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

Linda Hasselstrom: "Follow the Few: Find 
Your Story"
Our Friday-night keynote speaker, Linda Hasselstrom, 
has been resident writer of Windbreak House Writing 
Retreats on her western South Dakota ranch since 1996. 
Her most recent book, Dirt Songs: A Plains Duet with 
Twyla Hansen (Backwaters Press, 2011), received the 
Nebraska Book Award for Poetry 2012. The book was 
also a finalist for best poetry book, High Plains Book 
Awards, Billings, MT, and finalist, WILLA award for 
poetry, Women Writing the West, both in 2012. Linda is 

also the author of No Place Like Home. She received recognition for 
Distinguished Service to the Humanities from the South Dakota Humanities 
Council in 2011 and is special consultant to the Rural Literature R.A. L.  L. Y. 
initiative,  State University of New York, Buffalo, NY. Two of her essays were 
broadcast by "Living on Earth," Orion Magazine,  in 2012. Read more about 
Linda in this issue’s author interview on page 8.

Nancy Curtis: "The Writing Gene"
Our Sunday luncheon speaker is Nancy Curtis, publisher 
and primary editor of High Plains Press,  a micro-
publishing company specializing in Western Americana 
and poetry of the American West,  headquartered on the 
family cattle ranch near Glendo. The press has published 
over 60 books since 1984 which have won five Western 
Heritage Awards for outstanding poetry from the National 
Cowboy and Western Heritage Museum, two Willa 
Awards, as well as other recognition. The press was 
recognized by Western Writers of America with the Lariat 

Award for special distinction in support of western books and authors.
Curtis is also co-editor, with Linda Hasselstrom and Gaydell Collier, of three 

collections of women's writing published by Houghton Mifflin: Leaning into the 
Wind, Woven on the Wind, and Crazy Woman Creek.

Stories from the Heart VII

Stories from the Heart VII
April 11-13, 2014 

Wyndham Hotel, Austin, TX

Your Coach is 
Waiting!

See page 6
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Letter From SCN’s President— Story Circle Journal 

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

Editor: Robin Wittig
journaleditor@storycircle.org

Contributing Editors:
Susan Albert
Lee Ambrose 

Pat Bean
Mary Jo Doig

Lisa Shirah-Hiers
Linda Hoye
Trilla Pando 

Nancy J. Wurlitzer

We welcome your letters, queries, 
and suggestions.

Editorial Address:
PO Box 500127

Austin, TX 78750-0127
ISSN: 1093-7528

©2013 Story Circle Network
Copyrights to all contributed works 

remain with the authors.

Membership Rates
One Year $55 US

$65 Canada & Mexico
$70 Elsewhere

Foreign Memberships: Please pay by 
International Postal Money Order.

Missed Issues: We try to ensure that 
Story Circle Journal arrives in your 
mailbox four times a year. If you miss 
an issue, send us a note and we’ll 
mail you a replacement.

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

Time Flies

Story Circle Network’s Mission
The Story Circle Network (SCN) is dedicated to helping women share the 

stories of their lives and to raising public awareness of the importance of 
women’s personal histories. We carry out our mission through publications, 
websites, 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.

When we get older, time seems to 
move at a much faster pace. Has it really 
been two years since I became the 
President of SCN?

Serving as your President has 
given me the opportunity to not only get 
to know our members, but to work with 
an energetic, creative group women: 
SCN’s Board of Directors. We all know 
that when women work together, great 
things happen. The union of the women 
of the SCN board is a clear example of 
that. And it has my job much easier.

There are two women in particular 
who have helped to make SCN the thriving, woman-centered organization it is 
today.  Of course, one of these women is our founder, Susan Albert. Her 
dedication to having women’s voices heard, recognized and validated, has 
shown so many women what great writing they can accomplish. The material in 
the Journal and Anthology is a true testament to this.

The other woman is Peggy Moody, our Executive Director. So much of 
what she does is behind the scenes. But this organization and my term as 
President would not be the same without her invaluable assistance.

I’m leaving the position of President in the very capable hands of Judy 
Whelley. Judy has been an active participant not only on the board, but in so 
many other areas of SCN.

So this is good-bye, but only to the Presidency. As most of you know, when 
SCN becomes part of your life, it is there forever.

P.S.  We’ve posted a page honoring SCN’s leadership team over the years since 
its creation—wonderful women who have given their wisdom, their energy, and 
their time to make this organization flourish. Take a moment to visit and see 
what each has done to help SCN grow into the preeminent place it holds among 
women’s writing organizations. http://www.storycircle.org/leadership_team.php

Feeling Lucky? 
Support Story Circle Network 

& Win a Great Prize!
Tickets on sale now 
through Dec 31 at 

www.storycircle.org/raffle

mailto:journaleditor@storycircle.org
mailto:journaleditor@storycircle.org
http://www.storycircle.org/leadership_team.php
http://www.storycircle.org/leadership_team.php
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
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Pre-Conference Workshops
What's It All About? with Leila Levinson
You have filled countless journals with free writing, excavating your life. Now 

what? How do you turn the raw material into a memoir? The most crucial step is 
figuring out what your story is about.  What is its theme? What will be the thrust of its 
narrative arc?

When people set out to write memoirs, they often find the excavating of their 
material easy and then stumble when they set out to organize it, to frame it with a 
specific focus. For someone else to find our stories interesting, they must have a 
point: a beginning, climax, and resolution that creates insight for the reader into their 
own life. Yet it is difficult to step far enough back from our own stories that we 
understand what they are about. This workshop will facilitate your understanding the 
importance of a narrative arc and how a theme creates universality and the possibility 
of an arc, of creating order out of life's mishmash. You will leave the workshop with a 
sense of your memoir's theme.

Methods we'll use to achieve these goals:
•Arrive at the workshop having already identified three or four key scenes from your writing
•Bring a list of your three favorite memoirs with a brief description of the books' themes and arcs of those books
•We will share together how those arcs express the theme and how the themes connect us to the memoirs. Leila will have a 
handout of possible themes.
•We will break into small groups where each attendee will read their scenes and brainstorm with the group about what their 
theme might be.
•We will come back together into the large group to share our findings and reactions and questions.

Benefits you can expect:
•A sense of the importance of a theme to a memoir having universal appeal.
•How a theme is essential to creating an organization of your material, other than purely chronological.
•Possible themes for your stories.
•Ideas of how the theme can lead to possible narrative arcs for your story.

The Three Stages of Memoir Writing with 
Linda Joy Meyers

Memoir writers need a roadmap to begin, develop, and publish their memoir. 
Identifying these stages: Kickstart Your memoir, The Muddy Middle, and Birthing 
your Book can help you start—and finish—your memoir. We will discuss and use the 
tools you need to get to the end of a first draft.

Methods we'll use to achieve these goals: 
You will receive handouts about the skills you need to write a memoir, and we 

will work on the turning point exercise, putting your turning points in a timeline, and 
writing scenes that weave story with narrative. Linda Joy will draw from the 
structure of the book Wild, by Cheryl Strayed to show how it is structured and 
discuss how you can develop a similarly framed memoir.

We will discuss the process of the three stages, and have them define where they 
are, using the Q&A to get to their specific questions. Writing exercises will offer a 
hands-on way to proceed with their memoir. They will come away with the stages of publishing, from essays to eBooks, to 
hybrid to traditional publishing models.

Benefits you can expect: 
We will address the arc of writing, developing, and publishing a memoir with practical solutions that really work, tried 

and true skills that include craft as well as the psychology of writing a full length work. We'll share group discussion and 
writing exercises to offer support emotionally and to craft skills that you can take home and use. You will leave knowing that 
other writers run into the same challenges and that there are ways to solve them. You will leave with the ability to define the 
stages of your writing, locate the stuck places, and work your way through them in the future. You will have two new 
vignettes as well, and a timeline that you can keep building.
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Friday, April 11
9:00 Registration Opens
9:00 Exhibitors Room Opens (Hrs: 9-4, 5:30-7:30)
9:30–Noon Free Heart-to-Heart Coaching (sign up required)
Noon–1:45 Optional Pre-Conference Workshop with Leila 

Levinson (extra fee)
2:00–3:45 Optional Pre-Conference Workshop with Linda 

Joy Myers (extra fee)
4:00–5:00 Conference Welcome Session
5:30–7:30 Dutch-Treat Dinner
6:00 Silent Auction opens
7:30 Sarton Memoir Award Presentation
 Keynote Address: Follow the Few, Find Your 

Story with Linda Hasselstrom 

Saturday, April 14
8:30 Registration Opens
8:30 Silent Auction Opens
8:30 Exhibitors Room Opens (Hrs: 8:30-12:30, 2-6)
9:00–10:30 Session 1
10:30–11:00 Break: Book Signing
11:00–12:30 Session 2
12:30–2:00 Lunch
 Entertainment: Readings from Times They Were 

A-Changing with Kate Farrell, 
 Linda Joy Myers, & Amber Starfire
2:00–3:30 Free Time
 Special Sessions
3:00 Drinks & Refreshments
 Book Signing 
3:30–5:00 Session 3
5:30 Silent Auction Closes
5:00–8:00 Dutch-Treat Dinner; Special Interest Tables
8:00–10:00 Open Mike: Storytelling from the Heart

Sunday, April 15
9:00–10:30 Session 4
11:00–12:30 Session 5
12:30–2:00 Lunch
 Speaker: Nancy Curtis, The Writing Gene

Stories from the Heart VII
PROGRAM

Conference Hotel
Wyndham Hotel

3401 South IH-35, 
Austin TX 78741

512-448-244
 fax: 512-443-4208

www.wyndham.com/hotels/AUSWC

To get the conference rate ($109/night plus 
tax, double occupancy), call the hotel directly 
(512-448-2444); please be sure to say that you 
are with Story Circle Network,  and make your 
reservations no later than March 19, 2014. 
Room rate includes complimentary airport 
shuttle service,  parking, and high speed 
wireless internet. 

Would you like to advertise for a roommate? 
See our Roommates Wanted! web page: 

www.storycircle.org/Conference/
roommates.shtml

http://www.storycircle.org/
Conference/

http://www.wyndham.com/hotels/AUSWC
http://www.wyndham.com/hotels/AUSWC
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/roommates.shtml
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/roommates.shtml
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/roommates.shtml
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/roommates.shtml
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
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Session 4
A: Finding Our Voices

A Goldmine of Life Stories: Genograms
Cheryl Linck Reynolds, Jupiter FL & Fran 
Reynolds, Columbia MO

B: Nuts & Bolts
Is Blogging Right for You?
Judy Miller, Zionsville IN

C: Putting Our Hearts on Paper
Telling Healing Stories: Writing a Compelling 
Memoir 
Madeline Sharples, Manhattan Beach CA & Eleanor 
Vincent, Oakland CA

D: Storytelling: Ways & Means
Truth & Story
Judith Helburn, Austin TX

Session 5
A: Finding Our Voices

Navigating through scene, summary and musing 
in memoir
Fran Simone, Charleston WV

B: Nuts & Bolts
Transforming Your Writing Life in Just 20 Minutes 
a Day
Helen Leatherwood, Beverly Hills CA

C: Putting Our Hearts on Paper
Home Is Where the Heart Is
Joyce Boatright, Houston TX

D: Storytelling: Ways & Means
From Family Documents to Published Book
Susan Morrison, Austin TX

Special Sessions
How can I Speak of Myself? 

Writing Your Rhythm & Mending the Fragments: 
A poetic musing on culture, politics, geography 

& the shaping of identity
Marva McClean, North Miami Beach FL

Keep Your Day Going With Restorative, 
Relaxing Chair Yoga 

Regina Moser, Austin TX

Stories from the Heart VII
PROGRAM

Session 1
A: Finding Our Voices
  Honestly, how honest should you be in your 

 memoir?
  Anne Keier, Philadelphia PA & Harilyn Rousso, New 

 York NY
B: Nuts & Bolts

Raising the Dead
Patricia Charpentier, Orlando FL

C: Putting Our Hearts on Paper
Sister Story, Brother Story, Favorite Relative 
Story
Marilyn Collins, Rogers AR

D: Storytelling: Ways & Means
Rising to the Universal
Laura Cottam Sajbel, Austin TX

Session 2
A: Finding Our Voices
 The Dance Between Dreams and Life Writing 
 Billie Ortiz, Boulder CO & Donna Remmert, 
 Boulder CO
B: Nuts & Bolts

How Many Hats Does it Take to Publish a Book?
Nancy Curtis, Glendo WY

C: Putting Our Hearts on Paper
A Legacy of Story
Amber Starfire, Napa CA

D: Storytelling: Ways & Means
When Digital Isn't Real: Fact Finding Offline 
for Serious Writers
Marlene Samuels, Chicago IL

Session 3
A: Finding Our Voices

The Exciting World of OWLS
Judy Watters, Spring Branch TX

B: Nuts & Bolts
How to Promote Your Book on a Budget—And 
Still Have Time to Write
Sheila Allee, Austin TX

C: Putting Our Hearts on Paper
Eighty Percent of Success: How to Make Your 
Journal Sustain Your Writing
Linda Hasselstrom, Hermosa SD

D: Storytelling: Ways & Means
From Census to Story: Bringing a Family Tree to 
Life
Carole Rogers, Morristown NJ

http://www.storycircle.org/
Conference/
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Stories from the Heart VII
Conference News

Your Coach is Waiting!
In fairy tales, a coach takes Cinderella to meet her 

prince. At Stories From the Heart,  a coach can take you 
anywhere you want to go, for our coaches are expert writers 
and publishers who can answer your writing and publishing 
questions and get you started on your route to success.

Our Heart-to-Heart Coaching sessions take place on 
Friday morning, 9:30-11. We’ll open the signup period on 
March 11. All registered conference attendees will get an 
email, directing them to the online At that time, you’ll be 
able to review and choose from a list of the coaches who 
have volunteered their time to help you. (We guarantee to 
place you with two of your coaches.) You can read more 
about this process here: http://www.storycircle.org/
Conference/coaching.php 

Here’s what people said about their coaching 
experience on their post-conference evaluations:
✴Absolutely superb! I am so grateful to my two coaches 

for focusing in right on my issues and giving 
professional and specific advice!!! THANK YOU!!!

✴Both of my coaches were wonderful and I've put new 
processes in place as a result of both. They are making 
a great difference!
Of course, you only get as much out of a coaching 

session as you put into it. People who come with clearly 
focused questions leave with the feeling that they’ve moved 
miles along the road toward their writing destinations.

And that’s what our SCN coaches are all about!
~Susan Wittig Albert

Call For 
Exhibitors:

Works of Heart Marketplace
Call for Exhibitors deadline: 

March 1, 2014

We welcome exhibitors (including small publishers) 
who would like to sell books that they have written or 
published, paper products, print-related services, writing- 
related items, and hand-crafted items of interest to women.

We have a limited number of tables available in a 
reserved "shopping area" for Friday-Saturday, April 13-14. 
Exhibitors must be members of SCN. (To join, click the 
button in the Exhibitor Application at the link below: "I 
want to join now & pay the annual dues of $45")

Apply early! Postmarks will be considered when 
assigning table location to accepted artists. Application 
deadline: 03/01/2014

http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/ 
callforvendors.php

Volunteers Needed!
Want to take on a responsibility that might actually be 

fun? One that directly affects SCN's ability to put on this 
phenomenal conference? Volunteers are being accepted 
now for our April 2014 Stories from the Heart VII, SCN's 
seventh national women's memoir conference. Contact our 
volunteer coordinator at confvolunteers@storycircle.org to 
get your name on the roster of volunteers.

Assignments range from working the exhibitors room, 
registration,  sales, open mike, story wall, scrapbook, heart-
to-heart coaching sessions, and that all encompassing duty 
known as floater. You'll be assigned a wonderful job and 
should be prepared to serve a mere two-hour shift. 
Assignments, times and contacts will be given to you in 
March.

Please contact us by email at confvolunteers@storycircle.org, 
the earlier the better. We're making up our schedule NOW 
and we don't want to leave you out. So please volunteer 
before you forget it!

NOTE: We are looking for a volunteer to record some/
all of the conference sessions, so that those who cannot 
attend can watch online after the conference.

http://www.storycircle.org/
Conference/

http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/coaching.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/coaching.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/coaching.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/coaching.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/
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Conference News Continued

During our Saturday lunch,  we will be entertained with readings 
from the anthology, The Times There Were A-Changing, compiled by 
SCN members Kate Farrell, Linda Joy Myers, and Amber Starfire.

High school and college teacher Kate Farrell is founder of the 
Wisdom Has a Voice memoir project and is editor of a book on 
daughters' memories of their mothers. Visit her website at http://
wisdomhasavoice.com

Californian Linda Joy Myers, a once-Oklahoman, is president and 
founder of the National Association of Memoir Writers and the author 
o f f o u r b o o k s . L e a r n m o r e o n h e r b l o g a t h t t p : / /
memoriesandmemoirs.com

Amber Lea Starfire holds an MFA in creative writing from the 
University of San Francisco.  She is the author of two books and has 
contributed to many anthologies. Learn more on her website at http://
www.writingthroughlife.com

Find out more about all three editors on the book website at http://
www.timestheywereachanging.com. Then, meet them and join in the 
fun at the conference!

Saturday Luncheon Entertainment:
Kate Farrell, Linda Joy Myers, 

Amber Starfire

 Open Mike Saturday Night, 
Live, in Austin Texas

It's Saturday night in Austin TX—what would you like 
to do after you've enjoyed a fine dinner at one of Austin's 
many great restaurants?  Well, we could all hang out 
together and swap stories.

Swap stories?
Hey, what a great idea! After all, isn't that what Story 

Circle is all about? And who has more stories to swap than 
women—women who have loved and laughed and cried 
and succeeded and failed and survived and, yes,  triumphed! 
Creative, canny, crafty, clever, courageous women. Women 
who have lived ordinary, extraordinary, and sometimes 
downright outrageous lives!

And all you have to bring is you, and your story. 
Maybe it's a piece you've already shared with your Story 
Circle, or a poem or two that you've just finished, or a short 
autobiographical fiction piece. Maybe it's a story to be 
sung, or danced (if you need music, let us know ahead of 
time). Or perhaps you'd like to bring a piece of art that 
you've made—pottery, painting,  textile, whatever—and tell 
us how and why it is part of your story. The sky's the limit, 
gals, and the only thing we have to fear (as some famous 
man said once) is fear itself. So let's see how many 
different stories, and how many different ways to tell a 
story, we can all come up with.

Story Wall & 
Heart-to-Heart Table

We'll have a section of wall set aside where we can all 
post stories, photos, and other goodies that tell something 
about ourselves. Be sure to bring anything you'd like to 
post.  You can take it home with you, or (better yet!) 
bequeath it to our creative Scrapbook.

NOTE for the Story Wall: For those who would like 
to participate, please bring a short introduction of yourself. 
Here's one way you can do this: set a timer for 3 minutes 
and write whatever you feel is important for us to know 
about you. Then polish it up a bit (type, if possible).  Bring 
it and, if you like, a current photo of yourself. You may also 
want to bring a postable item that illustrates a part of your 
story. (This might be something you've created, a different 
photo, a newspaper clipping, or a symbol.)

NOTE for the Heart-to-Heart Table: Do you have 
brochures, descriptive literature, or cards that you'd like to 
share with conference participants? Bring up to 100 copies of 
one or two items for the table. (If there are any left, be sure to 
take them home with you.) Conference registrants only.

http://www.timestheywereachanging.com
http://www.timestheywereachanging.com
http://www.timestheywereachanging.com
http://www.timestheywereachanging.com
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SCJ: Do you think writers experience the world 
differently from other people? What important role do we 
play in the world?

LH: I think serious writers pay closer attention. 
Kathleen Norris quotes a man she met who said when he 
stopped writing, he stopped seeing. The two practices feed 
each other: I see more clearly because I write; I write more 
clearly because I see. We help people pay attention. We 
encourage them to slow down a little, view their world from 
a different perspective. Writers have observed the worlds 
we write about, but to write it down we have to be in 
isolation and quiet. But conversely, I urge writers to get 
away from the computer. If I want to see sunset, I have to 
get up and out, and when I do that,  I have an opportunity to 
think as I walk and exercise. And thinking is, I believe, one 
of the most important, and most neglected, parts of writing. 
It's easy to sit in front of our computers tapping away 
without much thought.  Getting out in the world requires us 
to think, but also offers us opportunities to simply think 
without writing. 

SCJ:  On your website you’ve said you keep an almost 
daily journal.  Can you tell us more about your journaling 
practice?

LH:  I don't doodle or make collages. I copy quotes; 
folders on my computer are filled with quotes on different 
topics. I copy conversations I hear, bumper stickers I read, 
signs on stores, anything that catches my attention.  I tape in 
cartoons or quotes from others, photos once in awhile. 
Journaling should be entirely private to be useful. Privacy is 
essential. Honesty with oneself is essential. Write in a 
journal freely and openly to discover what you think, 
believe. Write spontaneously to see who you really are 
when you are not being polite or politically correct.  I have 
sometimes written my side of an argument in my journal—
and discovered that I was wrong, so I had to apologize!

SCJ: When and where do you like to do your writing? 
LH: I get up at 4 or 5 a.m., let the dogs out, sit in bed 

with my journal and record the weather, any thoughts from 
the night, my plans for writing for the day.  After breakfast, 

about 8:30, I go to my computer and begin to work on 
whatever writing I've scheduled for the day. Sometimes this 
is a commentary on another writer's work, if someone is 
coming to retreat or has hired me to do a Writing 
Conversation By eMail.  I treat these jobs as seriously as my 
own writing—but I prefer to start the day with my own 
work.  If I have a Writing Conversation in progress, I try to 
do my own work first, until that first glow is gone, and then 
get to the commentary. I write mostly at my computer on 
my desk in my basement office.  I've tried writing on the 
deck and in unfamiliar locations and I'm usually too busy 
looking to do any serious writing. And I like to have my 
reference materials handy. Directly in front of me is a wall 
of pictures,  a combination of prints of favorite paintings 
and photos of my grandmother and father, my partner and 
Georgia O'Keeffe—all inspirations. My spurs hang on that 
wall, with an antique mirror and quotations like, "I stayed at 
home and cultivated a sense of place and poetry"—
Hildegarde Flanner.  Outside my window are the raised 
beds where I grow tomatoes in summer, then a line of 
windbreak trees, then a high ridge where cattle pasture: a 
very narrow view. 

SCJ: You write in many genres: poetry,  essay, memoir, 
blog. What makes you choose one over another? 

LH: I consider my self-created job to be writing prose 
about the ranching culture of my region, the arid High 
Plains. Poetry is what I do for relaxation and entertainment. 
This is not to denigrate folks for whom poetry is their 
primary art; for me it represents greater freedom than I find 
in writing essays based on fact. So I often write an essay on 
a topic,  and then sometimes find that a poem emerges on a 
similar but related topic. Sometimes I’m amazed at what 
my subconscious mind has created while I’ve been busy on 
the essay. Or to put it another way, I often write essays to 
explain, but in poetry I am writing to learn what I think, to 
explore. 

SCJ: Let’s talk about your Homestead House writing 
retreats. What do the women who come to write there say 
about it?

Linda M. Hasselstrom:

Seeing, Writing, and Community
by Lisa Shirah-Hiers

Linda M. Hasselstrom is a rancher, writer, writing instructor and the full-time resident 
writer at Windbreak House Writing Retreats, established in 1996 on her ranch. She 
was a visiting faculty member for Iowa State University, Ames, and served as an online 
mentor for the University of Minnesota's Split Rock writing program and is now 
advisor to Texas Tech University Press. Hasselstrom's writing has appeared in dozens 
of  anthologies and magazines; a poetry collection, 'Bitter Creek Junction' won the 
Wrangler for Best Poetry Book, National Cowboy & Western Heritage Museum, 
Oklahoma City, OK. 'Bison: Monarch of the Plains' was named best environmental 
and nature book of 1999 by the Independent Publishers Association. She has edited 
several important women's anthologies, including Leaning into the Wind, a collection of 

writings by western women, and is the author of several memoirs, notably Between Grass and Sky: Where I Live and Work and 
Going Over East: Reflections of a Rancher Woman. She will be one of our keynote speakers at the SCN Stories from the Heart 
Conference, April 11th-13th, 2014. Lisa Shirah-Hiers interviewed her for the Story Circle Journal.

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/leaning.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/leaning.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/grassandsky.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/grassandsky.shtml
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Continue reading on page 10

LH: Homestead House is the house where I grew up, my parents' house. When I 
began my retreats in 1996, I conducted them in the house I built with my husband 
George, which we'd named Windbreak House. When the ranch house became vacant, 
I re-imagined it as the retreat house, knowing my partner and I were going to move 
back into Windbreak House. Their responses are varied. One woman wrote, “The 
most important and empowering thing for me is to be in a house with a working 
writer. Together we generate energy which pushes each on, saying yes, this is 
important to do– if not for the world, at least for you, here, now. Be here now.” Many 
talk about the landscape. As one remarked,  “The vastness, the openness of the 
landscape requires the same in me.” Writers of all experience are welcomed. I work 
to help them produce the best writing of which they are capable. Every experience is 
different. No one comes to the retreat who is not changed; no one comes who does 
not change me and the retreat.

SCJ: What are some accomplishments you are proudest of in your personal and/
or professional life?

LH: Having been one of the three editors who enabled more than 500 women to 
write about their lives in Leaning into the Wind,  Woven on the Wind and Crazy 
Woman Creek,  the three anthologies of Western women's writing published by 
Houghton Mifflin.  Without our persistence, our patience, our knowledge, our writing 
skills, many of those women might never have told their stories. Also spending my 
“valuable writing time” writing commentaries on the work of other writers so that 
they may write their best work. When my own writing time is curtailed by this work, 
it’s my job to find a way to fit in it and often having a shorter deadline may improve 
what I do.

SCJ:  You write a lot about community.  What makes a community a community? 
Which forces unite us and which tear us apart?

LH: I think I spent the whole [essay collection, No Place Like Home,] trying to 
answer those questions! I made a particular effort to note the contradictions in 
community. In every instance, I tried to be brutally honest about my own feelings and 
opinions and to understand, insofar as I was able, the opinions of those with whom I 
disagreed. I’ve received some very sharp criticism from readers who think I’m too 
harsh or don’t agree with me. But I wanted to show something of how ranchers think. 
My neighbors think I’m a liberal but some readers apparently think I am still too 
conservative.

Today it occurs to me that I helped edit another book about community: Crazy 
Woman Creek: Women Rewrite the American West, a collection of writings from 
several hundred women. In looking over what they said about what makes a 
community, I can echo some of their words: A patchwork of women; a neighborhood 
coming together to solve conflicts; feeling others' suffering and running toward it, 
caring; women cooking and talking together; more than just sharing an address. We 
also had a responsibility to each other; friendship and camaraderie; where you will 
be held accountable; people connected by mutual interests and interdependence; not 
something you belong to but something you work for.  Each one of those phrases came 
from a different essay in that book, written by a different woman, but I agree with 
every one of them as definitions of community. 

SCJ:  In which ways are people blinded to their surroundings? 
LH: I was adjunct faculty for an Iowa University for a few years recently,  and 

loved walking across the beautiful campus, looking at the gorgeous buildings, 
flowers, trees.  I kept having to sidestep to keep from being run over by students 
walking while looking down at their cell phones. No one made eye contact or looked 
at their surroundings. 

When I drive through cities on weekend afternoons, I marvel at the lovely yards– 
but they are mostly empty except for a dog or two,  chained to the porch.  Where are 
the people? Perhaps out in the national forest– but I doubt it. 

One of my favorite writing exercises is the rural or urban quiz with questions 
such as,  “Trace the water you drink from precipitation to tap” and “Describe the soil 
around your home,” and “Name five residents and any migratory birds in your area,” 

“To find ourselves in the land, 
we don't need to buy a 
farm ..... We are all creatures 
born to soil and wilderness; the 
o u t d o o r s , n o t a n a i r -
c o n d i t i o n e d o f f i c e o r 
schoolroom with windows that 
can't be opened, is our natural 
habitat. Night or day, walk out 
into the grass or woods alone, 
sit down, and listen. Dig in the 
earth; plant something. Walk 
and watch any living thing 
except another human.” 	


-Land Circle,  241.

“Nature is to me both home 
and office. Nature is my boss, 
manager of the branch office–
or ranch office–where I toil to 
convert native grass into meat, 
neatly packaged in leather for 
sale to increasingly finicky 
consumers.”

–Between Grass and Sky, p. 2.
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Continued from page 9

and “From where you are reading this,  point north,” and 
“Were the stars visible last night?” 

Most folks, both urban and rural, have a hard time 
with some of the questions, if not all of them. We don’t 
live observantly in our home places; we are too busy. We 
don’t stop to look, to simply see what happens. We rush 
here and there, proud of our multi-tasking.

SCJ: There was a time in the 50s, 60s and 70s when 
westerns were very popular. What was the appeal? Have 
our perceptions of the west changed?

LH: I think the appeal was “wide open spaces,” and 
the supposed freedom they offered. While to some, that 
freedom meant lawlessness, the ideal Westerner became 
the perfect human: kind, considerate of others,  caring 
about the animals and land. Then new stereotypes arose: of 
rich ranchers, submissive women. The romance of the 
Westerner’s tools kept a lot of these stereotypes alive: big 
hats, spurs, horses, guns: things men enjoy. Face it: it was 
mostly men who created, lived and perpetuated those 
stereotypes. Patricia Limerick (The Legacy of Conquest, 
1987) was one of the first women historians to start 
smashing those stereotypes into smithereens and she’s still 
doing it, thank goodness. 

SCJ: What are you most looking forward to at the 
SCN Conference? 

LH: Listening to other women’s stories. As a writer, I 
have worked mostly alone, without creative writing classes 
or belonging to a writers’ group, so the commentaries on 
my work have come mostly from editors rejecting it, or 
readers after it has been published.  I have still not written 
about some of the most difficult, secret topics and I’m 
looking forward to being in the company of women who 
have.

SCJ: What can conference attendees look forward to?
LH: I’ll do my best to distill some of my experiences 

as a writer into comments I hope will help them face their 
own writing with good cheer and with understanding that 
none of us are perfect.

SCJ: What are the people/places/spaces/things that 
most feed your soul?

LH: The prairie in its every mood and in my every 
mood. 

To find out more about Linda’s life and work visit her 
website: http://www.windbreakhouse.com/ 

Call For Donations:
Silent Auction, Door Prizes, 

and Gift Bags
Call for Donations deadline: 

April 10, 2014
We are looking for donations for our upcoming 

women's memoir conference.  We need items for our Silent 
Auction and door prizes that will be given during the 
luncheons.  If you can help out by making a donation, 
please fill out the form at http://www.storycircle.org/
Conference/callfordonations_ad.php. If you have more than 
one donation to make, please fill out a separate form for 
each item.

We're looking for unique, interesting, and artful items 
that demonstrate the artist's creativity and help us raise 
money for SCN. If you have something you'd like to 
donate, please tell us about it, and send us a photo! (You 
don't have to be an SCN member to contribute.)

Silent Auction Items & Door Prizes
Some examples of the donations we are looking for: 

paintings, handcrafted stationery, jewelry, hand knitted 
items, fabric art, etc. Also welcome would be copies of 
your latest published book and gift certificates for services 
such as workshops, massage, editing. This is a good 
opportunity to showcase your talent and help the Story 
Circle Network continue to encourage and inspire women 
with stories to tell.

Gift Bag Items
We welcome pens, pencils,  small notebooks, 

merchandise coupons, cosmetics samples, commercial 
product samples, etc, appropriate for the use of women 
with a special interest in writing and documenting personal 
and family stories.  Our committee reviews and approves 
gift bag contributions, in order to avoid duplication or the 
inclusion of inappropriate items. We expect approximately 
125 attendees; gift bags are given to all 2- and 3-day 
conference attendees.

We will display your photos and info about auction and 
door prize donations on our Silent Auction page at http://
www.storycircle.org/Conference/silentauction.shtml. SCN 
is a 501(c)3 non-profit organization. Your gifts are tax-
deductible to the extent allowable by law.

Email a high-resolution, jpg or gif formatted photo of 
the item to storycircle@storycircle.org. We would love to 
have a photo of the artist/creator/donor, too,  if at all 
possible, to personalize the item.

More
Conference 

News

http://www.windbreakhouse.com/
http://www.windbreakhouse.com/
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/callfordonations_ad.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/callfordonations_ad.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/callfordonations_ad.php
http://www.storycircle.org/Conference/callfordonations_ad.php
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Story Circle Network’s Book Reviews

Hunting for Bunnies—
Finding Books
by Trilla Pando

Visit us on the Internet:
www.storycirclebookreviews.org • www.facebook.com/storycirclebookreviews
www.twitter.com/SCNBookReviews

My morning walks take me through the lovely, and 
usually silent,  campus of the nearby college. Exciting, they 
are not. Usually I hunt for bunnies in the tall grass behind 
the library; sometimes I see one. We gaze at each other and 
I pause, waiting to see if she will hop before I saunter. 
Occasionally,  I hold a brief chatter with a squirrel, or 
squawk with a crow. Confession: I carry bread crumbs for 
my pals in my daypack with my water, camera and a little 
cash. It’s my quiet time.

 But not a few mornings ago. What was the noisy 
crowd heading for the library? What was going on? Should 
I call 911?

I swerved away from the rabbits and toward the crowd, 
and then I saw the banner: ANNUAL BOOK FAIR. My 
mind raced as fast as my feet carried me to the line that was 
forming. Doors opened in ten minutes. The daypack—how 
much money, how much room?  

As soon as I’d secured my place in line, I checked the 
change purse.  I had five dollars. Hardly worth going in. 
Maybe I should just head home and come back after a 
while. Then I looked at the line growing behind me.  

Once I was inside, it didn’t take long to commit my 
money. With the generous-to-the-buyer pricing, I managed 
to collect an armload,  but I didn’t have all I wanted, not by 
a long shot.  I asked if I could put a stack on hold. The in-
charge woman taking my money shook her head. 

“Please?” Perhaps I did cry a little.
“How soon can you come back? I can hold them for 

half-an-hour,” she relented. I handed her my excess,  and 
packed the pack and my arms with my new treasures.

An hour later, I checked out again,  but this time with a 
backpack, two shopping bags, my checkbook and a huge 
smile. The in-charge woman was now my new friend.

“We’re restocking tonight. There will be fresh ones out 
tomorrow.” Enough said.

Saturday morning when I checked out my fresh 
backpack load, she confided,  “Come late tomorrow 

afternoon. Most likely we’ll be giving what’s left away. We 
don’t want to have to throw any away or put them back in 
storage.” She looked like the twin of the Save-a-Cat Rescue 
volunteer in front of my grocery store on the weekends. 
Same effect. She wanted me to give a home to some of 
those needy, lonely books.  But I held firm. If I went back 
when they were free, who knows what might happen? I 
know, but I have only so much shelf space. 

Book fairs with their happy surprises are fun and so is 
bookstore browsing. Still, my favorite place to look for 
books remains Story Circle Book Review. I can find a 
suggestion in a minute, and then off to the bookstore—not 
to browse, to buy. 

As a reviewer I get my hands on new books, some even 
before they are released. I’ve read some treasures. Most 
recently, I spent several enraptured days with Alma 
Whittaker,  protagonist of the new novel by Elizabeth 
Gilbert.  Why was I so swept up?  A hard question to 
answer, but I gave it a shot in my Story Circle review. You 
can read it at http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/
reviews/signature.shtml

While you are there, do a bit of exploring. If it’s your 
first visit you may be surprised at how many books we’ve 
reviewed “by, for,  and about women.” If we’ve missed a 
book you enjoyed, maybe you’d like to review it for us, or 
perhaps you’d like to read and write about one of the new 
books we are offering for review. In either case, you’ll want 
to go to the “reviewing for SCBR” page and learn the 
ropes. And if you have written a book that you would like 
to see reviewed, then “getting reviewed” is the page for 
you. SCBR is a great place to reach many readers—readers 
who want to read you.

Now back to my books! If you’d like to share more of 
my reading life, be sure and visit my monthly blog at Story 
Circle’s great blog collection “Telling Herstories” at http://
storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com. Find me at the “Book 
Learning” tab. 

 Happy Reading! 

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org
http://www.facebook.com/storycirclebookreviews
http://www.facebook.com/storycirclebookreviews
http://www.twitter.com/SCNBookReviews
http://www.twitter.com/SCNBookReviews
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/signature.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/signature.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/signature.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/signature.shtml
http://storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com/
http://storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com/
http://storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com/
http://storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com/
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True Words from Real Women

A Winter Gift
A selection of short pieces of lifewriting by our members, edited 
by Mary Jo Doig. Contribute your own True Words to the Journal. 
Future topics are listed on page 28.

Snow
Lois Halley, Westminster MD

joeandloishalley@comcast.com

Snow—it’s a four letter word that I learned to hate. 
Philadelphia and Baltimore, the areas where I’ve lived and 
worked, get plenty of it. Even a couple of inches are 
inconvenient and hazardous, but when it’s measured in feet, 
it’s despicable.

Bad weather was no excuse to miss work during the 
forty-four winters I practiced my nursing profession. 
Giving my still sleeping husband a peck on the cheek (his 
employer closed when it snowed), I would don a hooded 
parka, boots, and gloves and trudge outside carrying purse, 
lunch, and work materials.  I brought an extra pair of undies 
and a toothbrush in case I got stranded when I reached my 
destination. It was dark when I left for work and dark when 
I returned.

After digging out the car, I started my long commute, 
often on roads that had not been plowed or salted. With my 
all-wheel drive car I crept past stranded vehicles,  my 
knuckles white from gripping the steering wheel. During 
one blizzard, I could not leave work for thirty-two hours. I 
arrived home to waist deep snow in the driveway and had 
to pull myself through it by holding onto trees.

I retired on my sixty-fifth birthday. During the first 
snow that winter, I wandered from window to window, 
watching the trees turn magically white. It was like living 
in a snow globe. My husband had filled the birdfeeders,  and 
several species of songbirds plus a few squirrels were 
feasting. In an instant they all dispersed, and I spotted a 
coyote trotting along the back of our property.

A friend called to share her excitement about 
photographing single snowflakes,  each a unique miniature 
work of art. I remembered the childhood joy of getting off 
school for snow days. We would build snowmen, go 
sledding, and play outside until our fingers and toes were 
numb.

I decided to step outside to sniff the fresh air. Not a 
sound could be heard.  Impulsively and with a giggle, I 
flopped into the white stuff and made a snow angel! Snow, 
nature’s winter gift, I loved it!

Legacy
Barbara Beaton Dubey, San Diego CA

yellowhats@hotmail.com

At the end of an unseasonably warm day in February 
1996, I went to bed alone and tossed and turned sleeplessly 
under the sheets. My husband had suffered a seizure that 
morning and spent the night in the ICU. I mulled over the 
possible diagnoses,  none of which were good, all night 
long.

The next day, Joe’s brother and I went to the hospital 
together. Joe seemed healthy and was being taken care of by 
a wonderful ICU nurse. My brother-in-law and I took turns 
sitting in the tiny hospital room in the lone plastic chair next 
to the bed, keeping Joe company. When it was my turn in 
the room, which was most of the time, I didn’t pay attention 
to what my brother-in-law was doing or where he was 
waiting, and he apparently didn’t mind that he was allotted 
very little time with his brother.  I learned later there was a 
reason he didn’t mind. He was falling for Joe’s nurse and 
spending as much time as he could with her by the nurses’ 
station. She had large brown eyes, olive skin, and was a few 
years younger than him. He thought she was beautiful.

The year that followed was filled with emotional ups 
and downs.  Joe had surgery to remove one brain tumor and 
radiation treatment and chemotherapy to shrink another, but 
he had an aggressive form of brain cancer that could only be 
slowed down, not stopped. He died a year after the seizure. 
Meanwhile, Joe’s brother and the ICU nurse started dating 
and their relationship blossomed.

I don’t see Joe’s family very often anymore, but I was 
in Boston this summer for a conference and had dinner with 
Joe’s sister at an Italian restaurant near my hotel.  We hadn’t 
seen each other for four years and we were catching up on 
relatives and family friends. I asked about our sister-in-law, 
the ICU nurse.  She said our sister-in-law was doing great, 
then her lips curled upwards, her face brightened and she 
added, “She was a gift from Joe.”

mailto:joeandloishalley@comcast.com
mailto:joeandloishalley@comcast.com
mailto:yellowhats@hotmail.com
mailto:yellowhats@hotmail.com
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The Trees for the Forest
Lynn Bojinoff, Silverthorne CO

It was 1973, just after a new year had begun. Christmas 
gift wrappings were discarded along with live trees out near 
the curb for pickup. I was ten years old, outside looking for 
something to do in the gray cold January of southern 
Michigan. The daytime sky was the color of an octopus. 
Most people stayed inside on days like this, but I loved the 
snowy solitude of the outdoors.

We lived in a brick colonial house in a small suburb, 
with a tiny strip of a yard surrounded by fence. As I 
wandered aimlessly along the block of similar houses I 
noticed the neighbors’ Christmas trees tossed out at the 
curb, still glimmering with leftover strands of tinsel stuck in 
their branches. I decided to bring them back to life again 
and build a little forest.

I dragged our tree fifty yards to the backyard and 
propped it upright with a packed pile of snow. Looks good, I 
thought,  but I needed more. Focused on my mission, I 
hauled three more trees to the backyard and supported them 
in the snow with space in between to walk. Proudly 
finished, I sat down among the Christmas pines and reveled 
in the quiet beauty I had created. It had started to snow and I 
felt protected under the branches. When my mother saw my 
pretend forest, her eyes became wide with surprise.  I think 
she admired my ingenuity but she wasn’t too pleased now 
that we had four trees to dispose of instead of just our own.

Today, I find this same gift of quiet solitude at my cabin 
in the woods, with river frontage and snowy northern 
Colorado mountain views. Tiny snowflakes begin to drift 
down from the sky in slow motion and I bundle up to go 
outside. I walk through the pines in my yard and am 
reminded of the small forest I built as a child. I had turned 
the discarded Christmas trees into a symbol of peace and 
protection and I carried this with me all these years. An 
internal heartfelt gift; the best kind.

House Storm
Betsy Boyd, Maryville TN
boyd.betsy@yahoo.com

“It’s like going on a blind date and never hearing from 
the guy afterwards,” I lamented to my sister. “It hurts, and 
it’s hard on my self-esteem.”

No, I wasn’t talking about dating, as difficult and 
frustrating as dating can be. I was talking about having my 
house up for sale.

When I first listed my house, my phone would ring 
and a pleasant voice on the other end of the phone would 
say, “Ms. Boyd, this is Donna with Whirlwind Real Estate. 
I have an agent who would like to show your house this 
afternoon from 4:00 to 5:00. Would that is alright?”

The first several times I received a call with that 
request I flew into what the Myers-Briggs people call “the 
grip.” My usual steady-as-she-goes personality evaporated 
and I became the external processer not usually indicative 
of an introvert.

“Ten o-clock!! Well,  that’s not going to work; I’m at 
the mall! The place is a mess! I didn’t scoop out the litter 
boxes this morning. The kitchen table is stacked with a 
week’s worth of junk mail.”

Yet, in the end, I would usually rush home and fly into 
a whirlwind of activity, stuffing all of the miscellaneous 
papers into paper bags which stash nicely into lower 
kitchen cabinets, tossing baking soda into the litter boxes, 
and trotting on over to my sister’s house to sit out the 
inspection.

After several nerve-wracking months of this scenario, 
for both me and the always-gracious Donna, I decided I 
needed a new approach. I dropped by the real estate office 
to deliver a vase of fresh flowers to Donna and vowed that 
from then on, I would just have the house ready to show at 
any given moment. I rented a storage room and flew into a 
tornadic frenzy of packing up books and family pictures, 
essentially wiping out any trace of my interests or 
personality.

The house still isn’t sold, and it still bruises my ego a 
bit to fail to receive that post-date call.  But at least now 
when Donna calls,  I don’t resemble a dust devil in 
preparation for a showing as much as a minor breeze.

Winter
Ruth Crowley, Folsom CA

Woodsmoke teases with its hint at warmth,
the promise of an evening spent indoors
with books and tea. The river snakes below
as we, you off the leash,
your dewlaps flapped by wind,
enjoy a strip of sunlight on our path,
the gift of waning day—
like the ripe orange in my pocket,
a brightness as the year turns gray.

winter gift
Mary Devries, Hutchinson KS

w-ecircle 6, flossiehanna@gmail.com

A flash of red
Against the snow
Was it really there?
Yes, the cardinal is feeding
Grandma, did you send him?
How you loved the red winged visitor
As you knitted by the kitchen window.
Told me how he warmed the cold days
Cheered your spirits after losses
So today he brings you to me
Happy memories fill my soul
The warmth of your love eases the loss

mailto:boyd.betsy@yahoo.com
mailto:boyd.betsy@yahoo.com
mailto:flossiehanna@gmail.com
mailto:flossiehanna@gmail.com
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Turning Pointe
Sara Etgen-Baker, Allen TX

“Point your feet! Rotate! Don’t stick your butts out! 
Stay out of your heels.” I looked up from where I was 
sitting. There was no music—only the thump-thud sound of 
the dancers en pointe and the ballet master shouting. 
“Dance to the tips of your fingers and toes! Plié! Spot!

Ann obeyed; sweat ran down her face. “Tours chaînés 
déboulés,” he barked. She struggled as her sleek muscles 
quivered with exhaustion. I’d never seen my aunt 
rehearsing. So, the contrast between seeing her stage 
performance—where she glided effortlessly on the tips of 
her pointe shoes—and seeing her studio rehearsal baffled 
me.

“Rond de Jambe en l’air and Frappé.” The master 
paused; the dancers gathered at the barre. “Fifth position, 
preparation sur le cou de pied. Single frappe en croix each 
position getting two counts.” He strolled around the dance 
studio.

“Close Fifth position front.” Ann panted for breath. 
“Single rond de jambe en l’air en dehors twice at 45°.” Her 
corded tendons stood out like insulated cable. “Now close 
to sous-sus front.”

But when the curtain rose later that winter evening, 
there stood my aunt—her feathery light body rose en 
pointe spinning like the wind across Swan Lake. Her tutu 
fluttered like the wings of a bird at dawn. Each pirouette 
and leap mesmerized me as her body told the story of 
Odette, the Swan Queen, and her love for Prince Siegfried.

Backstage afterwards, I cringed when Ann removed 
her pointe shoes revealing calluses, misshapen toes, black 
nails and reddish-purple flesh. The contrast between her 
beautiful pointe shoes and her battered, ugly feet startled 
me. Ann noticed my reaction and handed me her pointe 
shoes. “Take these. Remember life,  like dance, is a 
beautiful art form. It’s hard work. It’s painful.  It’s ugly. You 
sweat. You fail. You succeed.  You try again. You push. You 
fight. But always remain graceful.”

My aunt’s gift that winter was not her pointe shoes; 
rather it was her words that served as a turning pointe when 
I learned that life, like ballet,  is a battle between beauty and 
pain.

Snow
Barbarann Ayars, Medina OH

w-ecircle 9, thebestdigger@aol.com

I loathe the cold, the icy danger hanging out on 
slippery roads, the heavy winter gear required for warmth. 
But marvelous trade-offs cause me to shout my thanks of 
joy in crystal laughter when they occur.

Sledding with my brother as we relive that shivering 
freedom from our youth, we hurtle down the orchard glued 
together. Skating on the pond with ice so thick we could 
park the truck on its surface seemed miraculous. We threw 
hard-packed snowballs at each other,  being careful not to 
hurt. Building gigantic snowmen, wearing Dad’s black hat 
and Mom’s bejeweled scarf and chandelier earrings, we 
stood admiring our handiwork unaware we showed some 
decorative talent. Collecting kindling for the late afternoon 
fire in the grate, we anticipated warming comfort and hot 
chocolate. We tossed snow-soaked mittens on the radiator 
to dry slowly while they hissed and dripped upon the floor. 
We smelled the warming wool as it surrendered all its 
water.

The simple memory of these things gives me such 
great pleasure. I expect every one of them in exactly the 
same way when winter snow dresses the fields, orchards, 
trolley tracks, and the ravine through which the steam train 
runs.

The favorite winter gift occurs in starlit evening after 
Mom’s beef stew. In my memory I gaze up in cold night air 
at deepest velvet sky alight with diamond dust, my frozen 
breath escaping to the ether. Softly falling snow tips my 
cold nose; snowflakes touch my rosy cheeks like angel 
kisses, with frosty tenderness unlike anything I’ve ever 
known.

A snow curtain swirls around my bundled shoulders, 
decorates my curly hair, and lays its silver silently all over 
me. I hear my mother call me to come in. I hide within the 
silence and lie down upon the blue-white carpet; I spread 
my arms and legs as I look up into the night. I move my 
cold limbs back and forth against the snow and make an 
angel there. I slowly turn to warm light held within the 
house, to seek the waiting fire.

My Daughter, My Gift
Roxinia Ware, Lockhart TX

On December 7, 1985 I received a precious winter 
gift. She was beautiful, she was six pounds and ten ounces 
of loveliness and good health, and her lungs were strong. 
She had ten perfect fingers and toes, and such pretty curly 
locks of hair. She was my most wonderful winter gift ever, 
a gift I would cherish and love for a life time. I would 
protect her and love her always, for she was so stunning 
and perfect, like a white Christmas with an abundance of 
snow, always a beautiful sight to see.

I then needed to give my beloved gift a name. I 
decided her first name would be Myisha. Then, since she 

was born on a Friday morning, I chose Friday for her 
middle name. Lastly, her last name would be the same as 
mine: Ware. And so Myisha Friday Ware entered our 
world.

It’s often said that all gifts fade away in time, but my 
winter gift, my Myisha, is just as surprisingly and 
preciously beautiful today as the day she was born.

The most cherished gift I could ever have is Myisha 
Friday Ware.
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Death—A Winter Gift
Patricia Hollinger, Westminster MD

woodscrone@gmail.com

It was February two thousand ten
I hadn’t slept well; in I don’t know when.

Death filled the room as my husband lay dying;
Each breath was labored and followed with sighing.

He was in labor; awaiting to be reborn
Into another realm that the living often scorn.

He requested a pen and paper to pack for the trip;
For, you see, he was a writer preparing a new script.

E.T., one of our cats of seven,
Curled up beside him awaiting an angel from heaven.

The dancing flames in the pellet stove filled the room with 
warmth;
I was cautious and careful that none made their way to the 
hearth.

Then...one morning in bed I sat bolt upright;
A 20” snowstorm predicted, “Oh what a fright.”

We lived in the woods...if he died no one could get here.
My heart started pounding with overwhelming fear.

“It is time for the hospice Dove House” I exclaimed to his 
son.
Where death comes peacefully when
It’s time to give birth to the next realm.

Outside, ever so quietly, fell 20 inches of snow;
A gift from the heavens that told his Spirit,
“It is time to go.”

dachau in winter dreams
Mary Devries, Hutchinson KS

w-ecircle 6, flossiehanna@gmail.com

Standing there
In the quiet of a day
The haze of hate remains
Swirled around me
Grass covers the grave
The ovens are gone
Yet, ghostlike whispers
Touch my spirit
Spewing the messages
Better than, less than
Destroy the different
Supremacy “uber allus”
I turn 
Walk away 
Fearful that someone
Will listen
And bring evil once again.

The Water’s Edge
Bette Lafferty, Valrico FL

Caroline Villa Writing Circle, Bloomingdale FL

You came into my life
Like waves crashing onto an unsuspecting beach

Washing away the pain of my past.

You propelled me into an unknown world
Filled with laughter, beauty, and the colors of the rainbow

That I had only dreamed of.

The countless hours of silence shared,
Sitting at the water’s edge

Molded us together like sand castles.

Our love reflected the brilliance of the dancing waters
Warming our hearts,

Melting the chill of days gone by.

The intimate moments of passion
That carried us through the rough times

Sealed our love for each other.
 

Our first twenty-five years challenged the joy 
Found only in heaven,

Traveling from sea to shining sea.

Then, like a thief in the night,
Death stole you away and the years dim the memories

 I try desperately to hold onto. 

My only solace is knowing your battle is over,
Your struggle to live has ended,

And that you dwell safely in the presence of the Lord.

So I watch the sun dip slowly below the water’s edge
Leaving behind two empty beach chairs

Filled with a lifetime of bliss.
Bette J. Lafferty   6/19/2013
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Meeting Mr. Satie
Arlene Howard, Rancho Mirage CA 

Rancho Mirage CA
arlenehoward630@gmail.com, w-ecircle 14

We had been looking forward to a quiet evening. My 
husband had been traveling. I was busy with exams in 
graduate school. “Let’s eat dinner upstairs where we can 
relax and listen to nice music,” he said.

“Let’s get dressed up,” I said. A grilled mushroom-
butter topped steak and a baked potato swimming in sour 
cream adorned our plates. As I closed the shades, I saw that 
it had started to snow. Across the street a young man was 
standing by my neighbor’s door.  That’s odd,  I thought. After 
we finished dinner, I peeked out the window and saw that 
the young man was now covered with snow. “We better ask 
him if he needs help,” I said.

“I’m okay; just waiting for the White’s to come home,” 
he told me.

My husband and I continued with our evening. Only we 
found we couldn’t.  Why was he standing in the snow? we 
wondered. I clomped across the snow-covered street once 
again.

“Come wait in our living room,” I said. Reluctantly he 
came back with me. We explained he could sit in our living 
room; we would be upstairs.  We went back upstairs to enjoy 
our warm apple crisp. Soon guilt that we were ignoring our 
unexpected guest overcame us. “Maybe we should go down 
and be social,” I said.

“He will be all right,” my husband replied.
After ten minutes, we both said, “We better go down 

and talk with our guest.”
Outside the snow fell in big soft clumps. Inside we had 

an interesting conversation about favorite composers. 
Several hours later, our guest looked out and saw the lights 
on in the White’s home. “I must go now.”

In the morning, the sun was shining; the trees glistened 
with snow-covered boughs. Several weeks later we received 
a package: a tape of our guest’s favorite music. Until that 
snowy January evening, we had never heard of Erik Satie. 
Since then, Gymnopédie No. 1,  written in 1888 by Mr. Satie, 
has become one of our favorite pieces of music. When we 
listen to Gymnopédie, we are reminded of a perfect snowy 
evening.

A Memorable Christmas
Patricia Hollinger, Westminster MD

woodscrone@gmail.com

It was the Christmas of 2008
As time passes, the memory will never abate.

For years my son had been in constant pain,
Oh! At times it would wax and wane.

There were surgeries and pain medications
He added the practice of Buddhist meditation.

A suicide attempt was made for attention,
For, he knew no other way, his never ending pain to mention.

A necessary move was yet another attempt
To give order to a life that had become so unkempt.

I longed to see him as the Michael I had known,
It was a desire so great that I would often groan.

He was always at the top of his class,
No matter the subject of whatever he attempted to pass.

He was the drummer with quite the flair;
I wasn’t always keen though about the long hair.

He spent Christmas 2008 with me for week,
A better gift I could never seek.

We ate out and watched Marley and Me
For pet dogs ever present gave him a reason to be.

On May 2, 2009 I heard the telephone ring,
Never imagining how the words spoken would sting.

“Pat, Michael is dead” is all he could say,
His father had just found him dead that day.

It felt like a brick had hit my chest
Was losing a son a part of life’s quest?

Christmas is now a mix of emotions
I don’t ask for jewels or fancy lotions.

No, I just remember Christmas 2008
One I remember as being “just great.”

"Our stories arise from our hearts and our souls.  In this sense, telling our stories becomes a sacred 
gesture, opening a clear way to that deep, ecstatic center where we are most uniquely our selves, 
individual and unique, and yet are ourselves, joined together at the heart." 

—Susan Wittig Albert (Writing from Life)
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Late Afternoon in Early Winter
Nancy Jurka, Palmer Lake CO
MtnTapestryPress@aol.com

The wood stove fire burns slowly,
warmth seeps into ridges of a red fleece blanket
that adorns my shivering shoulders. 
Outside the snow softly falls,
swirls of silver and white cover
autumn into bare branched silence.

North winds howl, 
white tailed deer scrape snow on their tongues 
on a late afternoon in early winter.
Caught in high country silence,
I sit and wonder, will we ever dance together again,
one more time to embrace 
the soft rustlings of our mountain love.

The late afternoon begins to dim;
Night fall trails and gives way to the gray violet of snowy dusk.
I listen for your voice to echo down the high country ridge;
a gesture of your long awaited return home.
Outside the mountain settles into an early winter,
the deer and I wait for December snows to end, 
and the passes to clear...and welcome the pale glimmer of morning.

Snowbound
Juliana Lightle, Canyon TX
julianalightle@yahoo.com

They’re young; they’re handsome; they’re mine for six months.
Two seventeen year old South Americans. The Brazilian has never
seen snow. It snows two feet in less than twenty-four hours, wind
shrieking along the canyon rim, drifts piling four feet high, roads 
closed. Even the snow plows give up. We’re house and barn bound.
Horses need food. We all pitch in, climb through the drifts, shovel.
Schools never closed are closed; offices closed. No lights on the road.

Two days later it takes us an hour rocking back and forth in the green
Off Road 4X4 truck to go the one eighth mile to the main road. After school
and work we leave the truck near the road and trudge down the long hill 
to the house. By flashlight we trudge back up the next morning, trying not to fall. 
Even boots fill with snow. That evening, the boys insist we drive all the way
down to the barn. I start to fix dinner. They tell me, “We’ll be back in an hour. 
We aren’t going through that again!” They shovel tracks for the truck all
the way from the barn to the main road. 

I miss them, especially in winter.

Storm Chili Stew
Ronda Armstrong, Des Moines IA

The big pot clangs when I jerk it free 
from the jam-packed shelf. Snowflakes float 
to the ground, a gentle start to a storm Iowa 
forecasters warn will turn nasty by evening.

After wielding the cutting board to the 
counter, I begin chopping. Potatoes. Onions. 
Carrots. Celery. Snowflakes pick up their 
pace and swirl furiously. A robust soup or 
stew fits the ensuing blizzard, but I have no 
stew meat or leftover chicken on hand.

Ground turkey I do, a frequent 
substitute for hamburger in our household. 
Both hamburger and the frosty scene 
outside prompt memories about the chili 
my mother cooked during cold Kansas 
winters. As did I in young adulthood, when 
a crock pot full satisfied appetites and 
stretched to serve last-minute guests. Now 
in our 60s, my husband and I rarely make 
chili. Consequently, no beans are stocked 
among ample provisions.

Returning to supper prep,  I add 
browned ground turkey to the stew-sized 
vegetables. Then pour tomato sauce and 
broth over the mixture until the amount 
looks like enough.

The concoction simmers. The aroma 
permeates the house while we lounge under 
cozy comforters. The wind entertains us by 
whipping the mounting snow into 
decorative designs. Fewer vehicles and 
people nose the streets and walks, heeding 
the storm’s fury and hunkering down inside.

Stirring soup, taking in hearty whiffs of 
its nourishing scent, slows time. Simple 
pleasures supersede to do lists.

Watching the storm, we wait on supper. 
Both laps hold a cat humming sounds of 
contentment.

The lid rattles when I remove it. Like 
snow swirls shaped into patterns, eventually 
creative swirls land. Grabbing the chili powder 
buried in the stash of spices, I shake a generous 
amount over the vegetables and meat.

After letting it simmer a tad more, I ladle 
the steaming stew into large white bowls.

My husband spoons a taste into his mouth. 
“This is great, Hon! Is it a new recipe?”

“Hmm...not exactly...”
“Does it have a name?”
I make one up. “How about Storm 

Chili Stew?”
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In and of Itself
Pat LaPointe, Prospect Heights IL

facilitator of w-ecircle 9

I don’t like heat. In the hot, humid Chicago 
summers, I drop the air conditioning down to sixty-
eight degrees. My poor husband dons his sweats or 
his flannel robe to accommodate my preference.

This probably all started when, as a child, we 
had only fans to cool us. I remember feeling the 
constant flow of sweat running down the entire 
length of my body. And anything blooming 
triggered days of sneezing and emptying boxes of 
tissues. I’ve almost forgiven my parents for 
installing an air conditioner just days after I left 
home.

I eagerly await fall, when open windows bring 
in cool, crisp air. Every window is opened, 
providing a clear view of the red, gold and orange 
leaves as they fall from the trees. Watching the 
curtains invade the space in each room is pure joy.

But I know the best is always yet to come. 
Soon the grass and plants will hibernate. The boxes 
of tissues will remain on the linen closet shelf. And 
the snow will blanket the ground.

I’m as giddy as a child when the first 
snowflakes fall. The dropping temperatures provide 
comfort for me. It is the time for donning sweats 
and warm slippers,  and swaddling myself in my 
favorite blanket. It is the epitome of contentment for 
me to sit and watch the snow while sipping my hot 
coffee and delving in to my favorite book.

So for me,  winter is the gift.  One I can count on 
receiving every year.

Your Life
Merimee Moffitt, Albuquerque NM

Merimeemoffitt1@mac.com

Your dark journey, my winter gift
Fall Equinox child, half lives lost and found
easy/hard, lucky/hexed, anger like apples falling
rich with nutrients, simple apricots and bread.
Fall Equinox child, all in halves I juiced
oranges by the 50 lb sack, asthma she said you didn’t have
Ease and struggle cleared our paths, lots of homemade bread
Missing your father’s presence, missing your blessings
Oranges by the bushel basket, I juiced the halves 
Our dome top home on the mountain no one owned
Undiagnosed, you envied Jesus his big-God dad
I swatted demons then let you go, my Equinox child
A mountain home, dotted piñones, I rent by work
Granted you, my child, the guru therapist goaded me
Hard for vegetables to parent: thaw out she said 
Your teacher called you a happy child, well-liked, loving fun
“You were granted a child,” a guru’s words in my head
Taos light, winter gifts, thank you world, thank you, Son
Your good teacher named you a happy child, liked, loving, fun
My paradox, forgetting, remembering, long adobe driveways
Bright light winter gift, thank you dark universe, thank you, Son
We both know what time we have, and then we don’t know
I observe my paradox, loving and forgetting, looping adobe ribbon
A mother’s love like storms, giving and destroying, reaping change
We both know how little time we have, and then we don’t know
My mother-love calm, then a storm nourishing, destroying
Your easy smile and quick appraisals clear a path
In the dark and light, our journey, my winter gift

Fake Fireplace
Abby November, Austin TX

abnova@earthlink.net
Judith Helburn writing circle, Austin TX

The time was December, 1953, and PS-235 was 
bedecked with wreathes, manger scenes, angels, and a 
lonely tarnished menorah. I was growing up in a lower 
middle class Jewish family in Brooklyn, New York. My 
family was comprised of four kids, two parents, and Dad’s 
parents. We shared one bathroom and three bedrooms.

The adults were focused on the harsh realities of daily 
living and not so much into planning for Hanukkah, the 
Jewish winter holiday.  How I wanted something new, 
something not handed down that year. But Mom said 
homemade gifts were best because they were “made with 
love.” So I made collages and painted jars as vases for 
gifts. Yet, how I envied my Christian friends for their 
festive decorations, green and red stockings on the mantle, 
and the excitement of brightly wrapped gifts under the pine 
scented tree. 

My Zayde (Grandpa) agreed with me about the beauty 
of Christmas and suggested that we hang Hanukkah 

stockings, which were his old argyle socks, on our fake 
fireplace. So we hung our socks, sang our songs, ate greasy 
potato latkes (pancakes), lit the menorah (candles), and 
then tried to go to sleep.

At dawn’s light we woke to find our socks stuffed with 
oranges, apples, pennies, and new crayons. And then, on 
the floor, we found a brown paper wrapped gift for each of 
us. I ripped mine open to discover an almost life size rag 
doll. I was short (I still am) and this doll was almost my 
height. How soft her flaxen yellow woolen braids were! Her 
cheeks had big brown freckles. I remember my fingers gently 
fussing over her as she slept in my bed. This simple doll made 
me feel special and loved. It was a new toy just for me.

Over the last sixty years, I have received diamonds and 
pearls, but the dearest gift remains the flaxen-haired rag 
doll.  Although handmade, I know she was picked with love 
and warmth from the man who is always in my heart and 
thoughts.
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…it’s nearly wintertime soon
Nancilynn Saylor, Austin TX
mimi10417@sbcglobal.net

Room 53, a 61 year old male...
I announce and introduce myself;
He scoots over on the side of the bed where he was sitting to 
give me room to join him on the bed.
I can’t help but notice his well-muscled calves and splattering 
of tattoos.
His hair is long and straight, dark auburn, resting just below 
his shoulders—exactly the way I wished mine was when I was 
seventeen.
His beard, also dark auburn, reaches almost to his chest.

I begin to enter my data and ask the survey questions;
He has a comment for each, with thoughtful feedback or 
clever repartee.

Any needs at this time?
A 16 oz. rib eye, medium rare, and an Idaho baked potato with 
the works, sour cream, butter and bacon bits; maybe a corn on-
the-cob about this long, he extends his hands about 8” apart.

“How far is it to San Antonio?” he asks. About 63 miles down 
the interstate I tell him...”It’s nearly wintertime,” he replies, “it 
won’t be too bad.”
I tell him about being there with my father two weeks ago, 
when the Navy presented him medals, past due by seventy 
years.
I tell him my father was in WWII and Vietnam; “My dad too,” 
he said “Korea too.”
“I have not had a car or a home since 1974 when I left the 
Army” he announces.
I sigh and say “Thank you for your service,” knowing where 
he’d served.
“That war was just wrong,” he says, shaking his long, tangled 
red mane. “Yes,” I murmur “most probably so.”
I stand up and extend my hand; thank him for his time and tell 
him I hope he’ll be better soon.
As I turn to leave him, he calls out to me...
“Do you have any sons, Ma’am?” “Why yes I do” I reply, 
turning back at the curtained door to look at him again.
“You tell them they are very lucky to have you”, he says 
smiling.
I say that I will.

Room 53 lingered in my memory today; I hope he finds a 
place to sleep tonight.

A Rescue Dog Named Jade
Lutricia Youngblood-Smoots, Lockhart TX

My dearest winter gift arrived in the form of a 
rescued dog named Jade, while I was incarcerated at the 
Lockhart Unit.  I am in the Paw-in-Prison program, which 
is a program that saves dogs from being euthanized.  I was 
given Jade three days before my 49th birthday, a very sad 
moment in my life because I was not only locked up, but 
also completely estranged from my family.

It was a cold winter day when I met Jade, then a 
severely malnourished, matted mess of a dog.  I was a 
new trainer and this meeting marked a new beginning for 
me, as well as for Jade.  I learned in time that, just as Jade 
was a gift to me, so I would be a gift to her, too. I would 
train her in positive behaviors, manners,  obedience, and 
basic commands. And, miraculously, all that I taught 
Jade, she returned to me in love. It was an amazing gift, 
for during the time I spent helping her recover, I was 
rescued by her from my depression, loneliness, and 
hopelessness.

Once groomed,  Jade was a hairless dog, with several 
sores where she’d been shaved too close.  The Paw-in-
Prison mission is to train an abandoned or abused dog to 
help her become adoptable.  That alone was a journey, for 
our un-conditional love to each other was a gift every day 
of that winter. As Jade began to blossom into a beautiful 
flower, she would hug me like a little kid and embrace 
me by putting her paws around my neck.

Jade brought me so much joy that winter, and I found 
it was unimaginable that I would receive  this wonderful 
gift by training a dog. By mid-winter, in January, Jade 
was a force to reckon with. Her hair had grown back, she 
was well behaved, she had good manners, and she knew 
her basic commands: “sit,” “down,” “wait,” “stay,” 
“come,” “chill,” “bang,” and “stick-‘em-up,” to name a 
few commands.

Jade was trained now and ready for adoption.
When I think back to this time of my canine winter 

gift, I remember a dog that gave me lessons in patience, 
kindness, gentleness, and restoration. These memories 
make me want to enjoy a thousand winters to feel alive, 
to walk on a cold crisp day while walking my dog. and to 
embrace moments of this winter gift like never before. 
It’s the gift that keeps on giving. That’s when I deeply 
inhale the crisp air into my lungs and exhale with 
fulfillment.
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A Winter Benediction
Marian McCaa Thomas, Leawood KS

mmcaat@kc.rr.com 

I was supposed to go to Korea in the fall to begin a 
two-year assignment as a “Frontier Intern,” but the groups 
I’d be working with weren’t ready to start the project and 
asked that I wait until January to arrive. To fill the time, I 
studied the Korean language intensively at Yale University’s 
Far Eastern Language Institute, spending ten hours a day in 
classes. I lodged in New Haven with a Korean family who, 
by refusing to speak English, encouraged me to learn 
Korean as quickly as possible.  My delayed leave-taking 
gave me two opportunities to spend time with my parents. 
Daddy had suffered a major heart attack and was recovering 
in a hospital, which is where I saw him on my first visit. 
Then over the Christmas holidays I went home to pack a 
trunk and suitcase and say good-bye to my friends.

Christmas is usually a time of cheer, but my brother 
had recently married and moved 475 miles away so couldn’t 
come home, and we all knew my leaving was imminent. 
Neither Mother nor Daddy said a word against my going so 
far away for two years, and it did not occur to me to wonder 
how Mother could face the absence of both children when 
her husband was gravely ill.

How little we understand our parents when we are 
young! I was focused on my own exciting plans, not on 
their situation.

When I was ready to leave for the airport, Daddy 
embraced me. Tears brimmed in his eyes as he said,  “God 
be with you, always.”  He must have known that his 
blessing might very well be his last words to me.  Five 
months later, the telegram which arrived in Seoul stated 
simply:

Daddy died peacefully in his sleep.
David is here. Carry on there. Love, Mother.
My Korean friends and colleagues held a lovely 

memorial service for him, and I shared with them the 
beautiful benediction he had given me. I have carried his 
words in my heart for over fifty years, and they continue to 
bless me.

Against the Current: Revisited
Arlene Howard, Rancho Mirage CA

 arlenehoward630@gmail.com, w-ecircle 14

(The original “Against the Current” story appeared in 
the 2013 SCN Anthology. In the story that follows, the 
author shares an update to her story.) 

The date: July 5, 2013; the time: 10 a.m. “The second 
set of mammograms, the biopsy and the ultrasound indicate 
at you have a two cm infiltrating ductal carcinoma in your 
left breast,” my doctor said.

“Me with the big C? No, no!” I screamed. “How can 
that be? There is no history of cancer in my family.” The 
news knocked my socks off. Over the two next months, I 
had many more tests. I also got a second opinion.

The results of my tests indicated to the doctors I could 
have a lumpectomy or a single mastectomy and 
reconstruction. This approach concerned me as I have 
compression in my spine’s discs. I just couldn't be lopsided. 
Against their recommendations and my daughter's 
preference, I decided to have a bilateral mastectomy. Me, 
the swimmer for sixty years, felt like I was swimming 
against the current of medical opinion and my daughter. 
After further consultations with doctors, everyone agreed 
that bilateral surgery was okay. The surgery on September 
25 was a piece of cake. I went home the next day able to 
take care of my baby granddaughter and do my needlepoint.

At four weeks post surgery,  I was feeling good. “The 
results of the gene test put you one point away from the 
high risk group. You need chemotherapy,” the oncologist 
said. I was not prepared for this news. Even my daughter 
gulped. “My hair! My hair!” I cried out.

“Look into cold caps, which can be worn during 
chemotherapy treatment. For some women they can prevent 
major hair loss,” the oncologist said. I got positive 
responses about the caps from my new sisterhood of 
friends. One gal told me she swam every day through 
chemo treatment and a year later swam 1ź miles in the San 
Francisco Bay.

“No!” I exclaimed.
“Yes!” she replied.
I knew then how I was going to get through the next 

twelve weeks.  I will wear the cold caps during treatment, 
swim each day and stay focused on February 2014. Then I 
will be able to put my socks back on and swim WITH the 
current. My husband, not a swimmer, agreed to swim with 
me during chemo.

I can do it!

Bedtime
Trilla Pando, Houston TX
ppando@gmail.com, 
w-ecircle 4

Flannel pajamas
pink and white check.

Warm chocolate milk
sliced apple too.

Wind in the elm trees
moans wild lullaby.

Snuggle with Teddy
Mother’s nearby.

Safe here in the dark
winter dreams wait.

mailto:mmcaat@kc.rr.com
mailto:mmcaat@kc.rr.com
mailto:arlenehoward630@gmail.com
mailto:arlenehoward630@gmail.com
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Circles: The Heart of Story Circle Network

Connect
by Nancy J.  Wurlitzer
Story Circle Coordinator
NWurl@CapeCod.net

Excitement is mounting for Story Circle members. As I 
receive more and more inquiries from so many interesting 
women who are feeling the pull—the desire to write their 
stories and connect with other women! As I contact these 
women and send them information on how to connect with 
a local, regional or an online Story Circle Group, I also 
suggest they can form a group within their community. 
They can belong to several groups and see what works best 
for them. It is so rewarding to hear back from them that 
they have connected and are enjoying  it all! 

The Story Circle Inquiries I have received over the last 
couple of months are from new members have come from  
MO, MA, CA, AZ,  NM, KS, MI, NJ, TX, CT and WA. We 
average at least 10 new members a month.  

I have corresponded with women who want to connect 
and tell their stories and who are looking for information on 
how to start,  how to get published, and how to connect with 
others even when there is distance involved.  That is easy! 
We can help with all that and more: we have educational 
classes on line; classes for furthering your personal growth 
and development with your writing skills, circle gatherings, 
our Story Circle Conference  and more!

Many new members are new to connecting on line, 
some have already written a little or a lot and some are 
already authors. Some also have qualifications to teach on 
line classes! Many inquiries I’ve had  are from people who 
want to do book reviews, start a story circle, teach classes, 
take classes, never written anything at all and need or want 
to start, to already published authors looking to connect 
with others! It is so interesting to hear from all these lovely 
ladies!

Leading a circle or belonging to a local group or on on-
line group may seem like a challenging step for some 
people, but you will find that you will become a  better 
writer, make new friends and become more active in the 
Story Circle Network. There are some groups who connect 
only  “on line”  and you log in and participate on your time 
available schedule. The rewards are truly exciting. Please 
don’t hesitate to contact me directly by e-mail if you have 
further questions. I am here to assist in any way possible.

So,  get involved, take that step, give it a try. You’ll be 
so glad you did!

Happy Holidays!

Feeling Lucky? 
Support 

Story Circle Network 
& Win a Great Prize!
Tickets on sale now 
through Dec 31 at 

www.storycircle.org/raffle

Story Circle 
Network’s 

Benefit Raffle

Your manuscript deserves respect, an 
editor who understands you. That's where 
the Story Circle Network's Editorial 
Service comes in.

We know editors and can help you find 
the one who is just right for you and your 
project. Whether you're a member of 
Story Circle or not—we're here to help.

You don’t have to do it alone!

Contact us to get you started! Visit: 

storycircleeditorialservice.org

Get the Right 
Editor for 

Your Writing 
Project

mailto:NWurl@CapeCod.net
mailto:NWurl@CapeCod.net
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/raffle
http://www.storycircle.org/
http://www.storycircle.org/
http://www.storycircleeditorialservice.org
http://www.storycircleeditorialservice.org
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Judy Watters: The Road Home

The Journey to Publication
by Helen Ginger, SCN Editorial Services Coordinator

SCN member Judy Watters wanted her children to know their Grandpa Sheer, who passed 
away before they were born. For over 20 years, she told them his stories. Now, she's put 
those stories, her memories, and his life in a book, The Road Home—and she's answering 
SCN’s questions about the book.

Tell us about your book. Why did you write The Road 
Home: The Legacy That Was,  Is, and Is to Come . What 
did you learn about yourself and your family?

I started “writing” my book in my head about twenty-
five years ago when I told stories of the farm to my young 
children. During that time, I taught a ladies’ Bible study and 
incorporated some of my stories of my city-slicker daddy 
who wanted to be a farmer. Several ladies told me I should 
write a book of my childhood experiences. It wasn’t until 
about six years ago that I realized I had a story worth 
telling.  I knew I wasn’t an Oprah, a Hillary, or a Michelle, 
but I did have a fun-loving Daddy who taught my siblings 
and me life lessons in his own crazy way.

And what did I learn along the way? I learned that life 
lessons are universal—the life lessons that Daddy learned 
in a Jewish orphanage were the same life lessons he taught 
his children on a run-down farm in Pennsylvania and are 
the same life lessons I taught my children.
How did you decide what you would include and what 
you'd leave out?

It’s my nature to be happy, so I chose to write about my 
fondest memories from my birth to about age ten (I also 
included my parents’  beginnings). Even though I survived 
some tough sibling rivalry, I look at all of that as just that—
sibling rivalry—and I chose to laugh at it and say,  that’s 
life. I’m better for it. I left out anything that would put a 
neighbor or family member in a bad light. Oh, I did show 
my brother’s bad side, but that was the fun of sibling 
rivalry.
Once it was written, did you work with an editor? What 
level of editing did you decide you needed?

I joined SCN a few years ago and met Kendra Bonnett 
at the 2010 SCN conference. I listened to her teaching and 
then later was able to connect with her on a one-on-one. 
Shortly after that,  I took a class that she and Matilda Butler 
taught online with SCN. And soon after that, I asked if 
Kendra would edit my manuscript that I just knew was 
“almost” ready for publication. I will say that I was a bit 
shocked at the editing price tag that she gave me, but I 
knew I needed professional help. And she certainly 
delivered. It took her about six months, but the finished 
editing job was priceless. Besides her blue slashes 
throughout (she was kind not to use red), her visible 

evidence of blood, sweat and tears and, yes, coffee stains, 
Kendra also typed out fifteen pages of notes showing where 
each chapter should be and where I left the reader 
floundering. I have kept that manuscript to keep me 
humble…very humble.

I took Kendra’s editing and worked for three more 
years before publishing. By this time, I was in a local 
critique group who edited and re-edited each chapter, so I 
decided not to return to Kendra for a final copyediting 
polish. In hindsight, this was a mistake, because after it 
went to the publisher, I skimmed through it again, and 
pulled it back to take care of many errors.
How would you describe your relationship with your 
editor? 

Six months is a long time for an edit job, and I got 
antsy waiting (patience has never been a virtue of mine). 
However, in Kendra’s defense, she became very ill midway 
for about a month. Plus the editing she did was so much 
more than I ever had expected. 
Would you use her, or another Story Circle Network 
editor, for your next book?

I would definitely use Kendra again (if she would put 
up with my impatience). Local critique groups are great; 
however, they only edit in short amounts, like 10-12 pages 
at a time. Professional editors, such as the ones you can 
work with through SCN, will read through an entire 
manuscript before editing anything. That way,  they can 
understand the wider scope of your work.
If you had to choose one short excerpt from The Road 
Home, what would it be? 

I love the story of the night,  soon after my parents 
moved into the farmhouse, when the chicken brooder blew 
up. It shows the ingenuity of this city-slicker who was 
determined to be a top-notch farmer.

They scurried around to chase the surviving little 
chicks and mama hens into the house. The mama 
hens soon settled in around the warm stove in the 
kitchen. The chicks, on the other hand, nervously 
darted throughout the rooms. 
Daddy ran to get some plywood. “Here, help me 
lift this over the bed. It should be the right size,” 
Daddy said. 
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And it was; it rested perfectly on top of the four-
poster bed.  He ran back to the pump house two 
more times for a six-foot ladder and some 
chicken wire. He formed the chicken wire into a 
circular enclosure on top of the plywood, close to 
the ceiling. Then, one-by-one, Mom handed the 
chicks to Daddy, on the ladder, as he placed them 
high into their new home.
Now warm and secure, the little chicks lay down 
high above the bed while the mama hens settled 
in on the floor.
“Yep, this is what farming is all about,” Daddy 
said as they crawled back into bed. 
Daddy’s ingenuity had just kick-started his many 
days of innovative and creative farming yet to 
come.
Where is The Road Home available?
My paperback and Kindle editions are both available 

on Amazon, Barnes and Nobles online, and on my 
publisher’s website http://franklinscribespublishers.com/. 
It can also be found on my own website at http://
judywatters.com/. You can also find my audiobook, read 
by me,  on all the sites for download to your MP3 player. 
And you can see the book’s trailer on my YouTube page: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tz5HwhCYOSU

You don’t have to do it alone!

Contact us to get you started! Visit: 

storycircleeditorialservice.org “A compact gem of a research book”

“This reference will 
prove integral to 

the success of your 
work.”

Great Gifts for Yourself... 
or the Writers in Your Life 

Visit our online store! 
Your purchases help support 
the Story Circle Network. 

cafepress.com/storycircle

SCN 2013 True 
Words from Real 

Women Anthology 
Correction Corner:

Linda Hasselstrom lives in Hermosa, SD, not SC as the 
Anthology states. 

Kim Heikkila’s name, author of A Child’s Sorrow, is 
spelled correctly here.

http://franklinscribespublishers.com/
http://franklinscribespublishers.com/
http://judywatters.com/
http://judywatters.com/
http://judywatters.com/
http://judywatters.com/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tz5HwhCYOSU
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tz5HwhCYOSU
http://www.storycircleeditorialservice.org
http://www.storycircleeditorialservice.org
http://www.cafepress.com/storycircle
http://www.cafepress.com/storycircle
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Take A Bow!

Mary Jo Doig
by Pat Bean

If you were looking for a title for Mary Jo Doig’s life story, you might call it “City 
Girl Turns Country Girl: Trying to Make the World a Better Place through 
Kindness.”

Born in Texas, Mary Jo was taken by her parents to Connecticut when she was 
only six months old. The family moved again to New York, where their daughter 
completed high school and graduated from New York State University of Oneonta. 

While Mary Jo majored in English, she honored her 
deep-seated need to help others and worked as a foster care 
supervisor for several years after graduation. Then along 
came marriage, three children and all the details of operating 
a small dairy farm in the Catskills.

 She found she didn’t miss city life at all.  “I both loved 
and thrived in our country life,” she says.

But twelve years later, she found herself picking up her 
professional career again, this time working with 
developmentally disabled and mentally ill adults.

Perhaps what best describes Mary Jo’s many and varied 
service related jobs over the years is the “Heroes of 
Healthcare” award she was presented by then Governor Mark 
Warner of Virginia in 2005. “Your huge caseload and the 
volume of … your work are clear evidence of your passion 
and dedication to your job,” said the letter that arrived in the 
mail inviting her to the award luncheon.

“Those words affirmed what had always been in my 
heart as I quietly worked in my tiny office,  but I found it both 
surprising and very moving that others had noticed it,” Mary 
Jo says of the honor.

The words also affirmed Mary Jo’s own words, when she 
was asked to describe her goals and passions in life: “I want 
to honor the life and story of all who are and have been parts 
of my journey, hopefully leave the world a little better 
because I lived … I would like to be remembered as a kind 
person. There’s not enough kindness yet in our world today.” 
One of Mary Jo’s own treasured acts of kindness was finding 
a loving family for four siblings who had been abandoned by 
their own family. The siblings, in their own acts of kindness, 
have kept in touch with their benefactor, communications that 
Mary Jo admits has been “deeply pleasing.” 

Mary Jo’s association with Story Circle Network came 
about when she was in what she calls her third self-
reinvention,  a time when her children had grown and she was 
again single and wanted to change her career.

While she continued working in service related jobs 
(such as helping people in poverty get free medications from 
pharmaceutical companies), the desire to write her own story 
grabbed hold of her.  She attended one of SCN’s writing 

weekends in 2001, which marked the first time she had set 
foot in the state since her birth in Pasadena, Texas. As an avid 
reader of mystery books, Mary Jo had become acquainted 
with SCN’s founder, Susan Wittig Albert, through her China 
Bayles Books. Joining Story Circle Network, Mary Jo says, 
allowed her to check off her first New Year’s resolution. Soon 
she also was a member of a writing circle, which she found to 
be a safe place to tell her stories. 

“That kind of environment, even though in cyberspace, 
provides the optimum environment for significant growth. 
That’s what happened to me. And that’s why I’m still here: to 
be part of passing on what I found here.  As I look back from 
this vantage point in my life, joining SCN was one of the 
finest life decisions I’ve made.”

Mary Jo now facilitates Writing Circle 7. She has just 
finished co-editing her fourth True Words Anthology; she is 
one of SCN’s book review editors; and she is currently 
chairing the program committee for the upcoming Stories 
from the Heart VII memoir conference.

“I always enjoy the process of a project, and then feel 
great when it’s completed, whether I’m writing a story, a 
book review, preparing a good meal, piecing a quilt, knitting 
a scarf, editing the SCN Anthology, raising kittens for 
adoption, or creating a sacred space in my woods,” she says.

Now retired from her career, but certainly not from life, 
Mary Jo lives “happily in solitude on my secluded few acres 
on Blue Ridge Mountain,” where she is currently working on 
the second draft of her memoir. 

“I stall out at times when I get busy with other things, 
but the book sits on my desk in clear view at all times with a 
motivational card on the cover that I brought home from 
Linda Joy Meyers’ SCN conference presentation several 
years ago: ‘Be Brave –Write Your Story.’

“It has taken courage and much else to write a deeply 
honest memoir. I’ve written it for myself, first of all, for the 
remarkable healing and insights such a project brings. It’s 
also for my family, so they will have my story as backdrop to 
their own stories.”

Take a bow, Mary Jo. It’s well deserved!
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September
◦ Barbarann Ayars had an essay published in the September, 2013 issue of the Changes in Life 

newsletter. 
◦ Rhonda Wiley-Jones' memoir, At Home in the World: Travel Stories of Growing Up and Growing Away,  has been 

published.
◦ Susan Wittig Albert's author-published standalone novel, A Wilder Rose, was published on September 1. It earned starred 

reviews from both Kirkus and Publishers Weekly and was featured on the cover of Publishers Weekly's special indie 
press edition (August 26).  Susan's fourth Darling Dahlias mystery,  The Darling Dahlias and the Texas Star,  was also 
published this month. 

◦ SCN members Kate Farrell, Linda Joy Myers, and Amber Lea Starfire's anthology, Times They Were A Changin', will be 
published this fall. Launch parties will be held in the San Francisco area on September 21, September 29, and 
October.

October
◦ Khadijah Lacina was interviewed and featured in Pamela Price's new book, How to Work and Homeschool: Practical 

Advice, Tips, and Strategies from Parents.  In it, Khadijah discusses how she held her family together when their 
village in Yemen was blockaded and being bombed daily. 

◦ Susan Wittig Albert's latest ebook, A Reader's Companion to A WILDER ROSE, was published this month. The reference 
work provides the facts on which Susan's novel is based. She is currently at work on the 20th Anniversary Edition of 
Work of Her Own: A Woman's Guide to Creating a Right Livelihood. 

◦ Sara Etgen-Baker was selected by Page & Spine Magazine to be its Guest Writer throughout the month of October. The 
magazine will also feature Sara's stories throughout the entire month. Sara tells us, "I feel like a writer!"

November 
These SCN members' stories were published in the 2013 edition of SCN's annual True Words Anthology:

◦ Armstrong, Ronda
◦ Ayars, Barbarann
◦ Bean, Pat
◦ Benardo, Helene
◦ Crowley, Ruth
◦ DuBois, Sara
◦ Etgen-Baker, Sara
◦ Greenspan, Amy
◦ Hasselstrom, Linda
◦ Hayman, Darlene
◦ Heikkila, Kim
◦ Helburn, Judith

◦ Howard, Arlene
◦ Jessop, Victoria
◦ Jurka, Nancy
◦ Keizer, Susan
◦ LaPointe, Pat
◦ Lacina, Khadijah
◦ Lafferty, Bette
◦ Lightle, Juliana
◦ Lines, Susan
◦ Martinelli, Ardine
◦ McNaughton, Sheila
◦ Miller, Barbara

◦ Miller, Judy M.
◦ Moffitt, Sallie
◦ Painter, Lucy
◦ Parsons, Jane
◦ Saylor, Nancilynn
◦ Sharples, Madeline
◦ Spray, Vickie
◦ Stanton, Diane
◦ Watters, Judy
◦ Ziel, Carol

Members in Print & The News

http://www.changesinlife.com/
http://www.changesinlife.com/
http://www.changesinlife.com/
http://www.changesinlife.com/
http://createspace.com/4412882
http://createspace.com/4412882
http://www.awilderrosethenovel.com/
http://www.awilderrosethenovel.com/
http://www.darlingdahlias.com/books/TexasStar.shtml
http://www.darlingdahlias.com/books/TexasStar.shtml
http://www.timestheywereachanging.com/
http://www.timestheywereachanging.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00DQJP142/storycirclenetwo
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00DQJP142/storycirclenetwo
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00DQJP142/storycirclenetwo
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00DQJP142/storycirclenetwo
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00FY7NUNS/storycirclenetwo
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00FY7NUNS/storycirclenetwo
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Internet Chapter: 

We Are a Family
by Lee Ambrose

The circle of life has played out time and time again in 
this writing circle.  The original facilitator has long since 
resigned. Her replacement has been the “matriarch” of the 
circle for quite some time. She and I have seen several 
members come and go over the years. Every time a new 
member joins us, it’s as if our family has celebrated a new 
birth. Illness, aging and death have visited our circle,  just as in 
any other family. Our hearts rejoice with the arrival of new 
members. And, when death claimed one of our precious 
sisters, each one of us, in her own way, struggled to cope with 
the gaping hole that now lives where once a beacon of light 
shared her words. Perhaps nothing speaks so clearly to this as 
when our facilitator shared with me that she can’t bear to empty 
our dear departed circle sister’s messages from her email, even 
though that sister has been gone for quite some time now. 

Like any other family, we have times when we are very 
engaged and times when we pull back for a variety of reasons. 
Like any other relationship, our family requires work. It 
requires engagement, be it in the form of sharing our stories, 
commenting on the stories posted by others, or just offering a 
“Hey, I’m thinking of you … I’m here for you” message. 

Sometimes, life gets messy—too hectic, too 
uncomfortable, too chaotic. During those times, members of 
any family have choices:  we can share what’s going on and 
enlist the support of others or we can retreat into ourselves 
and deal with it alone. The same thing is true in the circle. 
Even though there are monthly writing prompts and we are 
always encouraged to write about whatever is speaking to our 
hearts, there are times when the act of writing and sharing 
seems overwhelming. 

Near the end of the summer, our wonderfully wise 
facilitator wrote to her circle-family. After a rather 
impressive (albeit not admirable) period of low participation, 
it was time to re-evaluate what each of us felt about the 
circle. Did we want to continue?  Did we want to disband?  
Did we need a new focus?  Were we struggling with something 
yet unnamed?  Where did we see ourselves in the mix?  

The mere mention of possibly disbanding must have had 
the same effect on the rest of the members as it did on me. It was 
like a bolt of lightning that shot through my body. One member 
said it so well when she wrote that to suggest that closing the 
circle was no different than suggesting that a family shut down 
because members had been too busy to communicate.   

With resounding confidence, each and every woman 
echoed the same thoughts:  Shutting down the circle was not 

an option.  Sticking together through the good times and the 
bad was essential.  We all know that others are “there” even 
when they don’t manage to participate as regularly as we’d 
like. And perhaps most importantly, we were all committed 
to making a promise to ourselves and the rest of our family—
we would do better about our participation. And among those 
of us who have enjoyed a long-standing relationship with this 
circle, we admitted that we were still dealing with grief,  loss, 
and the burdens of illness and aging—a sort of “circle-
depression” if you will. Communication is essential in any 
relationship. All families experience times when serious 
discussions need to take place, decisions need to be made, 
and members need to be encouraged to be accountable.  Our 
circles are no different.

I share this story not to air the proverbial “dirty laundry”  
but rather to bring to light the fact that we are a circle of 
human beings—women—who have formed a permanent 
bond and that bond needs to be honored. As president of the 
Internet Chapter, I have seen this play out time and time 
again. Yes, there are times when a circle folds due to lack of 
participation or dwindling membership. But more often than 
not, when waning participation threatens the integrity of a 
circle, the members who are committed to the family unit try 
their very best to breathe new life into the circle. 

I believe that we can all learn a lesson from this 
experience. Our stories—our lives—are important not just in 
our biologic families but also in this family of women. We owe 
it to ourselves and to one another to remain engaged. We need 
to tell our own stories and hear the stories of other women!

Story Circle Network’s Internet Chapter has some well-
defined basic ground rules for e-circle participation. Each 
member is expected to make every effort to contribute a story 
on a monthly basis and to respond to the posts of her circle 
sisters in a timely fashion. When more than three months 
pass without any communication from a member, the 
facilitators are asked to reach out privately to that member. 
That being said, even when time and circumstances prevent 
regular participation, the fact remains that by entering into 
this relationship with other women we are wonderfully, 
uniquely and forever bound together.

“Stories give us our sense of identity, they define our 
place in the world… That’s because stories not only reflect 
who we are as individuals but also give us ever-changing 
kaleidoscopic glimpses of what it’s like to be members of the 
human family.”                       ~ Anne B. Simpkinson

For more than a decade, I’ve belonged to one or more writing e-circles here at Story 
Circle Network. Even though I  belong to other circles (both prose and poetry), the first 
circle to welcome me has always held a special place in my heart. Recently, that circle 
experienced an episode of silence followed by a great life lesson.



Vol. 17, No. 4, December,  2013                                                                                                                                                                     27

Male guests are welcome at our three public events: the 
keynote address and the Saturday and Sunday lunches. Our 
conference sessions are designed for women only.

* Non-Members who choose to join prior to the end of the 
conference on Sunday, April 13, 2014 will have a portion of 
their registration fee applied to their dues. 
** You MUST register for lunches by April 1, 2014! 
Registrations for these events will NOT be accepted at the 
door. 

Refund Policy: Cancellations are accepted until March 11, 
2014, and are subject to a cancellation fee of $50 for a full 
conference registration or $25 for a one-day registration. 
No refunds after March 11, 2014.

What is included in my full registration fees?
• All General Sessions 
• Workshop Sessions 
• Friday Evening Keynote Address & Dessert 

Reception 
• Two Meals (Sat. & Sun. lunch) 
• Refreshments/Snacks 
• Plus Informal Sessions and Networking 

What is not included in my full registration fees?
• Optional Friday Pre-Conference Workshops
• Hotel rooms are not included. Contact the hotel to 

reserve your room.

Registration TypeRegistration Type
Early 

Registration
(through 2/11/14)

member/non-member

Regular 
Registration

(2/12/14 to 4/01/14)
member/non-member

Late 
Registration
(after 4/01/14)

member/non-member

Amt Due

☐Full Registration (Fri 

keynote / Sat / Sun)

☐Full Registration (Fri 

keynote / Sat / Sun)
$260/$310 $285/$335 $310/$360

      

Partial 
Registration 

(please check all 
that apply):

☐Friday 
(Keynote/ dessert 
reception)

$35 $40 $45

Partial 
Registration 

(please check all 
that apply):

☐Saturday only 
(includes lunch)

$128/$153 $138/$163 $148/$173
Partial 

Registration 
(please check all 

that apply):

☐Saturday lunch 
only

$35 $40 **

Partial 
Registration 

(please check all 
that apply):

☐Sunday only 
(includes lunch)

$97/$122 $107/$132 $117/$142

Partial 
Registration 

(please check all 
that apply):

☐Sunday lunch 
only

$35 $40 **

Friday 
Pre-Conference 

Workshop 
(Not included in 
full registration: 
optional, extra 

charge.)

☐Noon-1:45 pm 
session

$30 $35 $40

Friday 
Pre-Conference 

Workshop 
(Not included in 
full registration: 
optional, extra 

charge.)

☐2-3:45 pm 
session

$30 $35 $40

Saturday/Sunday lunch preference:      ☐chicken     ☐vegetarianSaturday/Sunday lunch preference:      ☐chicken     ☐vegetarianSaturday/Sunday lunch preference:      ☐chicken     ☐vegetarianSaturday/Sunday lunch preference:      ☐chicken     ☐vegetarian Total due:

Send this form with your check to:
Conference Registration, Story Circle Network

PO Box 500127, Austin TX 78750.
To register online and use your credit card, go to 
www.storycircle.org/Conference/frmregister.php

Name ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

Street Address !! ! ! ! ! !

City, State, Zip ! ! ! ! ! ! !

Email ! ! ! ! ! ! ! Phone  !! ! ! ! !
Current Member of Story Circle?  ☐yes   ☐no

Stories from the Heart VII 
Registration Form
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True Words: Looking Ahead
Submit your work directly to the website at:

http://www.storycircle.org/members/frmjournalsubmission.shtml.

Future Topics and deadlines for upcoming Journals are:

September, 2012 (due July 15)—A Harvest Story with Recipe

December, 2012 (due Oct 15)—Country Roads/City Highways

March, 2013 (due Feb 15)—Silence

For details and submission forms visit:
http://www.storycircle.org/frmadvertising.php

Advertising with
Story Circle Network

As you plan the marketing campaign for your book, writing

program, or writing-related workshop or conference, please

consider Story Circle as a partner in your promotional efforts.

Story Circle provides a unique voice and a wide range of services

for women readers and writers. Partnering with us allows you to

target your promotion efforts and take advantage of SCN's

growing reputation in the international community of women

writers. Depending on your budget, you can choose from five

packages.

Here’s where you can advertise:
StoryCircleBookReviews pages

National and StoryCircleBookReviews e-letters
Combo Ads on the SCRB website AND in the e-letters

Quarterly Story Circle Network Journal
Annual True Words Anthology

NOTE: SCN dues-paying members receive a 15% discount off

of the total advertising amount due.

FREE
Be Our Guest Event
For members and non-members!

September 13, 7-9 pm, in Austin.

Details on page 27

Join
Us!

In September, you may include a recipe with your Harvest

Story and increase your word count from 350 words to 500 words

total. You can use that word limit however you choose for your

piece: for example, a long recipe may require a shorter story, or

vice versa. Your submission will be considered as long as the

total number of words for both story and recipe is 500 or less.

If you send in a story without a recipe, the limit will remain

at our usual 350 words. If you have questions, contact me at

scn.truewords@gmail.com.

Looking forward to sharing your harvest stories….Mary Jo

True Words:Looking Ahead
We’re always looking for stories rich in evocative 

detail, showing the struggles, challenges, and 
resolutions of real people living real lives.We prefer that 
you submit your work directly to the website at:

http://www.storycircle.org/members/
frmjournalsubmission.php

Future Topics and deadlines for 
upcoming Journals:

• March, 2014 (due Jan 15)—Action
• June, 2014 (due April 15)—Clutter
• September, 2014 (due July 15)—Grace 
• December, 2014 (due Oct 15)—Friendship

ADVERTISE YOUR BOOK
on SCN's Websites! Targeted audience, low-cost 

advertising:

storycircle.org/frmadvertising.php

Stories from the Heart VII
April 11-13, 2014 

Wyndham Hotel, Austin, TX

Check out the conference news on 
pages 24 and 25. Registration form 

on page 27.
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