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I didn’t want to know what that small voice murmuring in my left ear had to tell 
me. I’d noticed it for several months, the sense there was something dark waiting that I 
needed to discover about me, something in the past. I tried to prepare myself, 
meditating to be ready for whatever might come forth. Finally, through several 
traumatic circumstances in my life, I was forced to face the knowledge that I’d grown 
up with a grandmother who’d had psychotic episodes. I had known that much of my 
time with her was dark and frightening, but the realization that I had to put that name to 
it was terrifying. What did it mean about me? Was I doomed to be crazy too? 

 I was stricken with both despair and relief. Because I’d faced one of my worst 
fears, I became less afraid, stronger, and more able to continue healing. The voice in 
my left ear stopped. I integrated the knowledge that came to me, and eventually 
realized I was not my grandmother; I was not doomed to her fate. It took many years to 
trust this, and to develop more strength and fewer fears. 

My writing students tell me they are afraid the past will come rushing out without 
permission when they start writing. Writers soon become aware that what they intend to 
write is not always what emerges. Sometimes our writing takes us past the barred gates 
and unwelcome memories come rushing out. How can we cope with new knowledge? 
How can we face our truths, no matter how unwanted? 

Recently, as I watched a Harry Potter movie, I took note of a technique that helped 
Harry confront terror. He was coached to hold in his mind the best memory of his life 
while he cast a spell on a terrifying apparition that represented his deepest fears. If the 
positive image was not strong enough, the spell would not work.  

I have suggested a similar technique with my students, though we have had to 
make do without a magic wand or a spell. I talk with them about light and dark stories. 
“Light” stories bring light and healing, happiness and hope, love and forgiveness. Dark 
stories are about wounds that are still unhealed, pain, loss, grief, and fear. Jung talks 
about the repressed shadow in human psyche, the parts of us we don’t want to know 
about. However, when we face the shadow side of ourselves, we become more 
integrated and free to be whole. Here are some tips I give my students: 

 
1. Make a list of the dark topics or stories that you know are there, but you aren’t 

ready to write yet. List them by title or theme. 
2. Make a list of the light stories, stories that bring you a feeling of well being, 
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Facing the Truth 
 

by Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D. 
 

Linda Joy Myers’ story, “Who Am I?” won first place in the SCN 
Lifewriting Contest in 2002. In that story and in much of her writing, 
facing the truth has been a recurring theme. Linda reminds us that 
writing about times we have faced a difficult truth is easiest when we 
take a tip from Harry Potter. And she offers some valuable pointers for 
writing  our “facing the truth” stories for this year’s contest.  

Enter SCN’s  
Susan Wittig Albert  

Lifewriting 
Competition,  

2006 
 

This year’s topic: 
 

Facing the Truth  
 

Details on page 5 
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Letter from SCN’s President 

My mother always told me to be a brave girl. She meant more 
than not crying when she put orange mercurochrome on my 
banged-up knee or smiling when things didn’t go right at Girl 
Scouts. 
When I was eleven, my across-the-street friend and classmate, 
Ann Thompson, died. In those seat-beltless days of the 1950s, 
she was thrown from the car when her dad hit a patch of ice. 
Along with the entire sixth grade class, I was devastated.  
“Be brave, Sweetie,” Mother told me as she tucked a wayward 
strand behind my ear as Daddy parked the car at the funeral—my 

first. “Be brave. You know you mustn’t cry.”  
I didn’t. 
Nine years later, she told me the same thing when my father died. “We will not 

cry, no matter how we feel inside.” 
We didn’t. 
More than twenty years after that, I didn’t cry at her funeral either. In all those 

years, I never asked why. 
Now I do. Maybe it is as brave to share sorrow as to hide it. Maybe braver. It can 

be brave as well to share joy.  
My friend Ann’s mother was a brave woman. Ann died in January. That May, Mrs. 

Thompson sat in the audience as the sixth graders danced the Maypole at the Wolflin 
School Spring Program. Later she told my mom that seeing us laughing and dancing 
brought Ann back to her—she shared our joy. 

These days I try to follow my mother’s injunction to be a “brave girl”—no, make 
that a brave woman. I do it by showing my feelings instead of hiding them. I’m still not 
very good at it. I’m lucky, I don’t have to look far to find lots of brave women to show 
me the way. In Story Circle Network, we do more than tell our stories—we share them. 
The “Circle” in our name is as critical as the “Story.” I gain every time I share. It’s not 
only the relief of telling my story, showing my deepest feeling, but also in hearing and 
knowing the feelings of the other women, my circle sisters—whether we do it in 
person, on the Internet, or at a workshop or a retreat. I gain myself and I give of myself. 
I learn, I teach, I deepen. 

In May, Story Circle members demonstrated this strength forty-eight times over in 
the stories and poems in True Words from Real Women, the sixth annual Story Circle 
Network anthology. Every one of the 35 authors (representing nine states and two 
foreign countries) has a story to tell and every one of them has gained not only by 
being a member of the Network but by membership in a Circle. 

I’m reading and rereading every story, each poem. They make me appreciate my 
OWL Circle here in Bainbridge and my Internet reading and writing circles more than 
ever. If you aren’t a member of a Circle, think about joining one—or be a brave woman 
and start one soon. (There’s information on how to do this on our website.) You’ll have 
great experiences and maybe a story for next year’s anthology. 

Meanwhile, enjoy this year’s volume and go to our website to read even more 
stories by brave women. 
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you a replacement. 
 

Change of address: If you move, 
please tell us.  

Patricia Pando 
 

Patricia Pando 
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I had just started learning to quilt and, when the review 
copy of Passing on the Comfort arrived in the mail from Paula 
Yost, I was captivated by the pictures and the story of the 
women who wrote it. After I’d read the book and sent off my 
review to Paula, the story stayed with me. I told my friends 
and family about it and lent the book to anyone who asked, but 
I wanted the story to have a wider audience. I wrote a query 
letter and sent it off to a few quilting 
magazines with national circulation. 
The editor of The Quilter was 
interested if I could provide good 
photos of the old quilts. Phyllis Good 
of Good Books, publisher of Passing 
on the Comfort, was happy to send 
the magazine editor the slides she 
needed. Over the next few weeks, I 
interviewed Lynn Kaplanian-Buller 
in Europe (via email) and the 
exhibitors of the quilts in the U.S. (by 
phone.) The quilts were on a three-
year tour of North America, visiting 
the Mennonite communities where 
they originated sixty years ago. 

My article was published in the 
March 2006 issue of The Quilter. I 
received my complimentary copies in 
January and still couldn’t stop talking 
about the story, especially to the three 
friends I’ve had Saturday breakfast 
with for thirteen years. 

We’ve eaten a lot of eggs, drunk a lot of coffee, and been 
over a lot of ground together. From concerns over growing 
children to marital difficulties to health problems to job issues, 
we’ve talked it all over at breakfast. When I shared my 
enthusiasm about writing and quilting, they encouraged me in 
my work. They admired my first quilt, a crib size for my 
nephew’s baby. 

“I want to see the Mennonite quilts when they come to 
Pennsylvania,” I said. I looked up the tour schedule on the 

website of the Mennonite Central Committee and found the 
closest site was in Chambersburg, about two hours away.  

“My mother lives there,” Judy, one of my breakfast 
buddies, said. “We could make it an outing.” To my surprise, 
all three of my friends wanted to see the quilt exhibit.  

On a bright Friday afternoon in January 2006, we met at 
Ellen’s house, piled our suitcases and totes into Judy’s car and 

drove down the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike to Chambersburg. After we 
checked into our two motel rooms 
with two queen size beds per room 
(“I love you guys but I don’t want to 
sleep with you,” Judy said), we 
headed to a quaint restaurant and 
enjoyed a lovely dinner. 
On Saturday morning, we picked up 
Judy’s mother at her assisted living 
home and drove to the Cumberland 
Valley Relief Center where the 
exhibit was held. An elderly friend of 
Judy’s mom who also wanted to see 
the exhibit met us in the parking lot. I 
clutched my copy of The Quilter with 
my article featured on the cover and 
took a picture of the entrance and the 
sign above the door. 
Inside, the quilts hung on unfinished 
wooden stands. The room was lit 
well enough to see the detail in each 
quilt. I was amazed at how well 

preserved they were; the slight fading and the frayed edges 
bore witness to what they’d been through. No pictures were 
allowed, but the guides kindly let Susie take my picture at the 
entrance to the exhibit room. Besides the historic quilts, the 
exhibit also held stories about the refugee programs during 
World War II and the Mennonites in North America who 
sewed the items.  

In other rooms, we saw Pennsylvania Mennonites at work 
on today’s relief projects. Except for their modern clothing, 
they looked just like the photos in the book. A man wove 
small rugs from strips of denim cut from old jeans. Women, 
old and young, worked together “tying” the layers of a 
comforter together. Posters on the walls explained their 

(Continued on page 4) 

Friends at the Quilt Show 
 
When Linda Wisniewski received the email from SCN’s Book Review Editor Paula Yost in the spring of 
2005 asking for a volunteer to review a book about quilts from World War II called Passing on the Comfort, 
she jumped at the chance. Little did Linda know, that one e-mail would lead to a paid article in a nationally 
circulated magazine and a weekend getaway to a heart-warming quilt exhibition with her girlfriends, as she 
tells in this article. 

Linda Wisniewski is a frequent guest contributor to the Story 
Circle Journal. An active member of the Internet Chapter, 
Linda lives in Doylestown PA and has many freelance writing 
credits to her name. 

 
Passing on the Comfort: The War, the 
Quilts, and the Women Who Made a 
Difference, by An Keuning-Tichelaar 
and Lynn Kaplanian-Buller (published 
by Good Books, 2005) captures the 
story of two women, one Dutch 
Mennonite and one American, who 
were brought together by a set of well-
worn quilts made by members of the 
Mennonite Central Committee (MCC) 
during WWII. A companion exhibit, 
currently touring the northern US and 
Canada, features 18 of these quilts, 
which had been sent from the US to 
Holland during the war to help comfort 
those fleeing persecution and hunger.  

To see if the quilt exhibit is 
coming to your area, go to www.mcc.
org/quilts.  
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Don’t Call Me Mother:  
Breaking the Chain of Mother-

Daughter Abandonment,  
by Linda Joy Myers  

Two Bridges Press, 2005.  
ISBN 0972394753.  

$17.95 plus tax and shipping 
 

http://memoriesandmemoirs.com/books.html 
 
 

Linda’s memoir Don’t Call Me 
Mother: Breaking the Chain of 
Mother-Daughter Abandonment 
tells the story of three 
generations of mothers who 
abandoned their daughters, and 
how Linda breaks that pattern to 
find forgiveness and healing at 
the end of her mother’s life—a 
story that is universal in the 
search for connection between 
mothers and daughters. (See 
review by Patricia Pando on the 
SCN book review website.)  
 

Quilt Show cont.—Linda Wisniewski 

(Continued from page 1) 
happiness, contentment, and safety. They may 
include love, spiritual experiences, and miracles. 

3. When you are ready, choose from the “light” list to 
write your first story. 

4. As needed, write one of the dark stories. 
5. Rebalance by writing another light one, and so forth. 

 

One thing is certain: facing our truths, whether major 
upheavals in our lives or smaller day to day events, helps us to 
grow. Each time we face ourselves, who we are and who we 
have been, we build strength for the present and the future. 
Begin with lists. Begin with “no” to move into “yes.” Begin 
with your light stories. Tell the stories of your life in a safe 
way that inspires you to move forward in your writing.  

 
__________________________________________________ 
 
Linda Joy Myers, Ph.D., has been a therapist in Berkeley for 
over 25 years. Says Linda, “Writing the stories of your life is a 
healing process that can be done by anyone. No experience 
necessary.” 

Through her memoir coaching online and her classes, she 
teaches the powerful healing process of writing the truth. 
Linda’s first book Becoming Whole: Writing Your Healing 
Story is used as a text by therapists, ministers, and writing 
coaches. A new edition of this book will be available in 
August, 2006 from Two Bridges Press.  

(Continued from page 3) 
tsunami relief projects; I’m sure that by now they’re sending 
useful items to victims of Hurricane Katrina.  

Little did I know, that day when I got Paula’s email 
request for a reviewer to take on this book, that I would learn 
so much about history, the Mennonites, and my own state’s 
history in the War. Or that it would lead to a wonderful 
weekend with my friends.  

Read Linda Wisniewski’s 
book review in the 
Women’s History section 
of SCN’s book review 
website.  
You can order this book 
through our website by 
going to the book review 
page and clicking the link 
to Amazon. A portion of 
the sale price will benefit 
SCN 

Share & Multiply 
Thank You, 2005 Top Credit-Earners! 

 

These women helped SCN grow in 2005 by encouraging 
friends to join SCN and giving away gift memberships! Thank 
you! 
 

  1. Ginny Agnew 
  2. Duffie Bart 
  3. Robin Edgar 
  4. Pat Flathouse 
  5. Charlene Geiss 
  6. Judith Helburn 
  7. Linda Joy Myers 
  8. Patricia Pando  

 

For more information on how you can help Story Circle grow, 
go to www.storycircle.org/share.html 
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Announcing Story Circle Network’s Seventh Annual Writing Contest,  

The Susan Wittig Albert  
Lifewriting Competition 

SCN is proud to announce its seventh annual lifewriting competition, named in honor our founder, best-selling mystery 
writer Susan Wittig Albert. 
 

Topic: This year’s topic focuses on Truth. Here are some women’s wise words to help you start thinking: 
 

The truth will set you free. But first, it will piss you off.  
—Gloria Steinem 

 

The best mind-altering drug is truth.  
—Lily Tomlin  

 

If you do not tell the truth about yourself, you cannot tell it about other people.  
—Virginia Woolf 

 

Truth can be a hard thing, often a painful thing. It can defeat us—or it can redeem us. For SCN’s seventh annual writing 
competition, we invite you to write a story about learning the truth about yourself, your family, your significant other, or 
perhaps even your place in the universe. And remember, those moments when we have faced the truth can run the gamut—
everything from learning that there is no Father Christmas after all to learning that our spouse is having an affair, and so 
much more. Tell us the story of a moment in your life when you  finally had to face a truth. 
 

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

Rules: 
• You must be a dues-paying member of Story Circle Network to enter. 
• There is a $10 entry fee, which can be paid online or by check (send to the address below).  
• One entry per member, please. 
• Winners of previous competitions are not eligible. 
• If you have internet access, please submit your entry to us electronically by using our online form or by sending it in 

an email, as a Word attachment or copied into the body of your email. If you do not have access to a computer, mail it 
(typed and single-spaced, on 8.5" x 11" paper). If you do not have access to a typewriter, we will accept entries that are 
clearly handwritten in dark black ink. Each entry must be titled and no longer than 1200 words. To be eligible, the 
entry must be previously unpublished. 

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

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

 

Criteria and judging: The judges look for entries that are fresh and original, tell a compelling story in a clear and authentic 
voice, are responsive to the topic, and have been polished and proofread for presentation in the competition. The most 
successful submissions are rich in evocative detail and avoid generalizations and abstractions. Entries will not be returned; 
evaluations will not be available.  
 

Deadline: July 15, 2006. Winners will be notified by August 15, 2006. 
 

Three ways to enter: 
1. Go to www.storycircle.org/Contests/ to enter on line. 
2. Email your entry to storycircle@storycircle.org.  
3. Snail mail your entry to: Lifewriting Competition, Story Circle Network, PO Box 500127, Austin TX, 78750-0127 
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“Truth is what matters, not misfortune.” 
—Queen Elizabeth I, as played by Helen Mirren on HBO 

 

Last February, at the Story Circle Network conference in 
Austin, incoming president Patricia Pando—or Trilla, as I call 
her, having known her for years—wearing the yellow that 
reflects her sunny nature, asked us to write about our happy 
moments—an exercise as delightful as Trilla herself. 

Yet the stories we need most to tell aren’t always joyful 
ones, and they are the ones that many of us avoid—partly 
because we dread rehashing old pain, and partly because as 
women, we often fear “hurting” others. Indeed, as a leader of 
writing groups that have been attended by thousands of 
women, it’s the fear I hear mentioned more than any other. In 
fact, like the other fears I’ve encountered through the 25 years 
I’ve led Zona Rosa, I’ve created an acronym for it—FOP, or 
Fear of People (close relatives are FOR, or Fear of 
Retribution, and FOS, or Fear of Shame—because even when 
we were the victim, we often feel shame at the telling). Yet as 
I mentioned in my address at the conference, I’ve never had a 
relationship made worse by telling those truths: the good ones 
are enhanced and deepened, the others were bad anyway—and 
some of those even improved! 

In her third book, Almost There, Irish memoirist Nuala 
O’Faolain tells her truths to a degree that many women would 
find uncomfortable (she also shares wonderful comments on 
writing and the writing life). At sixty, among her issues are 
still her resentment of her long-dead, alcoholic mother, distant 
siblings, her childlessness, aging, and her rage at sharing her 
lover with his eight-year-old daughter, an emotion that any 
woman with children might find less than sympathetic, and 
which she realizes is so irrational that it leads her to a therapist 
for the first time.  

Yet despite even my occasional discomfort at O’Faolain’s 
unvarnished revelations, I was also riveted by them, and her 
ability to tell them fearlessly increased my respect. Because 
the truth does that: as that great purveyor of mental health, 
actor Warren Beatty, once commented, “I love the shock of 
the truth.” As in the title of art critic Robert Hughes’ book, 
The Shock of the New, our truths—whatever they may be—are 
always fresh as well as refreshing! 

By contrast, Paula came to Zona Rosa for eighteen years 
before getting to her truths, and when she did finally tell them, 
crisis—as so often happens—had loosened something inside 

her: she had just come out of the months of her husband’s 
diagnosis of Non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma (and, thankfully, his 
complete recovery).  

A highly intelligent college professor—yes, she taught 
creative writing—Paula liked best to write about what she had 
not herself experienced, and before that she had hacked away 
at her beloved fiction, writing three not-quite-good-enough 
novels in which something was missing—an emotional 
element that I knew was connected to some deeper truth she 
had not yet expressed. In addition, she was one of the more 
judgmental members of our group. “Why, I never heard of 
such a thing!” she would comment to, say, a woman who had 
just revealed her excruciating pain at having her husband 

(Continued on page 23) 

Secrets of  the Zona Rosa:   
How Writing (and Sisterhood) Can 

Change Women’s Lives  
by Rosemary Daniell  

ISBN 0-8050-7780-4  
Henry Holt and Company, 2006  

Truth and invention 

When Perfect Isn’t Perfect,  
Or Why Truth (And Sisterhood) Matters 

 

Keynote Speaker at the Stories from the Heart conference in February, Rosemary Daniell is the founder and 
leader of Zona Rosa, a series of life-changing writing workshops attended by thousands of  women (and the 
occasional man) over the past 25 years.   

“Rosemary Daniell is an enormously gifted poet, 
novelist, and non-fiction writer . . . She is one of the 
women by whom our age will be known in times to 
come.” – Erica Jong, author of Fear of Flying 
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Books for the Journey 
  
Secrets of the Zona Rosa: How Writing (and Sisterhood) Can Change Women’s Lives, 
by Rosemary Daniell (Henry Holt and Company: New York, 2006, Soft cover ISBN 0-
8050-7780-4) Reviewed by Patricia Pando 
 

When you pick up a copy of Secrets of the Zona Rosa, better pick up two or three extra 
notebooks and a box of pens or pencils, because you are about to start writing.  

It’s hard to imagine not getting itchy writing fingers while reading the intriguing titles in the 
table of contents: “We are all doors until someone slams us,” “If I was really wild,” “If I thought 
like a guy.”   

Rosemary Daniell is intriguing and powerful. She writes her own truths and she invites other 
women to do the same. No, she doesn’t invite, she insists. And insistence is hard to resist. 

I first met Rosemary Daniell in the pages of her 1997 book, The Woman Who Spilled Words 
All Over Herself: Writing and Living the Zona Rosa Way. It headed this fallen-away writer back 
on the writing road. For several years I was a member of Rosemary’s Atlanta Zona Rosa group. It 
is with real joy I welcome this book, as will others of Rosemary’s readers. 

Those who have not had the fun and challenge of working their ways through Rosemary’s 
exercises—and exorcises—will soon share our enthusiasm. 

 Rosemary took the name Zona Rosa for the writing groups and workshops that she leads 
from the bohemian quarter of Mexico City, but she gives it the additional meaning of the 
“feminine zone” where women (and not a few men) explore using writing not only as a 
challenging, creative activity but also “as a tool for healing.”  

Secrets explains how her mother’s suicide inspired her to explore her own life and truths 
through writing, and how the knowledge of her mother’s frustrations and sadness over a lost 
ambition to write led her to devote her time and talents to helping other women not only to fulfill 
their dreams of writing, but also to hone their skills in practical ways. Rosemary, already a 
published poet, was leading a writing workshop for women prisoners when she learned of her 
mother’s overdose.  

I felt once more how little she—like the women in the prison—had been able to tell of her own 
truths. How little permission she had been given—whether by herself or others—to express them. 

Although I didn’t know it yet, Zona Rosa was born in that moment; an unrealized passion that 
would lead me to spend much of the rest of my life seeking to help women like Mother and women 
in prisons of all kinds to achieve their dreams. 

Rosemary does not and did not flinch at telling her own truths. She spent the next three years 
of her life writing a memoir inspired by her mother’s death, Fatal Flowers: On Sin, Sex, and 
Suicide in the Deep South. Not long afterwards, Rosemary began leading a small group of writing 
women, and Zona Rosa was born. 

This book tells Rosemary’s story and more. She looks back over the nearly twenty-five years 
of Zona Rona writers and shares (with their permission) the moving tales of how their writing has 
changed their lives. There are sad stories and stories of triumph, all of them fascinating.  

This is not, though, a book of stories. We find guidance and guidelines that all writers, novice 
or expert, use with relish.  

While the book deals with serious subjects, it is filled with Rosemary’s wit and humor. 
“Pilates on Paper” first appear in Chapter One and the reader becomes the writer before she turns 
the page. (Remember my warning about new notebooks and pens!) “Book Therapy” appears 
regularly with reading suggestions and guidance. Writing exercises, or exorcises, as Zona Rosans 
call them, appear through out. Toward the end, Rosemary addresses “The Emotional Tai Chi of 
Getting Your Work Out There,” excellent advice on finishing and submitting our work when it is 
ready (and we are ready for it) to share with the world. 

Attending a Zona Rosa group or workshop is an exhilarating experience, but so is reading and 
writing from this book. I recommend it wholeheartedly!  
   
 

I felt once more 
how little she—like the 
women in the prison—
had been able to tell of 

her own truths. How 
little permission she 

had been given—
whether by herself  

or others— 
to express them. 

Although I didn’t know 
it yet, Zona Rosa was 
born in that moment; 

an unrealized passion 
that would lead me to 

spend much of the rest 
of my life seeking to 

help women like 
Mother and women in 
prisons of all kinds to 
achieve their dreams. 
—Rosemary Daniell 
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SCJ. Personal Watercraft Safety Expert is a very 
unusual job description. Tell us how you came to 
make this your career. 
 
Shawn Alladio. I didn’t plan this work at all. I was 
really fortunate to love the ocean and dirt bikes at 
the same time and to realize that a Jet Ski was like a 
dirt bike on water. That’s how I was hooked—I just 
wanted to play! I got involved when the Jet Ski first 
came out on the market and I’ve grown old with the 
industry. It evolved as my life shifted. I bought my 
first stand-up Jet Ski in 1979 at the age of 18. I was 
primarily a racer who extended help to those in 
trouble on the water while I practiced.  

The evolution started around 1989 when I 
began to teach racers and occupational users based 
on my personal experiences and to run a business at 
the same time I was taking care of my home and my 
daughter Kyla. The business took off around 1998. 
So it was a long, slow, and grueling process of 
trials, errors, and difficulties. I feel fortunate I’m 
tenacious and didn’t give up, because the work 
itself is so valuable, and the world is now seeing 
those results in the news. 
 
SCJ. Water rescue work must be quite an 
adrenaline rush. Tell us how it feels to be out there 
on a high-powered Jet Ski saving lives. 
 
Shawn. I try to conserve my adrenaline and not 
waste any energy or emotion. I rarely drink or eat 
while I’m working. Work can last 10 hours a day or 
more—it’s a long haul and I feel better fasting. I 
believe it’s important not to pit one force against 
another force and to realize that, though we are 
powerless over a situation, our instinct, training, and 
knowledge can help us to make sensible decisions 
to reduce our risk.  

All rescuers are under duress and extreme 
pressure, so there’s a lot to manage on multiple 
levels. You have to keep moving, keep thinking, 

and look far ahead for an advantage. The most 
important thing is to come home safely. I always 
have my exit planned, and I am good at problem 
solving. I enjoy the challenge—it suits my nature 
and competitive spirit.  

A Jet Ski (Personal Watercraft) is a type of 
boat that can get into close, confined quarters. 
With good training it can be used in dynamic 
water, such as swiftwater or the surf, and no other 
boat can do that effectively. I find it to be the most 
courageous little boat that loves to work under 
extreme conditions.  

Safety is all about the operator’s choices, 
however, so I just choose very well! It all comes 
down to understanding myself well enough and 
the weather and water, the status of the victim(s) 
and all the other factors that come up. I try to 
create as low an impact as possible. It is really all 
about self discipline and the thinking process 
translated into action. 
 
SCJ. Your work has taken you all over the world. 
Tell us about some of the places that made the 
most impact on you? 
 
Shawn. South Africa feels like my own homeland. 
After spending five winters there training and 
working at Dungeons [see sidebar opposite—Ed.], 
it has worked deep into my psyche and I long for 
the wind and cold water of the Cape. My closest 
friends are from that country, a raw frontier of true 
commitment amongst obvious difficulties.  

Australia is another country where I have 
many friends and colleagues. The year I was asked 
to go there and train their lifesaving educators was 
a pinnacle for my career. The lifeguards in 
Australia are world renowned for their prowess 
and skills in the surf.  

I have lived in every place I have traveled. I 
spent time and adjusted to the weather, land, and 
people, so bits and pieces of me are strung across 

Meet other lifewriters and learn from their stories 
 

Shawn Alladio:  Making Waves 
 

Story Circle Network member Shawn Alladio is a featured author in a new anthology out in March ’06, 
called Surfing’s Greatest Misadventures. Shawn’s fellow writers in E-Circle #9 know her as a woman who is 
devoted to her two daughters, her writing, and her career in water rescue. But few know that she is one of 
the most experienced personal watercraft (read Jet Ski) drivers in the world, able to rescue surfers who’ve 
wiped out in 50-foot waves, as she describes in her story “Heavy Water” in Surfing’s Greatest 
Misadventures. The Journal interviewed Shawn by email to find out more about her unusual career and the 
new directions she’s heading with her writing. 

I would like to 
be a courageous 
writer. It seems 
much easier to 
face a 50-foot 
wave than write 
down all these 
past days.  
—Shawn 
Alladio 

I hope my 
writing will 
create a real-
world story for 
someone else to 
take the next 
step into the 
unknown and 
face a fear that 
blocks their 
creative spirit... 
—Shawn 
Alladio 
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Dungeons Reef 
 

At the mouth of Hout Bay on the Cape Peninsula of South 
Africa is a reef and surfing hotspot called Dungeons, known 
for the biggest waves in Africa. The ocean swells, generated 
across the South Atlantic Ocean, hit Dungeons’ reefs and rear 
up into giant, three-story-plus, breaking waves for brave souls 
to attempt to ride. Every year, Dungeons is the site of a big-
wave surfing contest, rivaled only by similar contests in 
Hawaii. Shawn Alladio has been there for the past five years 
overseeing safety management, ready to pull surfers from the 
turbulent water in minutes.  

the globe. I wasn’t just visiting—I was experiencing and 
feeling the compression from the atmosphere, the wind 
movement, the pulse of the ocean, or the rage of a river. 

Working in New Orleans is still a hard experience for me 
to look back on—I call it our National Disgrace! And going 
back to Ground Zero a year after 9/11 was very heavy.  

 
SCJ. You’ve worked with some fascinating people in diverse 
situations, from rescuing surfers to training emergency 
responders. Who are the people you’ve most appreciated 
working with? 

 
Shawn. Training our US Navy and US Marine Corps 
personnel has been an honor. I felt a lot of personal and 
patriotic pride in working with the special waterborne 
divisions, being the sole female instructor and basically 
creating an industry that did not exist before. This good work 
has revolutionized boating and lifesaving on our planet.  

I’m fascinated by technology and what will come next 
that we can use as a lifesaving tool. I hope I live long enough 
to see the new transitions and I’m stoked that I was able to be 
the conduit for Personal Watercraft rescue to get started. My 
instructors and sponsors deserve a lot of credit. Our students 
are the fountain of our hearts—they take our experiences and 
apply them in the real world for the benefit of others.  
 
SCJ. You rescue a lot of people but you also face tragedy on a 
regular basis. How have you learned to cope with the times 
when there was someone you weren’t able to save? 
 
Shawn. I remind my soul that I may be the last person to be 
within their view or their hearing or to touch their skin. I’m 
loving and careful about what I say and try to be a witness for 
them. It’s a transition when a person surrenders their life to the 
great mystery of death, one I try to be graceful with, but it is 
painful. This is a good reminder for all of us not to fear death, 
but to embrace it the same way we do with a birth—both 
should be celebrated and both should be prepared for and not 
grieved because of regrets. All of us need to discover 
ourselves continually to really live every moment and find 
purpose. Don’t waste your time—channel your life force into 
something you are proud of. We live to die, so to speak, and 

we should do both living and dying well, regardless of how 
our ending is. 
 
SCJ. You’ve been the subject of many magazine articles and 
now you are making a name for yourself telling your own 
story in Surfing’s Greatest Misadventures. What prompted you 
to start writing your stories? 
 
Shawn. I began writing for personal therapy to process my 
feelings and moods, professionally and personally. I’ve 
encountered discrimination and had to deal with fear so it was 
a simple way to face truths and move forward rather than 
crumble into confusion and pain. With the travel, I don’t have 
the luxury of being in one place very long, so I had to develop 
a way to cope.  

I joined the Story Circle Network because of my friend 
Nancy Rigg and her support. I guess I would say Nancy is the 
muse for these words making it into print, because I never 
wanted to write for people to read.  

Surfing’s Greatest Misadventures is really similar to how 
it is when I’m at a surf location waiting for waves. All the 
surfers ‘talk story’ and share one after another of these 
insanely wild stories. So the book is just like being with these 
guys, except they’re not animated and doing their crazy little 
antics, thank God!  
 
SCJ. Do you have any particular goals or aspirations for your 
writing?  
 
Shawn. I have writing aspirations now, which are newly 
formed, mainly thanks to Nancy and E-Circle #9 members 
who are very supportive of each other’s work. I hope my 
writing will create a real-world story for someone else to take 
the next step into the unknown and face a fear that blocks their 
creative spirit, to be set free to go beyond mediocrity, to do 
one thing different than everyone else. 

I’ve had a lot of people prompt me to write an 
autobiography, which I wasn’t sure I wanted to do. The editor 
of Surfing’s Greatest Misadventures, Paul Diamond, is 
coaching me to write a twelve chapter autobiography. Just 
today he was actually coming up with his focus on the magic 
behind the pages. We’re doing the book tour right now and 
he’s staying with me, spending time and getting to know the 
overall way my life works out, which is quite unpredictable. 
I’m sure he can’t wait to go home. Hah! 

I struggle horribly with my writing, but I am getting clear 
of that blocking attitude as time passes and I practice writing 
with more discipline and purpose. I think an autobiography is 
going to happen, probably within the next year, and I dread 
that process. I am comfortable writing about educating rescue 
personnel in the waters of our world, but when it comes to my 
stories, they seem so common to my world. I haven’t quite 
realized yet that they may be interesting to others. I would like 
to be a courageous writer. It seems much easier to face a 50-
foot wave than write down all these past days.  
 

(Continued on page 10) 
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SCJ. How has writing about your work changed the way you 
see the events that you’ve been part of? 
 
Shawn. I try to distance myself from the overall impact and I 
discipline myself to remain humble. Humor sure helps too. 
When I work, I have a different side to my personality that 
complements the seriousness and strength that is necessary. I 
have been described as a chameleon and that is fine—I move 
with my mood and the tempo of the surroundings.  

When people ask me what kind of work I do, I usually say 
I’m just a janitor. It’s a metaphor for rescue work. They 
quickly leave me alone and I don’t feel like a freak if they 
comment, “Oh, you’re that crazy woman!”  

In my rescue work, I go in when nobody is looking, do 
the work, clean everything up, put it all back together and, get 
the Hell out of there, and nobody knows the difference. The 
media has latched onto my “story,” but it’s the same repetitive 
theme and it bores me, because I’m excited about talking 
about education, enforcement, and safety. But that isn’t sexy 
enough for print, and media outlets have their own agendas.  

I’ve been beat down so many times in the past but I really 
don’t care what anyone thinks of me anymore—I just do what 
I feel intuitively is best for my life, to serve others through 
deeds and action, and to be a better woman each day, a woman 
and mother that my children can look up to. I want them to 
feel safe around me and in our world.  
 
SCJ. Is there anything else you’d like to tell our readers?  
 
Shawn. My personal struggles have also complemented my 
occupational struggles. I was a woman who was physically 
abused, beaten by the man I loved. I really am thankful to be 
alive and able to move beyond his projection of anger and the 
confusion of what is love and what is this abuse? It’s nice not 
to be frustrated by the disowned aspects of others.  

I suffered additional abuse from male colleagues. I realize 
that life has these crazy moments, but those moments should 
move us to a higher level of conscious life and a hunger for 
truth, not keep us locked in a prison. I am in love with myself 
and my way of being. I’ve worked hard and writing gave me 
the voice to keep in touch with my spirit, which enables my 
soul to thrive. Peace, love, joy, and happiness is my current 
theme and spending time with good people who get it. I don’t 
have patience for time thieves or idiots—they are not welcome 
in my life. 

I have two incredible children, Kyla Ann, 24 years old, 
and Shaniah Oceania, 2 years old. I’ll be 45 in June. I’m single 
and based out of Santa Barbara California. 

My work is entirely possible only from support from 
Kawasaki Motors Corporation, the American Watercraft 
Association, Gath and Lifesled and God’s grace.  
 

—Email interview conducted and edited by Jane Ross 
 
Visit Shawn’s personal and business websites at: www.
ShawnAlladio.com and www.K38Maritime.com.  

Surfing’s Greatest 
Misadventures 

Dropping in on the Unexpected 
 

Edited by Paul Diamond 
 

Available through  
www.thesurfbook.com 

ISBN 0-9769516-0-6 
$15.95 
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See details on p. 27 



Volume 10, Number 2, June 2006                                                                                                                      Page 11 

SCN’s Executive Director  
Peggy Moody 

 

It takes tremendous effort and attention to detail to do the 
work of the Executive Director, but Peggy Moody makes it 
look easy! She became a member of Story Circle Network in 
1998 when she joined the first ever meeting of the first ever 
SCN reading circle. The following year, Susan Albert asked 
her to join the Board of Directors. In 2003, as SCN expanded 
and sought a greater presence worldwide, Peggy was 
appointed Executive Director with responsibility for managing 
the website, helping establish the Internet Chapter, the book 
review site, SCN e-letters and all the other online activities we 
offer.  

That led her to a whole new career. “I met Susan [Albert] 
when I joined SCN’s reading circle. I got to know her through 
the reading circle, my work on the board, and as webmistress. 
She then hired me to do her own website, and recommended 
me to her friends and colleagues, several of whom became my 
clients. With her help I was able to completely change my life. 
I was unhappy in my IBM job, and so satisfied with the work I 
did for Susan and for SCN. I was beginning to see that I 
needed to feel that my work was making a difference. With 
her encouragement I was able to make the change in my life 
just over a year ago when I left IBM.” 

When the work of this year’s Stories from the Heart 
Conference came up, she bravely took that on too, co-chairing 
with Danelle Sasser. She says the most rewarding part of 
working on the conference was “seeing and hearing the 
women who were there—the joy they experienced. I loved 
meeting these women who had just been names in emails until 
then—especially the Internet Chapter women.” The hardest 
part? “…managing all the minutiae—all the zillions of 

Take a bow! Spotlighting our Story Circle Network volunteers 
 

A Quiet Unstoppable Energy 
 
Two women were the driving force behind the SCN Stories from the Heart conference in February, two 
women whose quiet, behind-the-scenes work has been a vital part of SCN’s success both with the conference 
and for the past several years. Lisa Shirah-Hiers gives this tribute to Peggy Moody and Danelle Sasser. 

Lisa Shirah-Hiers is a freelance writer and piano teacher 
from Austin, Tex., with many published articles to her name. 

Conference Co-Chair  
Danelle Sasser 

 

Though Story Circle Network is blessed with an 
abundance of talented women, Danelle Sasser is a special case. 
Writer, computer guru, and flutist, she’s done a bit of 
everything. Born and raised in Albuquerque, Danelle received 
a Bachelor of Business Administration from the University of 
New Mexico, and has worked in data processing; software 
design and testing; and as a flute teacher! She’s the kind of 
person who gives everything she’s got to whatever project is at 
hand. That’s why, when she gave birth to twin boys fifteen 
years ago, she made the difficult decision to leave her job and 

(Continued on page 12) 

details.” Then again, managing details has always been one of 
Peggy’s strong points. She was accepted into the Freshman 
Engineering Honors Program at the University of Texas where 
she majored in Computer Science and Math. She graduated 
magna cum laude with a BS from the University of North 
Texas, then worked at IBM for twenty-two years. Always 
interested in the possibilities of the internet, she now works 
freelance, managing websites for Patricia Pando, Susan Albert, 
Sisters in Crime, the Women’s National Book Association, the 
Association of Personal Historians, and others. Writers in 
particular find that a website is an excellent marketing tool, 
allowing them to connect directly with their readership. Peggy 
is genuinely excited by the possibilities of the medium and 
eager to help foster her clients’ work. 

She is an avid reader, a wife and mother of three children 
ages 20, 12, and 10 and she enjoys yoga, knitting and cooking. 
She says she loves programming and the way the Internet 
Chapter “gives women a venue—a place to finally, sometimes 
for the first time, tell their stories, and be heard and 
encouraged….It is a valuable and important part of my life.”  
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(Continued from page 11) 
enter the ranks of stay-at-home mothers. “Quitting my job and 
staying home was one of the most difficult things I’ve ever 
done. But I knew it would be hard to split my energy between 
working and staying home. I admire women who can do both. 
But I was afraid that when I was at work, I’d want to be home; 
and when I was home, I’d want to be at work.”  

Any of us who’ve stayed home with our kids knows it 
isn’t easy. Not only are children demanding and sometimes 
difficult, there is always that awkward moment at parties when 
someone says, “And what do you do?” Danelle, in fact, does 
quite a lot. She is a certified scuba diver, kayak enthusiast, and 
active member of the Austin Flute Choir. The flute choir 
recently commissioned a new piece, “Hill Country Suite,” by 
Michigan composer, Catherine McMichael. Danelle’s proud to 
have been part of that process. “It was so exciting. The 
composer came. She was delightful. It was so exciting to play 
a piece that no one had ever played before—that we helped 
bring into being. And we got to have input. We were able to 
suggest titles of movements.” (One was “Flight of the Bats” in 
honor of Austin’s famous urban bat colony, the largest in the 
US with around 1.5 million bats living under the Congress 
Avenue Bridge.) 

Danelle is also extremely active in SCN. She has been a 
member of Judith Helburn’s story circle for almost six years 
and loves it. “I love being with other women, hearing what 
they have to say. Story circles are really women’s groups 
without an agenda. Church groups, the PTA, the Band Board—
they all have some kind of an agenda. But a story circle, where 
we sit around a table and write and share our stories, really 
doesn’t.” 

 She serves as Publications Committee Chair on the 
national SCN board, as Treasurer of the Austin Chapter, and, 
most recently, as co-chair of the 2006 Stories from the Heart 
Conference. For the conference, Danelle spent over a year as 
the “go-to” person, juggling, multi-tasking and overseeing all 
the various planning committees. She downplays her role, 
however, claiming her job mainly consisted of reminding 
committee chairs of up-coming deadlines, and letting them do 
the rest. “I learned how to let other people do their jobs. That 
was very hard for me since my job for the last fifteen years has 
been telling people (my boys) what to do! I found out how 
capable so many of our members are. You ask them to do 
something and they go and do a great job.” 

Danelle did a great job too, as conference attendees 
already know. Her work as co-chair proved her a superb 
leader, and her Herculean effort made us all shine. She ensured 
our 2006 conference was not only a success, but the best one 
yet. She will be a hard act to follow.  

’Lizabeth 
Martha Lane 

Fredericksburg TX 

 
See her movin’ through 
the house, black head bobbin’, 
hips swingin’, feet movin’, 
to a boogie beat, 
smoke rings curlin’ 
’round her head? 
’Lizabeth’s her name, 
white woman’s maid, 
but ’Lizabeth’s cool, 
nobody’s fool, 
sure of herself 
no one’ slave. 
Boogin’s her middle name. 
Taught us “Truckin” and 
th’ “Flat Foot Floogie 
with a Floy, Floy.” 
Taught us life is good, 
if ya got rhythm. 
Taught us life’s a dance 
if ya face it head on. 
Taught us nobody’s our master 
’cept God alone. 
My mind still lingers 
on memories of free ’Lizabeth, 
dancin’ woman! 
 

 
Martha Lane posted this poem on the Story Wall at the Stories 
from the Heart conference in February.—Ed. 

 

Welcome to our 
newest organizational 
member,  
The Crossings retreat 
center and spa 
in Austin, Texas. 
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Kitchen table stories 
 

’Matoes and Memories 
 

Susan Jordan lives in Roseburg, Oregon, and is a writer, traveler, and voracious reader. She has written for 
Joy and HomeLife magazines, Senior Views, and regional newspapers. 

Says Susan Jordan, “My writing-in-progress file cabinet 
should keep me busy for the next ten years!” Her contribution 
to the “True Words” pages of the Journal was published in 
March, 2005.  

“You put in how many tomato plants?” asked Mom. 
“Seventeen,” I answered. 
“Why so many?”  
“I got a little carried away at the co-op sale!” 
“Well, you’re going to have to make a lot of fried green 

tomatoes because it’s too late in the season for all of those 
’matoes to ripen!” declared the undisputed tomato growing 
champion of northeast Arkansas. 

“I’ll think of something,” I replied as I resisted the urge to 
quote Scarlet O’Hara about “thinking about it tomorrow.”  

Every year I tell myself that I will not plant a garden, and 
every year I go by the local gardening co-op. When I see all 
the people carting boxes of plants, I get drawn into the 
excitement of spring planting. Every year it happens, and 
every year my mom lectures me about wasting all those 
’matoes. 

The earth calls to me! You can take the girl off the farm, 
but you can’t take the farmer out of the girl! My grandparents 
were sharecroppers, and my parents moved back to a farm 
after spending thirty years in southern California. No matter 
where we lived, my parents put in a garden every year. We 
even date some of our family history from “the year of the 
great tomato fight.” 

One summer my mom grew luscious slicing tomatoes, a 
Big Boy variety, if I remember correctly. Mom ceremoniously 
placed a large platter of these red beauties in front of my dad. 
To this day we do not know who started it, but that platter of 
tomatoes became ammunition for an all-out food fight in our 
kitchen! Pulp and seeds flew in all directions! No bleach could 
ever clean the red blotches off our clothes. 

The great tomato battle was called on account of a knock 
at the door. 

“Hush,” threatened my splattered mom as she quickly 
grabbed dishtowels and cleaned off her face and hands. She 
put an apron over her clothes. No quick-change artist ever 
broke her record for restoring southern decorum. 

Mom answered the door. It was the landlord. The rent was 
due. 

A check was quickly handed over, and Mom turned back 
to the table. We all tried not to laugh, but Mom had missed a 
spot. A large tomato slice rested like a crown on the top of her 
auburn curls. She truly was the “tomato queen.” 

What to do with all my green tomatoes? No green tomato 

fight, ’cause little green tomatoes hurt! 
The threat of our first fall frost spurred me to action. I 

harvested two bushels before the weather could blacken the 
fruit. Some green tomatoes were wrapped in newspaper and 
placed in single layers for slow ripening in the house, while I 
selected the “Roma” variety for an experimental green tomato 
chutney recipe. 

I chopped and chopped and chopped and chopped. Pulp 
and seeds flew around my kitchen. 

I’m counting the days until next spring when I trek to the 
co-op once again. I will joyfully fill my cart without fear of a 
lecture from my mother, the tomato queen. She cannot cry, 
“too many ’matoes” because my green tomato chutney 
experiment earned a blue ribbon at this year’s county fair. 

Maybe next year I will experiment with green tomato and 
mango chutney?  

 

’Matoes Chutney 
 

4 cups small green ’matoes, chopped 
2 sweet white onions  
2-1/2 cups apple cider vinegar 
3 cups sugar  
2 cups golden raisins 
4 cloves garlic, chopped fine 
2 jalapeno chilies, seeded and chopped fine 
1 tsp. ginger 
1 tsp. allspice 

 

Place chopped ’matoes in a large glass bowl and salt 
lightly. Let stand two hours and drain well. Chop onions into 
medium chunks and set aside. 

In a heavy, non-reactive soup pot, combine vinegar and 
sugar. Bring the vinegar mixture to a boil, reduce heat to low 
and add the green ’matoes and onions. Cook for approximately 
30 minutes, making sure the ’matoes retain a bright green 
color. Lower heat to a simmer and add raisins, chilies, garlic, 
and spices. Simmer for 5 minutes. Place in sterilized jars and 
seal. Makes about 4 pints. 

You have kitchen table stories, too!  
We’d love to print them here in the Journal (800 words 

maximum, please, including recipe). Send via email or as a 
Word attachment to patriciapando@yahoo.com. In the subject 
line, please type Kitchen Table Stories. If you have no 
computer, type or write your story legibly and mail to: Patricia 
Pando, 1600 Lake Douglas Road, Bainbridge, GA 39819. 
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“I can’t find my sandals, Auntie. Don’t go without me, 
okay?” I give up my search deciding barefoot is better than 
being left. 

Lenny, Cheryl, and I pile into the Chevy station wagon 
along with terrycloth beach towels, pails, shovels, Coppertone, 
and an ice chest full of bologna sandwiches, tonic, fresh fruit, 
and Three Musketeers bars. Arms and legs and torsos are 
tangled. We are an octopus! Life is good. 

At fourteen, Cheryl is already beautiful. Her long blond 
hair flies like silk strands as Cape Cod wind and humidity rush 
through the car windows, whereas my naturally curly hair 
grows and takes on a chia-pet look. She is everything I am 
not—coordinated, pretty, tall, thin. And sitting in the car with 
two eleven-year-olds is agonizing for her. She doesn’t like me 
and I know it. But I love her. I imitate her smoky voice, her 
fluid walk, her breathy laugh. And when she’s not looking, I 
study everything about her. I want to be her. 

We sail down the bumpy dirt road from the cabin to the 
beach, Uncle Lenny whistling, grasping the steering wheel 
with one hand, the other resting on Auntie’s knee. 

I must have eaten too many Three Musketeers bars that 
day. One minute Lenny and I are diving under the water like 
seals searching for clams and scallops. Then, I double over 
with stabbing stomach cramps. I panic and breathe in water, 
struggling to scream. 

I don’t remember what happened, but suddenly I am lying 
on the shore, water lapping at my ankles, spurting salty water 
like a whale. Cheryl stands above me with tears in her eyes. 

Am I dead? Cheryl’s hair is stringy wet; she must have 
rescued me. In that moment, it doesn’t matter that I drive her 
crazy, that I am eleven, or even that I peek at her when she 
isn’t looking. What matters is that I am safe and she loves me.

 
 

Sand Between My Toes 
Lavon Urbonas 

Rancho Cucamonga CA 

My first glimpse of the Pacific Ocean is a misty 
memory—I was only two in 1936—but my parents, having 
just driven from Missouri, must have felt they had reached the 
promised land. An oceanfront apartment was home for our 
first ten months in Southern California. 

Mom soon discovered she didn’t like living near the 
ocean. The air, humid and briny, always felt sticky. It took 
forever for laundry to dry on the line. Then there was the tar 
on the beach. While digging in the sand with my bright-hued 
shovel and pail, I became imprinted with blobs of tar that 
required solvent to remove. It was impossible not to track sand 

Holiday in Crete 
Linda Reynolds 

Austin TX 

Wisps of snow silently pass my window. Sighing, I open 
a family album and sink in my easy chair. I step inside a photo 
and arrive on a beach in Crete. While I gaze at the glistening 
turquoise Aegean Sea, my two sons run by, dusting my legs 
with sand. 

“Time for lunch,” is answered with squeals of joy. The 
youngest rides on his dad’s shoulders on the leisure walk to 
our stone and white stucco bungalow at Ikaros village. 

In the dining hall, natives rub the blonde heads of the 
youngsters, as if this gesture will bring good luck. The table is 
decorated with red Easter eggs in the Greek tradition. The red 
color symbolizes the blood of Christ that was shed to absolve 
the sins of man. 

The waiter points out that Patates Tiganetes are French 
fries. “They’re better than McDonald’s!” 

A warm breeze caresses our faces on the drive to the 
Palace of Knossos. The parents marvel at the beautiful frescos 
at this ancient palatial site. The boys run through the wings 
pretending it is their own private fortress, and giggle when 
someone points out the first flushing toilet. 

How adventurous! We bump along up a steep rocky hill 
on the backs of donkeys. A stone tumbles off the side of the 
cliff!  

“Eek!” The young men and their father find my cry 
amusing. The donkeys stop on level ground in front of the 
Dictaeon Cave. What a view of the Lassithi Plateau! Countless 
windmills wave their white sails amid an immense fertile 
valley of gardens and fruit and almond trees. 

A steep slippery passage takes us down to an underground 
pool and chambers with stalactites and stalagmites. Standing 
before a stalactite named Mantle of Zeus, a storyteller relates 
the legend of Zeus’ birth here. 

The family returns to the beach and stretches out on the 
warm sand to bask in the sunshine. Reluctantly, I step out of 
the picture, return to my easy chair, and watch the snowfall.  
 
 

The Cape 
Cindy Fisher-Luck 

Danville CA 

“Come on kids, get in the car. Let’s go to the beach.” 
Auntie Ann hollers these words from the end of June through 
Labor Day weekend. 

True Words from Real Women 
 
 

The theme of this issue’s True Words section, edited by Mary Jo Doig, is “The Beach.”  
True Words from Real Women is a selection of short pieces of lifewriting by our members. 
Why not contribute your own True Words to the Journal? Future topics are listed on p. 18.  
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Keep Your Clothes On 
Patricia Pando 
Bainbridge GA 

Finally, after years of rafts and suntan lotion, beach balls, 
sunburn, tears, spats, laughter, and kids—lots of kids—we 
were alone at a beach. Really alone, only a scattering of 
rundown beach houses dotted Matagorda Bay, and our first 
stroll indicated all were empty but ours, which was well-
stocked with good books, great food, and a superior bottle of 
wine. We had two whole days before our almost-grown 
children arrived with friends and radios. 

Bliss. Bliss made better that evening by an almost full 
moon and soft, silver surf. You know, we can’t remember who 
thought of it first. “Let’s skinny dip.” 

Instantly we peeled, leaving our clothes in a heap, and 
scampered hand-in-hand down for our moonlight frolic. Glad 
to be together, mighty glad no one was watching these two 
aging water sprites. 

Until the headlights appeared. Impulsively, we headed for 
our towels. A mistake. We should have sat down in the 
shallows and waited. We’d misjudged the tide, which had 
soaked the towels. I, well out of the glare of the headlights, 
was struggling to wring my towel when I heard the teenage 
girl’s voice. 

“Oh, thank heavens, I found someone. You’ve got to help 
me. My car is stuck!” 

“Now, honey,” even with no clothes, I ooze motherliness. 
“You just get back in that car and let me go up to the house 
and….” Obviously, she couldn’t see me. 

“No, no. You’ve got to help me now!” Her voice jerked 
with sobs. “My mom doesn’t know I’ve got the car.” 

Bob came up trying unsuccessfully to get the dripping 
towel around himself. Her flashlight came on just as the towel 
came off. 

The girl howled and ran for the driver’s seat. We dropped 
the towels and dashed for the house. 

When we were dry, dressed, and had stopped laughing, 
we went down to see if we could help, but the enterprising 
young woman had taught herself how to get a stuck car out of 
the sand. 

We savored the evening and the story—but we kept our 
clothes on.  
 
 

Healing Touch 
Jan Golden 

Largo FL 

I give myself a gift for my sixtieth birthday: one year of 
living on the beach. It is expensive but I have earned it. Then, 
suddenly, I begin having physical problems: Chronic Fatigue 
Syndrome, the doctor says. 

So, this is what it feels like to be sixty. 
Each day I gaze out at the white powdery sand and blue 

water but I have no energy and my body is stiff and sore. 

(Continued on page 16) 

into our apartment that Mom tried to keep broom-and-dust-
mop spotless. 

Nearby was an immense indoor public plunge that reeked 
of eye-stinging chlorine. The cavernous din was ear rending. 
We were fascinated but never joined the bathers. 

Dad delighted in buying smoked fish from vendors on the 
pier. I preferred the ice cream shop. I recall the cones more 
than the ice cream. They were waffle cones, sweet and brittle. 
Broken cones were packaged and sold by the bag. Those were 
our special treat—cheaper, I’m sure, than store bought 
cookies. 

Whether it was my mother’s attitude, the sticky tar, or the 
smelly plunge, I was left with no special love for the seashore. 
This feeling was fortified by further beach adventures. When I 
was eight, I got pulled under a wave and still remember the 
swirling panic and the salt water in my mouth and nose. And I 
have always burned easily, having inherited Mom’s fair Swiss 
skin. 

In high school, when all the other teens were flocking to 
the shore and stripping off as many clothes as they dared, I 
had to cover up as much skin as possible or risk the blistering 
and peeling that came from a date with Old Sol. 

To this day I prefer a peaceful lake over a roiling ocean. I 
don’t like sand between my toes or in my picnic sandwich. But 
I do still like waffle cones.  
 
 

Glutton for the Sun 
Melissa Stromberg 

Nantes, France 

Voices drift in and out of my consciousness as fickle 
waves loll about, then recoil. Scattered clouds crawl through 
the sky, amoeba-like. Foamy seaweed is left strewn and 
tangled on a patch of sand. The warm and welcome sun 
discretely burns my skin, leaving so many tiny marks. 

Like the miniature and be-speckled see-through crabs, I 
prefer to scuttle back into my close, familiar realm of comfort. 
I pick up a paperback, and will the chorus of voices back into 
the recesses of my mind, towing fingertips lightly in the 
soothing, hot sand. Yet just a few lines in, memories filter 
back. My thoughts are troubled as I find myself once again 
riffling through unsettled business of the past, though a tidy 
resolution seems so unlikely. 

I close my eyes and see a golden promise, a curly-haired 
hero, like the laurel-crowned Caesar himself. Finely detailed 
features on the bust indicate that this man was once respected 
and admired—adored, perhaps. Without warning, he tilts, then 
topples from his place atop a bright marble column, shattering 
into infinite shards of common red clay. The dull fragments 
left behind could never be reassembled in such a way to make 
him whole again. He lies there in dusty, fractured ruin, though 
not without posing some danger to unsuspecting tender feet. 

A cool breeze tickles my exposed toes and my eyes open. 
I am momentarily blinded by intense sunlight, seeing acid 
colors and floating spots, as my pupils contract violently. 
Time has escaped me, again. The sun has moved. I am aware 
that I am alone now, and it is chilly.  
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three-inch dried seahorse found at Jones Beach when I was 
engaged in 1960, and of visiting the San Diego Aquarium with 
my infant granddaughter in 2004. 

Sprinkled over all is sand collected from many beaches. 
The grains of sand flow together, just as all of my memories 
and experiences of beaches flow together in a collage of love: 
each distinct yet part of the whole. 

Two crystals from Arkansas remind me of the beauty 
which comes from beneath the earth, far from any beaches 
now. Even here, when life feels confined to an office in 
Arkansas, far from any beach, I can lift the lid, inhale the scent 
of ocean, salt, and sand. My imagination provides a magic 
carpet ride to the beach.  
 
 
 

A Rubber Raft 
Edwina Carr-Jangarathis 

Keene NH 

Eyes squeezed tightly shut, I listen for the laughter as I 
slowly drift on my rubber raft over the water. I’m certain if I 
am silent and try hard enough I’ll hear it again. Glimpses of 
past summer days flash through my mind.  

We tied our three rafts together until they bumped over 
the small waves one after the other. Kyle sat up and dove 
down under the deep blue surface reappearing near the edge 
of mine. He tugged at my feet until the raft shook and 
threatened to tip. Tim came to help him. They laughed and 
pulled.  

Splashing them, I laughed and shouted, “You can’t treat 
your grandmother this way.” They splashed back, giggling 
and kicking their feet behind them. A short while before I’d 
cautioned them not to go out too far into the shallow water in 
case it fell off quickly underneath, fearful they would drown.  

“We can swim,” they’d begged with an elongated 
“please.” I held firm. 

My mind can’t get past that memory. I should have let 
them go. Now, they’ll never have the chance. 

I push back the salty tears that threaten to pour forth and 
mingle with the sea, tears that stop the thoughts and leave me 
aching with exhaustion. Today I don’t want to blur what I 
know is here. I want to listen. So many tears have fallen here 
deep down into the sand where their hidden footsteps still 
linger three years after the accident that took them so abruptly 
away. I will not let more fall now. This may be the closest I’ve 
come to hearing them again. I want to remember today, to feel 
them here with me. 

The distant sound of laughter floats across the waves. I’m 
momentarily startled as my eyes blink open and gaze out 
towards the horizon. I can almost see them way out looking 
back, waving and kicking. Too far away to be certain but I 
know it’s them. I wave back and laugh as a small wave gently 
tips me splashing into the sea.  
 
 

(Continued from page 15) 
Today, something tugs at me so persistently that I can’t resist. 
I slowly make my way outside and into the water; the 
saltwater cradles my body as I float on my back, weight-less. 

I am jarred when something big under the water bumps 
against me—what is it? A fish? A big fish! A shark? I 
remember hearing just yesterday that a 500-pound tiger shark 
had been seen at Redington Pier near where I am floating. A 
rush of panic overtakes me. If I move will it attack? Another 
gentle bump; ready to face my fate, I stand up in the five feet 
of water and see a huge dark shadow approach. I want to 
scream and get out of here fast. 

A manatee! She nudges me again. Tentatively, I reach out 
to touch her; her skin feels rough like an elephant. She pauses 
for a scratch, swims around in a circle and bumps me again. It 
becomes a game. She wants to make contact; she wants to 
play. 

I watch her turn and come back to rub against me again 
and again. Now her face is inches away from mine and I can 
see whiskers as her nostrils rise out of the water. I muster up 
the courage to touch her snout; she moves away, then comes 
back rolling toward me her belly up—to be rubbed. 

An hour later, I come out of the water feeling like a 
miracle has taken place. Did the manatee need touch from me 
as much as I needed her? Within weeks all of my symptoms 
are gone. Did she want a healing—maybe? I know I did.  
 
 
 

The Beach  
Valerie Lima 

Fayetteville AR 

I created a microcosm of the beach because of my love of 
the ocean shore macrocosm. I lined the bottom of a 4 x 4 x 2-
inch clear, plastic-lidded box with sea-blue velvet material. In 
one back corner, I placed a small blue ocean-scented candle to 
prop up a large sand dollar discovered on a San Diego beach 
when my son was married there at sunset in 1996, complete 
with musical ocean waves and a seabird choir. 

A few pieces of coral, jagged edges smoothed from my 
touch since I acquired them in Panama in 1961, reside near the 
long-pointed shell added two years ago from a California 
beach. A smooth black rock with narrow white lines from 
Tintagel on England’s Atlantic shore, a small purple and white 
rock from the Arabian Sea beach at Bombay, India, a maroon 
rock from an English Channel beach, shells from the Atlantic 
Jones Beach, New York, where I grew up, and a tiny shell 
from the Florida Gulf Coast beach all flow together to form 
my microcosm of where the ocean and the beaches of the 
world mingle. 

A tiny carved purple-stone turtle basks on a shell, 
representing turtles befriended over the years, from painted 
red-ear sliders of childhood to recent box turtles. Two small 
seahorses nestle among the treasures, reminding me of the 

More True Words . . . 
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Oars 
Joy H. Goodale 

Pearland TX 

It was easy to push the small aluminum boat into the 
water. Wading into the surf, I shoved it before me and jumped 
in just as the first wave caught and floated the boat to deeper 
water. I put the oars in their sockets and started to row. 

This was one of those days when the sun showered its 
rays and their reflection of golden flecks was mirrored in the 
ripples that slapped against the sides of the boat. It appeared 
that it was going to be nothing but clear skies and smooth 
water ahead. 

Weather can change without warning. I was out of sight 
of land when dark clouds appeared on the horizon. I ignored 
them because the sun was still high in the sky without a cloud 
to shield its warmth.  

A breeze that had been very light became stronger and the 
waves that had been gentle ripples started to show white caps. 
Rowing the boat was taking a little more of my strength. 
Before this I had been able to lay the oars down occasionally 
and just let the boat gently float along. 

I knew now that I had better start for the shore. There 
were those that depended upon me. Clouds overtook me in 
minutes and light rain began to fall. I was unprepared and the 
combination of wind and rain soon chilled me. I pulled with 
all my strength on the oars and the little boat, with the help of 
the wind at my back, surged forward. 

The shore was now in sight. Could I make it the rest of the 
way? My hands were raw and numb. How dumb I was not to 
have seen the gathering clouds. Just at this thought the boat 
scraped a sand bar. I had reached shallow water. Sliding over 
the side, I pushed and shoved the boat the rest of the way. 
Safety and family were all that mattered now. I fell on that 
beach and let the sand ooze and form around my body while 
the rain came down.  
 
 

A Beach of My Own 
Janet Caplan 

Sooke, BC, Canada 

I have many vivid beach memories—all good. One is not 
even a memory: it is my here and now. We moved within the 
last year to a place out here on Vancouver Island that has what 
we think of as our very own beach, Whiffin Spit. The Spit is a 
good dog walk from my home, down a lovely, winding, small-
town road. The road ends at a park that opens onto a long spit 
of land, edged on the ocean side by the Juan de Fuca Strait 
looking out towards the Olympic Mountains of Washington, 
and on the lee side, by what is known as Sooke Harbor. My 
beach is home to thousands of shore birds including great blue 
herons, swans, geese, and a great variety of ducks. Bald eagles 
are frequent visitors as well, and lately a day doesn’t go by 
without a viewing of seals or sea otters. 

The beach, the ocean, were always in my mind as some 
place to end up—a place to wish to be at some point in my life 

when responsibilities changed and allowed for more flexibility 
in living choices. Fortunately, that time is now and I am 
amazed and grateful everyday to know this beach of mine. 
Daily hikes along the shores of Whiffin Spit turn up all kinds 
of beautiful shells, rocks, and driftwood. The trail winds past 
sea grasses and wild flowers as it makes its way to the 
lighthouse at the very end. Benches placed on either side of 
the path afford the visitor a chance to stop, sit, and smell the 
wild roses as well as the ocean air. 

All of the wonderful beach memories of my childhood 
seem to have come together here at Whiffin Spit. 
Remembrances of great family vacations, picnic outings, and 
get-togethers with friends constantly come to mind as I 
explore my beach and enjoy those activities again—in the here 
and now.  
 
 

Big Waves 
Pat Daly 
Largo FL 

I remember myself as a little girl of six years, on vacation 
with my parents at the Jersey shore, on Long Beach Island. 
The waves of the Atlantic are tsunami-like to a six-year-old. 
They are cold and huge and loud and threatening. Those 
waves can flip a little body head over heels, then pull her back 
to the depths like she’s a clump of seaweed. 

The trick at any age is to negotiate with Mother Nature on 
the seashore. She teases you to join her. One second a wave 
swells high, curls on the edges, then crashes flat on the sand. 
Over and over. A six-year-old can understand the pattern and 
be lured to the water without thought of consequence. But in 
one vulnerable moment the salty water turns mean, lifts her off 
her feet then dumps her on the sand, arms and legs tumbling in 
all directions, mouth coughing and spitting the ocean from her 
throat and nose. She runs crying and stunned-scared to her 
mommy and daddy for safety. 

I remember how betrayed I felt as I ran to my family’s 
blanket, my hair and bathing suit caked with wet sand, eyes 
stinging from the salt of my tears and the salt of the ocean in 
my nose and mouth. The water was mean to me; the waves did 
not play nice. 

And then I see the image of a little girl, returning to the 
water’s teasing edge, where the waves are flat and the sand 
crabs burrow back under like there’s no next time. Her 
mommy and daddy are on either side of her; they each hold a 
little hand. The three of them run into the water, excited, 
fearless. Just as the wave breaks, they lift her high with both 
arms. 

“Jump!” they shout. She curls her legs to avoid the crash 
beneath her. The water passes under her legs. She is 
triumphant. She beat Mother Nature at her own game. With 
her mommy and daddy by her side, she can do anything. Not 
even the ocean can touch her.  

(Continued on page 18) 
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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: 
 

Harvest—September 2006 (due July 15) 
A Holiday Story —December 2006 (due October 15) 

 
If you can send your writing via email or as a Word attachment, the editors will love you. If you type your story on an Internet 
computer, all you need to do is highlight the text, copy it, and paste it directly into an email message. (This will eliminate lots 
of extra typing!) Send your work to 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 17) 
 

The Beach 
Dita Dauti 
Austin TX 

Our family’s traditional trip to the beach for spring break 
had arrived. It would be a bit different this time since I broke 
my right ankle five weeks before. How could I tell my two 
boys we couldn’t go, breaking the chain in making new 
memories? 

My sister Ilirjana, her kids Arta and Ari, were visiting in 
1996 from Kosova when we first went to Port Aransas. Seven 
years ago their family moved to Austin so the fun and 
memories would be ours to be cherished forever. 

Our boys Kron and Lorik, along with their cousins, grew 
up playing, swimming, building sand castles, and enjoying 
winds. They all learned to catch their first fish on the surf and 
the bay; my husband Stephen was their great teacher. I know 
they will someday find their inner calm thinking about this 
welcoming community where they vacationed. They will feel 
in the same way as I do when I think about our summer 
vacations spent in the colorful towns on the Adriatic or 
Aegean coasts from the days growing up in then-Yugoslavia. 

Our least-favorite ferry, Dingwall, was out of order so we 
crossed the Channel on another one. Ilirjana made my 
handicap much easier driving me around; helped me sit on the 
folding chair on the beach. I could hear all of them frolicking, 
splashing, and enjoying their childhood in the warm surf- 
waters of the Gulf of Mexico. 

I closed my eyes for a minute; holding my sister’s hand, I 
could hear the voices of our childhood cousins Voca, Gjina, 
Shqipja, and Merita calling us. A feeling of eternal gratitude 
for all the good things in life overcame my senses. Life is 
precious. Making memories together with my family in this 

heavenly oasis felt priceless. 
Enjoying flaky pastries and wonderful coffee at Beaman’s 

with Ilirjana for the last time, since they were closing the 
bakery, made it a bitter-sweet memory. But, we needed to run 
back since Stephen, love of my life, was taking the kids for 
another fishing adventure on the bay.  

 
 
 

Journeys with My Mother 
Vicki Elberfeld 
Park Ridge IL 

Our last trip was to Mexico last March, 
Mother, on her crutches, took her place upon the 
drifting sands,  
listened to the gulls, and watched the waves  
come in…. 

The white sand beach stretched for miles, as far as the eye 
could see. Every few feet a new, intricately formed coral 
appeared, there for the picking. We were in paradise. Mother, 
who could barely walk, felt relaxed and free in the water. I 
recalled her long ago efforts to teach me to float, cradling me 
in her arms, slowly, slowly letting me go, and catching me in a 
flash before I sank altogether. Once, when I did my pretend 
swimming—walking on my hands in a few inches of water—I 
accidentally began floating, drifting out to sea. I only had the 
chance to cry out, “Mom, I’m really swim…” before she 
rescued me, hugging and rocking me for the longest time. 

Now it was my turn to cradle Mother, not in the water but 
at night when she moaned from her cancer. I wished I could 
rescue her from that final journey—or at least go with her 
hand in hand. If the place suited her, she could stay, and I’d 
return when my time came. If she didn’t like it, she’d have to 
return with me. 
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A Day Trip to Blackpool 
Heidi Wood 
Blaine WA 

As a child, I lived in a small town in the north of England. 
It was wartime. Everything was rationed and everything was 
scarce. When not in school, I spent most of my time in long 
queues at grocery or butcher’s shops, hoping for a small ration 
of whatever they sold. Occasionally I would get something, 
but usually they had run out before I got to the head of the 
queue. For the most part life was dreary. 

You can imagine how excited I was to learn that my aunts 
were taking me on the annual day trip to Blackpool. I did not 
know what the seaside was and could only imagine what an 
amusement park might be. I had seen these things only in 
schoolbooks. 

Wearing a new pink and white polka-dotted dress and 
black patent-leather shoes, I boarded the bus with my aunts, 
uncles, and cousins. They were all dressed up too. 

I was too excited to eat the sandwiches the grownups gave 
me. I did take the bottle of pop. They had loaded several cases 
of beer, but by the time we got near Blackpool, the cases were 
empty and everyone was singing and laughing loudly. 

From the window, I saw the ocean for the first time. It 
was so big and frightening. I knew that I would not be able to 
go on that beach. The noise from the rides in the amusement 
park was deafening. People were screaming on all the rides. 
The roller coaster clattered by full of contorted faces. Some 
people got off the ferris wheel and vomited on the ground. 

I wondered about the people on the bus who had been 
here many times. Why had they been so excited to come here? 
I wanted to go home. 

“I feel sick. Can I go back and stay on the bus”? I asked. 
“You just need some fresh air; it was hot on that bus,” my 

Aunt Eve replied. “Take you shoes and socks off and paddle in 
the water with the other children.” 

I had no choice yet I longed for the safety of the grocery 
shop queue.  

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 navigation bar. 
You can request a free copy of our handy Facilitators’ Guide.  

Or contact the Circles Coordinator, Lisa Shirah-Hiers at 
freerangecircles@storycircle.org.  
 

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 storycircle@storycircle.org 

But now we had our trip, sampling fruit from platters 
large as tables, listening to musicians strolling across the sand, 
and indulging in fresh-caught seafood while the waves, 
nipping at the endless beach, gave us a sense of timelessness. 
But it was only a sense, for all too soon we were headed home. 
Mother stroked and caressed the airport souvenirs, unwilling 
to say good-bye to Mexico, unwilling to say good-bye to life. 

And soon the day came, as come it must 
When she knew she would never travel more 
Throughout this wondrous world 
And so she wept, and thought on happier times…. 

Mother took her final journey without me. But her hand 
was in mine as she left.  
 
 

Catching Crabs 
Sandra Simon 

Austin TX 

On an inlet of Galveston Bay, where apartments now 
stand, there was once a small, rocky beach of dark, rough sand 
alongside the deep, green-gray water. A few short piers 
stretched over the water. About fifty years ago, at this beach 
we caught crabs. 

I went crabbing with my friend Sue Block and her family. 
We would pack up her parents’ station wagon and start out 
before the warm, muggy sunrise. We kids rode in back, along 
with coolers, nets, bags of food, and gear. 

Mr. Block brought the bait from a meat packing-house. 
We avoided asking questions about the bait. We tied bait onto 
long lengths of twine that we hung from the piers or from 
poles along the beach. Then we waited, quietly. 

When a string became taut or began moving, excitement 
hit. One of us slowly pulled up the string, while someone else 
carefully maneuvered a net. It was hard to see into the murky 
water, so sliding the net down and then up under the crab was 
tricky. We squealed, screamed, and accused each other if the 
crab escaped! When the crab was safely out of the water, we 
gingerly flipped it into a cooler of ice. 

Mrs. Block cleaned the crabs at the beach—nasty work. 
One morning, she asked me to help. She showed me how to 
hold an ice-dulled crab, grip the lower shell, and rip it off—
fast. Then we washed the crab and packed it in clean ice. 
Everything else was thrown into the bay. We worked in the 
hot sun, our hands stinking and full of nicks from the sharp 
shells. 

Winking at me, Mrs. Block said, “This is an important 
lesson: never tell anyone that you know how to shell crabs!” 

And I didn’t. When we sat around late at night in college 
trading stories about ourselves, and even when we joyously 
embraced feminism and learned to change the oil in our cars—
I followed Mrs. Block’s advice. But I hold onto the memory; it 
reminds me that I am strong. 

Honey, I can shell crabs!  
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Story Circle Board Report 
 

The SCN Board met at La Madeleine restaurant on May 
15, 2006. President Patricia Pando chaired the meeting, which 
was attended by 16 members. Members reported their 
contribution of 1000 hours to SCN activities for the first four 
months of 2006.  

 
The board: 
1. Welcomed Sue Bilich, the new president of the Austin 

Chapter, to the board. 
2. Reviewed and approved the minutes of the February 2006  

meeting and the treasurer’s report.  
3. Discussed LifeLines 2007 which will be held at Festival 

Hill in Round Top, Texas from March 16-18, 2007. Susan 
Albert will facilitate the writing retreat.   

4. Initiated the planning process for the 2008 Stories of the 
Heart conference. 

5. Authorized a fee of $225 for members for the six-week, 
online memoir class that Paula Yost will teach later this 
year. 

6. Directed the Membership Committee to develop and 
conduct a survey of SCN members that will provide 
information to be used in planning SCN activities and 
direction. 

7. Received and discussed the Tenth Anniversary 
Celebration Ideas Committee Report. Agreed on an initial 
list of celebration activities and authorized Pat Flathouse, 
who will coordinate anniversary projects, to formally kick 
off work on the activities. 

8. Discussed plans for the tentatively-titled “Women Write 
About the Southwest” writing conference to be held June 
8–9, 2007 at Texas State University (TSU) in San Marcos 
Texas. The conference, which will be jointly hosted by 
TSU and SCN, will celebrate the launch of our UT Press 
book scheduled for publication next spring. Susan Albert 
and Paula Yost are the conference coordinators.           
 
The board will hold an e-meeting in August and will 

formally meet again on October 23 at La Madeleine.   
 

—Report by Leilani Rose 
 
 
 

Internet Chapter 
 

Internet Chapter is on the move—again! New members, new 
requests to join writing and reading circles. The circles are 
constantly in motion—much like the tides—ebbing and 
flowing in their own special way on their own time schedules.  

Exciting changes are coming to the IC Newsletter over the 
next few months! A new Facilitator’s Column premiered in 
May 2006. The return of an old favorite also arrived in the 

May newsletter: Member Postcard of the Month. Previously a 
“new member” postcard, the format now invites all IC 
members to submit a postcard and short description of their 
special place. One new postcard will be printed in each 
month’s newsletter. And, starting in June a new column will 
be introduced—one that poses questions to our readers/
members and allows their answers to be printed in future 
issues of the newsletter. 

Some of the Internet Chapter writing e-circles are 
discussing options for arranging a “face-to-face” meeting of 
their members as a special treat to themselves. The bonds of 
this sisterhood we call Story Circle Network are far-reaching 
and unstoppable! 

—Report by Lee Ambrose 
 
 
 

Austin Chapter  
 

The weekend workshop, Writing from Life, on May 13 
was very successful. There were 21 very talented women in 
attendance. Joyce Boatright, Carolyn Blankenship, Pat 
Flathouse, and Gwen McMath were our presenters, Patricia 
Pando, president of our Board of Directors led the workshop 
and Judith Helburn was our fabulous organizer. 

We had a little adversity at first because, unbeknownst to 
us, a very large road race, the Hot-to-Trot Run, was about to 
happen in the same neighborhood. Parking wasn’t ideal but, 
despite the crowds and the detours that we had to make to get 
into the LCRA building, the workshop actually began on time. 
Determined women Rock! 

Austin SCN members, if you want to join a writing circle 
I was told that some groups do have a few openings. You can 
check the website to find the writing circles that have 
openings. Our next event will be a Be Our Guest on June 4, 
2:00-4:00 p.m., at the LCRA Colorado Room in Austin. The 
next Writing for Life will be held in October 21-22, so keep 
your eyes and ears open for the date and location, to be 
announced soon. You can always find out more details on our 
website in the calendar section. 

—Report by Sue Bilich  

Story Circle News Roundup 

SCN’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. 
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Announcements 
 

Sharing Contact Info 
 

The SCN Board, through the valiant efforts of Lisa 
Shirah-Hiers, is working hard to promote new face-to-face 
story circles in different parts of the country where we have 
groups of folks who live near each other. Lisa and the  SCN 
office have made a request:  
 

If you don’t want your contact info shared with 
other members, please let us know by emailing 
storycircle@storycircle.org. 

 

Says Lisa: “That way, when I need to let people know 
about other members who might want to start a circle where 
they are, I won’t have to go through process of asking 
permission first. It will definitely streamline things for me!” 

If the SCN office hasn’t heard from you by June 30, Lisa 
will assume you’re happy to share your contact email with 
other SCN members in the local area. Thanks for your help. 
 
 

Nominations Open for SCN Board 
Deadline August 1 

 

With the appointment of a Nominating Committee, the 
Story Circle Network Board of Directors has initiated the 
process of filling vacancies for three-year terms that will begin 
in January 2007. SCN members may suggest themselves or 
other SCN members for consideration by the Nominating 
Committee as it prepares the slate that will be acted on by the 
Board at its October meeting. The names of potential 
nominees or questions related to the board selection process 
may be submitted by e-mail to storycircle@storycircle.org or 
by regular mail to Story Circle Network, P.O. Box 50012, 
Austin, Tx. 78750-0127. Please include full contact 
information for the potential nominee and, if different, the 
nominator. August 1, 2006, is the deadline for submitting 
names. Shortly after the deadline, the Nominating Committee 
will ask all potential nominees to submit information about 
themselves and their affiliation with Story Circle Network.  
 
 

10th Anniversary Logo  and Slogan 
Contest Coming Soon 

 

With our anniversary coming up in 2007, the SCN Board 
wants to mark the occasion with a logo and slogan that 
celebrates 10 years of SCN. 

Do you have graphic arts skills you’d like to use to help 
us mark our anniversary year? Board member Carolyn 
Blankenship will be coordinating the logo design contest. Put 
on your thinking cap to come up with some creative logo and 
slogan ideas and watch for more details in upcoming E-letters. 

In the meantime, for more information and to send in your 
preliminary ideas, you can contact Carolyn at cb@io.com. 

Story Circle Network’s  Annual 
Financial Report 

 

We’re working hard within the SCN Board to make sure 
all our members stay informed about the organization. As part 
of that effort, last December we published our first annual 
report to members of our activities for the past year. 

With the Stories from the Heart conference now behind 
us, this seemed like a good moment to report to members on 
the financial health of your organization. 

The Treasurer, Penny Appleby, is pleased to report that 
the conference was a big success. Registration fees and gifts 
(less subsidies and discounts offered to members who 
requested them) brought in $23,830, while outgoings for 
conference expenses took $13,723, leaving a net profit of 
$10,107. 

This profit is very important because the Conference is 
one of the major funding sources for SCN, as we cover only 
about 39% of our expenses with income from dues (2005 
data). Gifts to SCN are another major source of income and 
you’ll be hearing more about this in the September Journal. 

Even though our bottom line at March 31 ’06 is down 
slightly compared to the bottom line on the same date last 
year, Story Circle Network is currently in good financial 
condition. The same year-to-year comparison of revenue is up, 
partly attributable to the increase in dues in 2005. 

 

Tea Time, Big Time! 
With Thanks to Jan Acker and Stash 

 

Says SCN Executive Director Peggy Moody,  “Jan Acker, 
an SCN member in Portland, emailed me last month. She is 
the community relations manager at Stash Tea and is able to 
donate tea to non-profits. She wanted to send us some tea for 
the Writing from Life workshop in May. I told her we’d have 
20 or so attendees. 

“The enormous box of tea arrived on my doorstep: 10 tea 
bags each of 52 different teas (yes, 520 tea bags!!!), as well as 
a beautiful wooden tea chest. I will be sending some to 
Writing from Life, plus all future SCN activities from now 
on.” 

Peggy has sampled some of it herself (a.k.a. the SCN 
office). Says Peggy, “So many wonderful flavors. And I will 
serve it when I host journal mailing parties here. This is an 
amazing assortment of teas.”  Who knew that tea came in that 
many varieties. Stash donated these items: 
 

http://shopstashtea.com/328014.html 
http://store.yahoo.com/stashtea/118500.html 

 

Thank you, Jan Acker and Stash Tea! 
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New Story Circle Forms in 
Wimberley, TX 

 

Lisa reports: One of my most rewarding tasks as Circles 
Coordinator is midwifing new circles as they are born. In 
March, I was privileged to attend the organizational meeting 
of a new circle in Wimberley, TX; a pretty little town an hour 
outside Austin and a mecca for artists, writers, antiques 
dealers and gift shop entrepreneurs. On a sunny, windy spring 
day we sat on the patio outside the Wildflower Coffee House 
where we exchanged contact info, worked out the details of 
when to meet, some possible locations and generated a list of 
enough writing prompts to last for months. Though Linda 
Calvert will serve as facilitator, every woman there took on at 
least one organizational task, promising to check back on 
various meeting facilities. They proved to me once again that 
SCN really is a community of nurturing, energetic and talented 
women.  

Story Circles—the heart of SCN 

New Circles Forming 
Lisa Shirah-Hiers, SCN’s energetic Circles Coordinator, has been working hard this year to help new face-
to-face story circles get started all around the US. Here’s are some of our newest groups plus tips on 
organizing a Be Our Guest event in your town to introduce women to SCN and to writing in circle. 

     How to Organize a Be Our Guest 
Event in Your Community 

 

Have you heard of Austin’s “Be Our Guest” (BOG) 
series? The Austin Chapter sponsors several each year, 
inviting local women to a lifewriting presentation by a local 
writer. The Chapter advertises at churches, bookstores, and in 
the free calendar section of local magazines. The events 
include a half hour refreshment period followed by the 
presentation. 

 You can offer similar events in your neck of the woods! 
You might charge a small fee to compensate the speaker and 
offer her a chance to sell and sign her book at the event (if 
she’s published one). Some speakers may be willing to work 
for free given this marketing opportunity. To keep costs down, 
try to locate a free space, and have your circle members bring 
cookies, beverages, a pretty table cloth, napkins and even 
flowers.  

The Austin Chapter likes to offer donated door prizes as 
well, and to circulate Story Circle Network brochures and 
sample Journals. Contact Executive Director, Peggy Moody at 
freerangecircles@storycircle.org . It has worked best if the 
presenter includes writing prompts similar to those the free-
range circle facilitators use. Attendees are universally 
enthusiastic, especially those who are new to the story circle 
experience, and many will want to join Story Circle Network 

Houston Free-Range Circle 
 

Houston has started a free-range story circle, and after a 
few glitches, the group has settled on meeting at Freed 
Library, a branch of the Houston public library system, located 
at Montrose and West Alabama, every third Saturday from 
1:00–2:15 p.m. (The group tried to meet at a local bookstore, 
but the space was not conducive to writing and sharing life 
stories.) 

The Houston group does something that is unique to SCN 
in that the group is reading Anne Lamott’s book Traveling 
Mercies, and then writing to a prompt inspired by the book. 
Facilitator Joyce Boatright is responsible for the prompt; the 
group writes for 20 minutes and then shares. 

“The idea of using a memoir to generate writing prompts 
was borrowed from SCN member Sandi Stromberg who uses 
this technique in a writing class she teaches at the Jung Center 
in Houston,” says Boatright. “The process has been 
delightful!” 

The Houston group has been meeting for six months and 
is still open to members. E-mail jboatright2@houston.rr.com 
for more information.  

The number of Free-Range Writing Circles in the US has 
jumped from 16 last October to 25 in May ’06. Here are the 
locations of  our current Free Range Circles. 
 

Denver CO  
Largo FL 
Bainbridge GA 
Lafayette IN 
Socorro NM 
Charlotte NC 
Midwest City OK (2 circles) 

 
Says Lisa Shirah-Hiers of the newly formed writing 

circles, “Watching you find each other is endlessly satisfying.” 
To locate the nearest circle in your area, check the 

website, www.storycircle.org. Click on “Free-Range Story 
Circles in the U.S.” under the “How to Start a Story Circle” 
section. To request a copy of the Facilitator’s Guide and 
information on starting a circle in your area, email us at 
storycircle@storycircle.org.  

Portland OR (3 circles) 
Philadelphia PA (3 circles) 
Pawlet VT 
Seattle WA 
Green Bay WI 
Plus 10 circles in Texas 

and/or your free-range circle as a result. It’s a wonderful way 
to expand your circle and a great service to the community. 
Wouldn’t it be nice if every woman in the world got to 
experience the joys of tapping the inner muse? You can help 
make it happen!  
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Rosemary Daniell 

     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 

}International MO 

❑   This membership  
is a gift. 

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

Mail your check to  
Story Circle Network,  

PO Box 500127,  
Austin TX 78750-0127 

6/06 

(Continued from page 6) 
arrested for stalking a woman in his office, leading me on 
numbers of occasions to step in and reassert our standard of 
acceptance of others’ truths, whatever they may be. Indeed, 
with her sleek chignon, her elegant, perfectly-clad figure, and 
her oh-so-stiff-upper-lip, newcomers often found her 
intimidating. “Who is that woman?” they would ask after their 
first meeting. 

Then came the day when Paula brought in a first-person 
essay on driving from Savannah to Ohio to visit her aging 
widowed mother. When she arrived, her mother was miffed 
because she was a few minutes late, and their dinner, planned 
for 5:30, had been delayed. The next day, her mother, a 
concert-level pianist, went through the motions of being 
hospitable, playing Ravel for her. But Paula’s words conveyed 
in detail the chill that had permeated their relationship for a 
lifetime—a coldness that said that nothing that Paula could 
ever do would be good enough. While visiting she also 
recalled sitting in the study with her prosperous attorney father 
at age eleven, and his telling her, just after returning from a 
safari in Africa, that it was not in men’s nature to be 
monogamous.  

As I finished reading Paula’s essay aloud, the silence in 
the room was palpable, and tears in my eyes, I turned to her in 
awe, expecting to see a new relaxation.  

But instead of being pleased with our response, Paula 
looked disgusted. “I shouldn’t be whining about my mother at 
my age!” she said.  

“Paula,” I replied; “Look at what you’re doing—you’re 
doing to yourself what your mother always did! You and your 
feelings are fine, whatever they may be!” 

Happily, soon after, Paula began experiencing 
breakthroughs in her writing. Best of all, she was now sharing 

When Perfect Isn’t Perfect —Rosemary Daniell her truths in Zona Rosa, a safe place like the safe places in 
the Story Circle Network.  

Today, in the midst of promoting Secrets of the Zona 
Rosa: How Writing (and Sisterhood) Can Change Women’s 
Lives—the rush to planes, the thousand small details—I 
repeatedly remind myself of why I am doing this, and of 
how much truth and sisterhood matters. As Lisa See writes 
in Snow Flower and the Secret Fan, her novel of Chinese 
women and their secret shared writing during the time of 
foot-binding and otherwise brutal lives, “When a sister is 
near, there can be no despair!”  

Rosemary Daniell will lead  two days of writing workshops in 
Austin TX on June 10 and 11, 2006. More details by emailing 
Judith Dullnig at jjdull@earthlink.net and at  

www.myzonarosa.com 
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I recently had the privilege to interview about 90 people, 
primarily between the ages of 85 and 103, for an upcoming 
exhibit at the Charlotte (North Carolina) Museum of History 
called “Personal Legacies: Surviving the Great Depression, 
Charlotte/Mecklenburg 1929–1939.”  

With the ups and downs of our economy in mind, I hoped 
to discover secrets to financial security, should we ever come 
into hard times again. The wisdom I gleaned from those 
conversations turned out to be something quite different from 
what I expected. Although I heard good advice about work 
ethics and sticking to it, the prevailing common thread to 
survival came from something you could not buy, much less 
accomplish on your own.  

What appeared to hold everyone together through the lean 
times were the extended families, close-knit communities and 
neighborhood churches. I learned that survival was not about 
accumulating wealth, but, as Katie Grier put it, sharing what 
you had.  

Perhaps, because the greater Charlotte area had its roots in 
rural farming, the sense of camaraderie and community was 
already established and sharing and watching out for each 
other second nature. As Fred Brown said, “People respected 
each other and helped each other and lived closer together.” 
Even Sarah Bryant, who lived in the city, said she learned the 
importance of looking out for others when her father made 
sure the little boy down the street, whose father had no work, 
received presents for Christmas. People respected each other, 
particularly their elders. 

Of course being practical and learning to do without 
helped a great deal during that era, too. Some of the 
participants advised future generations to avoid spending what 
you did not have and to save what you can. (Who does not 
have stories about their parents saving pieces of soap, tin foil, 
or other such odds and ends!)  

For the most part, however, the elders’ advice for future 
generations centered on the importance of family, church, and 
community ties. As Jesse Atkins pointed out, the children in 
the mill towns “survived because the mill village was a 
community of love.” Even outside of the mill towns and in the 
city, the neighborhoods were small and everyone knew each 
other. As Dewitt Reid observed, when everyone looked out for 
one another’s children, there was no child left behind.  

In our modern society, it appears that this strong sense of 
community, where everybody knows everyone, is being 
mowed over with rapid growth and bigger-is-better attitudes. 
After listening to my elders, I think the best investment I can 
make with my time and money is to bank my time and efforts 
in my family and my community.  

About the Personal Legacies Project 
 

Robin Edgar’s book, Personal Legacies: Surviving the 
Great Depression, Charlotte/Mecklenburg 1929–1939 (CPCC 
Press) will come out August, 2006. The book will serve as an 
exhibition catalog for the Charlotte History Museum 
exhibition with the same name, opening September 30, 2006. 
The stories and images from the exhibit and book explore 
ordinary histories from extraordinary times. 

In her interviews, Edgar used the interactive process of 
sense memory from her book, In My Mother’s Kitchen: An 
Introduction to the Healing Power of Reminiscence, to 
develop the storytelling element of the project. Rather than 
simply transcribing their comments in oral history form, Edgar 
introduces the “characters” and shares narrative accounts 
based on original interviews. She also includes the keys to 
survival and advice for future generations. 

Said Edgar, “It is like eavesdropping on older adults’ 
conversations, as many of us have done as children.” 

The project will preserve and document cultural history. It 
will celebrate, disseminate, and preserve the personal stories 
of ordinary heroes in an interactive and creative format. Edgar 
and photographer Jen Crickenberger hope the Personal 
Legacies: Surviving the Great Depression project will inspire 
others to capture the stories of everyday, ordinary heroes in 
their own communities. 

  “Our goal is to add living color to the black and white 
facts about the Depression,” said Edgar. “Within these stories, 
there are many lessons to be learned and connections to be 
made for generations to follow.”  
 

More information at www.charlottemuseum.org and at 
www.robinedgar.com. 

Robin Edgar will be leading the Fall LifeLines Writing 
Retreat. See p. 27 for details. 

Life Lessons from Our Elders 
 

Robin Edgar, author and reminiscence-writing workshop facilitator, was commissioned to direct a project 
called Personal Legacies: Surviving the Great Depression, interviewing individuals living in greater 
Charlotte during the 1929 to 1939 era. In this article, she tells what she learned from the project. 
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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. 

Lifewriters’ Market Watch 
Opportunities for Publishing 

Her Circle Ezine is an online literary and art publication 
dedicated to exploring the feminine experience in the world 
community. Women writers and artists address themes of 
gender, identity, ethnicity, and status relevant to a discussion 
of women and culture. Publishes three times per year. Accepts 
submissions of fiction, creative non-fiction, personal essays, 
and poetry for their Fall issue. For complete submission 
guidelines, visit www.hercircleezine.com. 
Deadline: June 30, 2006 
 

The Apple Valley Review: A Journal of Contemporary 
Literature is currently accepting submissions for its Fall 2006 
issue. This online journal is published twice annually, once in 
Spring and Fall. Each issue features a selection of beautifully 
crafted poetry, short fiction, and essays. We prefer work that 
has both mainstream and literary appeal. Complete submission 
guidelines are available at www.applevalleyreview.com.  
Deadline: August 18, 2006 
 

OurEcho is a website dedicated to capturing and sharing 
interesting stories, particularly those local tales that go 
unnoticed. We are looking for accounts of the fascinating and 
intriguing events/people (both large and small) we all 
encounter as part of the human experience. Stories don’t need 
to be perfect; they just need to be interesting. Review our 
Contest Link to learn more: www.ourecho.com/contest.shtml. 
The official rules can be found at www.ourecho.com/
officialrules.shtml.  
 

Write On, Austin!, an online extension of the Writing 
Austin’s Lives project, invites Austin writers of all 
backgrounds, experiences, and neighborhoods to share their 
stories. In addition to being made viewable online, all stories 
will eventually be housed as a part of the permanent archive of 
the Austin History Center. For more information, visit www.
writeonaustin.org.  
 

Taborri Press is an online publication that fosters and 
celebrates creative expression. Our 4th issue just came out, 
and can be viewed at www.taborripress.com. We welcome all 
genres of writing and media.  
 

“Destination America”, the new PBS TV Series, is requesting 
immigration stories, which will be posted until September 
2006. Immigrants to the US can submit their story online at: 
www.pbs.org/destinationamerica/ps_sys.html 
 

Austin Traveler is a new magazine with a focus on travelers’ 
stories—the tales you tell your friends when you get back 
from a trip—over the standard “if you go” pieces in most 
newspapers and magazines. Contributions from non-
p r o f e s s i o n a l  wr i t e r s  a r e  we l c o m e .  w w w .
austintravelermagazine.com.  

Mary Ann Reynolds’ monologue, “Like Mother Like 
Daughter”, is the opening monologue in the Austin (TX) 
Community College production, In2 the West; April 2006. 
 
Stephanie Barko is delighted to announce she has earned her 
first dollar from writing. She crossed the threshold when her 
first newspaper article was published in the April 2006 issue 
of the Hill Country Sun. Stephanie moderates the free-range 
circle, South Austin Book Group, which has grown from 6 to 
20 people over the past six months. 
 
Shawn Alladio, a Personal Watercraft (PWC) safety expert, 
wrote and contributed a chapter titled “Heavy Water” to the 
book, Surfing’s Greatest Misadventures: Dropping in on the 
Unexpected. Alladio recalls tales of big saves and near misses 
at the Red Bull Big Wave Africa Surfing Contest in 2001. She 
made more than 60 rescues during the event, including the 
rescue of Ian Armstrong, who wiped out on a 35-foot wave, 
became temporarily paralyzed, and nearly drowned. For more 
info, see www.thesurfbook.com. See an interview with Shawn 
on page 8 of this Journal. 
 
Laylee Muslovski won first place in the prose category of 
Cypress Branches (Lamar State College-Orange [TX]) for her 
piece “Threads of Life”. 
 
Mary Jane Nordgren’s one-act play “Water and The Word” 
has been selected for reading at the Great Plain Theatre 
Conference in Omaha late in May. 
 
Ina Albert writes stories from Grammy Ina—tales that 
involve relationships between grandparents and kids and the 
stories they tell—for Montana Kids and Family Magazine. 
Fall issue, 2005: “The Flying Grandfather” tells of grandpa’s 
early flying experiences. Winter Issue, 2005: “Jolly Judah the 
Holiday Elf” is the story of a Chanukah doll abandoned in the 
empty store window when both Christmas and Chanukah are 
being celebrated by the whole city on the same day. Spring 
Issue, 2006: “A Night at Chico Hot Springs” is a ghost story. 
Grandpa Mike, the owner of Chico Hot Springs, tells his 
granddaughter about how run down the hotel was when he 
bought it 30 years ago and his first night sleeping there. 
 
E.J. “Samadhi” Whitehouse’s inspirational non-fiction book, 
Circles in the Sand, has been published. See www.
samadhiwhitehouse.writerswebpages.com for all the details on 
where and how to purchase. 
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Participants had great things to say about the 
spring online writing workshop: 
 

“Some of my submissions were re-writes of things I’d 
written before but now was able, with Paula’s help, to add 
extensively to the idea... She helped with many suggestions on 
how I could organize my stories in a more comprehensive 
manner with better flow.” 
 

“Paula’s course (instructions, comments, editing, 
assistance, etc.) was the best I’ve had in twenty years of 
writing classes, conferences, workshops, etc. And last year, I 
graduated from McMaster University’s Writing Certificate 
Program with A’s in every class, but I have learned much 
more from this course.”  
 

“Fantastic—I couldn’t wait to get her comments—she 
was so on target—it was such a help—I want to put her in my 
back pocket like a little iPod and listen to her suggestions 
whenever I write.” 
 

“Please offer more courses and more courses like this! Or 
possibly even a stage 2 of the one just offered. I am more 
likely to join a course associated with SCN than some of the 
others such as Writers’ Digest, since I trust SCN to find good 
teachers, to offer a more personal touch and to preserve 
privacy. Thank you!” 
 

See the short article opposite, on p. 27 about what to 
expect from an online writing class. 
 
 

Sign-ups Are Now Open for  
the Fall Online Class 

 

Sign up today to discover the rewards and relative ease of 
creating a memoir. The delights and benefits of reminiscence 
will be revealed as you write your personal or family history 
one great story at a time. Learn effective life-writing 
techniques. Relax and have fun with a variety of writing and 
memory-jogger exercises. As Mark Twain wisely noted, 
“There was never yet an uninteresting life. Such a thing is an 
impossibility. Inside of the dullest exterior, there is a drama, a 
comedy, and a tragedy.” Having interviewed and written the 
stories of more than 400 people in the past six years, Paula 
certainly can attest to that fact.  

Each student will compose four or five short stories that 
will be edited by the instructor and returned with helpful 

 SCN-Sponsored Writing  Events 
Workshops , Retreats, Conferences 

suggestions for improvement or expansion. Students also will 
work on methods for transitioning and organizing the stories 
into a creative nonfiction narrative, including a table of 
contents, dedication, etc. Writing guidelines, story ideas, and a 
bibliography of suggested reading materials will be provided.  

Good writers benefit from objective critiques by good 
editors. Writing fundamentals (including grammar, syntax, 
vocabulary, narrative flow, punctuation, spelling, proper 
manuscript format, etc.) are an important part of writing 
success. Therefore, careful attention will be paid to these 
fundamentals and will be addressed in the instructor’s 
critiques.   
 

Where: This is an online class. An introduction will be 
emailed to you upon receipt of your enrollment fee. The lesson 
plan, as well as further instructions, will be emailed to you on 
the first day of class. 
When: October 11–November 23 
Cost: $225 for dues-paying members of Story Circle; $250 for 
non-members 
Registration: Class size is limited to 12 (minimum enrollment 
is 6). Please register early using our online enrollment form. 
You can pay online or via check. When we receive your 
payment, we will send you a confirmation (via email, if you 
include your email address). 
Refund/Cancellation Policy: We will refund your registration 
fee, less a $10 cancellation charge, if you request it up to 15 
days before the workshop begins. After that date, we will 
refund your fee only if we are able to fill your space from our 
waiting list. Once the class has begun, no refunds will be 
given. We reserve the right to cancel the workshop; if so, we 
will refund your full registration fee. 
Instructor: An experienced journalist, personal historian and 
past vice president of the Association of Personal Historians, 
Paula Stallings Yost believes passionately in the power of 
story. In 1999, she jettisoned a 25-year public relations/
journalism career and life in the suburbs to found 
LifeSketches—a biography service based in the piney woods 
of East Texas. Helping others preserve their family histories 
has become the perfect niche for her talents and expertise. For 
more information, an interview published in the Story Circle 
Journal may be found at the following web site: www.
storycircle.org/LifeWriting/lifewriter_53.shtml.   
 

Sign up for Paula’s class on our website 
www.storycircle.org 

(look for the Upcoming Events links). 

Memory to Memoir Online Writing Workshop 
With Paula Stallings Yost 
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LifeLines Lifewriting Retreat 
with Robin Edgar  

in the mountains of North Carolina 
October 6–8, 2006 

2. Family-style meals: Friday dinner; Saturday breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner; Sunday breakfast  

3. Drinks and snacks during breaks  
4. Two nights stay in double-occupancy accommodations 

(two twin beds in each room) in the South Lodge. Check-
in time is 4 p.m. on Friday; check-out time is after 
breakfast on Sunday.  

 

What is the refund policy? 
Cancellations are accepted until September 15, 2006, and are 
subject to a cancellation fee of $50. After September 15, we 
will refund your money only if we are able to fill your place 
from our waiting list. 
 

How can I pay? 
Registration fees for this weekend retreat are $225 for SCN 
members, $250 for non-members. To register, contact Robin 
Edgar at robinedgar@earthlink.net. Mail checks to:  

Robin A. Edgar, 5919 Lakeview Drive, 
Charlotte, NC 28270. 

 

Questions?  
Contact Robin Edgar at robinedgar@earthlink.net or phone 
(704) 365-6538. 

 
MORE INFORMATION AT: 
 

www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/NC 

What is the LifeLines Lifewriting Retreat? 
 

Join us for a women-only weekend lifewriting retreat, led by 
Robin Edgar (author of In My Mother’s Kitchen), at beautiful 
Wild Acres, situated on 1,600 acres at an elevation of 3,300 
feet atop a mountain called Pompey’s Knob, near the Blue 
Ridge Parkway in Little Switzerland, North Carolina.  

About halfway between Asheville and Blowing Rock, 
Wildacres is a true retreat, undisturbed by traffic or noises of 
the city. The 1,600 acres are adjacent to the Blue Ridge 
Parkway and thousands of acres of the Pisgah National Forest. 
The buildings are modern yet rustic and provide a very 
comfortable setting for the programs offered. Guests stay in 
two lodges, which have 57 bedrooms. Each room has a private 
bathroom and accommodates two guests. There are no 
televisions or telephones in the rooms.  

This retreat is open to any woman who is interested in 
lifewriting—regardless of skill level or experience. We want 
this to be an intimate retreat where we can really talk and 
listen to each other’s stories, so we are able to accept only 12 
participants. We expect these 12 places to fill very quickly, so 
please register as soon as you can!  

 
What is included in my registration fees? 
 

Your registration includes:  
1. Five workshop sessions with Robin (Friday evening; 

Saturday morning, afternoon, and evening; Sunday 
morning)  

What to Expect from an Online Writing Class 
Jane Ross, Journal Editor 

 

Here’s what one of the participants had to say about her 
experience taking Paula Yost’s online writing class in the 
Spring:  

“Writing takes time, especially when the instructor 
motivates you to do your best. Participants need to realize 
there is a fairly intense ‘homework’ commitment if one is to 
get one’s money’s worth from a weekly course. Not a 
criticism, just a fact... Thanks for offering this course!” 

Paula Yost clarified: “A writing class is not the same 
thing as a writing circle.” The object of a writing circle is for 
the members to offer each other open-hearted support that is 
free of critiquing and accepting of whatever the other circle 
members bring to the table. But a writing class is a different 
beast—the less-experienced writer looks to the teacher who 
has wide experience in writing, editing, and publishing, for 
their honest feedback. The idea is to learn from their 

experience working with language how to write stories that are 
more polished, more engaging, and revealing of a greater truth 
that is hidden behind the events of our lives. As the quote 
above suggests, it requires putting one’s best effort into 
changing the things that don’t work in a story so that it does 
work. This takes time, effort, and a willingness to accept 
critiquing. 

Sometimes that honest feedback from a writing teacher 
can take us aback. I’ve been there myself and know it’s not a 
comfortable feeling. I believe that all serious writers face this 
rite of passage of a critique that bursts our bubble. But as long 
as we trust our teacher’s judgment, that critique can be a call 
to move forward as a writer. 

Paula believes that the participants in her online class will 
get the most from the experience if they’re able to check their 
ego at the door and come to the class without defensiveness 
about their writing and open to learning. After all, learning is 
about getting better at something you care about.  
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Mark Your Calendar  
 

SCN Events and Deadlines, 2006 
 
 

June 4:   Austin Chapter Be Our Guest (free) 
 

July 15:   Susan Wittig Albert Lifewriting Contest 
entry deadline (SCN members only) 
 

August 1:   Deadline for nominations to the SCN 
Board for 2007 (see p. 21)  
 
Oct. 6–8:   LifeLines Writing Retreat, with Robin 
Edgar, Wildacres NC (see p. 27) 
 

Oct. 11:   Fall Online Writing class begins, with 
Paula Yost (see p. 26) 
 
Oct. 21–22:   Writing from Life weekend writing 
workshop, Austin TX 
 

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. Our online calendar is at:  

www.storycircle.org/calendar06.html 

Story Circle Network 
PO Box 500127 
Austin TX 78750-0127 

SCN’s 10th Anniversary  
Coming up in 2007 

 

A committee of SCN Board members with Susan Wittig 
Albert is already working hard to prepare for our 10th 
anniversary year in 2007. Here’s a taste of the events 
planned to mark this important milestone for SCN: 
 
March 16–18, 2007:   Lifelines Writing Retreat with 
Susan Wittig Albert 
 

Spring 2007:   Publication of A Land Full of Stories: 
Women Write about the Southwest  
    Publication of SCN’s first E-book, a collection of 
writing prompts by Susan Wittig Albert, selected from 
the Women’s Wise Words prompts sent weekly to 
Internet Chapter members. 
 

June 8–9, 2007:   Nature Writing Conference at Texas 
State University in San Marcos, Texas plus a 10-year 
retrospective exhibition in honor of Story Circle 
Network. 
 

Fall 2007:   Publication of the a cookbook–anthology of 
stories and recipes by SCN members (Tba) 

Co-Sponsored by SCN 


