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By Sharon Wildwind 
It takes courage for a woman to tell her life story, even more to let her story stand 

and be judged by strangers. 
The Story Circle Network Lifewriting Competition began in February 2000. 

Susan Wittig Albert, founder of SCN, says, “It was started as a way to encourage 
lifewriters—give them another publication opportunity, offer an opportunity for 
writing, give them some models of good writing. At the time, in the late ’90s, 
lifewriting was less widely recognized than it is now, so it was a way of calling 
attention to this particular writing genre.” 

This year marks competition number six. There have been winners from Texas, 
California, Virginia, Pennsylvania, Indiana, North Carolina, Massachusetts, Idaho, 
Oregon, Florida, and Colorado. 

Twenty-five to thirty-five women submit stories every year. Most are narratives, 
some are poems. Judges look for freshness and originality, clear and authentic voice, 
and responsiveness to topic. Final polish is the last criterion. Polish—pardon the 
pun—there’s the rub. 

Some stories are painfully private, an “I am” confession that the author can barely 
get out, never mind worrying about punctuation and sentence construction. I am in 
prison. I am seriously ill. I am haunted by this thing that happened to me. These are 
stories born in courage. Others have moved to a broader “I was” and “We are.” I was 
taking a trip with my daughter. We are a girl’s club. These are reflective, growing, 
moving-on stories. 

As a judge, I’ve been constantly aware of how often mental illness and cancer, 
particularly breast cancer, are seminal events in women’s lives. Carol Landherr, from 
Waco/Temple, Texas, died of breast cancer in the same year SCN started this contest. 
She was an enthusiastic and committed lifewriter who inspired others to write and 
share their stories and was hosting an OWL group. Contests were initially dedicated to 
her memory. 

In the spring of this year, the SNC board changed the dedication to Susan Wittig 
Albert, another woman well deserving of honor and the founder of Story Circle 
Network. 

Over the past six years, a total of 24 woman have been winners and have had their 
stories published in the Journal. A list of all the women who’ve won can be found on 
page 3. Titles, and stories themselves, can be found on the SCN web site. If you 
haven’t already done so, I encourage you to read every one of them, and to 
recommend this site to your friends so they can read about these wonderful lives. Next 
year, pick up your own pen. Write large! Write life!  

The Winners of the 
Susan Wittig Albert  

2005 Lifewriting 
Competition  

 

Laura Girardeau (1st) 
Barbara Smythe 

Patricia Daly 
Lucy Ann Albert 

 

Stories begin on page 3 

Sharon Wildwind is .the author of Dreams That Blister Sleep, a memoir of her time as a nurse 
in Vietnam. Her first mystery, Some Welcome Home, was published in March ’05 by Five Star 
Press. Sharon lives in Calgary, Canada. 
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We are writing women! Not only do we have over 50 writing 
circles in the United States, but in April we published our fifth 
annual anthology, True Words from Real Women, full of 
outstanding poems and stories. We had so many great 
submissions that we did not have room for. So this year for the 
first time, we have posted those not printed at www.storycircle.
org/anthology for you to read if you haven’t already. Thank 
you, all the members of circles who submitted your stories. 
After all, we are “for women with stories to tell.” 
In this issue of Story Circle Journal, you will find the winning 
submissions to our Susan Wittig Albert Lifewriting Contest, 

which also has grown each year. And, the University of Texas Press has unanimously 
accepted our Plains, Deserts, Canyons, Mountains: Women Write about the Southwest 
for publication in Spring 2007. We are writing women! 

Last June, I visited Dallas and lunched with about 12 women from North Central 
Texas. Four members of a circle traveled from Tyler, an hour away. They asked 
questions. I answered. We wrote from a prompt. Some read to the rest of us. And SCN 
now has a North Central Texas region. Many thanks to Becky Marshall of Dallas for 
initiating our gathering. They plan to meet again in September. Those of you in 
Southeast Texas might well be next, meeting with our President-elect, Patricia Pando. 
Watch for information. 

September not only brings cooler weather for many of you, but also brings SCN’s 
annual fund drive. Last year 66 women gave some amount to SCN and over a dozen 
women upgraded their membership to Supporter, Sponsor, or Patron. We hope that 
you will help us double that number this year. Remember that dues provide less than a 
third of the funds SCN needs to continue our present services and programming. 
Please consider giving generously when you receive our letter within the next few 
weeks. Any amount is appreciated and is tax deductible. 

Our semi-annual Writing from Life workshop is a month away with new topics 
and facilitators you may not have experienced before. The sessions are varied: from 
reminiscence and legacy to celebrating the good times, exploring the themes and 
characters from our favorite books, and more. WFL is bound to be a rich and 
rewarding experience. Saturday evening will include optional activities. For details see 
page 24. 

Do you want to know “who is that lady with the tattoo?” Come to my session at 
our Stories from the Heart, III and discover who and what she may be. You will have 
20 different sessions and several panels from which to choose. And this year, we are 
giving you time to browse among the wares and crafts of SCN members. If you would 
like to be a vendor, check for those details and many more in this Story Circle Journal. 
Women are already registering for this always energizing event. 

Story Circle Network is not only for individual women with stories to tell. It is for 
women to share their stories. We honor the importance of relationship to all women. 
Our 50 writing and reading circles give us regular opportunities to share our stories. 
Each of us would enrich not only others but ourselves if we could reach out to women 
in our communities and encourage them to share their stories as well. Sing your song. 
Listen when others sing theirs. And join together in right relationship. 

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: Jane Ross 
mjr@io.com 
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Mary Jo Doig 
Patricia Pando 

 

We welcome your letters, stories, 
and suggestions. 
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One Year $35 US 
$45 Canada and Mexico 
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Postal Money Order only, please  
 

Back Issues: Back issues are available 
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issues: $5 each; 10 or more, $3 each. 
Add postage as follows: $1 for 1 issue, 
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Judith Helburn 
 

Judith Helburn 
President, Story Circle Network 
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First Place Winner 
The Piano Teacher 

Laura Girardeau 
Moscow ID  

Her name is Beverly. She has hands as soft as cookie dough and golden hair from 
another time. A time before, when love mattered and gardens bloomed. She has a garden 
behind her house that births broccoli and bougainvillea with equal ease, and when you 
come into her home through a door that’s always open, she gives you something from the 
garden, freshly birthed.  

I haven’t been alive until now. Every Thursday, my mother and I make the pilgrimage 
to her house as if going to church, only Beverly doesn’t care if I wear jeans like my 
mother and God do. As we drive down the country road to her house, I’m sitting in the 
back seat pretending to do my theory homework, but instead I’m looking, looking at the 
thistles like cathedral spires that line the road and speak of the beauty to come. Instead I’m 
breathing in the wild weeds, Queen Anne’s Lace, a flower from another time. This flower 
smells of freedom.  

I never do my theory homework. Beverly says my gift is feeling, not theory. My 
fingers draw difficult patterns across the keys, patterns that have never been before been 
tried. It would be easier to do it the way everyone else does, but she says I have the Gift of 
Feeling, like Bach and Beethoven, who wrote their stories with notes instead of words, 
flowers instead of theory.  

Maybe they felt like I do when a boy at school who smells of wild weeds holds my 
hand—Fantasia in C Minor. Or when my father yells at me—a never-ending Pathetique in 
D. But how could Bach and Beethoven understand, if they’re boys?  

“Why weren’t there any lady composers back then?” I ask Beverly, and she looks sad, 
but always takes the time to answer, even if it’s just to say there are no answers. Whenever 
I say something, she looks right at me and listens, until I wonder if this is really the world, 
in the wild weed countryside, and all that on the other side of the thistle spires—sisters, 
school, pain—isn’t.  

Sometimes I go into the room with her for my forty-five minutes, the metronome 
beating like a heart, and we just talk. My mother is outside on the couch and must know 
I’m not playing, but she just waits. This is my time, the one time she can’t barge in. 
Because I’m with Beverly, who’s holding my hand to help me reach an octave, but all I 
can feel is her soft, warm touch and not the keys.  

Now my tears are dripping on the keys as I tell her about the boy who smells like wild 
weeds and feel the touch on my hands I’ve been missing from my mother. I tell her how it 
feels to be a Fantasia in C and a Pathetique in D all at once.  

And she doesn’t care that I didn’t do my theory today. She just holds my hand and 
tells me how talented I am. To her, my talents are just being myself, playing songs in the 

(Continued on page 4) 

Announcing the Winners of SCN’s Sixth Annual Writing Contest,  

The Susan Wittig Albert  
Lifewriting Competition 

 

Thirty-one SCN members entered this year’s lifewriting competition. After two rounds of judging (involving 
12 judges), four winners were selected. The judges all agreed—the entries this year were the best we’ve had, 
and that it was very difficult to choose among them. As far as we’re concerned, every writer is a winner! 

Congratulations to  
all our contest winners 
 
2005: Tend and befriend 
Laura Girardeau (1st) 
Barbara Smythe 
Patricia Daly 
Lucy Ann Albert 
 
2004: Mothers and daughters 
Ellen Collins (first)  
Susan Schoch 
Diane Linn 
Diane Pattara 
 
2003: Our environment 
Karen P. Ryan (first)  
L. Hazel Davis 
Mary M. Elizabeth 
Dee Stover 
 
2002: Who am I, anyway? 
Linda Joy Myers (first) 
Jackie Woolley 
Mary Jo Doig 
Lisa Shirah-Hiers 
 
2001: A painful event that 
brought new growth 
Jean McGroarty (first) 
Erin Philbin 
Sandy McKinzie 
 
2000: A relationship that 
taught me something important 
Mary Faith Pankin (first) 
Duffie Bart 
Marie Buckley 
Carolyn Cook 
Peggy Park Talley 
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had formerly belonged to held them at arms length because 
they were members of the dreaded Girls Club. The Girls 
appeared to have fun, playing cards, going to movies, 
shopping and lunching together; but there was something 
about the Girls Club members that seemed lonely and sad to 
me, and I hoped I never would be one of them. My hope was 
not to be realized. When my turn came, I had no choice but to 
accept my membership invitation with what little courage I 
had left.  

I’ve been a member of the Girls Club for many years now. 
In that time, most of our mothers and aunts have gone and left 
their Club duties behind. Each year more daughters join to 
take their places. The daughters are welcomed with tenderness 
and tears and tips on how to survive in the Club. We circle 
around a new member, taking her to lunch, the movies, 
shopping with her, and staying with her when she tries to visit 
old groups she belonged to before she was a member of the 
Girls Club. We stay close by as she makes her adjustments and 
gets used to being a member of the Club.  

In time, our new member will feel joy again. I am 
reminded of the poem, “Woman Alone,” by Denice Levertov 
in which she talks about experiencing the pleasure of sitting or 
walking for hours after a movie, talking earnestly and even 
laughing with friends, without worrying that it’s late and she 
needs to fix dinner. There will be delight in being able to leave 
her books and magazines all over half the bed, where she read 
through the night with the lights on, bothering no one. She will 
even turn off the telephone and sleep until noon without guilt. 
Fear will still be part of her life, but not loneliness. She will be 
afraid now about how to deal with the aging of her body and 
her reflection in the mirror. The wonder in her will be at how 
much younger and prettier she feels than the way she looks. 
And at some point, her courage and confidence in her ability 
to manage her future as an old woman will take root in her 
soul. Her time of mourning at becoming a member of the Girls 
Club will have come to an end. She will, without shame, 
celebrate her solitude.  

I suppose there are young women watching us with 
worried wonder, hoping that somehow they will escape 
membership in our very special sisterhood. They smile and 
nod at us and even spend some time with us. Some of them 
will escape membership. Some will not. If they don’t escape, I 
think they will find that the Girls Club is a soft place to fall 
when they are without a parachute. It is a place where they can 
be held together with knowing hearts, when they are in a 
million fractured pieces. Somehow, I don’t think they will 
appreciate that benefit until they become members.  

Today my dear friend joined the Girls Club. I had so 
hoped that she would not be joining for at least another year. I 
cried with her and laughed with her as she told me how she 
had received her notice. Memories of my own initiation into 
the Club came rushing back with such clarity I shut my eyes 
against the glare. I recognized the guilty rage she felt at the 
person that had made her a member of the Girls Club; her 
unwillingness to be labeled “brave” and “strong”; her longing 
to be alone to wallow in her grief. All I could do, through my 
tears, was give her permission to feel any way she wanted to 

(Continued from page 3) 
key of flowers and asking about lady composers. Beverly’s 
God understands. Maybe he lives in her garden and in the wild 
weeds. Maybe He’s a lady composer.  

I feel better now that I’ve told Beverly what I’m 
translating when I play the Pathetique, and she tells me if 
that’s what’s making me play so well, to keep on feeling it. I 
can still hear her saying it, twenty years later. Beverly’s gone 
now, but somehow she’s not, and I still play every day, even 
though I can’t afford a piano, only a pen. I’m playing it now as 
the ink smears my hand, my fingers following the logic of the 
wildflowers, just for her.  

 
First place winner Laura Girardeau lives in a log cabin in 
Idaho and enjoys writing a unique form of memoir: short 
stories in the voice of herself as a child. Laura feels that using 
the present tense gives the stories a sense of immediacy, 
helping us empathize with our younger selves. Laura enjoys 
teaching children at outdoor school, and received her Master’s 
in Environmental Studies from the University of Oregon.  

 
 

Girls Club  
Barbara Smythe 
West Covina CA  

We added a new member to our exclusive Girls Club 
today. She joined us quite unwillingly, as we all had. Some of 
us had joined quite suddenly, initiated without warning, 
ushered into membership in a daze of silent screams. Others 
were notified of their coming membership in advance, waiting 
with terrible dread, while all the time hoping that they would 
somehow avoid the initiation rites.  

I was the first of our group to be initiated. It was sudden 
and without warning. In the space of an hour, on a very 
ordinary and happy day, I received my membership 
notification. Some of our mothers and aunts already belonged 
to the Girls Club when I became a member. We expected them 
to be members, not us. It was still a phenomenon for daughters 
to join when I did, an unexpected event, one that left the other 
daughters in shock and fear. Suddenly they realized that if it 
could happen to me, they could also be surprised with 
membership. They didn’t know what to say or do—they were 
just glad they had not been asked to join yet. In spite of their 
fears, they offered their best wishes, pretending that 
everything would be okay.  

I had never wanted to belong to the Girls Club. I had been 
watching its members with fascination and dread since my 
early twenties. You could always tell who the Club members 
were. Not by any lapel pin logo or anything. You would see 
them clustering together on the sidelines of group gatherings, 
socializing, but not really belonging to the larger group. I was 
never sure if that behavior was a choice, or if the groups they 

More Contest Winners 
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feel, and assure her that I would be there for her anytime of the 
night or day. That’s what Girls Club members do for each 
other. My years of membership have given me the credibility I 
never wanted. I am qualified to welcome my friend to the Club 
with open arms and be her guide on the journey to find her joy 
again. Today, I didn’t mind so much being a member of the 
Girls Club.   

 
Barbara Smythe lives in West Covina, California. Recently 
retired from school and city administration, she is exploring 
the joys of creative writing. Committed to writing her memoirs 
for her three children, eight grandchildren and two great-
grandchildren, she often gets side-tracked with life happening 
right now! She has been published in Pomona Valley Review, 
the literary magazine of California State Polytechnic 
University, Pomona, CA.; Growing Up on Memory Lane 
Small Town USA; and Chicken Soup for a Better World.  

 
 

Joni 
Patricia Daly 

Largo FL  

In November of 1985 I was living in Omaha, coming 
down the home stretch of completing my Master’s Degree in 
Public Administration. Joni lived in the next apartment in our 
building on 46th Street. She was a big girl, over six feet tall. 
Joni had big kids, and she cooked big meals.  

Joni called me “kid” or “Trish.” I called her “neighbor.” 
“Hi, neighbor,” I’d say. “Hi, kid,” she would respond. There is 
not one living soul who, before or since, has called me either 
“kid” or “Trish.” They were her names for me, and I treasure 
them, just as I treasure the Thanksgiving dinner instructions 
she dictated to me one day; the instructions I still have after 20 
years and which I follow faithfully at the end of every 
November. The measurements have been halved for the most 
part, and I’ve made other adjustments through the years. But I 
still bring out that precious paper annually and thank her again 
for being my mentor and friend.  

Joni was ten years my senior, born in 1939. She had the 
misfortune of suffering a stroke in her 20s due to birth control 
pills which at the time were “one size fits all” and that size 
was a massive dose of hormones. The result for her was a 
weakened left side of her body, a noticeable limp in her left 
leg that had to be dragged along as though an invisible toddler 
were clinging to it as she tried to walk normally. The toes on 
the foot of that uncooperative leg had been broken repeatedly 
because she had no feeling in her foot, and she had problems 
finding shoes that fit.  

Joni had been around the block. She smoked, drank wine, 
and chewed gum. She obviously cut her own hair. She looked 
like a ’60s throwback and had been married twice.  

Joni could size up a man with one click of her gum. She 
could tell what a guy was made of without even looking at 
him. The first test was how they responded to her. She was 
definitely not for the faint-hearted man: over six feet tall, 
looking down at most of them, chewing her gum, dragging her 

leg, chopped up red hair, always with a “dare me” attitude 
about her. She intimidated most women, too, but I recognized 
the real Joni from the moment I sat next to her in class at the 
University of Nebraska and said hello. “Hi, kid,” she said to 
me, chewing that gum like there was no tomorrow (she needed 
a cigarette).  

Joni did not intimidate me, she attracted me. I can’t 
explain what it was, only that I recognized her as someone 
who was simply herself and who was not at all interested in 
trying to impress anyone. She looked a little strange, there in 
the front row of the classroom, pen in hand, ready to get to 
work. With the 60s hair and polyester pants and strange shoes 
she looked like a bag lady, I swear. She always had a “let’s get 
this show on the road” presence. I loved her from day one.  

When I asked her if she’d tell me how I could make a 
complete turkey dinner for my November beau, I can picture 
her in her nouveau-Goodwill décor living room, in the corner 
of her sofa, cigarette and glass of wine on the end table, gum 
snapping. She looked at me in silence, thinking, deciding. 
Then, without giving a yes or no answer, she ordered me to 
“get a piece of paper and a pen.” I jumped up. She gave me a 
blank paper with the words “General Property Loss Report” 
across the top. It had blue lines and headings such as 
“Insured”, “Adjuster”, “Applicable Endorsements”, “Claim 
#”, “Cause/Origin”, and multiple others. The carbon second 
page was pink.  

She started dictating even before I could get situated in 
the chair. I did not ask her to slow down or start over; I knew 
this was my one and only chance. “Get a frozen, self-basting 
turkey, 14–15 lbs.” she began. I wrote it down. She went right 
into the ingredients for the stuffing, “3 loaves of plain label 
bread, poultry seasoning, sage, onions, parsley.” I was writing 
like mad. “...celery, eggs, chicken broth, thyme...” I began to 
realize that this meal was going to cost a fortune since my 
kitchen cabinets contained nothing on the list so far except for 
the plain label bread. “...margarine, 2 lbs, el cheapo...” That’s 
exactly what I wrote, “el cheapo.” I was not leaving any of the 
instructions or ingredients to chance. I began a second column 
of items that included eggs, evaporated milk, corn starch, 
olives, hot rolls & butter; and then a third column that 
completed the ingredients: green beans, salad, dessert, 
cranberry sauce, potatoes, salt, and raisins. Not once did she 
ask, “Did I mention thyme? Did I remember to say chicken 
broth?” No. Her concentration was so intense that we both 
knew she had not forgotten anything.  

The Thanksgiving dinner turned out better than the 
relationship. I still had a freezer filled with leftovers a month 
later when I flew home to Pennsylvania for Christmas. Upon 
my return to Omaha in January I reported to Joni’s door. She 
let me in as always, without a word, snapping her gum, 
leading the way to the living room. She poured me some wine 
and I asked her about her Christmas and what’s new. She said 
nothing much except that she discovered she had a little case 
(“a little case”) of cervical cancer. I was speechless, mainly 
because she said these words with the same tone she might 
have said, “Nothing much; my kids came over and we opened 
gifts on Christmas Eve, as always. How were your holidays?”  

(Continued on page 6) 
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Jews—and vice versa—the better off we’ll all be.”  
I located the church and entered their social hall with 

some apprehension, lugging my records and sound equipment. 
There were so many people there! Even men! At my Temple 
we had great difficulty getting men to join the dance classes.  

I began with the simplest dances. They were very 
attentive to my instructions, and I began to relax as soon as I 
heard my beloved Israeli dance music. There is nothing like 
the joy and love expressed in the rhythms and sounds of Israeli 
folk dance music. They felt it, too, I could tell. They were 
excited by the music and the physical pleasure of performing 
the simple movements.  

“Will you come again?” Can you come every Tuesday 
night? They told me their names, but I could hardly remember 
them all.  

I did remember one. “My name is Danielle,” she said 
quietly, spelling it for me because it was so unusual.  

“I’m the Pastor’s wife,” she said. “We’re so glad you’ve 
come.”  

Thus began my Christian-Israeli folk dance class at the 
First Church of God, and my friendship with Danielle, the 
Pastor’s wife.  

She was quiet, unassuming; but I noticed the strength in 
her steel grey eyes. Danielle was accepting, even motherly; 
perhaps a little too round.  

We were an unlikely pair. She was at least ten years 
younger than me, her children just beginning school. Mine had 
flown successfully out of the nest, so I would listen and advise 
about child-rearing and behavior problems. But it wasn’t all 
one way—Danielle listened to me as well. I had followed my 
children out of the nest, leaving my husband of thirty years, 
and sought companionship, understanding, and compassion. 
She had all of that for me, plus some additional unsought 
warnings and advice about the new men in my life.  

Now I’d always thought Jews were friendly and 
hospitable, urging you to visit them, eat their food. But they 
were nothing compared to these Christians! I was invited 
everywhere! To their homes, to their parties.  

One day I was invited to a baby shower. As usual, they 
were warm and welcoming, and the party was similar to many 
I’d attended before—except for one thing, which frightened 
me. The women placed their chairs in a circle, and in turn, 
each said what she “prayed” for the expectant mother. Now, 
Jews pray, but in my experience we’ve always prayed as a 
group, as a congregation; our own private prayers are said 
silently, not usually for others to hear.  

I was worried not only because I’d never done this before, 
but because I didn’t know what prayer I would offer when my 
turn came. But as I listened to each woman, I realized they 
were saying what they wished, what they would want for her. 
So I did the same. I “prayed” for her continued good health 
and that of the baby.  

Danielle worked full time as a secretary. Her office was 
near my home, and often during her lunch hour, we would 
walk—and talk, each discovering the other’s humanity despite 
our different religions—despite our widely divergent political 
views as well. Danielle and I shared our inner lives: our 
thoughts, worries, and concerns, and we created a closeness 

(Continued from page 5) 
At the time she became ill, Joni worked at a nursing home 

as the Activities Director and had no health insurance. She 
soon had to quit her job, which meant she couldn’t pay her 
bills, and had to file for bankruptcy. I moved from Nebraska to 
Florida in May of 1986. Joni moved to Washington State to be 
near her daughter. We wrote back and forth for two years. She 
died in July of 1988.  

My stuff was in storage from May of 1986 until August of 
1988 when I moved into my condo. In November of ’88 I 
prayed that Joni’s Thanksgiving instructions had survived the 
move. They had. I found the “General Property Loss Report” 
instructions and cried for an hour when I felt her presence. 
There she was before me in a shroud of cigarette smoke, glass 
of wine at her side, gum cracking. “Hi, kid,” she greets me 
every year at Thanksgiving. “Hi, neighbor,” I respond.  

 
Pat Daly is a middle-aged grant writer who loves to write 
about her life’s experiences. She lives in Largo, Florida, and is 
shocked to discover that she can see the early dawn light of 
retirement on the horizon. She can’t figure out how time 
passes so quickly.  

 
 

Some of My Best Friends  
Are Christians 

Lucy Ann Albert 
La Mesa CA  

I was rushing out the door when the phone rang.  
“Hi, My name’s Judy Wentworth. Are you the Israeli 

dance teacher at Temple Beth Torah?”  
“Why, yes,” I said. Good thing I was still home, I thought. 

Maybe she wants to join my class.  
“I belong to the Church of God in Los Angeles,” she 

continued, “and we’d like to learn Israeli dancing. Can you 
come to our church and teach us?”  

I was stunned. I’d been teaching Israeli dance for several 
years: an adult class at my Temple, the kids at our Religious 
School, and a class of Down syndrome teenagers. But at a 
church?  

“I-I don’t know,” I spluttered. “Why would you want to 
learn Israeli dance?”  

“Our church members are interested in learning about 
Jews,” she said, “about their culture as well as their religion. 
We thought Israeli dance would be a good way to start. Can 
you teach us?”  

I didn’t know what to say. Would that be a good idea—
going to their church? What would people think?  

I stalled. “Let me call you back.” I’m in a hurry now.  
I asked our Rabbi. “Should I do that? Should I actually go 

to their church and teach them Israeli Dance?”  
“Why not?” he said. “The more Christians know about 

More Contest Winners 
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based on intimacy, trust and respect rather than similarities of 
religion, age or economic status.  

We also exchanged religious holidays. The Pastor’s 
family were special guests for the annual Seder at our Temple; 
and my family was invited for Easter dinner at her house. I 
remember my son-in-law agonizing beforehand how to avoid 
eating the ham he anticipated would be our meal. She served 
chicken.  

I was invited to the church wedding of my dance students, 
Mr. and Mrs. Wonderful. That wasn’t their real name, of 
course. When they first met—and from then on—they would 
each tell us how “wonderful” the other was. We heard that 
word so often from them, we called them Mr. and Mrs. 
Wonderful!  

But Mr. Wonderful fell from grace the day he did the 
laundry and hooked all Mrs. Wonderful’s bras together in one 
long bra-string. She had told him to hook the back of the bras 
together so they wouldn’t catch on other clothes, and he had 
mistakenly hooked them all together like a clothesline.  

My Christian-Israeli dance class members learned rapidly, 
so eventually I decided to combine them with my class at our 
Temple. It was a memorable evening when my Christian 
students walked into our Temple, joined hands in the circle 
and danced with equal skill and pleasure beside my Jewish 
students.  

It was a sad day when I learned that churches, as well as 
synagogues, have internal squabbles, and moral 
disagreements; and that their leaders can be ousted also. Such 
was the case with Danielle’s husband John.  

The day he found himself without a congregation, he and 
Danielle and their children were also without a home. They 
had lived in the one provided by the church.  

They had come to California from the south and decided it 
would be best to return. So John took the kids with him when 
he went to look for work back in Tennessee. Danielle had to 
keep her job here, as they needed an income.  

But where would she live? Where else but with me? I was 
alone and had ample room for her—in my heart and in my 
home. So Danielle lived with me for a few months until her 
husband found another church more suitable for him.  

They’ve been settled in Tennessee for many years now, 
but we still keep in touch. Our friendship had bridged a wide 
religious distance before; we are not daunted now by a mere 
physical one. To Danielle and me, no matter your religion, 
what matters most is how you act toward others.  
 

Lucy Ann Albert was born in New Rochelle, N.Y. in 1929, 
and graduated from Syracuse University in 1950 with a major 
in Sociology. The following year she received her MA in 
Education and taught kindergarten in for three years and first 
grade for one. Twenty years later, after raising three children, 
she returned to teaching at a preschool and a Temple. She now 
lives in La Mesa, Calif. 

Story Circle Network Wants Your 
Ideas, Input , and Energy! 

 
Organizational Memberships Announced 
 

As discussed at the July Board meeting, SCN will soon 
offer an Organizational Membership open to any non-profit or 
corporation sharing the mission, goals, and values of SCN. 

For a membership fee of $100, organizational members 
will receive: 
 

• One subscription to the quarterly Story Circle 
Journal, and our monthly national E-letter 

• Inclusion in the Story Circle Journal’s list of 
affiliated organizations. 

• Listing on the Story Circle Network’s website with a 
link to the organization’s website. 

• Publication in the SCN e-letter of the organization’s 
event notices. (Events to be announced should be in 
keeping with our mission, of interest to our members, 
and not in conflict with our own events.) 

• One membership discount per national Story Circle 
Network event. 

• Signage including the organization’s name and a 
place for their printed materials at each major 
national Story Circle Network function. 

 
Organizational Members might be drawn from publishers, 

writers organizations, women’s groups, businesses, etc. A list 
for this membership category is currently being compiled in 
anticipation of a September mailing.  

Now we need your help! If you know of an organization 
with similar goals to SCN, why not send their name and 
contact information  to our Executive Director, Peggy Moody 
at storycircle@storycircle.org 

—Reported by Diana McDaniel 
 

Become a Worker Bee for the ’06 Conference 
 

Over the past several years SCN has organized two great 
conferences for its members. Many members (including many 
Austin Chapter volunteers) worked diligently behind the 
scenes to make sure everything went as planned.  

SCN is already well on the way with planning for  its next 
big conference, Stories from the Heart III, to be held in 
February 2006. Behind the scenes, members are already very 
busy helping put everything together and we need a few more 
“worker bees” to do various jobs. We need: 
 

• Hospitality volunteers 
• Lots of registration table volunteers  
• Other volunteers (just ask) 

 

You don’t have to live in Austin to help with some of 
these needs—you just have to know you’re coming to the 
conference! You can call Penny Appleby at (512) 306-8936 or 
email her at penny.appleby@attglobal.net to sign up to give us 
a hand in getting the conference as superbly put together as it 
can be.  

Congratulations to All the Winners 
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Leilani first became involved with 
Story Circle Network during the 
early brain-storming sessions that 
launched the organization in 1997. 
In the beginning, she paid dues to 
support the organization but didn’t 
become an active member until 
2001 when she attended a Writing 
From Life workshop. SCN founder 
Susan Albert asked her to join the 
board where she went on to serve 

as Membership Committee Chair and later Vice President.  
One characteristic of Leilani, apart from her sincerity and 

sense of humor, is a refreshingly open approach to life and the 
tasks at hand. “I’m always curious about what comes next,” 
she says. “I’ve never had much of a plan for my career or my 
life. One thing happened and then another. I think that’s great. 
I would have missed out otherwise.” 

That willingness to be deeply involved in each task as it 
comes and to trust in what she calls “synchronicity” led her to 
a bold decision. Against the advice of friends, she cashed in 
her retirement. She took a three-year sabbatical to follow her 
bliss, wherever it would lead when she left her position as the 
Chief Financial Officer at the Texas Department of Mental 
Health and Mental Retardation. It was during those years that 
she met Susan Albert, began to journal for the first time, and 
worked as a caretaker at an AIDS hospice—an experience she 
calls one of her most memorable. She began her leave from 
work with a six-week jaunt across the country. “I rented a car 
and took books, a corkscrew, a coffee pot, and some journals. 
I had no plan, no reservations. I made it up as I went. I 
zigzagged from Colorado to Wyoming to Montana to Utah to 
New Mexico. It was absolutely wonderful.”  

The wild abandon and courage of that road trip reveal a 
self-confidence Leilani did not always possess. She credits 
many mentors and the opportunities that came her way for  
developing her confidence. “I’ve been so fortunate in my life 
with friends who’ve given me help professionally and 
personally. They say ‘when the student is ready, the teacher 
appears.’ That has happened to me time and time again.”  

Take a bow! Spotlighting our Story Circle Network volunteers 
 

Leilani Rose: Releasing Her Stories 
 
Leilani Rose’s work for SCN reflects a long-term interest in helping organizations grow and develop. She 
once wondered whether she might be called to work as a counselor but soon realized it was organizations 
she most wanted to help. Her work as SCN Membership Committee Chair and Vice President reflects that 
passion. Lisa Shirah-Hiers offers this tribute.  

Leilani holds strong opinions about what makes an 
organization work and what makes a good leader. “There must 
be congruence between your internal self and your external 
self. A leader must be a servant. Your leadership is in the 
service of the organization and not yourself. It’s important to 
do what you can to create an environment in which people can 
flourish and grow—a positive and joyful place.” While most 
people think of “a leader” as a particular position in an 
organization, we are all called upon to be leaders every day.  

One theme Leilani sees running through her life is her 
interest “in creating a vehicle where people of diverse ideas 
can come together and have a dialogue.” That interest is 
reflected not only in her work with the SCN, but at the Seton 
Cove, a spirituality meeting place in central Austin, where she 
and a friend facilitate a monthly “conversation café,” a 
structured dialogue on various topics. She has recently 
completed a 40-hour mediator’s training course and jointly 
facilitated a conversation café for the racial reconciliation 
ministry of several local churches. She and her friend are 
currently developing a workshop model for what she calls “the 
facilitation and renewal of individuals and organizations.”  

Though human beings have been telling stories for 
generations, Leilani believes that the power of telling our 
stories to one another is even more important in modern life 
because, with our busy schedules, there is a tendency to lose 
our connection to ourselves and to one another. She cites her 
weekly phone conversations with a long-distance friend as an 
example. As they catch up on each other’s news she says “we 
hold each other’s history and can play it back to one another.” 
That experience, she believes, is the foundation of SCN. 

Journaling also has become an important tool for Leilani. 
“A journal is like a friend. Sometimes, when something is 
happening, I can’t wait to get there. I didn’t start out that way. 
In the beginning I worried about getting the commas right. I 
remember the first time I wrote a swear word in my journal. I 
thought, ‘I’ve arrived,’” she laughs.  

SCN is in the midst of a transition from an Austin-based 
to a truly national and international organization. Leilani is 
devoted to aiding that process. Though she is stepping down as 
Vice President, Leilani will remain on the board, where her 
vision, optimism, leadership and sense of humor will continue 
to shape our organization and get us ready for whatever comes 
next. Her approach to life has much to recommend itself both 
to individuals and organizations. As she says, “in my life, I 
keep changing and growing, not being stuck in one place. I 
feel good about that.”  

Lisa Shirah-Hiers is a freelance writer and piano teacher in 
Austin, Tex. She has published articles, essays, and book 
reviews in the Texas Episcopalian, the Hill Country Sun, 
AustinWoman magazine, Austin Monthly and online. 
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SCJ. At Stories from the Heart III you will speak 
on “When Strong Women Tell Their Truths.” 
Let’s start right there. What makes a woman 
strong and what does telling the truth have to do 
with it? 
 

Rosemary Daniell: A strong woman faces her 
truths; she doesn’t live in denial. Lives change 
when women tell the truth—the gains from 
honesty are far more profound than the dangers 
telling the truth entails. What’s more, truth-telling 
is incredibly freeing, and that translates into 
energy. Women who are not self-concealing have 
this energy. The freer that people are in 
expressing their truths, the more creative they are. 

Most women are stronger than they think they 
are. Sharing the truth in a supportive setting is 
important; to be where you are, known as you are. 
I see women become strong women and strong 
writers as we support each other. 
 
SCJ. In Fatal Flowers you tell how you began to 
journal seriously after the birth of your third 
child. Tell us a about the importance of this in 
your life. 
 

Rosemary. I’ve kept a journal most of my life. I 
filled a five-year diary in six months when I was 
14 with entries about boyfriends and school 
adventures. 

My first marriage was when I was very 
young, 15. I had three children by the time I was 
23. I’d been married twice. (I married both of my 
high-school sweethearts). After the birth of my 
third child, my second daughter, the drive to write 
came on me full force. To deal with post-partum 
depression I began my journal. I examined every 
belief I’d been brought up with. This opened the 
door to being an artist. I was searching for my 
twin passions: painting and writing. 
 
SCJ. This is when you become a writer? 
 

Rosemary. It was a given that I would be a writer. 
My mother loved literature and dreamed of being 
a writer herself, and though she published a few 
things, she did not become that writer. I did. 

As I said, when I was 23 the drive to write 
came upon me. At first I took classes at the 
Atlanta College of Arts. Then I took a class in 
modern poetry at Emory. This changed my life. I 
made a total commitment and never looked back. 
For twelve years I wrote only poetry. Then after 
my mother died, I knew I must write Fatal 
Flowers. It was cathartic; it saved my life. 
 
SCJ. And the journal? Do you still keep one? 
 

Rosemary. I’ve never stopped. I have boxes and 
boxes. Through the years, it has become more 
complex. I keep a variety of notebooks for 
different uses, but the personal journal is the 
source and the core. I will write anything there. I 
am totally honest—no holds barred. How I got 
myself through some hard times is keeping the 
journal. I write my goals on the first page—both 
personal and writing, and on the second I write 
affirmations in the present tense. I read these every 
morning. There is a book called Write It Down, 
Make It Happen [Harriet Anne Klauser]. I believe 
in this theory. I choose affirmations that go to my 
goals. 

 
SCJ. I know well about your writing groups, the 
Zona Rosa. I was a member of the Atlanta group 
for a number of years. Tell us how you established 
Zona Rosa. 
 

Rosemary. The seed of Zona Rosa really began in 
1975 when I stood at my mother’s bedside at the 
Atlanta hospital as she died of an overdose of 
pills. Something happened inside of me. 

My mother was an extremely talented writer 
who thought that she did not have the right to be a 
writer. She should do other things. She felt she had 

(Continued on page 10) 

Meet other lifewriters and learn from their stories 
 

Rosemary Daniell: A Strong Woman Writing the Truth 
 
Rosemary Daniell, the keynote speaker for our February ’06 conference, Stories from the Heart III, is a 
novelist, memoirist, poet and teacher. More than 20 years ago, she established the Zona Rosa writing 
groups. In leading these ongoing groups, as well as Zona Rosa workshops held across the United States and 
in Europe, she has helped many women find and share their writing voices. She lives in Savannah, Georgia. 
Patricia Pando asked Rosemary about her life and work.  

When I found 
words, a way of 
detaching from 

experience 
through writing, 

I knew I had 
found my path...

the lights of 
truth guiding 

me safely back 
to myself. 

—from 
Confessions of 

a (Female) 
Chauvinist by 

Rosemary 
Daniell 

Lives change 
when women tell 

the truth. 
—Rosemary 

Daniell 
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(Continued from page 9) 
to please other people. She went to work to support her two 
daughters at a clerical job and never put herself first. After she 
died, we discovered she had destroyed all of her writing. It 
was gone along with her. 

Plus, I had been doing workshops for women in the 
Georgia Prison for Women in Milledgeville and knew the 
strength that came when women tell their own stories. 

From the time I began writing, I always had a writing 
group. In Atlanta I often had a poetry writing group at my 
home. In 1981 I began a group that, I thought, was to go on for 
six months. When I offered it again, the same women kept 
coming back, then we began to on Saturday afternoons once a 
month. After 20 years, we still are. Plus there is a second 
Savannah group and the Atlanta group. I give Zona Rosa 
workshops; there are Zona Rosa peer groups and lots more is 
coming. Maybe a Zona Rosa imprint.  
 
SCJ. Describe a typical Zona Rosa meeting. 
 

Rosemary. Zona Rosa meets once a month. Each member 
does exercises, or “exorcises” as we call them, during the 
month. We begin with these—without fail. These are the core 
of the Zona Rosa. We will also share news and activities, but 
the first part of the meeting is basically sharing. After a break 
for refreshments and socializing, we return to hear a formal 
manuscript of one of the members, or, more and more often, 
we will have a visiting author as a guest. Members usual 
submit a manuscript during the month. These I return with a 
critique at the end of the meeting.  
 
SCJ. The working title of your forthcoming book, Secrets of 
the Zona Rosa: How Writing (and Sisterhood) Change the 
Lives of Smart Women, seems to say it all! Tell us a bit more 
about the book. 
 

Rosemary. Lives change when women tell the truth. This 
book has some of the real success stories of the Zona Rosa. 
Many of our women have been incredibly successful—both in 
their writing and in their lives. 

As years have gone by I’ve observed women have habits 
that lead to happiness. When Fran* faces a crisis—she gets 
feedback—help from her friends. When she reached a crisis in 
her marriage she didn’t hold back, she told and got support 
from her pastor, her mother and her friends. When I faced my 
next crisis—I learned from Fran. 

At our retreats, no matter how much fun we have the night 
before, Derrie will be up to watch the sunrise. It is a ritual of 
her life. And Maria will be up early to do her yoga and work 
on her book. Seemingly small things, but they can lead to 
happiness. 

I also present the “Zona Rosa Promises.” These are the 
backbone of the Zona Rosa.  
 
SCJ. Sounds like the book will be almost as good as going to a 
Zona Rosa meeting. Now that it is done, what is your next 
writing project? 
 

Rosemary. I’ll return to the project that I put on hold to write 
Secrets of the Zona Rosa. Right now I’m calling it My 
Anarchist Heart: A Woman’s Travel through Bedlam and 
Back. It tells of a period when my life was high—things were 
good. I was single; my children grown. Then two of the three 
began a long struggle with chronic mental illness. This book 
deals with their struggles and my own conflicts as a mother 
and as an artist—15 to 20 years of dealing with crises. 

Plus, I’ve got a bunch of Zona Rosa books I want to write. 
Maybe The Zona Rosa Book of Life: How to Succeed in 
Everything! And lots more. 
 
SCJ. You mentioned the importance of exercises or 
“exorcises” to both the Zona Rosa meeting and to the writing 
process. How did they get the name exorcise?  
 

Rosemary. As I mentioned I strongly believe that writing 
exercises are the core of Zona Rosa. Early in the days of Zona 
Rosa one of the members of the Savannah group exclaimed, 
“These are not exercises, they are exorcises!” Thus they were 
named. They do work that way, providing a breakthrough to 
blocks and letting us get into the unconscious. There are 
exorcises in The Woman Who Spilled Words All Over Herself, 
and there will be loads more in the new book. 
 
SCJ. How about an exorcise or two that SCJ readers can work 
on while we anticipate hearing and meeting you at Stories 
from the Heart III? 
 

Rosemary. There are so many! One that we start newcomers 
on is “write about my wildest fantasy of what I will do with 
my writing.” The sky’s the limit on this one. It’s fine to win 
the Nobel Prize. 

The all-time most meaningful exorcise is “Write about the 
thing you most don’t want to write about. And if you can’t yet 
write about it, then write about why you can’t (or won’t).” I’ve 
seen enormous breakthroughs follow from this. It creates great 
energy. 
 
—This interview was conducted and edited by Patricia Pando. 
It took place in Atlanta, Georgia on June 16, 2005. 
 
*Some names have been changed to protect privacy. 
 
 
 
Rosemary Daniell’s writing credits include The Woman Who 
Spilled Words All over Herself: Living and Writing the Zona 
Rosa Way. She has also written a collection of poems called A 
Sexual Tour of the Deep South, the novel Hurricane Season, 
and two memoirs: Fatal Flowers: On Sin, Sex and Suicide in 
the Deep South, which is about growing up female in the 
South and her mother’s life and death, and Sleeping with 
Soldiers: In Search of the Macho Man.  

Her next book, to be called Secrets of the Zona Rosa: 
How Writing (and Sisterhood) Changes the Lives of Smart 
Women, is due out from Holt in May 2006. 
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The Woman Who Spilled Words All over Herself: Writing and Living the Zona Rosa 
Way, by Rosemary Daniell (Faber & Faber, Inc., 1997. ISBN 0571199356). Reviewed by Linda 
Wisniewski 
 

Within her long chapters with titles like “How I Wrote My Heart Out and How You Can 
Too”, Rosemary Daniell tells us the story of her writing life, in a style so conversational and 
intimate that it feels like she has just pulled up a chair at your kitchen table. She generously 
shares the details of her unhappy love affairs, her mother’s suicide, and her children’s addictions 
and mental illness, while amazingly maintaining a sense of humor. I cheered when I read that 
she turned down a scholarship to cosmetology school, although she probably would have made a 
good story out of that experience, too. 

The book covers the time before and after she started Zona Rosa, an ongoing group for 
writers which she named after an old brothel district in Mexico City, poking gentle fun at the 
first group of women who were very “proper,” but also paying homage to their femininity. The 
Zona Rosans talked about their writing and their lives, and read to each other from their work. In 
telling about these women and herself as their teacher, Daniell encourages all women to write 
from their hearts. 

In The Woman Who Spilled Words, Daniell opens up new avenues to what we can do with 
writing—from teaching children to understanding our own lives. She has taught poetry in 
prisons and inner-city schools, opening up the world of healthy self-expression to hundreds of 
students. One of them called her “The Lady Who Spilled Poetry All Over Herself” because of 
her zaniness in class. I loved reading about 14-year old Sandra, mother of a two year old, who 
turned out to be the best poet in her class, and 70-year-old Ruby, who wrote about her years in a 
tuberculosis sanitarium as a teen. The chapter I read first was “Self-Sabotage, or The Anna 
Quindlen Syndrome.” I’ve long been a reader of Anna Quindlen, from her column for the New 
York Times to her novels One True Thing and Black and Blue, which she wrote after quitting 
full-time reporting to be a full-time mother. Daniell warns that comparing yourself to Quindlen 
can make you think that, if you can’t have the perfect career and family, you might as well not 
write at all. She calls this “Paralysis by Envy”, and “Pursuit of the Perfect Lifestyle”. She warns 
us, too, not to pursue perfect mental health as defined in New Age books, but rather to look at all 
the drunken and defective men who have written books that were called great. “Would Van 
Gogh have painted more or better if he had lived in California and belonged to the right support 
group?” she asks. There goes that excuse for procrastinating on your writing project! 

Daniell early on wanted to distance herself from Southern Belles, like her mother, because 
she saw how trapped they were in their narrow roles. She calls romance novels “feminine 
pornography”, and suggests that many of us are “Women Who Don’t Read Well Enough,” 
buying magazines with articles on what is wrong with us. That explains the low-level anxiety I 
sometimes feel after reading articles on how to improve my marriage, sex life, dinner menu, and 
home decor! Like Daniell, I grew up during the 1950s, but in New York State, and I recall the 
heavy emphasis placed on femininity and a woman’s narrow role in American society. I also 
recall women who felt threatened by the feminist movement of the 1970s. A survey taken during 
the ’70s, says Daniell, reported that women feared feminism because they feared a life without 
limits. Yet she has included recipes the Zona Rosa women have made for each other and they 
don’t seem at all out of place here, simply adding to the feeling that we are there with her, at the 
kitchen table. The Zona Rosans had been meeting for 15 years at the publication of this book. 
I’d like to join them someday, perhaps in a chapter for Yankee women.❖  

Books for the Journey 

Reviewer Linda Wisniewski 
picked out these three 

favorite tips from  
Rosemary Daniell’s book: 

 
1. “Don’t limit yourself too 
early in the game…Write a 
lot and see what happens.” 
Some Zona Rosans started 

writing funny essays and 
ended up with literary 

novels, memoirs, or even 
poetry. 

 
2. “Let the chaos flow…. 

By writing a great deal, we 
uncover our basic themes, 
and usually the forms they 

should take.” She 
recommends going through 

your writing regularly, 
looking for themes. Then 

work on the parts that 
follow your theme and 

make them better. 
 

3. “Writing is a spiritual 
journey, paralleling the 

journey of life, and as in 
life…we only finish 

individual pieces, never the 
journey itself.”  

Order Rosemary Daniell’s book through SCN’s book review 
website: www.storycircle.org/BookReviews  

and benefit SCN through your purchase. 

Ordering is easy! 
Look for Rosemary 

Daniell on the 
Alphabetic Index on 

the SCN Book Review 
website and click on 

the picture of her 
book’s cover, to order 

from Amazon.com . 
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even if Johnnie is with me, ’cause this is the first time I’ve 
been out all day without Mother or Daddy. But I’ll be OK. 
Johnnie’s my brother. He’s older ’n’ he takes care of me. 

When the bell rings I wiggle into the desk where the 
teacher points me and plunk down my Big Chief tablet. I lay 
my sharpened yellow pencil in the groove at the top. The big 
kids’ desks are on the other side of the room. They all have ink 
pots. I can’t wait ’til I have an inkpot. 

We salute the flag and say the Lord’s Prayer. I like doing 
that. Then teacher writes A, B, C and 1, 2, 3, and stuff like that 
on the blackboard and we copy it in our tablets. 

At recess I visit the outhouse. It has a half-moon cut out 
of the door and is a two-holer, like at home, with a Sears 
Roebuck catalog on the floor and creepy old spider webs on 
the walls. I expect sooner or later I’ll find a snake curled up in 
the corner like at home, too. 

Teacher told the big boys to help us get a drink from the 
well that’s up the hill. The handle is hard to push. It squeaks 
and squawks and groans until finally water comes out. Tastes 
good, that cold water, ’cause I’ve been running and chasing 
my cousin, Orval. I can catch him easy. When I finish drinking 
I put the cup back on the wire at the side of the pump ’cause 
we all drink from that same old dented, tin mug. 

After lunch, teacher talks with the big kids and then she 
says, “School’s out. Don’t forget your homework.” 

I dash outside and run down the hill ahead of Johnnie. I 
burst through the screen door of our house. “Mother, Daddy. 
Know what I learned today?”  
 
 

Karen Swenson: 1956 Ping Pong Champ! 
Karen Zagotta 

Austin TX 

Oh no! Everyone is staring. What a geek I feel like. How 
dare they make me wear this thing while I’m walking down 
the halls! Can’t wait to take it off! It’s making my hair flat as a 
pancake, and it looks ridiculous! It resembles three bulbs on 
top of my head. I’ll never hear the end of it; even my best 
friends, Lois, Lucy, Ellen, and Dottie will really give it to me! 
What did I do to deserve this? 

This escapade happened during my senior year at 
Thornton High School in Harvey, Illinois. My sports activities 
until that time were almost nil, with the exception of normal 
gym classes and regular attendance at the Thornton Wildcats 
basketball games. 

Our family had a ping pong table in the basement in those 
days, and I spent quite a lot of time down there, learning how 
to return those speedy/tricky serves some of the hotshot boys 

Sneakers Remembered 
Janet Caplan 

Sooke BC 

Thoughts of my school days evoke many memories, 
elementary school in particular—all of those firsts: reading, 
real writing, learning a second language, plus various 
academic successes, trials, and tribulations. 

The broadening of my social world was also significant: 
moving from the family circle to the larger world of a circle of 
friends including the all-important best friend. My most 
impressive memories involve that friendship circle—a critical 
part of my life between the ages of ten and fourteen. There 
must have been, at any given time, twelve to twenty girls in 
the group. We did everything together, either en masse or in 
smaller groups, and then later we’d hook up to talk and giggle 
over that day’s activities: going to the mall, a movie, the 
library, to the park to meet the boys—all for one and one for 
all. Great fun, great friends. 

We even formed a club known, appropriate to the times, 
as The Sneakers. The club’s main function involved Friday 
after-school meetings during which we listened to the latest 
45s, shared the newest dance steps, and talked about—what 
else?—the boys. A second function was to throw parties with 
said boys. Not to tax any one set of parents, we did alternate 
houses for both meetings and parties. We were sooooo cool! 
We were also naïve and simply fun-loving. 

In recalling those days, I can’t help but question our 
exclusivity. I don’t remember how one qualified as a Sneaker 
but I do know that we were not all inclusive. Were we actually 
The Bitches of Westminster School? Was that our true 
reputation? Perhaps. Hindsight tells me that it was likely our 
label, but truthfully, we were just girls who wanted to have 
fun. 

Several year ago there was a Sneaker reunion—a bunch of 
forty-something women meeting in Montreal over a 
September weekend. While I was unable to attend, I did 
receive many photographs and a newsletter. I have to say that 
this group of mid-life, mid-century-born women looked to be 
having the time of their lives: great friends, great fun, and 
great memories, just as we had always intended.  

 
 

Me ’n’ My First Day of School 
EJ Phillips 

Woodward OK 

I skip, hop, and run backwards as we go up the hill. It’s 
my first day of school and I’m all squiggly inside. I’m scared, 

True Words from Real Women 
 

In this section of the Journal, edited by Mary Jo Doig, we publish members’ contributions 
of poetry and prose. The theme of this issue’s True Words section is “School Days.” 
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Anxiety 
Peggy Park Talley 

Seguin TX 

My head is in a dizzy whirl, 
My heart is in a flutter. 
It’s hard to move, it’s hard to speak 
My words come out, a stutter! 
 
The walls seem to close in on me 
Cold sweat comes to my brow. 
“Brace up,” I say, “it’s sink or swim, 
You know the time is now.” 
 
Slowly I walk up to the door 
My throat is tight with fear 
And as my fingers touch the knob, 
I know my time is near. 
 
As I look round me at my friends 
Their faces show dismay. 
For yesterday’s assignment was— 
A shorthand test today! 

 
(Written in 1949, my senior year in high school) 
 
 

Chatterbox 
Marti Weisbrich 
Leavenworth WA 

Standing outside of my second-grade classroom, my life 
flashed before my eyes as I heard my mother’s voice coming 
down the hall. I grew up in a small town in central California 
as a first generation American. My parents immigrated to the 
United States from Spain. I spoke Spanish at home and had 
learned to speak English when I started school. I was like a 
sponge, soaking up new words until I became quite a talker. 

What do you do when you are a talkative child and want 
to chat all of the time? You get sent out of the classroom to 
stand in the hallway for disrupting the class. I was seven years 
old and my teacher, Mrs. Wilkie, decided that I needed a 
cooling-off period. 

As I stood in the hall, I suddenly heard my mother’s 
richly-accented voice asking me what I was doing standing 
outside of the classroom. I looked up as she approached and 
realized that today was her day for bringing a treat to my 
classroom. My mother was room mother for my class. In the 
1950s, it was quite common for classrooms to have designated 
room mothers who brought treats to the classroom for holidays 
and sometimes as a surprise for the students. 

I didn’t know how to answer my mother. If she found out 
that I had been sent outside because I had been disruptive in 
class, she and my father would be very upset. They had been 
forced to leave school at an early age to go to work to help 
their families and education was very important to them. 

Finally, in answer to my mother’s question, I told her that 
I was out in the hall because I had been chosen to play in a 

(Continued on page 14) 

would send my way. Actually, it was kind of nifty the way the 
boys would congregate at our home. I think some of my 
girlfriends were a tad jealous, but I did try to include them…
really! 

So, when my gym teacher announced the girl’s ping pong 
tournament, I decided to go for it. After several elimination 
games, it was left up to Margie Bouchie and me to battle it 
out. Unfortunately, I learned during our matches that Margie 
had a heart ailment and during our games she would need to 
rest periodically, or her doctor wouldn’t allow her to 
participate. This was a little disconcerting, along with the fact 
that my Libra personality trait would be to forfeit the 
championship to Margie right then and there, instead of 
whipping the poor girl. 

However, I did persevere and win the silly thing, and 
ended up having to sport the cardboard crown wrapped in 
elegant shiny aluminum foil, with three bigger-than-life ping 
pong balls across the top. 

I truly believe Margie Bouchie lucked out and got the best 
of the deal, or should I say “ordeal”! That crown was no fun  
at all….  

 
The New Teacher 

Edith Webber 
Carson City NV 

I am the new English teacher. I climb the steps to the high 
school. I am confident and full of anticipation, but scared. I am 
a teacher on the first day of school. 

My mind goes back to my first day of school as a student; 
first grade in Düsseldorf, Germany. I am a Hungarian 
displaced child of a Hungarian displaced family. I cannot think 
in German; I am only six years old. The school teachers meet 
every new first grader. They give us a round container of 
sweets called a tutte. It helps ease the trauma of waving 
goodbye to my mother. I can’t wave since I am carrying the 
treats in one hand and my school bag in the other. The 
separation eases because I spy my older brother out of the 
corner of my eye. Within an hour I am engulfed by school life. 

Fifty years later I embark on a second career. I live by a 
border town where mostly Spanish is spoken. No Hungarian, 
no German, and hardly any English, yet I want to teach 
reading, writing, speaking, and listening—in English. I am 
aware the students I am about to meet know that any chance 
they have of becoming successful will partially depend on me. 

Dear Miss Heaton would be proud to know that I paid 
attention to her explaining Hamlet, Romeo and Juliet, nouns, 
verbs, adjectives, and when to use a comma. I hope she is 
content knowing that I understood that she was in love with 
Eric Sevareid and was a spinster because of him. I hope she 
knows, resting in the heaven reserved for teachers, that her 
influence on me was profound. 

I recall her wearing brooches, a different one for each day 
of the week, collected from trips to far-away places. I liked the 
one from Thailand best. Years after I last saw her, I bought 
one identical to hers in Bangkok. I think of Miss Heaton each 
time I wear it. I place it on my jacket this morning. I am the 
new English teacher.  
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Middle-School Days in Manila 
Pat O’Toole 
Sun City AZ 

When I was twelve, our Army dad received orders to Fort 
McKinley, Philippines—a U.S. territory until 1946. My sister, 
Eleanor, and I received interesting lessons en route: geography 
was enlightening excursions around New York and San 
Francisco, history was actively sailing through the Panama 
Canal, while agriculture was sugar-coated study of cane fields, 
and dance culture was Hawaiian dance lessons. 

Manila Central School was a light beige building with 
brown window frames. A translucent grid of Capiz shells 
formed the brown shutters. Teachers tried to instill five hours’ 
worth of knowledge from 7:00 a.m. until noon, when we were 
bussed home. Manila had a customary two-hour siesta. For us 
it was play-time. 

Children with one American parent could attend Manila 
Central School. A melting pot of Europeans, Filipinos, 
Malays, and Asians were classmates. When wily termites 
discovered our soft wooden seats, bites appeared on bare legs. 
Daddy provided a Flit-gun as defense against this hidden 
enemy. We remained in the same classroom daily, except for a 
weekly home economics class. 

One year there was a huge earthquake. Our school was 
damaged and condemned. While awaiting repairs, the Public 
Health Department offered temporary quarters. The assigned 
building had diversions from our regular curriculum. During 
recess we discovered an adjoining pathology museum. We 
were fascinated, yet horrified, as we wandered past large 
bottles containing babies with two heads. Yuck! Plus weird 
freaks of nature and gruesome body parts, preserved in 
formaldehyde for scientific study. I doubted that Mother, our 
gung-ho family tour guide, would have initiated a pathology 
tour, knowing my sensitive stomach. 

The serpentarium was on the top floor. Here we were 
sharply reprimanded for making the snakes hiss and spit. They 
said that their venom, to be used for anti-venom, was wasted. 

Our exciting experiences helped us maintain good grades 
during three years before we sailed home. Serendipity! The 
transport stopped at Shanhaikwan, China, to unload guns. We 
were thrilled with the Great Wall of China! 

Perhaps our best teacher during those impressive years 
was Curiosity.  
 

In Tune 
Lavon Urbonas 

Rancho Cucamonga CA 

Miss VanRanselor never whacked my knuckles with a 
ruler in fifth grade, nor did she ever have to pull me by the ear 
to the principal’s office. An obedient child and a good student, 
I actually enjoyed school, except for reciting or performing 
solo in front of others. 

That trepidation began to change when I entered high 
school in 1948 and I joined the chorus directed by Mr. Horton. 
As his mellifluous hands magically elicited harmony from our 
motley group of adolescent personalities, they also beckoned 

(Continued from page 13) 
special game. My mother smiled and went into my classroom. 

Shortly thereafter, Mrs. Wilkie opened the door and 
motioned for me to come back to the classroom. As my 
mother distributed the cupcakes, she spoke to Mrs. Wilkie and 
told her how nice it was that I had been chosen to play the 
special game. My heart fell to my feet because I knew Mrs. 
Wilkie would have to tell her the truth: that I was being 
punished. Instead Mrs. Wilkie smiled at me and told my 
mother that I was a very good game player. She did not 
mention my talking and I learned that kindness was a great 
motivator. From that day forward, I learned to curb my 
talkative ways, at least in a classroom!  
 
 
 

Fourth Grade Terror 
Annette Greenfield 

Pflugerville TX 

I am 10-years-old. It is 1957. Sister Suzanne is the fourth 
grade teacher. She is very mean. She is hateful towards me 
and the other kids. We’re not bad although we are always told 
that we are unworthy in the eyes of God. We have to go to 
confessions every two weeks because we are sinners—what in 
the world does that mean for a 10 year old? 

I am very shy and quiet. I have learned that the way not to 
get in trouble, not to get hit, and not get called ugly names is 
to be invisible. Since my classes always have at least 50 
students in one classroom at Sacred Heart School in East 
Toledo, it is very easy to be invisible. 

Now it is math class and four boys are at the board. Sister 
Susanne is yelling and hitting them with the ruler whenever 
they make a mistake or do not work fast enough. An airplane 
flies overhead and Sister casually comments that it is the 
Communists coming to get the bad boys and girls. I’m afraid. 
I’ll be good. I don’t want to be taken by the Communists. 

Once I break a pencil in two. Sister Suzanne looks at me 
and asks, “Are you satisfied now?” I am mortified. Probably I 
have broken that pencil from the sheer terror of being called 
on and making a mistake. 

We read scary stories about people dying in the state of 
mortal sin and going to hell. Why is that important for us 10-
year-olds? 

We are so innocent. How can we be a threat to anyone? 
We are eager to learn; eager to please. How can Sister 
Suzanne live with herself for terrifying us? 

I wish someone would walk into our classroom and tell 
Sister Suzanne not only to stop terrorizing us but to apologize 
and ask our forgiveness. 

One day I’m going to become a teacher. I am going to like 
children and laugh with them. They will learn because they 
will be in a safe, loving environment.  
 

More True Words . . . 
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me out of my shell. I felt in tune for the first time, and it 
inspired me to try to overcome my stage fright. 

One semester I took individual voice lessons from Mr. 
Horton. Ever the dutiful student, I practiced diligently and 
followed his every instruction. My eagerness to please him 
matched my desire to sing solo sans butterflies. But, alas, my 
voice was not such a melodious instrument and had a very 
limited range. I truly believed Mr. Horton wanted my voice—
and me—to soar. Finally, however, he shook his head 
woefully and, with his typical tactfulness, said he wished his 
star soprano had the dedication I had, or else that I could have 
been blessed with a voice like hers. It was, he bemoaned, not 
fair! 

This wasn’t a whack on the knuckles, just a reality check. 
It didn’t keep me from the joy of singing in the alto section of 
the chorus. In fact, I continued singing under Mr. Horton’s 
direction in junior college, in community chorus after 
graduation, even after my marriage and two babies. It was my 
fortune that Mr. Horton also became choir director at our 
church. My fondest memories are of the musical programs and 
operettas I participated in over the years, even though I was 
just one of the sisters, cousins, and aunts in HMS Pinafore, 
just one alto of many in Handel’s Messiah. 

Other teachers were influential, providing me with 
practical tools to get on with my life. I liked most of them. Mr. 
Horton—he tuned up my life. Him—I adored.  
 
 

Retta Brown School 
Patsy Crow King 

Anthony TX 

The red brick, two-story school sat on a large city block in 
my home town of El Dorado, Arkansas. I spent my first eight 
years of school there. Then, after graduating from college I 
went back to teach first grade one year. 

Originally the school was named Smith Avenue School, 
but in 1936 when I entered first grade, it had become Retta 
Brown School, named for a maiden lady who was the first 
principal. The second principal, Miss Portia Byrd, served for 
my eight years of elementary school and was still there in 
1952 when I came back to teach. 

I was absolutely scared to death of Miss Byrd. She was 
loud and outspoken. I never saw anyone question her 
authority. I was introverted and wanted to fade into the 
woodwork throughout my school days. So I tried in every way 
not to rile her. 

Miss Brummett, my first grade teacher, instructed us to 
line up at the entrance to our room as soon as the bell rang. I 
tried to be first in line so as not to get into trouble. One day, in 
my haste, I collided with Bobby Smith who had forgotten his 
bat. My gold-framed glasses fell off. I realized blood was 
pouring down my face. I reached up and felt a bump on my 
forehead the size of a golf ball. But the bell had rung and I had 
to get in line. So I stood there with my head down, hoping no 
one would notice. 

When Miss Brummett spotted the blood, she grabbed my 
hand and pulled me all the way to Miss Byrd’s dreaded dark 

office. After Miss Brummett told Miss Byrd what happened, 
she rushed back to class. Miss Byrd cleaned my face and laid 
me down on the black fainting couch. Then she called Mama. 
I was so frightened, not because of the cut on my head but 
because I had been taken to the principal’s office! 

I made a vow to myself that day that I would never again 
darken the door of a principal’s office and I never did.  
 
 

Lesson from a Tin Lunch Box 
Barbara Smythe 
West Covina CA 

I was finally old enough to go to school! I had no brothers 
or sisters to play with at home so the idea of a school full of 
children filled my mind with happy fantasies. My mother 
handed me my very own lunch sack and showed me where she 
had written my name on it. She walked with me the first day. 

I saw lots of other kids walking to school; most had lunch 
sacks while some had tin lunch boxes with pictures on them. I 
wanted one of those pretty tin lunch boxes too. I stopped 
swinging my lunch sack and held it close to my chest, 
ashamed.  

The excitement of my first day at school returned quickly, 
and I forgot about the tin lunch boxes. How was I to know that 
on one very ordinary and happy day at school that year, 
something would happen that would change me forever? 

School was out for the day. I started out the double doors 
with the other kids. Next to me was a first-grade boy from the 
other class. I noticed that he had one of those tin lunch boxes 
with pictures on both sides of it. I was still carrying my lunch 
in a sack. As he started down the stairs someone yelled, 
“There’s a Jap! Go home, Jap!” 

The boy began to run. Someone threw a rock. More kids 
began yelling, “Go home, Jap! Go home!” 

The shouts and jeers rang in my ears. I thought about his 
mother putting food and treats in the tin lunchbox for her little 
boy, and how upset she would be to see him scared and crying. 
I watched until he was out of sight and then turned and walked 
home. Tears soaked my cheeks as I clutched my lunch sack to 
my chest, this time for comfort. 

I don’t know what happened to the little boy with the tin 
lunch box. I never saw him again. Much later, I realized that 
there were no Japanese children in Roosevelt Grade School 
anymore. 

It was 1942.  
 

S+ 
Illia Thompson 

Carmel Valley CA 

A two-inch square of yellowed paper with faint writing 
falls from my velvet-lined jewelry box, and I remember.... 

I loved language. I rolled it around on my tongue, treated 
it as candy received at the age of six when I immigrated and 
left my native tongue on the Portuguese coast. 

In high school, written words became playthings, tossed 
about and rearranged neatly on paper. The only class that held 

(Continued on page 16) 
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More True Words . . . 

Looking Ahead 
“True Words” is organized around a 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: 
 

Gifts—December 2005 (due October 15) 
A Spring to Remember—March 2006 (due January 15, 2006) 

 
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 Mary Jo Doig: email maryjo_d@yahoo.com.  

If you do submit typed or handwritten stories, please make sure that every word is legible. Mail to: 531 Steeles Fort Road, 
Raphine, VA 24472. 

(Continued from page 15) 
me deeply, almost cradled me, was Mr. Calitri’s. I’d look 
forward to those fifty minutes, when I could be alert, watch 
the teacher instead of the clock. In that English class, Macbeth 
came to life, Poe’s pathos throbbed, and Emily Dickinson’s 
words announced their meaning between dashes of pauses. 

At home, I worked hard on my essays and poems, and 
shyly presented them to Mr. Calitri. 

His verbal approvals, “good work!” and “you have 
talent,” went to my heart. Here I was being seen for the first 
time in school, not as a child, but as a person. Feeling at home 
in school—a new sensation. 

In my large New York high school, teachers gave S or U, 
Satisfactory or Unsatisfactory on the first report card. We 
would hand the cardboard card to the teacher and the inked 
assessment would appear. I received an S, yet on my white 
book cover, Mr. Calitri wrote S+, which I cut out carefully and 
put in my jewelry box. 

But the story does not end here. After excellent grades 
throughout, I used the summer to write, mostly poetry and 
some stories. I placed each completed piece in a large manila 
envelope, readying them for Mr. Calitri, who would not be my 
English teacher again. Shortly into the fall semester, I took 
that envelope and stood outside Mr. Calitri’s room on my way 
to lunch. I waited, heart pounding. He almost bumped into me 
on his way out. 

“Excuse me,” he said in an offhand manner. “Weren’t you 
in one of my classes once? I forget your name.” 

I nodded, held the envelope ever so tightly, and slowly 
walked toward the cafeteria.  
 

My Adventure 
Sandra Simon 

Austin TX 

When I was in the second grade, I ran away from school. 
Why did I do this? I was basically an obedient child, more 
prone to day-dreaming than to causing trouble, and I loved 
second grade. Unlike my first-grade teacher, Miss McFarlane 
was young and kind, and had even explained to me why 
cookies is spelled with ies instead of simply as cookys. 

I believe that I ran away from school because I had read 
about it. In books, children lived on streets with sidewalks and 
had thriving lemonade stands. They ran away from home and 
had adventures. Then they came home and everything was 
fine. 

That day, I rode the bus to school as usual and then just 
walked away. I walked near the curb, toward a 
neighborhood—not toward Old Spanish Trail, with its used- 
car lots and businesses. 

After a while I sat down, hot and thirsty. It seemed to be 
time to eat—or at least to drink something. I was tired of 
looking at houses, and I missed my friends who were in 
school, possibly doing something fun. I drank some milk from 
my thermos, pouring carefully into the cup. I drank only a 
little, because I knew I had to make it last until I could get 
some more. At that moment, I realized that I did not know 
how to go home or back to school, and I was afraid. 

I was sitting there when my mother and a neighbor drove 
by, very slowly. Mrs. Berg was yelling at me, but I ignored 
her. Mother jumped out of the car and hugged me. Crying, I 
gulped that I wasn’t sick, and I wanted to go back to school. 
My mother looked at me, bewildered. 

Mother walked me into the building, holding my hand. I 
promised that I would never run away again. Miss McFarlane 
hugged me. 

Like the stories I had read, mine had a happy ending. 
However, I now knew how frightening even a small adventure 
could be. So I became more careful to separate what I read 
from what I did.  

Join us for the fall Writing from Life  
weekend writing workshop in Austin TX.  

Details on p. 24 
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The Wind Comes in Waves 
Zaynab D’Elia 

Qum, Iran 

It is the early summer ritual of sun bathing. I lie still in 
my aluminum lawn chair, afloat in my own green lake of early 
summer grass. At first all is still, the heat beats down: 
patience, patience, soak it in. Then one leaf starts to nod in 
deference to the wind and beckons the others to begin their 
tribute. Soon they are whispering, and then the chorus rises, 
shkwish, shkwiish, shhkwiiishh. And I am refreshed with a 
breeze from their fawning and fanning to their lover the wind. 

Aunt Kim takes care of me some times after school, if my 
mother lets her. Uncle Orville sits quietly in his chair, slippers 
on, feet on a hassock, puffing on his pipe until he slowly dozes 
off, newspaper on his chest. Their only son, Michael, died in a 
car accident outside their home when he was three. I help Aunt 
Kim make a lemon meringue pie and she makes a little tart, 
just for me. The wind flows through the chimes on her back 
porch, tinkling a sad melody in our ears. 

Four kids, a husband, a job, and a culture I sometimes 
think I will never fit in with. My three-year-old son is 
whining, reflecting the conflict and tension of the day. We lie 
down on my big bed, looking toward the window. “Shhh,” I 
tell him, “look at the curtains. See? They’re sails on a big, big 
ship, taking us out into the beautiful blue ocean.” We relax 
reassured in the rhythm of the billowing curtains as the wind 
comes to them and leaves, over and over. We fall limply 
asleep in each other’s arms. 

My daughter has left for her honeymoon. I go to her 
room, which has been struck by that special hurricane known 
as wedding day. Stray hose on the floor, tissue paper spilling 
out of empty shoe boxes, open lipstick tubes, drawers ajar. 
The smell of her sweet perfume lingers. I clear off a place for 
myself on her bed, next to the open window and look down at 
my garden: bushes, flowers, and fig trees heavy with fruit. No 
one finds me here in my new special spot, and I drift off 
content in the caresses of the wind. 

Summer’s first heat has visited us. Our fifth grader, the 
skinny one in the bunch, falls to heat exhaustion. We fix the 
air conditioner. The next night the weather cools down, and I 
open the window next to the computer. The room is dark and 
it’s just me and cyberspace. And, the wind. A cool, enlivening 
wind, a merciful wind. My old friend. “Haven’t I given you 
great comfort over the years?” she chides, lifting the curtains 
to reveal herself. “Isn’t it time to pay me tribute?” And so I 
write. 

And when I finish, if the wind’s still up, I will lie down on 

Two readers tell their stories 
 

Working through It All 
 

In our “Reader tells her story” column, we print a selection from the fine writing found on the Internet 
Chapter’s Story of the Month page.  

Zaynab D’Elia is a mother, grandmother, psychologist, and 
Muslim who lives in Iran. Originally from Pennsylvania, she 
is now involved in online teaching and research and in her 
circle writing, whenever the wind blows her way. 
 

Annabelle Bailey is a member of E-circle #4.  

the floor, on a small mat, and dream of Baby Prophet Moses 
(peace be upon him) in his reed boat. How he trusted the flow 
of the river and the gentle push of the wind, and the One who 
guides it all. Though it guided him to the house of the Pharaoh 
himself, the proud and obstinate enemy of any prophet of God, 
it was a wise wind that took him there, an inspiration.  
 
 

Working Through It: Too Much Like Work 
Annabelle Bailey 
Rocky Point NY 

I like the writing part 
yellow legal pads and nice fat, gel pens 
swirls and loops     ribbons of ink 
the wave-like motion of my wrist 
 
From a distance it all looks credible and important 
without my glasses     at dusk 
a shopping list could be e.e.cummings 
 
But, face facts 
this isn’t about aerobic arm and wrist 
it’s not about flowing ink 
 
It’s about describing a resentment 
    with just a soupçon of bitterness 
It’s about describing a long-ago love 
    with a sense of history 
    narrowly avoiding a pool of what-ifisms 
It’s about describing the commonplace 
    with some novelty 
It’s about touching a reader 
    as artfully as a cellist touches the strings of  
    his instrument 
 
Ancient, alchemist’s formula: 
    paper    pen    wrist motion    reader    writer 
Result: 
    communication somewhere between a shopping 
    list and e.e.cummings 
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When you open your heart,  
you open your mind.                    
—Beth Mende Conny 

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

 

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

Our Speakers 
We are proud to introduce our major speakers—two women with some of the best 
stories you’ve ever heard! Our Friday night keynoter is Rosemary Daniell—nationally-
known writer, writing coach, and founder of La Zona Rosa creative writing 
workshops—talking about “When Strong Women Tell Their Truths.” 
     At lunch on Sunday, we will hear from Susan Wittig Albert, founder of Story Circle 
Network and best-selling author of Writing from Life: Telling Your Soul’s Story, as well 
as three mystery series. Susan will pick up where Rosemary leaves off with “Truth and 
Invention: When Strong Women Tell Tales.” 
 
 

Our Pre-Conference Workshop 
Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D., author of Don’t Call Me Mother: Breaking the Chain of 
Mother–Daughter Abandonment and Becoming Whole: Writing Your Healing Story, will 
present our pre-conference workshop: “House as Dream; House as Mirror of the Soul.” 
 
 

Our Hotel 
The Red Lion Hotel  
6121 North I-35 at Highway 290, Austin, TX 78752  
512-323-5466; 800-RED-LION  
To receive the low conference rate ($85/night plus tax, double occupancy), call the hotel 
directly (512-323-5466 or 1-800-RED LION) and make your reservations no later than 
January 20, 2006.  
    Looking for a roommate? Go to our website, www.storycircle.org/Conference/
roommates.shtml or write to the SCN office and we’ll post your information for you. 
 
 

Our Website:   www.storycircle.org/Conference 

See a listing  
of the four 

conference tracks 
and some sample 

workshops on  
the Back Page! 

 
To sign up for our 

Conference E-Letter, to 
catch up on the news, or  

to register, visit our website.  

 

Stories  
The Story Circle Network National Conference 
February 3–5, 2006 
Red Lion Hotel, Austin, Texas 

from the Heart III 
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Name  ________________________________________________      Phone   ____________________________________  

Street Address  _________________________________________      Email  _____________________________________                         

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

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

Session/Day Membership Status Early 
Registration 

(before 12/15/05) 

Regular 
Registration 
(12/16/05–
02/02/06) 

Registration 
at the Door 

Amount 

Full Session 
(Fri keynote/Sat/Sun) 

Member 
Non-Member* 

$195 
$245 

$220 
$270 

$245   
$295 

 

Friday only 
(Keynote Speaker /Reception) 

Member &  
Non-Member/Guest $25 $30 $35 

 

Saturday Session Only 
(Includes lunch) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$95 
$120 

$120 
$145 

 $145  
 $170 

 

Saturday Lunch Only 
(Register by 2/2/06) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest $30 $40 Not 

available 

 

Sunday Session Only 
(Includes lunch) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest 

$75 
$100 

$100 
$125 

$125 
$150 

 

Sunday Lunch Only 
(Register by 2/2/06) 

Member 
Non-Member/Guest $30 $40 Not 

available 
 

    
Total Enclosed 

 

Friday Pre-Conference 
Workshop 

Member &  
Non-Member/Guest $25 $30 $35 

 

scholarship. One of the objectives of Stories from the Heart III is to 
return to our communities and share our discoveries with others. In 
approximately 200 words, explain how you will help the Story Circle 
Network achieve this objective. 
      Scholarship awards will be based on perceived need, the 
thoughtfulness of your response, and your interest in sharing what 
you learn in your community (for example, by starting a writing 
circle or developing other women’s story-sharing activities). We want 
to encourage the attendance of a diverse group of women who want 
to share their stories and help other women enjoy the benefits of 
women’s story-telling and story-sharing.  
       If you request a subsidy, you must pay a $75 deposit towards 
your conference fees. If you receive a subsidy, you will then pay the 
remaining fee (the $195 full conference fee, minus the subsidy, minus 
your $75 deposit). This amount must be paid by January 1, 2006. If 
you do not receive an award your deposit will be returned or applied 
to your full registration. 

• *Non-Members who choose to join prior to the end of the 
conference on Sunday, February 5, 2006, will have a portion of 
their registration fee applied to their dues. 

• Cancellations are accepted until January 10, 2006, and are 
subject to a cancellation fee of $50 for a full conference 
registration or $10 for a one-day registration. There is no refund 
for Friday’s lecture/reception. 

Sisters Helping Sisters 
If you are a member of SCN and have an annual family income of 
$50,000 or less, you may apply for a conference scholarship. These 
will be awarded in amounts ranging from $75 to the full conference 
cost, depending on need and the availability of funds. Additionally, 
we may be able to assist with travel/lodging (but we can’t confirm the 
availability of travel/lodging money until January, 2006). To apply, 
go www.storycircle.org/Conference/frmregister.shtml or write to us, 
telling us how much aid you need (for registration, childcare, travel/
lodging). Tell us about yourself and your reasons for applying for a 

Registration Form 

Copy this page and send with your check to: 
Conference Registration, Story Circle Network, 
PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750. To register 
online and use your credit card, go to www.
storycircle.org/Conference/frmregister.shtml  
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The OWL program is one of SCN’s longest running and 
most successful lifewriting outreach programs. It began in 
1998, when the Sisters of Charity of the Incarnate Word 
provided grant funds for a group of SCN board members to 
develop a lifewriting program for older women. Over several 
months, the group developed a writer’s workbook and a 
facilitator’s guide to be used in a five-week writing program 
for groups of eight or more older women. The workbook and 
guide went through a pilot phase of testing and rewriting. 
Once the committee was satisfied with the results, facilitators 
were hired, and OWL workshops were offered free of charge 
to senior women in the Austin, Tex., area. In the two years of 
the grant-funded phase, nearly 50 workshops were offered and 
close to 500 women participated. 

When the grant-funded phase of OWL ended in 2000, the 
workshops languished for a year until an enthusiastic OWL 
Coordinator was found in the person of SCN member Pat 
Flathouse. Pat took over OWL in 2001 and workshops soon 
resumed. Since the costs of the workshops were no longer 
being covered by a grant, it was decided to charge participants 
$50 per person for the five-week program. Workshops were 
offered at churches and senior centers and Pat estimates that as 
many as 150 central Texas women have taken an OWL 
workshop since 2001. Says Pat, “It has been very gratifying to 
see the women who have gone through the OWL workshop 
grow in confidence and try things they might otherwise not 
have tried.” Several women have gone on to publish their 
stories in anthologies and magazines. And one OWL graduate 
from Georgetown, Tex., has just had her first mystery novel 
published. 

Another exciting development Pat has participated in is 
the promotion of the OWL workbook and facilitator’s guide 
nationally and even internationally. After the grant funded 
phase ended, the SCN board decided to offer the manuals for 
sale outside of the local area. On purchasing a set that includes 
one workbook and one facilitator’s manual, the buyer signs an 
agreement that gives them the right to make copies of the 
workbook for use in the classes that they offer. To date, close 
to 80 sets of OWL manuals have been sold throughout the US 
and in Canada. Purchasers range from individual women 
writers and teachers who want to offer OWL workshops as a 
means of earning some income to libraries and churches that 
offer classes free as a public service or ministry.  

A library in Chicago is offering just such a service and the 
program has been so successful that it came to the attention of 
a reporter from the Chicago Tribune. He called Pat to 
interview her about OWL. They talked for two hours and, a 

After four years coordinating the Older Women’s Legacy Program (OWL) for SCN, Pat 
Flathouse stepped aside this summer and passed the reins to the new OWL Coordinator 
Anne Beckner. In July, Journal Editor Jane Ross met with Pat and Anne to talk about 
where OWL has come from and how it is growing. 

couple of weeks later, a long article about OWL appeared in 
the Sunday issue of the newspaper. 

Pat feels there is still enormous potential for OWL to be 
used throughout the country and overseas to introduce senior 
women to the pleasures of lifewriting. 

Anne Beckner, who has already started taking the calls for 
OWL manuals and workshops, first became interested in 
OWL when she saw an article about it in a local newspaper for 
over-40s aptly called The Good Life. At the time, there were 
few OWL classes being offered and Anne was frustrated that 
she wasn’t able to take an OWL workshop right away. 
Nonetheless, the article lead her to SCN and she soon became 
an active member. In 2004, after Pat had brought new life to 
OWL, Anne signed up for an OWL group that Pat was 
facilitating.  

Says Anne, “I never considered myself a writer, but I 
always seemed to be elected to write letters, record minutes 
and put together articles for organizations I belong to. In my 
‘third age’ I became interested in genealogy and writing down 
my history and my memories for my children. When I learned 
about OWL, it seemed an ideal program to spark my 
creativity, enhance my memories and practice my writing 
skills.” 

Anne hopes to continue Pat Flathouse’s excellent work in 
promoting OWL. “We are hearing from interested people from 
many parts of the country and I will certainly work hard to see 
that this worthy program continues to grow,” says Anne. 

At the July board meeting. the SCN Board recognized 
Pat’s tremendous work on the OWL Program as well as the 
support given by her church, which provided free meeting 
space for numerous workshops. The Board voted unanimously 
to donate a set of the OWL workbook and facilitator’s guide to 
St. John Neumann church in Austin, in Pat’s name, so that 
workshops can be offered to church members on an ongoing 
basis. And in the fall, the Board will welcome Anne as a new 
Board member and OWL Coordinator.  

The OWL Program materials are available from the OWL 
website: www.storycircle.org/owlcircle. Click Info/Purchase. 
 

• Individuals pay $105 for SCN members and $155 for 
non-members. 

• Organizations (such as churches and libraries) pay $205. 
 

SCN also offers a coil-bound book called Your Life, Your 
Story, by Pat Flathouse, with additional OWL-style writing 
exercises. 

OWL News 
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After taking the boarding-pass and before joining the 
passport queue, I stopped a while to look back. The three of 
them were leaning against the visitors’ railing—my 70-year-
old brother and his two daughters, Rinku and Jhumu. I could 
not see their faces clearly but I felt their deep concern from the 
distance. One last glimpse. The “be cool but alert” advice from 
Rinku echoed in my ears. We waved. Then I joined the queue.  

After the formalities of passport and papers, I sank into 
the sofa. Alone. The lounge was crowded. I felt numb. The 
crowd seemed to be some shadowy entity from some unknown 
planet. I sat thoughtless. I tried to pull myself out of the 
fading-away feeling. Remember? Four years back, I was here 
with my husband, going to the U.S. for the first time to meet 
our children. Such zeal, such curiosity then! No feeling now. 
Neither grief nor joy. Not even fear…  

I boarded my flight and took my seat. I stared vacantly out 
the window and saw the deserted viewing lounge where he 
and I used to see our children off. However late the flight 
would be, we would wait till it took off…often the last to 
leave the viewing lounge. I ruminated on my first experience 
of a U.S. flight: the enthusiasm as I watched everything with 
hungry eyes, how my husband made fun of my curiosity and 
teased me for my ignorance, saying, “I want to see what you 
do without me if you are left alone.” He was proud of being an 
international frequent flyer. I was a novice then.  

Now I was alone to take this journey across the globe. The 
plane was taxiing on the runway. The deserted viewing 
lounge, the airport office building, the cargo building passed 
away one by one from my line of sight and then, in a blink of 
an eye, endless and innumerable city lights in the vast 
darkness were flying away from me. As the plane left the 
ground with a jolt it triggered a queer feeling in me: “Oh God, 
I’m cut off from my land!” The plane soared higher and higher 
till I could no more see the lights of the soil I am from and I 
thought to myself, “Why am I going?” 

Days hung on me long and heavy. Before, in India I was 
always busy with commitments to family, friends, relatives, 
and work, and I longed to have some spare moments 

exclusively to myself. Now I had plenty of time but I had no 
wish for myself. Family, work, people, and relationship had 
always been so important to me. So I had to get in touch with 
the people of the soil to break my isolation. But there seemed 
to be so many barriers in the way: age, understanding the 
language, being foreign.  

I got into a schedule of taking a morning walk in the 
neighborhood park. But I hardly met anyone to talk to. Only 
one or two people, mostly with their pet dogs. A contrasting 
picture of Calcutta flashed in my mind. The over-enthusiastic 
chatty and noisy group of morning walkers would tear the 
silence of the dawn in the narrow street and children’s park, 
the only open place in the neighborhood. It used to be 
frustrating then as the noise would break through my thoughts, 
but now I longed to swap all the silence here for that crowd.  

Gradually I grew a kind of kinship with the park and its 
passively animate inhabitants—the trees, bushes, wildflowers, 
squirrels. Then one bright August morning. I saw a lady 
walking in the park. I felt a strong urge to talk to her. I crossed 
the road to say hello. She turned, with surprise: “Me?”  

I asked her where the Methodist church was. We 
introduced ourselves. We belonged to the same neighborhood. 
Her name is Althea. I found her very generous and sensitive to 
my situation. Within a short span of conversation, we felt a 
bond of friendship. Before we parted, Althea said, “I volunteer 
in a library every Thursday. Would you like to go?”  

That is exactly what I wanted to do. I was surprised how 
my wish came true.  

“Okay then. I’ll pick you up.”   
I came home as light as a feather.  
One day Althea invited me to her writing group, the 

Campbell Story Circle. I was interested. The spirit of writing 
is in my blood. From my schooldays, I would write. But that is 
in my own language—Bengali. I don’t speak or follow English 
properly. Still I did not want to miss this great opportunity. I 
went with much apprehension. The first-day experience was 
exciting and unique. Judy, the leader, asked me to take part in 
the timed writing. It made me feel part of the group. All the 
members of the group were so warm and friendly, which 
enabled me to brush off my hesitation.  

Becoming a widow, I was simultaneously uprooted from 
regular life and my native land but also lost the bond to my 
own self. But before total decay, I was fortunate enough to be 
replanted in this new soil. I am no more alienated. Now I am 
part of the Lone Star land, illuminated by innumerable starry 
women!! What else could be better for me than unfurling and 
sharing my feelings with other revealing selves?  
 

Editor’s note: Sipra has since returned to India but continues 
as an active SCN member. 

Story Circles—the heart of SCN 

Memoirs of My Journey 
 

Sipra Roy was born in 1943 in pre-independence India. Shortly after the sudden death of her husband, her 
son brought her from India to live with his family in the U.S. Cut-off from her native land, Sipra felt isolated 
and despondent. That is, until she met SCN member Althea and joined the Campbell Story Circle.  

Story Circles to Form around the U.S. 
 

During the coming year, SCN will be contacting members 
within similar zip codes to inform them of the other Story 
Circle Network women in their areas. We hope this will lead 
to more free range circles and new friendships. Please let us 
know if you do not want your email address shared with other 
SCN women in your region. Email storycircle@storycircle.org 

With SCN President Judith Helburn’s visit to Dallas and 
an upcoming trip by Patricia Pando to Houston, SCN members 
in Texas are already starting to come together! 
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Kitchen table stories 
Treasures 

 

Amy Henderson found a true treasure at the bottom of an ancient box. And Ligia Jimenez looks back on the 
lost treasures of an old doctor’s secret formula and a grandmother’s healing touch. 

I Know Treasures 
Amy Henderson 

Decatur GA 

My grandmother was losing her mind. She had already 
lost her husband, her sight, her home, and her savings. She had 
moved out of her home and into a “home” near my mother, 
where her life was reduced to one room. The sofa she had 
seated guests upon for more than 30 years was still there, the 
painting of the seagull on the sand dune hung above the sofa 
where it had always been. But across from her living room, 
separated by less than four feet, was her bedroom—the bed, 
dresser, and end tables—with the photos of my grandfather 
perched on the bedside table.  

It was the first Thanksgiving since my grandmother’s 
world was condensed to this one room, and we 
were gathered at my mother’s house. Food has 
always been a centerpiece of our coming 
together, and Thanksgiving is the feast of all 
feasts for us. My sister, mother, and I did the 
dance of the Thanksgiving dinner: slicing, 
cutting, juggling dishes, swinging around each 
other to avoid collisions in the small space, all 
while my grandmother watched from a rocker, 
present in body only.  

I wonder if she ever picked up on the 
occasional testiness in my responses to my 
mother at what I perceived to be veiled 
criticism when Mom called a helpful suggestion. Recipes are 
not the only thing handed down from mother to daughter in 
my family. My sister and I would laugh as we watched 
Grandma and Mom go through the same thing year after year. 
“The Anna and Sandy Show” we called it and laughed. 
Because we know it’s much more fun to watch it than to be a 
part of it. 

After dinner we congregated in the work shed, where 
almost 90 years of my grandmother’s memories were piled up 
around us, falling haphazardly out of boxes, leaning drunkenly 
against each other. My mother had tasked us with sorting it out 
and taking any items we wanted. 

“This,” my aunt said holding up a small, green floral vase 
with faux gold edging, “is why you should never collect junk.” 
She is an expert on what is and is not junk and advised my 
sister and me on the pieces. My mother simply tried to get us 
to take everything. “Don’t you want this, Amy?” she displayed 
a particularly ugly bowl. “If you don’t take it, I’m just going to 
give it to Goodwill.” My sister and I exchanged a look that 
clearly said, “Pity the poor person from Goodwill who gets it.” 
We both declined the offer. I poked through more boxes. An 
apple grinder for making sauce caught my attention. I 
remember watching my mother and grandmother preparing the 
apples, peeling in swift motions the long, twisty skins away 
from the white flesh. My brothers and I would claim the skins 
as they came off, fighting to get the longest ones. I moved the 
grinder to my pile. 

In the same box I found an even greater 
treasure. There at the bottom, amidst paper 
towels for packing, glass dishes and pot 
holders, were my grandmother’s memories. In 
a rusty, scratched-up aluminum box were years 
of family dinners, bridge club meetings, 
Sunday brunches, and holiday meals. Hand-
written in ink and pencil, typed on faded, 
yellowing scraps of newspapers, lettered neatly 
on cards that begin “From the kitchen of . . .” 
were her lost memories. And not just hers. 
They are also her mother’s, my mother’s, mine, 
my sister’s and my daughter’s. Generations of 

women connected by ingredient lists, oven temperatures, 
baking instructions and hours and hours of conversations taken 
place during the course of food preparation. 

“I want this,” I announced triumphantly, holding my find 
aloft as if it were a trophy. I dared anyone else to lay claim to 
it. My sister looked at me as if I’d lost my mind, too. But I 
knew that nothing we would find in any of those boxes was 
worth as much as the contents of that one small, metal box. 
My aunt knows antiques, but I know treasures. 

Many of our family stories are rooted in the preparation 
and consumption of food. And not necessarily good food: my 
mother has yet to express any regret for feeding her family a 
meatloaf containing unpopped popcorn kernels. “They were on 
the kitchen counter,” she shrugs. The question of how long 
she’d been putting such foreign objects in our food remains 
unanswered. 

Despite a college degree, three years of marriage, and a 
child, the first time I truly felt like an adult involved a 
discussion of food. Mom and Grandma were discussing stew 
and ways of flavoring and thickening the broth. “I use wine,” I 
said. They both looked at me for what seemed like a horribly 

Amy Henderson lives in Decatur with her husband Don and 
daughter Lauren. She began her career as a newspaper reporter 
and is now Public Information Manager for the Georgia 
Municipal Association where she writes and edits a monthly 
newspaper.  
Ligia Jimenez lives in Austin with her daughter Zulma and 
enjoys visits from grandchildren and great grandchildren. 

...generations of 
women connected 
by ingredient lists, 
oven temperatures, 

baking 
instructions...  
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long pause. I was found out; a fake, not really an adult woman. 
“What was that?” my grandmother asked. “Wine,” Mom said. 
“She adds wine to her stew.” They nodded. I was in.  

It was a milestone that I alone recorded. Neither my 
mother nor my grandmother remembered that conversation. 
But it is one of my most treasured memories. If I ever lose my 
mind, like Grandma, I hope that if I forget everything else, I 
never lose those quiet, earth-shifting moments. 

If my family has a “signature” cookie, this is it. 
Generations of women in my family have made this cookie, 
and I couldn’t wait to make them with my daughter. The 
process, best done as a team rather than a solo act, provides 
great opportunities to talk and share stories.   
 
 

If you have a recipe and story you’d like to share, send an 
email to Patricia Pando at patriciapando@yahoo.com. In the 
subject line, please type “Kitchen Table Stories.” 

Double Cookies 
 

1 pound butter 
5 cups flour (approx.)  
6 tablespoons powdered sugar 
8 egg yolks 
juice of one lemon 
Frosting: Mix beaten whites of 2 eggs and 1 cup 

powdered sugar  
 

Sift flour and sugar together. Add butter and mix as pie 
dough. Add egg yolks and lemon juice; mix well. Chill dough. 
Roll cookies on lightly floured board; cut with cookie cutter 
(about 1-inch diameter). Spread frosting on unbaked cookie. 
Bake at 375 degrees until lightly brown, about 12 minutes. 
When cool put two cookies together (unfrosted sides), 
spreading tart jelly between them—currant jelly is our 
favorite. 

Living with My Grandmother 
Ligia Jimenez 

Austin TX 

When I was about 12 years old, I was living in Medellin, 
Colombia, with my family. My father lost his job and he 
started job-searching but in the meantime our family had to 
move and live in the countryside with some friends of the 
family who let us stay in their house. I had to go to live with 
my grandparents, my father’s family, in order to stay in 
school. I was in sixth grade. 

I was happy living there since I had a good relationship 
with my grandmother. She was very nice and took good care 
of me. She used to cook very good meals for the family. 
Colombian food is very elaborate and tastes great. My 
grandmother would sit me on the kitchen table and talk to me 
while she was cooking. I learned a lot from her cooking that I 
now use in my own cooking. Also, I had three aunts who lived 
there at my grandmother’s house. They would work and help 
support the family. They were very nice to me as well. My 
father and uncle used to come for lunch every other day. 

Things were going well. I used to go to the countryside on 
the weekends to spend time with my mother and two brothers. 
I was enjoying life when suddenly I got a tropical disease 
called paludismo, somewhat similar to malaria, since it comes 
from a mosquito bite. It began with me getting a fever 
everyday at around three in the afternoon until midnight. Then 
I became unable to eat and got very weak. I was taken to a 
doctor who prescribed medication, but the medication did not 
work. So my grandmother took me to another doctor who was 
wise and good, though he was already retired from practice. 
He knew how to treat tropical diseases and had a lot of 
knowledge. His treatment was a very old formula, with 
quinine, herbs, and sour oranges. My grandmother prepared 
the formula and would give it to me in a little glass every night 
at bedtime. The formula had a very bad taste. I would drink it 
and wash it down with a sweet orange. I had to take it for 12 
nights. Once I finished the treatment, I began to feel better, the 

fever was gone, and I got my appetite back. In two weeks I 
was feeling good.  

This was about 65 years ago and to this day, even visiting 
places where there were many mosquitoes, I never did get this 
disease again. My grandmother and this old doctor took these 
very good old formulas with them to their graves.  

 
My Grandmother’s Recipe for Fingernail Soup 

(This recipe is called Fingernail Soup because 
traditionally we used our fingernail to break the plantain into 
pieces, instead of using a knife.) 
 

3 quarts water 
1 1/2 pounds stew meat 
1 green plantain 
2 medium red potatoes (peeled and diced) 
1 tsp salt 
1/4 tsp ground cumin 
pepper to taste 
2 tablespoons olive oil 
1 small onion (peeled and chopped) 
10 small tomatoes (diced) 
2 eggs 
fresh cilantro (coriander leaves) 

 

Put water in a large pot. Bring to boil. Add stew meat and 
let the broth boil for 30 minutes. Take meat out and set aside. 

Peel the plantain. With your fingernail, break the plantain 
into small pieces and put it in the pot of boiling broth. Add 
potatoes, salt, pepper, and cumin, and boil for 30 minutes. 

Pour olive oil into a frying pan and sauté onions and 
tomatoes. Remove pan from heat. Spoon half of the cooked 
onions and tomatoes from the pan and add these to the soup.  

Grind the meat in a meat grinder or food processor. Add 
ground meat and two eggs to the frying pan with the 
remaining onions and tomatoes. Cook all together for 3 
minutes. 

Serve the soup in bowls. Put the meat mixture on top, 
garnish with cilantro, and enjoy. 
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Writing from Life Workshop Registration Form 
 

Name___________________________________________________________________ 
 
Address__________________________________________________________________ 
 
City__________________________________ State_________ Zip__________ - _____ 
 
Phone numbers ______________________________________________    
 
Email Address _______________________________________________      
 
I am enclosing $_______________                        

Copy this form and send 
with check or  

money order to:  
Story Circle Network,  

PO Box 500127, Austin, 
TX 78750-0127. 

Exploring Our Roots 
 

With Melanie Alberts, Catherine Cogburn, Linda Jones, 
Patricia Pando, Lisa Shirah-Hiers, Paula Stallings Yost 
 

Women are natural storytellers, sharing their experiences 
of work and love, children and challenge, bright hours and 
dark days. In this one-day workshop, you will learn why and 
how storytelling can be an important means of self-discovery, 
self-determination, and transformation. Together, we will 
discover why personal narrative is a healing art, how our 
stories can be sacred acts, and how writing the story of our 
past helps us define a healthy future.  

This workshop is open to any woman who is interested in 
lifewriting, regardless of skill level or experience. 
 

DATE/TIME: 
Saturday, October 1, 2005, 8:30 a.m. – 4:45 p.m.  
Sunday October 2, 8:30 a.m. – 12:30 p.m. 
 

LOCATION: 
Lower Colorado River Authority Complex, 3700 Lake Austin 
Blvd, Austin TX 78703 (See the map on our website for 
driving directions.) 
 

COST: $120 for non-members, $100 for SCN members  
 

HOW CAN I PAY? 
You can pay online (electronic funds transfer or credit card) or 
by mailing a check to the SCN PO Box number on the 
registration form below. 
 

Register online at: www.storycircle.org/frmenroll.shtml 
 

MORE INFORMATION AT: 
 

www.storycircle.org/Workshops/ 

Workshop Sessions 
 

1. Everybody is a Poet!: Melanie Alberts. We will play 
surrealistic writing games and create a torn paper collage. By 
practicing techniques that will open you up to seeing new 
connections, you will write startling images, abolish clichés 
and discover that you are a poet. 
 

2. Realizing Deeper Meaning from your Reading: 
Catherine Cogburn. We will explore the themes and 
characters from our favorite books, and use writing exercises 
to become more aware of how and why they are our favorites. 
 

3. What Will They Be Saying?: Linda Jones. When all is 
said and done, after our lives have been lived, all that is left is 
our story. What will yours be? Others will be talking about 
you, so why not talk about yourself? In this segment we will 
explore various perspectives and foci for telling our stories. 
 

4. For the Good Times: Patricia Pando. Rain falls into every 
life and the sun shines there as well. In this session we will 
focus on moments that brought us joy in their happening or 
pleasure in their recollection. We will come away with 
memories of more than a few of our favorite things and times 
and places and people. 
 

5. Myth, Metaphor and Magic: Giving Your Writing 
Shape, Dimension and Drama: Lisa Shirah-Hiers. We’ll 
tap into our unconscious wisdom, explore ways to shape life 
events into universal mythical structures, and discover tools 
for self-reflection that make memoirs more interesting. 
 

6. From Memory to Memoir: Paula Stallings Yost. 
Overwhelmed by the idea of producing a life story? 
Wondering where to begin? Learn effective life-writing 
techniques. Relax and have fun with a variety of writing and 
memory-jogger exercises. 

Writing from Life Workshop 
October 1-2, 2005 in Austin TX 

9/05 
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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, 5802 
Wynona Ave, Austin TX 78756, or email Jane Ross at mjr@io.com. 

Story Circle Board Report 
 

The SCN Board met at Judith Helburn’s home in Austin, Tex., 
on July 18. Nine members attended the meeting chaired by 
President Judith Helburn. The Board: 
 
• Reported 400 hours volunteered since April meeting. 
• Approved the minutes of the April meeting; the 

Treasurer’s report was approved after the meeting as 
additional information was needed. 

• Voted to apply for MBNA MasterCard account as a non-
profit. The account had previously been in Susan Albert’s 
name. 

• Confirmed there will be a September mailing to 
prospective organizational members. The membership fee 
will remain at $100. 

• Heard that A Land Full of Stories: Women Write about the 
Southwest has been approved by the University of Texas 
Press editorial board and is scheduled for publication in 
spring ’07. 

• Approved donating one set of OWL Program manuals to 
St. John Neumann Church (Austin) in Pat Flathouse’s 
name in recognition of Pat’s work for OWL over four 
years and of the support shown by the church. (See the 
article on OWL on p. 20.)  

 
The next Board meeting will be October 10 at La Madeleine, 
Lamar Blvd. in Austin. 

—Report by Penny Appleby 
 

Internet Chapter 
 

During the past quarter, the Internet Chapter (IC) has added to 
its membership numbers in general (currently at 214 members) 
and to the reading and writing e-circles as well. The circle 
count stands at 13 writing circles and 1 reading circle.  

The second issue of the quarterly IC Facilitator’s 
Newsletter went out to all IC circle facilitators in July and was 
once again well received.  

Very soon, the IC reading circle will begin compiling a 
list of books for the upcoming 2006 reading season. IC 
members’ ideas for women’s memoirs worth reading and 
discussing are greatly appreciated. You can submit your 
suggestions to the reading e-circle's facilitator Lisa Check at 
lcheck@comcast.net. 

Says IC President Lee Ambrose, “If I have learned one 
thing in the nearly four years that I have been involved with 
Story Circle Network, it is that one’s SCN experience is 
largely reflective of what one is willing to put into the 
process.” Lee has been working hard to encourage the IC 
chapter members to participate in all that the IC chapter and 

SCN has to offer. Within the IC she invites members to 
consider becoming a facilitator of an e-circle in the future. 
 

—Report by Jane Ross 
 

Austin Chapter  
 

Story Circle Members and their guests recently had the 
opportunity to experience a free mini workshop when the 
Austin Chapter hosted another Be Our Guest program. Susan 
Bright, poet and owner of Plain View Press, had us plumb the 
depths of our childhood memories when she led us through an 
inventive writing exercise. After we wrote and shared our 
stories, Susan treated us to a performance of some of her 
poetry and shared a little of her 31-year history helping 
women write and publish their words. Our next Be Our Guest 
is an open mike and will take place September 25. This is your 
opportunity to tell your story! Please contact 
Rebecca@RebeccaR.com if you’d like to participate. 
 

—Report by Rebecca Roberts 
 

Free Range Story Circles  
 

SCN members from North Central Texas met with our 
president, Judith Helburn, in June.  

And SCN members living in the Houston TX/Harris 
County area will gather for lunch on Saturday, October 8 to 
meet, visit, and discuss SCN opportunities. For more 
information, call or e-mail Joyce Boatright (713-557-9157, 
joyce@joyceboatright.com).  
 

—Report by Judith Helburn & Patricia Pando 

Be Part of a Writing Circle 
 

Need help starting a story circle in your town? From 
the SCN home page www.storycircle.org look for the 
heading “How to Start a Story Circle,” in the left hand 
navigation bar.  
 

Want to join an established writing circle? To see the 
current list of writing circles that meet around the U.S. and 
the world, visit www.storycircle.org/circles.shtml  
 

If you already lead a writing circle, be sure and let us 
know, so we can add you to the web page. That way, you and 
your circle members who are SCN members will be eligible 
to submit stories to our anthology as well as for other 
benefits. Email Peggy Moody at storycircle@storycircle.org 
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❑   This membership  
is a gift. 

 
 My name and address: 
 
_______________________________ 
 
_______________________________ 
 
_______________________________ 
 
_______________________________ 
 
My phone and e-mail: 
 
________________________________ 
 
_____________________________ 

     Join the Story Circle Network! 
 
____Annual Membership: USA: $35 ;      
                           Canada & Mexico: $45;   
                            International $50.            
____Austin Chapter: $18/yr (in addition to your national dues!) 
____Internet Chapter: $18/yr (in addition to your national dues!) 
____Sample copy of the Story Circle Journal: $5 
 
Name_________________________________________________________________ 
 

Address_______________________________________________________________ 
 

City___________________________________ State_______ Zip__________ - _____ 
 

Phone_________________________________    
 

Email_________________________________          Amount enclosed  __________ 
         
Become a supporting member and help Story Circle Network  grow. Check here: 
 

  $70 Supporter            $125 Sponsor            $200 Patron            $400 Benefactor 

Mail your check to  
Story Circle Network,  

PO Box 500127,  
Austin TX 78750-0127 

9/05 

}International MO only 

Story Circle Network’s Mission 
The Story Circle Network (SCN) is dedicated to helping women share the stories of their lives and to raising public 

awareness of the importance of women’s personal histories. We carry out our mission through publications, a website, classes, 
workshops, writing and reading circles, and woman-focused programs. Our activities empower women to tell their stories, 
discover their identities through their stories, and choose to be the authors of their own lives. 

Member Services Web Pages 
 

Are you a dues-paying member of the Story Circle 
Network? Would you like to advertise your reading/writing/
storytelling-related business on our website?  

We have now begun a new “Member Services” web page 
just for you, at a very reasonable price: 
 

• SCN members only 
• $15 once a year 
• must be reading/writing/storytelling related 
• give us a blurb about your business, referring folks to 

your website (or email address, or phone number) 
• only factual changes within the year (i.e., this isn’t 

for advertising a specific event/date/workshop) 
 

Interested? Go to our website and send us your info:  
 

www.storycircle.org/frmmemberservices.shtml 

Share Your Talents at  
the Conference 

 

Would you like to share your wares or your services with 
other SCN members at our Stories from the Heart Conference 
in February 2006. Well, you can, in three ways: 
 

Become a sponsor for a part of the program. 
Contact Sponsorship Chair Mary Reynolds at 
mareynolds@ev1.net 

 

Provide goodies for the conference goody bags. 
Contact Linda Jones at lindas555@hotmail.com 

 

Be a vendor. Sell your writing-related wares at the 
vendor tables during the conference. Sign up on the 
Conference website: 

www.storycircle.org/Conference/ 
 
All proposals are subject to approval by the Conference Committee. 

Share Your Talents and Your Wares 
 

Two opportunities for you to tell other Story Circle Network members about the services and writing-related 
products you offer and to share some of your goodies 
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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. 

Life-Writers’ Market Watch: 
Opportunities for Publishing 

Nancy Rigg’s story, “Life after Death,” is being included in 
the upcoming anthology, Sisters Singing: Incantations, 
Blessings, Chants, Prayers and Sacred Stories from Women 
Writers (Wild Girl Publishing). And Nancy’s video Ready for 
the Storm received a prestigious Gold Award for independent 
video from the Aurora Awards: www.auroraawards.com 
 

Dita Dauti of Austin TX tells us she, Liz Carpenter, and 
Cindy Yarbrough, all members of a local Austin writing circle, 
each had pieces published in the latest issue of Austin Woman 
magazine. 
 

Linda Wisniewski’s essay, “Peace Talks: One Woman’s 
Passion”, appears in the summer issue of Quiet Mountain 
Essays, an online feminist magazine. Linda’s article “Massage 
for the Soul,” about harp therapy in health care settings, 
appears in the July/August issue of Massage magazine. 
 

“You Are Moving Where?” a story written by Robin Edgar 
of Charlotte NC is in the August issue of Skirt! magazine. 
 

Patricia Fiske has just published her second book of poetry, 
Sacred Cycle. 
 

Ann Cabot has just published her first book, Choose to Move: 
Stories, Advice, and Humor for Living Anywhere. It contains 
humorous memoirs from Ann’s own relocations and gives 
practical advice for movers. 
 

Kathleen Baker recently self-published The Expressive 
Journal Writer’s Notebook: Twenty-Five Exercises to Enliven 
Your Journal Writing. 
 

Shawn Alladio, founder and owner of K-38 Water Safety, 
was chosen as this year’s recipient of the 2005 National Water 
Safety Congress award for her efforts in promoting water 
safety around the world. More information at www.
watersafetycongress.org/Journal/2005/May 05.pdf. Shawn also 
has a short story, “Heavy Water: The Rescue of Ian 
Armstrong,” published in an upcoming book, Surfing’s 
Greatest Misadventures: Dropping in on the Unexpected, 
edited by Paul Diamond. Contact the publishers, Casagrande 
Press, at 4316 36th Ave W #C, Seattle WA 98199. 
 

Khadijah Lacina has a new cookbook, the proceeds of which 
go to breast cancer research. The book, is available as a PDF 
or a CD. More information at www.bare-essensuals.com. 
 

The OWL-Circle group led Rosalie Muschal-Reinhardt of 
Webster, NY, was featured in an interview in the May 14, 
Rochester, NY Democrat & Chronicle. You can read the 
interview at: www.democratandchronicle.com/apps/pbcs.dll/
article?AID=/20050514/NEWS0202/505140321/1006 

Tin House pays $50-800 for fiction, poetry, and nonfiction. 
Theme for winter ’06 is “ALL APOLOGIES.” Fiction, 
nonfiction, poetry, interviews, profiles, and food and drink 
writing relating to apologies, confessions, or regrets. More 
info at www.tinhouse.com. 
Deadline: September 30, 2005 

 
Cup of Comfort editor Colleen Sell is seeking submissions 
for A Cup of Comfort for Parents of Children with Autism. She 
is seeking personal anecdotal stories (not prescriptive articles) 
about the unique aspects of parenting a child with autism and 
related disorders. Stories must be original, true, positive, in 
English, and 1,000–2,000 words. One $500 grand prize; $100 
each for all other published stories, plus copy of book. 
Guidelines: www.cupofcomfort.com (click on “Share Your 
Story”) or email cupofcomfort@adamsmedia.com. 
Deadline October 1, 2005  

 
Quiet Mountain Essays, an online feminist magazine, is 
looking for contributors of non-fiction essays for their monthly 
e-zine. More information at: www.quietmountainessays.org/
Submissions.html. 

 
Life Writing, call for papers. Submissions are invited for 
volume 3, number 1 (March 2006) on any aspect of life 
writing, either as scholarly analysis, review article, or as 
reflective memoir. Scholarly articles and creative work should 
be no more than 8,000 words; reviews should be between 
1,000 and 2,000 words. Details of style can be found on our 
website: www.lifewriting.humanities.curtin.edu.au. More 
details from the editors: Dr Mary Besemeres (M.
Besemeres@curtin.edu.au) or Dr Maureen Perkins (Maureen.
Perkins@curtin.edu.au). 
Deadline: September 30, 2005 

 
Collecting Women’s Stories. A group of European women 
researchers is gathering women’s memories, experiences, or 
stories in order to create The First Center for Memories and 
Testimonies of Women. The project’s goals and orientation 
are to give voice to all women regardless of condition, status, 
profession. Publication of 1-2 books per year of stories and 
memories is also planned, as well as a yearly seminar about 
biographical issues related to women. You are invited to send 
a story (any length or subject). Send entries to Natalia 
Fernandez, Professor of Intercultural Communication, 
Specialist in Gender Violence, Free University of Barcelona, 
SPAIN, womengender@yahoo.com. 
 
Sound Portraits’ sister project, StoryCorps, kicked off a 
national tour in May. Two MobileBooths embarked on cross-
country journeys, collecting the stories of everyday Americans 
in towns and cities nationwide. Find a StoryCorps location 
near you or make your own recording at home. For details, 
visit the StoryCorps website: www.storycorps.net/participate 
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Story Circle Network 
PO Box 500127 
Austin TX 78750-0127 

Conference Tracks & Sessions 
 

A panel of five hardworking SCN members have 
reviewed and ranked 48 proposals in the last month and 
are in the process of choosing 20 sessions for the 
conference, to be announced soon. In the meantime, here 
is a sampling of the exciting program they’re putting 
together. There will be five sessions in each of four 
tracks, plus panel discussions as well. 
 
Track A. Circles of Creativity 
 

Five of our terrific writing circle facilitators will use 
some of their favorite techniques and writing prompts to 
inspire you with creative ideas to spark your individual 
writing practice and/or perk up your writing circle. 
Sessions will include: Daddy was a Vampire and other 
Family Stories, with Becky Marshall, plus four other 
sessions. 
 
Track B. How Do I Do That?  
 

Here’s your chance to learn about blogging (web logs), 
self publishing, designing and marketing your book, and 
writing from different points of view. Sessions will 
include: Blogs and Lifewriting: Finding your Voices 
Online, with Susan Wittig Albert and Joan Gelfand, plus 
four other sessions. 
 
Track C. Reclaiming Women’s Wisdom 
 

You’ll have a chance to explore the seasons of your life, 
write about those moments that changed you, delve into 
a spiritual autobiography, experience the healing power 
of writing, and discover the roots of your beliefs. 
Sessions will include: Exploring the Seasons of a 
Woman’s Life, with Lee Ambrose and Judy Fettman, 
plus four other sessions. 

 
Track D. Myriad Methods of Storytelling  
 

So many ways to tell a story! We’ll be offering 
opportunities to use recipes, family history, movement, 
metaphor, and picture books as springboards for writing 
our stories. Sessions will include: Family Ties: Writing 
Family History, with Pat Flathouse and Gwen McMath, 
plus four other sessions. 
 
 

Register now on p. 19 

Mark Your Calendar  
 

SCN Events and Deadlines 
 

September 9-11   LifeLines Lifewriting 
Retreat, Wildacres, North Carolina 
 

September 25   Be Our Guest—open mike, 
Austin TX (free) 
 

October 1-2   Writing from Life weekend 
writing workshop, Austin TX 
 

November 13   Book signing with Susan 
Wittig Albert  to launch her new Beatrix 
Potter mystery, Austin TX (free) 
 

December 15   Early registration deadline 
for Stories from the Heart III conference 
 

February 3-5, ’06   Stories from the 
Heart III Conference, Austin TX (see 
p. 19 to register) 
 

These events are open to all SCN members and 
other women interested in writing about their 
lives. Most events require registration (except 
free events). Check our website for registration 
details, place, and time. 


