we can’t afford to admit women to the 
wards. We need our beds for real soldiers.” 

 
SCJ. At the Story Circle Conference (February, 
2004), you talked about a turning-point moment in 
the early 1980s. You were watching a 
performance of the play, The Hostage. One of the 
scenes was a simulated attack, where “soldiers” 
rushed into the theatre. Tell us about that moment. 
 
Sharon. That was the pivotal moment when for 
me, the world tilted. I was so shaken that I had to 
leave the theater. I went to see my friend Bob, 
also a Vietnam veteran. I couldn’t stop crying. 
Finally Bob said, “You can’t keep coming to me 
like this every time some memory about the war 
bothers you. You have to work on getting yourself 
well.” 
 
SCJ. What did that process of getting yourself 
well involve? 

I am on duty tonight 
when the Viet Cong 
blow up the ammo 
dump again. …The 
whole sky outside, on 
both sides of the 
ward, turns bright 
orange. One of the 
patients yells, “Get 
down!” I think: “This 
is it—the hospital has 
received a direct hit. 
Twenty days left and 
… I am going to die.” 
I dive for cover under 
the desk. 
—Sharon Wildwind 

My worst fears come 
true tonight: a mass 
casualty arrives 
when I am on nights. 
At 1900 we have 55 
patients and by 0200 
there is only one 
empty bed. The 
whole night is a blur 
of muddy, bloody 
bodies; I.V.s; 
dressings; … 
morphine injections. 
—from Dreams 
That Blister Sleep by 
Sharon Wildwind 
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Questioning the Dream 

Dreams give you a perspective about who you are that 
hasn’t been socialized, filtered, or polished by your ego—that 
part of yourself that creates your public image. Writing stories 
based upon this information has enormous potential for bold 
and adventurous self- discovery.  

In my article in the December 2003 issue of the Journal, I 
explained that I interpret my dreams based upon Carl Jung’s 
dream theories, and then I journal about their messages. In this 
piece, I’d like to demonstrate how answering six core 
questions helps me understand my dreams. 

To illustrate, I’ll use this dream: I am on a steep cliff. I 
wonder if I can still fly. I feel panicky as I lose my balance, but 
then I flap my wings and, whoosh, I fly toward heaven. It’s 
unbelievably thrilling! Suddenly, I plunge deeply into a lake, 
to places I’ve never been. I feel in awe of the underwater 
beauty. I wake up feeling peaceful as I swim to shore. 

 
1. What were the feelings I experienced in the dream? 

Panicky, unbelievably thrilled, in awe, peaceful. 
2. What are my symbolic associations for the images in 

the dream? Because I felt “unbelievably thrilled” about still 
being able to fly, I sense that flying symbolizes my longing for 
adventure or my desire for experiencing a heightened level of 
consciousness, or both. I’ve had plenty of flying dreams about 
ego inflation or not being grounded; this is not one of them!  

Plunging into a body of water is something I often do in 
dreams. I know from experience that it’s a metaphor for 
plunging into the depths of my unconscious.  

When I decide that the underwater beauty seems like a 
metaphor for my own beauty within, I realize that this dream 
has two levels of meaning, one personal, the other archetypal.  

I love my archetypal dreams, for they come from what 
Jung calls the collective unconscious, a layer of the 
unconscious where a common understanding of thought 
patterns or behavior is shared with all of humanity. Jung called 
these motifs archetypes, and says that they often appear as 
imagery in dreams, art, and other creative activities. There are 
thousands of archetypes stored within each of our psyches. 
Examples are all of the character types in fairy tales, legends 
or myths, Tarot card images, religious concepts, etc. When an 
archetype appears in our dreams, it often feels like mine did, 
larger than life and explosive with spiritual energy.  

3. How do these feelings and symbolic associations 
relate to my present life? At the personal level, in my day-
time life, I have just returned from a Florida vacation I took 
with my six siblings and their spouses. Although we had lots 
of fun, we began to realize that every time we walked the 
beach, we talked about aging and our health-related problems. 

We agreed that our conversations were making us feel old, and 
that we should be splashing in the ocean waves the way we did 
when we were younger. My brother-in-law cajoled me into 
doing this, but I worried the entire time that the strong waves 
might damage my back (I have recurring back problems) or 
that I might be swept out to sea by a wave. Neither happened. 
It was fun! 

When I amplify the meaning of the dream to an archetypal 
or collective level, I see that it connects to a memoir I’m 
reading, The Wheel of Life by Elisabeth Kubler-Ross. Her 
theories on death, dying, and an afterlife challenge me to 
explore my own understanding of these issues.  

4. What is the message of my dream? At the personal 
level, my dream helps me realize that I should stop being so 
tentative about life because of my age, and that I can still do 
almost everything I enjoy.  

At the archetypal level, my dream shows me that I have 
the desire and the potential to engage in the heroine’s journey. 
(The heroine/hero is, in fact, an archetype.) It encourages me 
to keep trying my wings in order to experience my spiritual 
essence without fear or apprehension, and it tells me to dive 
deep into unknown places within myself where I will see 
beauty. The peace I feel as I swim to shore assures me that I 
will be safe, or psychologically grounded. 

5. What kind of a person needs a dream like this? 
Someone like me, of course! I need reassurance that I can 
transcend the limits of aging and I need affirmation that my 
quest for spiritual and psychological growth is valid and 
worthwhile. My dream gave me both.  

6. How can this message help me grow or heal? It has 
given me the opportunity to adjust my attitude about aging and 
enjoy my life more. It has also inspired me to continue my 
questing, without doubting its value. 

I love all of my dreams, but I especially love those that 
include an archetypal meaning. I feel as if I’m in the presence 
of something divine or numinous. This helps me sense my 
purpose for living and feel connected to the sacred.  

There is no end to the stories I can write about myself that 
are based on this one dream. I love the process, and I delight 
in sharing its value with others.  

Writing Your Dream Stories 

Dreams are like little stories within our larger life story. Donna Remmert, of Austin TX, frequently teaches classes on writing 
about dreams. This is the second of several articles by Donna designed to introduce you to the importance of dreams in your life; 
in her third article, she will write about ways that you can use your dreams as a basis for stories. She is the author of The Littlest 
Big Kid and Jitterbug Girl, a member of the SCN Board of Directors, and a Story Circle facilitator. She has studied dreams for 
many years. 

Want to learn more? Donna is leading a dream writing 
workshop on July 17, in Austin, as part of SCN’s Schmooze 
the Muse Saturdays. For information, phone 512-454-9833 
or visit this web page http://www.storycircle.org/
SchmoozeTheMuse.shtml, 
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How Now, Brown Cow? 
Kitchen Table Stories 

This is the third in a series of Kitchen Table Stories, edited by Patricia Pando. Patricia writes a weekly column on food and local 
history called “Stirring Up Memories,” for the Bainbridge GA Post-Searchlight. You have kitchen table stories, too, and we’d love 
to print them (800 words maximum, please, including recipe). Send via email or as a Word attachment to 
patriciapando@yahoo.com. In the subject line, please type Kitchen Table Stories. If you have no computer, type or write your story 
legibly and mail to Patricia Pando, 1600 Lake Douglas Road, Bainbridge, GA 39819. 

Patricia Pando writes: To honor the Story Circle recognition 
of the mother–daughter bond, I invited my daughter Kate 
Pando, an SCN member, to write this tribute to her 
grandmother, Dorothy Nordyke. 

 
You could count on Granny for just about anything, 

including a quarter-pound bag of plain M&Ms and a Kennedy 
half dollar waiting on the dining room table in her Amarillo 
home when you came for summer vacation. Always there, 
always next to the pear salad. That was the traditional 
welcome dinner at my grandmother’s house: a roast, canned 
green beans, and a pear salad. Not just any pear salad. It was 
her special recipe: a leaf of iceberg lettuce, half a pear (from 
the can) a dollop of cottage cheese, a sprinkling of grated 
cheddar and a cherry on top. 

As my grandmother got older, she didn’t spend less time 
in the kitchen, but she did spend less time in cooking. After 
the welcome dinner, the meals were not so fancy, but it is 
life’s simple pleasures, I think, that you remember most. 

Granny’s morning staple, when the house was not full of 
shouting grandchildren, was Morton’s frozen mini-doughnuts 
with coffee. In the afternoon, she’d warm up that same pot of 
coffee and make a sandwich. In the evening, her favorite meal 
was a glass of cold buttermilk and half-dozen Oreo cookies. 

All except the buttermilk are great comfort foods of mine. 
But, not my favorite. No, that honor is reserved for the 
simplest—and best—of all comfort foods. Pigs-in-blankets, 
followed by a Brown Cow à la Dorothy. Somehow, Granny 
managed to make special time with each of her grandchildren. 
I’m not sure if my brothers and cousins had pigs-in-blankets. 
But for me, it was always Vienna sausages dressed up in 
Wonder Bread! Lunch for the two of us, whether I was seven 
or seventeen. 

As Granny carefully cut the crust off the white bread, I 
took the stepstool and placed it so I could reach up into her 
kitchen cupboard. In the far corner, she kept the aluminum 
tumblers so popular in the 1950s. There were silver, gold, blue 
and, my favorite, purple. There was something particularly 
funny about drinking my Brown Cow out of a purple tumbler 
and reciting my mother’s favorite doggerel about never seeing 
a purple cow. It wasn’t Dorothy Parker, a favorite of three 
generations in my family—but it always made me laugh when 
I heard Granny or Mother reciting it, usually followed by the 
elocution exercise, “How now, brown cow?” and a giggle or, 
in the case of my grandmother, quite often a snortle. 

I carefully pulled down the tumblers—purple for me and 
silver for Granny—then  went to the old fridge and pulled out 

a tub of vanilla ice cream, frozen rock hard. As it softened, I 
fetched a tea towel, pulled out the cutting board, and covered 
this mini-table with the cloth. Then I waited as Granny pulled 
our pigs-in-blankets from the oven. 

I had four of the delicious blankets. Granny had three. The 
sausages came, and still do, seven to a can. We washed our 
lunch down with milk and buttermilk, respectively. But as 
much as we loved our Vienna sausages, we loved our brown 
cows even more! The ice cream had softened just enough by 
now. She’d plop two big scoops into each of the tumblers 
while I opened a bottle of A&W root beer. 

Careful not to let the suds overflow, but daring enough to 
fill the glass beyond its rim, I poured the root beer. Granny 
grabbed two iced-tea spoons and we headed upstairs, through 
my mother’s childhood bedroom and onto the balcony 
overlooking the backyard. The green hammock. The swings. 
The sundial. The woodpile. The honeysuckle in full bloom. 

Though it was the middle of summer, the Texas plains 
breeze and the brown cows gave us the shivers. And, a 
Saturday afternoon lunch of pigs-in-blankets and a brown cow 
still gives me shivers! 

 
Pigs-in-Blankets 

 

Four slices Wonder Bread 
One can Vienna sausage 
French’s yellow mustard 
Flat toothpicks 

 
Cut crust off of bread; cut bread in half. (Save crusts and extra 
half slice for trip to pond to feed the ducks.) Slather bread with 
mustard. Place Vienna sausage on bread. Roll up and fasten 
snug with toothpick. Bake in oven (350 degrees) for 10 
minutes. 

 
Brown Cow à la Dorothy 

 

Vanilla ice cream 
Root beer 

 
Place two scoops of ice cream in tall glass. Add root beer and 
enjoy! 
 
 
 
Kate Pando works at the Georgia World Congress Center. She 
is a former newspaper editor and weekly columnist. 
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Sharon. There were three parts. The first was 
looking back at all the hundreds of photographs I 
had taken in Vietnam, many of which I had never 
even developed. The Canada Council gave me a 
grant in the early ’80s to get those photographs 
developed. I came home from the photo store with 
two shoeboxes packed with photos. I dumped 
them out on the table. Then I started looking at 
things I’d forgotten about: Oh yeah, there was that 
picture on the wall in the emergency room…there 
was that sign…that’s what Ed looked like…yeah, 
now I remember. So that visual reminder was very 
important. 

The writing was enormously important. I 
started out putting my recollections into fiction 
because that gave me some distance and it also 
helped me claim the story. I was finally able to 
say, “This is not a fictional character’s story. This 
is my story.” 

The third part was really acceptance. I did 
some things in Vietnam and I saw my country do 
some things in Vietnam that I’m not very happy 
about. Acceptance meant recognizing exactly 
what I had done and being able to forgive myself. 
I was finally able to say: “This is what I did at 23; 
I was naïve; I was manipulated. Those are not 
excuses; they are the reasons things happened. 
Now, at 57, I wouldn’t do those things again and I 
know why I wouldn’t do them.” 

 
SCJ. Was there a moment when you felt like, 
“Okay, now I’m over Vietnam”? 
 
Sharon. In 1987, I went to Whitehorse in the 
Yukon and worked a three-month, temporary 
position as a nurse. While I was there, I took a 
winter survival course, which involves going out 
in the mountains with the temperature at 20 
degrees below zero, digging a snow trench, and 
staying overnight in that snow trench, which is 
just like a coffin. There’s you and there’s one 
other person with you and a candle and all this 
snow and ice around you, and that’s it. It was a 
very uncomfortable night and the purpose of it is 
to teach you that you can survive in sub-zero 
weather with nothing but the clothing on your 
back. We each had a down jacket, long johns, and 
heavy socks, but it was darn cold.  

I came out of that snow trench at sunrise and 
saw the sun coming up over one of the Yukon 
Mountains and just said, “That’s it. I’m reborn 
from Vietnam. This is the moment.” 

One of my new mystery series has a northern 
setting, which I love. I dearly love to write about 
the land up there because it is so beautiful and so 
wild. 

 

SCJ. Tell us about the journal you kept in Vietnam 
and the creative path between leaving Vietnam 
and publishing your book. 
 
Sharon. My journal was one of those little books 
from the five-and-dime with a white cover. I still 
have it. It’s falling apart. I had roughly six square 
inches a day to write on and I kept it consistently 
every day.  

When I came home, the very first thing I did, 
in about 1973 or 1974, was to put together a slide 
show with music. In 1976, I started writing the 
fictional part, which was never finished.  

Then in the early 1980s, I got a grant from the 
Canada Council to develop the photos. Dreams 
That Blister Sleep was finished in about 1998 and 
published in March of 2000. So it took me 28 
years to actually get it out. The delay wasn’t 
because the book was impossible to write. It was 
just that I had a life: I had a marriage, I 
immigrated to Canada, I had a job, and I took a 
Masters degree and a third degree in literature. 
The writing was always there but I didn’t allow 
myself that consistent time to work on it. Finally 
in the 1990s, I was fortunate to be able to take the 
time and make a book. 

 
SCJ. I wonder if there needs to be a maturing 
process before we’re ready for that book to come 
out of us. 
 
Sharon. Certainly. In feminist theory, this is the 
mother phase. When you’re in this phase, you’re 
able to see the world through two sets of eyes, one 
inside of another. As Vietnam veterans, we’re at 
that point right now that we can see our 
experience through the eyes of what we remember 
and we can also get some perspective on it. We 
can say, “Here we are 30 or 40 years later. This is 
what that experience meant to us.” That’s why I 
intentionally chose to put both the diary entries 
and my later reflections into my book. It didn’t 
seem complete without both parts—what I 
experienced and the significance I gave to it later. 
I couldn’t have done that 20 or 30 years ago. 

Those of us who went to Vietnam are in our 
50s and 60s now. Recently I was in a group of 
people, all of whom were Vietnam veterans. I 
looked around and realized: “We’re old. How did 
this happen?” I could see those 50- and 60-year-
old faces, but I was also looking at the 25-year-old 
faces. 

Vietnam veterans are gradually dying off. The 
group is starting to fracture and that will continue 
for another 30 or 40 years. So it started to become 
urgent to get this out into the world and to get it 
down from the two perspectives. 

(Continued on page 8) 

Then the climax of 
the play comes with 

a simulated attack 
on the house. Loud 

noises. Lights go 
out. Gunfire. People 

scream and fumble 
on stage in the dark. 

I cry, shaking, 
sobbing, not 

knowing why and 
not being able to 

stop. I run from the 
theatre still crying. 

—Sharon Wildwind 

[I dreamt] I was 
frying a skeleton on 

a hot griddle…It was 
a human skeleton, 
almost certainly a 
man. The griddle 

was very hot and the 
rib bones sizzled like 
meat just touched to 

a hot surface. 
I woke up sweating 

and vomited all 
afternoon. I’ve been 
a lot of things in the 

past eleven months—
exhausted, terrified, 

drunk, running on 
pills and booze—but 
never as scared as I 
was when I woke up 

from that dream. 
—Sharon Wildwind 

In that long, slow 
journey…I lost the 

nonsense about 
being a lady. I’ve 

been too many other 
things—woman, 

nurse, teacher, 
friend, poet, writer, 

daughter, wife, 
lover, wife again—

to worry about 
being a lady. 

—Sharon Wildwind 
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SCJ. Have you gotten letters from people who’ve read Dreams 
That Blister Sleep? 
 
Sharon. A fairly young person recently wrote: My dad was in 
Vietnam and I never really knew him because he didn’t come 
home but I’m going out now trying to find people he knew and 
trying to find out about that experience so I can know more 
about what he was like. 

I get two or three letters a year, and that’s fine with me, as 
long as the books are disappearing off the shelves. We did a 
1500 print run initially through a small press in Edmonton, 
Alberta, and we’re down to a couple hundred right now. We’re 
going to have to make a choice soon about whether or not 
we’re going to reprint. I know that there are some spelling and 
grammar errors and I’d like to go back and correct those. 
There’s one piece in there where I’ve found some information 
and I’d like to go back and correct that part.  

 
SCJ. Tell us about your new mystery novel, now under 
contract, and how you deal with post-traumatic stress in that 
story. 
 
Sharon. Five Star Publications has just purchased Some 
Welcome Home, the first book in the Elizabeth Pepperhawk/
Avivah Rosen Vietnam veterans series. I have five books 
planned and the cut line for the series is, “For these Vietnam 
veterans, adjusting to civilian life is murder.” 

The first book begins in July 1971, when Captain 
Pepperhawk arrives at Fort Bragg, North Carolina, having just 
completed a year in Vietnam. She finds a body in her officer’s 
billet and the military police officer on duty that day is 
Captain Avivah Rosen. Pepper and Avivah become friends 
and go on more adventures together. The fifth book ends in 
May 1975, immediately after the fall of Saigon. 

All of the continuing characters are either Vietnam 
veterans or families of missing or dead veterans. Post-
traumatic stress will affect the characters in varying degrees. 
At least one of them will be severely affected by it and he/she 
(I’m not telling who has it) will constantly battle it through all 
five books. Other characters will nibble around the edges of it. 
At least one murder will be committed because of it. 

There isn’t a publication date for Some Welcome Home 
yet, but I hope it will be mid-2005. 

 
SCJ. How difficult has it been to turn your real-life experience 
into fiction? 
 

Sharon. The hardest thing is getting the readers to actually 
believe what I’m writing. The two critique groups that I 
belong to are now reading chapters from the second book in 
the series, which has the working title of First Murder in 
Advent. They have no reference points at all for the military 
experience or for post-traumatic stress. I keep getting critiques 
back with notes like, “This is so over the top, you must be 
joking,” or “No one would treat a veteran this way.” But in 
fact, I’ve usually toned down the events. 

 
SCJ. Very many kinds of traumatic life situations and events 
can cause post-traumatic stress syndrome. What are the most 
important lessons you’ve learned about reducing the damage 
of PTSS? 
 
Sharon. Don’t downplay the stress to yourself, and don’t let 
anyone else decide for you whether you have experienced 
emotional trauma. It’s trauma if you say it’s trauma. 

Believe the experts when they tell you to get help within 
the first 48 hours after an incident, even if you really, really, 
really don’t want to talk to somebody about what has just 
happened. If someone was bleeding heavily, no one would tell 
them, “Wait and see how this goes over the next month or so, 
and if you’re still having problems, come back and see us.” 
Severe trauma is the emotional equivalent of bleeding to death. 
 
SCJ. Is there any advice you would want to give a young army 
nurse who was about to leave for Iraq? 
 
Sharon. Several weeks ago, I read on one of the Web news 
sites that US officials had stated that conditions in Iraq were so 
different from Vietnam that no more than a handful of soldiers 
there would ever develop post-traumatic stress syndrome. So 
I’m not yet convinced that the awareness of PTSS has risen to 
where it needs to be. 

What I’d tell that nurse is to be sure and take an 
emergency survival kit with you: the most special books 
you’ve ever read, even if they’re books you read as a child; a 
blank journal; a camera; the phone numbers and e-mail 
addresses of the kindest, most supportive people you know; 
and music—your own really good, get-down, feel-good music. 
And use those things. It’s going to be interesting to see how 
cell phones and email on the battlefield will affect post-
traumatic stress in Iraq. It’s a whole new ball game. 

I’d also tell her how important what she’s about to do is. 
No one can replace her. 

—Interview and article by Jane Ross 

Want to learn how to research your family history 
and write your family stories? 

Take a trip with us to Salt Lake City, Utah! 
 

Details on back page 
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get to see what works well and what doesn’t work in life-
writing. Among other things, I’ve learned in the process how 
important it is to proofread my own writing before submitting 
it—when you’re a competition judge, the typos and 
punctuation errors jump right out at you and can spoil the 
readability of an otherwise compelling story. 

Another thing I noticed as a judge was that good stories 
had a beginning, middle, and end. The best stories started out 
strongly: the scene is quickly set and there is a hint at what is 
to come—a crisis to be averted, a journey to be undertaken, a 
longing to be fulfilled, a fear to be faced or whatever the main 
event of the story may be. In the middle of the story there is a 
development of the situation, and at the end is some kind of 
resolution. 

The stories that I found were least effective were the ones 
that had no clear defining event, especially the ones that ran: I 
was born...and then...and then...and then....  

So as you think about the story you want to submit, find 
an event from your life’s story, even if it’s something 
apparently minor. The important thing is to describe it vividly 
using plenty of sensory words. Tell the judges how things 
smelled, tasted, felt, sounded, as well as how they looked. And 
show (rather than tell) the judges why that event had meaning 
in your life. 

Each of the judges scores every story on a number of 
criteria: freshness and originality, narrative coherence, 
responsiveness to the topic, and polish/proofreading. The 
scores from all the judges are tallied to find the winners. The 
process is anonymous—the judges don’t know the authors of 
the stories they’re reading and the authors don’t know who the 
judges are.  

This year, SCN has been encouraging writing circle 
facilitators to use prompts about mothers and daughters in 
their writing circles, to get their circle members thinking about 
and writing to the competition topic. So, if you’re in a writing 
circle, perhaps you’ve already started writing about the  
mother–daughter relationship. And remember, that 
relationship is one that is never without conflict. We must 
always separate from our mothers in order to grow, and 
sometimes that separation is difficult. Don’t be afraid to 
explore those darker areas of the mother–daughter bond, too. 
Often the most compelling stories from our life are the ones 
that involve struggle or separation because those events force 
us to discover our true Self.  

Says Susan Albert: “One of the goals of the competition, 
and one we hope to pursue this year and in the future, is to use 
the competition to increase awareness of the great work that 
SCN is doing to encourage life writing!”  

So I invite you to become a part of this life-changing 
event by entering a story about a mother–daughter bond in 
your life’s story. 

(Continued from page 1) 

Life-Writing Competition 2004 
Let It Change Your Life! 

What’s a sugar bowl? 
Well, you know. It’s the place where Great-Grandma used 

to hide her butter-and-egg money, so she’d have a little extra 
something in case of an emergency, or to give to the 
grandchildren when she thought it was time for an extra-
special little treat. 

What’s in Story Circle’s Sugar Bowl? It’s filled with gifts 
from you, which are used to fund memberships for women 
who need a little extra help. And at the present time, just when 
we need it most, our Sugar Bowl isn’t quite full enough to do 
the job. Will you help? Here’s why. 

Several of our Story Circle members are involved with the 
Truth Be Told program at the Lockhart Renaissance Facility, a 
women’s prison in Lockhart TX, Carol Waid and Nathalie 
Sorrel created this program four years ago, and have seen it 
grow and expand. The program is run several times a year, 
involving groups of women who come together to share their 
stories.  “It has become an environment of safety for the 
women,” Carol reports, “where they can speak truth, develop a 
voice that they have never used, rethink some of their bad 
choices, work on their creative sides, and be able to be open 
with their feelings.” 

Board member Mary Ann Reynolds has agreed to serve as 
the liaison between SCN and the Truth Be Told program. 
Recently, she visited a meeting, handed out copies of the SCN 
Journal, and invited the women to become members. Fourteen 
said they would like to join! 

Now, we’d like to ask you to help us fund these 
memberships by contributing to our Sugar Bowl. It’s easy to 
contribute. All you have to do is send a check (for any amount) 
to Sugar Bowl, Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin 
TX 78750-0127, or use the PayPals system on our website. 
(Go to www.storycircle.org, click on “Make a Donation.”) 
You can help us help the Truth Be Told program to achieve its 
goals and to share the power of women’s story with women 
who have some very powerful stories to explore and share. 

Help Us Fill Up  
Story Circle’s Sugar Bowl! 

LifeLines Writing Retreat Planned 
Mark your calenders, everybody! SCN president Judith 

Helburn has announced that the next LifeLines retreat will be 
held April 8–10, 2005, at Festival Hill in Round Top, Texas. 

Maureen Murdock, well-known author of  The Heroine’s 
Journey and the new and critically-acclaimed memoir 
Unreliable Truth, will lead the weekend’s work. Maureen is a 
psychotherapist and creative writing teacher. She lives in 
Oakland, CA. 

Festival Hill is a cultural and educational center located 
on a 200-acre campus near Round Top TX, about 60 miles 
east of Austin. Enrollment is limited to 50. Details will be 
available soon. 
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Story Circle Network’s Fifth Annual  

Life-Writing Competition 
The Story Circle Network is proud to announce its fifth 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 those who 
knew her story.  
 
Topic: This year’s topic focuses on the relationship between mothers and daughters. Here are some women’s wise words to 
help you start thinking: 
 

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 
 

The woman who bore me is no longer alive, but I seem to be her 
daughter in increasingly profound ways.—Johnnetta Betsch Cole 
 

This mother is a school we are born into, a school we are students in, a 
school we are teachers at, all at the same time, and for the rest of our 
lives.—Clarissa Pinkola Estes 

 

Tell a story about yourself within the mother–daughter relationship, within the human continuum of mothers and daughters.   
 
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 website. Upon the 
judges’ recommendation, other entries may be published in later issues of the Journal and 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 Network 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. The most successful 
submissions are rich in evocative detail and avoid generalizations and abstractions. Entries will not be returned; evaluations 
will not be available.  
 
Deadline: July 15, 2004. Winners will be notified by August 15, 2004. 
 
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 
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Books for the Journey 
Dreams That Blister Sleep: A Nurse in Vietnam, by Sharon Grant Wildwind (River Arts 
Books, 1999.) Reviewed by Susan Wittig Albert, Bertram TX.  
 

Sharon Grant Wildwind’s memoir begins on May 14, 1970 and ends exactly a year later—
no ordinary year, in no ordinary place. It is a life-changing year that Sharon spends on 
assignment in hospitals in Pleiku and Qui Nhon, Vietnam, where she sleeps in one of the eight 
nurses’ hooches—tin-and-wood buildings with screens and sandbags—and spends her waking 
hours in Intensive Care, the Emergency Room, or on the wards. 

Sharon’s life in Vietnam is a tough life, and as her daily journal shows, it’s a life that 
demands courage. And just as important as courage, she must have the honesty to 
acknowledge her own fear, at least to herself. She finds that she can do this only in her journal:  

May 30. I’ve discovered I can fly half-way around the world, lie on the floor of a bus 
waiting for an ambush, go to sleep during a mortar attack. The worst thing that has 
happened to me so far is losing my duffel bag because I might have had to borrow 
clothes that would make me look silly and fatter. People scare me. Jim scared me. 
Ruth scares me. Captain B. scares me. The doctors scare me. Even the corpsmen 
scare me. I’m most afraid of not living up to my own expectations. And I will never 
let anyone see how scared I am. This is a place of courage and that’s all I intend to 
show to the world.  
And that’s what Sharon shows us, on every page of her journal—the courage to face death 

and dying, the horrible chaos of war, the loss of a man she almost loves. But her journal also 
reveals the courage it takes to face the grinding routine of everyday life: living with the rain 
and mud, cleaning the hospital, working fourteen nights in a row, waiting for the mail, waiting 
for a day off. Like all good journalists, Sharon never writes in generalities. Everything is 
specific, concrete, detailed—and it is the details that bring her story to painful but compelling 
life:  

Dec. 17. Like faint background music I am learning the rhythms of the ward, the 
changing shifts, the coming and going of the patients, the rattle of the medicine cart’s 
stubborn wheel, the endless card games, the sounds of football and Captain Kirk, the 
Viet Namese children, the lewd remarks, the rounds, the “Good Morning, Viet Nam” 
that start each day. It’s like a waltz, slow and flowing in three-quarter time. I’ve been 
dancing to this music a long time now. I want to keep dancing as long as the men 
do….  
One of the fascinating things about Sharon’s journal is the addition of reflective passages, 

written some years after the wartime experience. These passages give her the ability to look 
back at her earlier self and understand, with greater clarity, how she was shaped by what she 
went through. For example, she wrote this, years later, about those painful days: 

The ambivalence never leaves. There are days I wouldn’t go to war again for 
anything. There are days, like when I see casualties being carried from a 
bombed building in Beruit, I would give anything to go again. There is no 
final word, no complete epilogue on Viet Nam. Last year I asked another 
veteran what the difference was between those of us who went and those 
who didn’t. He said, “Those of us who went to Viet Nam never stopped 
fighting.” I don’t think we ever will. 

It’s a cliché to say that war is brutal, but there are no clichés in this journal of real 
experiences in a terrible place and time that nobody wants to remember. But we must 
remember and acknowledge it, or we will be doomed to repeat it. Sharon Wildwind’s journal is 
a window into an experience that is too horrible to remember, too powerful to forget.  

 
Dreams That Blister Sleep may be obtained from: www.bookscollective.com/river/books.htm 
or write to: The Books Collective, #214-21, 10405 Jasper Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta T5J 3S2 
(Telephone 780-448-0590).  

I can’t believe he is dead, that I 
will never see him again. I 

thought I understood. 
I don't. 
I can't. 

All that line he tried to give me 
about learning to like myself, 

about taking care of  
myself is so painful. 

I want him back. 
—Sharon Wildwind 

 

It is raining hard tonight, 
the hardest I have seen it rain 
since the  typhoon was off the 

coast in March. I sit in the 
shadows of the overhanging 

roofs behind a closed ward and 
cry as hard as it is raining. 

I don’t want to leave ... [but] I 
know I have to leave 

or go crazy. 
—Sharon Wildwind 

Written later: 
I never did see Ed again. 

Of all the people I knew in Viet 
Nam, he’s the one I wonder 

about the most. There are times 
when I’d love to talk to him 
again, just to know that we 
were both all right, that we  

both had survived.  
I don’t dream about him;  

I wonder if he ever  
dreams of me 

—Sharon Wildwind. 
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True Words from Real Women 
In this section of each Story Circle Journal, we publish members’ contributions of poetry and prose. Write for 
our Writers’ Guidelines, limber up your ballpoint pen (or your typewriter or computer), and send in your 
contributions. The theme of this issue’s True Words section is “Sidewalks.” 

There’s no Story Circle in your town? 

Create one! 

Down the Sidewalk 
 

We run down the street together, my mother and I. I am 
five years old, and we hold hands as we skim over the fallen 
leaves. We pick up speed in front of Mrs. Bruckard’s house 
with the green and white striped awnings, as we round the 
circle with its stunted apple trees, and then we seem to fly, 
down the hill where the terraces grow steeper and ivy spreads 
where lawn mowers can never reach.   

I wear red sneakers, laces carefully tied and double-
knotted. My mother wears low heels because she doesn’t have 
sneakers. I don’t think she even owns any socks, just 
stockings, folded clean in the middle dresser drawer, 
sometimes hanging damp off the shower curtain in the 
bathroom. She shouldn’t be running in those heels, but at first 
she is just pretending anyway, taking exaggerated steps to 
match my small ones, slow-motion running to keep pace with 
my small legs. 

As we pass the circle and head down the steeper length of 
sidewalk to 44th Street, the houses start to blur, and we are 
really running. Elm leaves on the sidewalk are dry as paper. 
She holds my hand. My Keds slap the sidewalk. I become like 
a leaf, light and fresh, carried by the wind.   

Maybe we aren’t watching carefully, maybe we are caught 
up in our flight, maybe an elm tree root has broken through the 
concrete and buckled the sidewalk. We are laughing at the joy 
of running, she with her silk stockings and me with my white 
anklets. I have never seen her free like this. She holds tight to 
my hand. 

Then one of us trips, over a root, a lip of cement, and I 
feel myself take flight for a second, losing contact with the 
ground, my sneakers a flash of red in all those yellow and 
brown leaves. She holds tight to my hand, even in our descent 
to the sidewalk. In a breath, we are sprawled on the cement, 
knees bleeding, stockings ripped, laughter stilled.   

We limp up the hill to our house. It doesn’t seem like the 
same hill; it is too high. Late afternoon shadows cast a chill 
over us. I forget about laughing; I forget about flying. My 
mother holds my hand. She doesn’t want to lose me.   
 

Ellen Collins 
Vienna VA 

Sidewalks 
 

The hard sidewalk rose up to meet my butt with a wham. I 
was trying to learn how to roller skate. I had strapped the 
metal skates onto my shoes and was giving it a whirl. Skating 
looked like so much fun, but it was harder than it looked. The 
concrete was hard. Tears of pain came into my eyes.  

 I took off the skates, trudged across the street to my 
house, got a pillow and a belt, and strapped the pillow to my 
butt. Then I walked back across the street and put the skates 
back on my shoes. Now falling down, which seemed like an 
unfortunate but necessary part of learning to roller-skate, 
wouldn’t hurt so much.  

I was skating on the concrete pad at the entry to the 
elementary school all by myself on a hot summer day. There 
was nothing to do. Endless, boring summer. I was waiting to 
start sixth grade at the school. My family had just moved to 
Austin, and I didn’t know anyone my age. There was no one 
but little kids to play with.  

I saw the skates, which were my size but had been given 
to my little sister, and a light bulb went off. At least it was 
something to do. I asked her if I could use them, and she drove 
a hard bargain. On Saturday I would have to clean her side of 
the room we shared.  

In retrospect, it’s hard to learn how to roller-skate when 
there’s nothing to hold onto while you learn to balance. It’s 
hard when there’s no one who already knows how to skate to 
coach you, to help keep you on your feet while you get the 
hang of it.  

I never did learn how to skate that summer. My sister died 
in the fall, just before school started, and then I didn’t feel like 
trying to skate any more.  

Learning to roller skate is still on my agenda of things I’d 
like to do in this lifetime. It looks like fun, and I’ve promised 
myself that I will learn how. 
 

Mary Ann Reynolds 
Austin TX 
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Looking Back 
 
“Don’t step on the cracks; you’ll break your mother’s 

back.” I can’t begin to count how many times I’ve heard that 
over the years, especially while playing hopscotch. Growing 
up in a family with six children, money was scarce, especially 
for store-bought toys. To save money, Mom would buy flour 
and beans in 20-pound cloth sacks. The sacks were all 
different colors and designs. Once emptied, they could be used 
in many different ways. 

I remember how excited we were when Mom surprised 
each of us with our own unique beanbag made out of those 
sacks. We immediately ran outside to play hopscotch with our 
new beanbags, being careful not to step on any cracks. 

When I was a teenager, skateboards were all the latest 
craze. The sidewalk on our block was smooth, gradually 
sloping downhill and perfect for skateboarding if you knew 
what you were doing. 

One day, coming home from school, my brother Steve and 
his friends met me at the top of the block. Steve had his 
skateboard in hand and a dare on his lips. I took him up on his 
dare, even though I was wearing my favorite dress bought with 
my hard-earned babysitting money. 

I rode that skateboard down the sidewalk, going faster and 
faster. I was doing great. I was the best! In front of my house I 
jumped off, thinking it was that simple. Wrong! The 
momentum had me running to keep from falling down. I 
couldn’t slow down. I couldn’t stop. Finally I fell flat on my 
face, sliding in the grass. 

I was so embarrassed when I slid to a stop. The skinned 
elbows and knees were no big deal, but my pride and ruined 
dress were. I wasn’t the hotshot I thought I was. A hard lesson, 
but one well learned. 

As I walk down the sidewalks of my life, I gain a better 
understanding of who I am, where I came from, and where I 
want to go. 

 
Diane James 

Marlin TX 

pleasure as I manipulate the shiny brass skate key to attach the 
shiny new skates to my clunky shoes. I consider the latter now 
greatly improved in appearance. Heading down the sidewalk, I 
pretend an impossible smoothness to my glide as the wheels 
narrowly miss uneven edges, cracks and holes. I let my guilt 
seep into these dark recesses as I speed by. 

Over time, the coveted skates, once believed so essential 
in my life, are cast aside and taken over by later siblings. 
Mangled from use, they are eventually relegated to the town 
dump. 

Was that moment of assertiveness worth the risk and 
guilty feeling of selfishness? You betcha! 
 

Cathy Tschumy 
Austin TX  

Sidewalk Memories 
 
The sidewalks that I remember best are the ones in my 

neighborhood when I was growing up in the Texas Panhandle.     
Those sidewalks surrounded our whole block except for 

the space in front of Billy Bob Caldwell’s house down towards 
the dry creek. I am not sure why their sidewalk was missing, 
but their house was set way back on their lot and they used 
their front yard as a parking lot for a number of old cars. There 
always seemed to be men there taking parts out of those cars 
or putting things into strange places under the raised hoods. 

The rest of our block had sidewalks that we children used 
mainly for roller skating. The concrete sidewalks were 
installed in squares. They probably were originally laid flat on 
the ground. However, huge elm trees that grew in most yards 
sent out bulky roots along the surface of the ground and those 
roots caused the squares of sidewalk to tilt at various angles. 
Some squares were even cracked into two or more pieces.  

This interesting phenomenon made roller skating quite an 
adventure. The tilts and humps of the sidewalk caused us to 
become skilled at navigating the ups and downs, the bumps 
and dips that we encountered as we sped around the block 
until we came to Billy Bob’s front yard. We could not skate in 
the dirt for fear of clogging up our ball bearing wheels, so we 
turned around at Billy Bob’s and went the other direction 
around the block, jumping the curb at the gravel alley and 
gingerly walking our skates across that rocky surface. 

I suspect that we became as skilled on our roller skates as 
the skate boarding youngsters I see today jumping curbs, going 
down steps, and facing a variety of uneven surfaces. 

 
Pat Flathouse 

Austin TX 

I think many people need, even require, a narrative version 
of their life.... Writing memoir is a work of wholeness...  

I still have a need to create a narrative of my life. to keep 
writing it until I see how it turns out. 

—Sue Monk Kidd  

Writing from Life 
Story Circle’s Very Special 

Weekend Memoir Workshop 
 

October 2–3, 2004 
Austin, Texas 

 

Watch for details in the 
September issue of  

the Journal 
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More True Words . . . 
A Wartime Treasure 

 
I was only four, but I had a job. Just like Daddy went to 

work, every morning I crawled onto my dull gray tricycle and 
patrolled the sidewalk. Sometimes I wore my WAC uniform. 
It was World War II, and I was looking out for strangers. My 
route was short, only about a hundred feet of sidewalk 
stretched between two vacant lots. 

“Never go into the vacant lots!” Mother warned. 
Sometimes I went a few feet down the path worn by folks 

on their way to the corner bus stop, but I never went far. I 
waved at them from the distance. 

This morning, something caught my eye. I climbed off my 
trike and looked down at a heap of what looked like little red 
buttons, or maybe coins, lying in the brown weeds. I scooped 
them up and headed for the house. 

When Daddy came home to lunch, Mother, all excited, 
showed them to him. 

“Red tokens!”  In those dark days of food rationing, 
stamps and tokens had more value than money. And red meant 
meat! 

  “Why, these mean we could have some hamburger.” Her 
eyes glowed.  “Or lamb chops!”  They looked at each other. 

“Maybe we should wait a couple of days,” she said. 
Daddy nodded.  

After my nap, Mother told me to be on the lookout for 
anything unusual. A woman got off the bus and started poking 
in the weeds. She was crying. I churned the trike up the 
sidewalk, calling Mother.  

“What’s wrong?” she asked.  “Can I help?” 
“There’s a hole in my pocketbook.”  The woman held up 

a battered black felt bag. “I lost my meat tokens on my way to 
work this morning. They’re all I had. My husband is 
overseas—I don’t know what to do.” The tears came even 
faster. 

 “You need to thank Tricia,” Mother said as she handed 
me an envelope to return to the woman. 

That night we ate beans, but we all smiled. 
 

Patricia Pando 
Bainbridge GA 

Echo 
 
“It’s time,” my father said. I jumped up from the white 

Formica kitchen table and off my shiny red vinyl chair, bare 
legs sticking to it. Behind me was a dinner of summer foods 
that included frosty glasses of iced tea with just the right 
amount of sugar, fresh yellow corn-on-the-cob covered in 
butter, salt, and pepper, thick slices of cold, firm watermelon, 
and a bowl of sweet red onions and cucumber slices soaking in 
red vinegar. 

I flipped down the linoleum-covered hall in pink rubber 
Beach Walks and out the screen door, being careful not to let 

Sidewalk Skates 
 
Three pairs of skates, three eager children, ready to try 

them out. Uh oh. Only one pair is the Cadillac model—shiny 
brass with smooth lines and a heftiness that shouts “quality!”  
The other two pair are mundane—simple steel with clunky 
lines and a wimpiness that shouts “junk in record time!” 

I want those shiny brass skates. I am choice less when it 
comes to the clunky saddle shoes I embarrassedly wear each 
day to school; I am not willing to endure clunky skates as 
well. Belonging to a family preferring self reliance to frank 
expression of needs or wants, I take a risk and assert my 
desire. 

Alas, my brother, one year my junior, also decides to lay 
claim to the skates in question. Squabbling ensues with vigor 
and we are duly dispatched to sit out in the car until we can 
come to a suitable resolution.  

Our silent glares and folded arms reflect our 
determination, each of us bent on success. Pressing into 
corners framed by the car seat and the door on either side we 
hold out for an hour until my brother finally caves. I don’t 
remember why. Perhaps he realizes he has better things to do 
(skating down the sidewalk) while I am willing to bide my 
time as long as it takes. 

My victory feels bittersweet, however. Catholic guilt 
cunningly whispers, “It’s sinful to be so selfish,” and mars my 

it slam. Stopping in the middle of the blacktop driveway, I 
looked up into the deep summer night. 

A summer night in Redlands meant gentle crickets, old-
fashioned chimes from the Methodist church dome on Cajon 
Street, peace and quiet, and a lot of heat. On certain nights, the 
sounds of orchestras, light opera, and applause from the 
Redlands Bowl rose into the air floating south, uphill, over 
trees and under stars, into our street. 

That summer NASA launched its silver Echo satellite, and 
everyone wanted to see it make its way across the starry sky. 
Families gathered several nights a week on lawns and in the 
street to search the darkness. 

“Do you see it yet?” “Is that it?” “I think I saw something 
moving over there.”  

Meg and Jimmy and Michelle were there, and the Dads, 
and Meg’s mom, and, in between looking, the adults chatted 
while we played with our hula hoops, trying to get them to 
stay up. I had a blue one with a white stripe, and a softer, 
shiny pale green one. I liked the green one because it didn't 
thwack my hipbones so hard when it spun around my waist. 

Neighbors sauntered over to our yard or we’d all wander 
to the sidewalk and street, heads turned upward, watching. 
“That’s it! I see it. Over there,” someone would say. “There it 
goes.”  And we watched, marveling, as Echo crept along like a 
moving star. 
 

Marcia Brannon 
San Juan Capistrano CA 

Volume 8 Number 2, June 2004  Page 11 

Sidewalks 
 
Sidewalks of my youth were clean—“new-subdivision 

white.” The inclined concrete path from our front door led to 
my future. Miami sunshine warmed my safe childhood as my 
mother cooked spaghetti or stuffed cabbages for dinner. 

My best friend and I sat on the sidewalk and shared 
dreams—giggling like girls do, whispering secrets; seeing 
other houses with inner glows, we pondered life. We followed 
Lis’s sidewalk round and round when her sister Pat’s plane 
crashed. My Mom tried to link our sidewalk to Vietnam when 
my brother was wounded. 

Skateboarding alone down the sloped path, I learned to 
glide and lean into turns, watching for obstacles. Brave yet 
cautious, avoiding rough patches (kind of like marriage?). 
When everything worked like a charm, it was exhilarating. 

Roller-skates of the 1960s were strange contraptions. 
Stepping our white Keds into those viselike devices, we 
tightened the side brackets with the odd, clunky, rusty skate 
key.   

A lifetime later in Atlanta, on a three-day walk for breast 
cancer, the sidewalks were broken, dangerous—like ice shards 
jutting through the surface. One woman, nearly surviving the 
battle of the walk and the war with cancer, hit those sidewalks 
hard—bruised and battered. Her sisters picked her up. 

Sidewalks—a metaphor for our lives? Childhood—clean, 
new, promising. Later life—broken, dangerous, scarred. For 
some of us it’s vice versa. The lesson? Pick your feet up high 
and keep on trucking, one step at a time. You can do it. Just 
keep going. One foot in front of the other.  

We fall and pick ourselves up again (or maybe our friends 
help us). And one day we come out on the other side. As long 
as we have breath, we keep getting up and put one foot in front 
of the other. 
 

Denise McAllister 
Roswell GA 

My Sidewalk Guest 
 
“Girl Kitty, here Girl Kitty.” My stray calico cat comes 

running down the sidewalk towards me. I have a long sidewalk 
so I get to watch her for several seconds like a new mother 
watching her baby crawl to her lap. She has the cutest way of 
running where her front paws turn inward and her upper legs 
bow out to the side causing her to rock back and forth. Her 
food is ready and she’s anxious to fill her empty belly after her 
long fast.  

I imagine that her life is lonely, dreary, and scary. Today 
it’s sunny and 65 degrees but yesterday it was cold and rainy, 
so I worry about her. There are other days when a big tomcat 
scares her away and eats her food.  “Come here, Girl Kitty. I 
won’t hurt you.” I always talk to her to help her feel safe 
around me, reaching out my hand whenever she’s near by. 
Some day I’ll stroke her and maybe find a way to hold her. 
Something awful must have happened for her to be afraid of 
human contact.  

I remember the first day I met Girl Kitty, five years ago. 
She was looking at me from the curb and ran away when I 
called her. It’s heartbreaking to watch her get thin in the hot 
summer and I wonder where she hides when the weather is 
freezing. My world seems dark, too. However it lights up like 
a morning sunrise when I see her trotting towards me. I wish 
cats could read because if they could, I would put a sign up 
that says, “Come down my sidewalk to the front door and 
you’ll find food and love.”  

Judy Miller 
Austin TX  

Ten Thousand Steps 
 
“I got you a lovely garnet necklace for your birthday and 

all you talk about is that inexpensive pedometer I found on the 
Internet,” my daughter complained.   

I go up and down the stairs in our house constantly. I walk 
Sandy, my golden retriever, every day. But my clothes, a size 
larger than I’d ever expected to wear, keep getting tighter. My 
daughter’s gift, a pedometer that counted steps, showed that I 
was walking 5000 steps most days. My stride, measured toe-
to-toe, is two feet. I was traveling less than two miles. 

I started doing strange things advocated in health 
magazines, like parking my car in the far corner of the grocery 
store parking lot. I’d make a round-trip of the first flight of 
stairs in our house (50 steps) to retrieve something, knowing 
I’d soon have to go back to the third floor (106 steps). All in 
the interest of increasing the number on that little plastic 
device attached to my belt loop. My perseverance got me to 
about 6000 steps each day. 

“Sandy,” I said sternly to my dog, “we have to find a 
longer route for our strolls down the local sidewalks.” She 
wagged in agreement. 

On our new 3990-step walk, nine American flags wave 
from houses, and there are two wind vanes, one with a 
schooner as its turning mechanism and the other an old-
fashioned railroad engine. Sights on our 3500-step walk 
include white frame houses with shutters painted in 
Wedgwood blue or sage, others with windows cross-hatched 
in triangles or outlined in ovals. I can take Patriotic Path for 
1.5 miles or Colonial Trail for 1.3 miles.   

One day I took my dog for both hikes, then walked in the 
mall. By the day’s end, I’d achieved 10,000 steps! My 
husband came home and found the dog lying on the Oriental 
rug, leash still attached, totally uninterested that he’d just 
come in the door. Not even a wag of the tail.  

I told my husband I’d managed to lose five pounds. He 
said he was pleased about my progress but worried about the 
dog. 

Judy Scheffler 
Summit NJ 
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More True Words . . . 
Sidewalks and Dreams 

 
I was four years old when I received my first pair of roller 

skates. They were the steel kind that were attached and 
tightened to shoes with a key. Eagerly, I’d put on my skates 
while sitting on the paint-mottled cement steps of the front 
porch on our house in Salinas, California, and then carefully 
hold onto one of the English ivy-covered porch roof supports 
to step on the grass. Many were the one-footed glides I did 
from grass, over the front walk, to grass on the other side, 
before I ventured to skate along the sidewalk in front of our 
house on Wilson Street, dreaming of one day being a Roller 
Derby Queen. 

The year I was 16, Mom began asking me in September 
what I wanted for Christmas. I said, “Roller skates.” It was the 
same reply every month she asked me.  

By then, my parents were divorced and I was living with 
my dad in Pacific Grove, California while attending high 
school in Monterey, four miles away. I roller skated to and 
from school every day over a red brick street, and cracked 
sidewalks, but I was no longer dreaming of being a Roller 
Derby Queen. A nebulous dream of being a writer had taken 
hold to replace it. 

Last year, I was on the main street in Stromness, 
Mainland Island, Orkney. The street paved with ancient slate 
slabs was crooked and had no sidewalks, I noted, during my 
stroll through the warm drizzly mist falling that mid-July 
morning. A refined dream took shape as I meandered down 
that sidewalkless street. I want to earn my living as a writer in 
Orkney. I am drawn by the scent of the sea and cries of gulls, 
by the ever-changing play of clouds and blue sky, and most of 
all by the sense of peace and tranquility I felt in my soul by 
being in that place. I wept when I boarded the ferry to retrace 
my solo journey to Edinburgh, Scotland, and I continue to 
weep with the yearning to return to Orkney to fulfill my 
dream. 

Katherine Gannett 
Plum City WI  

Pot-Holed Sidewalks to My Career 
 
After taking care of two fine children for eight years, I 

decided to re-enter the teaching world, once again. My first 
year back at a junior high was a difficult one. I felt as if I was 
trying to walk down a sidewalk filled with unexpected pot 
holes. The problems that ensued caused me to lose that job, 
but not the learning experience from it all. I did not know then 
that I would find a better position a few years later.  
In the meantime, being eager to work every day, I signed up to 
work at a day care center, which guaranteed in a newspaper 
ad, “You Can Work Here Every Day of the Week If You 
Come In.” This was great news for me because on days that I 
would not get called to substitute teach, I would literally cry 
for the lack of work and my strong desire to teach.  

I worked in this center for a few days. Just as I would get 
used to one activity, the supervisors would send me into a 
different room for a new assignment. In one of these rooms sat 
a sad, lost-looking baby with sniffles and a mournful whimper. 
He had a cherubic-looking face with golden-brown, wavy hair 
that framed his rosy cheeks and appeared to be about  nine 
months old. I cradled him in my arms and gently rocked him 
to sleep. I felt as if we were one being with our commonalities 
and both misplaced from our desired destinies. Like this baby, 
I too felt disorientated and disheartened, longing to be some 
place else. Once again, my sidewalk travel was rocky and 
uncertain.  

Shortly thereafter, I started to substitute teach nearly 
every single day. Gradually I began to accumulate steady work 
with longer and more relevant assignments that complemented 
my destined career. The sidewalk became smoother and I 
picked up my pace. I now teach junior high Spanish, and have 
for the past nine years. Occasionally, there are still some pot-
holed sidewalks to tread upon, although they are not nearly as 
frequent as they once were. Perhaps some day, these sidewalks 
will take me into other new and exciting careers!  
 

Sharon Blumberg 
Munster IN 

Looking Ahead 
“True Words” is 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 
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: 
 

In the Kitchen—September 2004 (due July 15) 
Fat and Thin—December 2004 (due October 15) 

Mothers and Daughters—March 2005 (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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Sidewalks 
 
Most families’ histories are captured in photo albums or 

scrapbooks. Not ours. We relied on the pavements of our 
block to tell us what had happened as we grew up. I played 
double Dutch jump-rope with the neighbor girls on their front 
sidewalk. We also gathered there for hopscotch. Always 
present were the chalk markings delineating the numbers and 
squares for that game. 

Further down were blood drippings. That lasted until a 
torrential rain devoured them. One of my brothers’ playmates 
had decided he was Superman. Locked in his house, the boy 
felt he could escape by being the comic book character. He 
pushed his arm through the door; lacerated by the broken 
glass, he ran howling for help to a neighbor. 

Then there was the pavement that had not been set 
properly. Part of the cement struck higher than its companion 
pieces. I had not noticed this. I loved to roller skate around the 
block. One day as I did I sailed over that hump, but my skate 
caught and I went flying. Ever since then, my ankle, sprained 
by the fall, has always been a vulnerable part of me. 

My brothers trained me to ride my bike on our 
neighborhood sidewalk. They held tightly to the handlebars 
and patiently wheeled me up and down. I have fond memories 
from this. 

Since we grew up during the Second World War, steel 
was precious. For more than a year our roads were dug up and 
the trolley tracks removed for the war effort. We had to walk 
everywhere and came to know our pavement squares well. 

The most painful lesson of our family history was this. 
The woman who lived to the right of us had a strong antipathy 
against Roman Catholics. When she marched down the 
sidewalk and came to our house, she stepped down onto the 
street. Once safely past our house she mounted the sidewalk 
again. 

“Why?” I queried my mother.  
“Because we are Catholic,” was the reply. 
Our sidewalks defined us to ourselves and to the world 

around us. 
Mary Sullivan, r.c. 
Highland Park NJ 

Sidewalks 
 
Before the 1940s, my grandfather was the only building 

contractor in the small town where we lived, and as a child I 
enjoyed searching for his initials in the sidewalks and building 
foundations. I was only six when we lived near Grandma and 
she would let me run errands for her along these sidewalks. 

The town was small and boasted two grocery stores, three 
taverns, one café and a movie theatre that was open on 
Saturday nights when the farmer’s came into town. Grandma 
lived just three blocks from the park in the center of town but 
she kept her own chickens and had a large garden. Grandma 
butchered chickens for eating and canned vegetables from her 
garden. The eggs she couldn’t use were sold to the grocery 
store for a penny apiece. Sometimes she would let me carry 
the eggs in a paper bag to the store for her. It is a wonder to 
me now that the clumsy girl of my childhood was trusted with 
a task like that. 

Along the sidewalk in the first block from the park was 
the creamery where the farmers brought their cream to be sold 
in the big milk cans. We had to bring our own quart jars to buy 
the sweet cream for whipping and sour cream for borsht. I can 
still smell the barn smells in the air of the warm room. I would 
never drink milk in the summer that came straight from the 
cow and the smells of the creamery smelled just like warm 
milk. Although I tried to hold my breath while I was there, I 
could never get out of there fast enough. 

Sometimes I was sent to the drug store to buy hand-
packed vanilla ice cream by the quart. As a special surprise the 
druggist would occasionally pour maraschino cherries and 
juice over the ice cream. The anticipation of the treat was 
almost too much to bear. 

The sidewalks of my childhood hold special memories of 
warm and carefree days long past. I like to think of them as the 
good old days. 
 

Judy Watkins 
Hillsboro OR 

A Website of  Your Own 
 

It’s true!  
Every writer needs her very own website. 

 
Peggy Moody, creator of SCN’s  

award-winning website,  
can help you design a website that  

tells your story and 
showcases your work.  

Contact Peggy at  
pmoody@pobox.com  

512-250-5085 

Heirloom Memoirs 
Preserve your own or your family’s history now 

in unique book form! 
 

Personal historian Paula Yost offers life-writing 
services, classes, and programs. 

 
Contact Paula at 

Heirloom Memoirs 
690 PR 5860, Yantis TX 75497 

903-383-2126 
qutxpin-psyost@peoplescom.net 




