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What if we really talked with each other,  and listened to each 
other, and held each others' stories as sacred information that 
could transform our lives? 

What if we learned to shape the stories of our lives as 
containers for our experience and an expression of our heart's 
greatest desires? 

What if we wrote what we had learned and took it home with 
us as a guide to realizing our dreams and hopes? 

Writing our past in the present can be a life line to a future 
filled with hope. 

Join us for a women-only weekend lifewriting retreat, led 
by Linda M. Hasselstrom, at the beautiful Festival Hill. 

 Located in historic Round Top, Texas, 75 miles east of 
Austin, the International Festival Institute was founded in 1972 by 
world-renowned concert pianist James Dick and has developed 
superb year round education and performance programs. It has also 
created a unique 200-acre campus—Festival Hill—containing major performance 
facilities, historic houses, extensive gardens, parks and nature preserves. Through 
its singular collection of rare books, manuscripts, archival material, music and 
historic recordings, photographs and objects, the Festival Institute is also known as 
an important center for research and scholarly study. Planted with thousands of trees 
and bushes of various species, Festival Hill offers visitors lakes, picnic areas, 
jogging trails, and wonderful herb gardens.

Your registration fee for the weekend includes two nights in comfortable triple-
occupancy accommodations (three twin beds in each room). Dinner on Friday 
evening, 3 meals on Saturday (including continental breakfast), continental 

breakfast on Sunday, and drinks/snacks during 
breaks. Register by December 31 to receive 
the early registration discount!
Because we want an intimate retreat, where we 
can really talk and listen and hold each other's 
stories as sacred,  we are able to accept a limited 
number of participants. We expect these places 
to fill very quickly, so register NOW!
Learn more about Linda Hasselstrom by reading 
Pat Bean’s interview on p. 8 of this issue of the 
Journal.

For information & registration visit: 
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/

Everything is Material: Writing Your Story’s Truth
A Story Circle LifeWriting Retreat with Linda Hasselstrom 

May 15-17 • Festival Hill, Round Top, TX

http://www.festivalhill.org/
http://www.festivalhill.org/
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/


2                          Story Circle Journal

Dear SCN Sisters,
 As I write this, it is snowing in Dayton, 

Ohio. Snowy days make me want to settle 
in with my computer or journal and write. 
Being warm and toasty with a cup of hot 
chocolate or Zen tea with honey at my side 
helps the words flow. When I think of you 
all, I often think about the different climates 
we inhabit. Some of you write with views 
of palm trees, some with the Texas Hill 
Country outside your window, some see 
deserts and others mountains. Some of us 
are in cities, some in small towns, some are 
way out in the country, yet we are all part of 
this collective called Story Circle Network, 
united in our desire to tell our stories.

 On Winter Solstice every year I host a gathering of women. One of the 
things we do is declare our watchword for the coming year. My word for 
2014 was tribe. I believe this SCN tribe is a magnificent manifestation of that 
declaration. If you know of a woman who has a story to tell, please consider 
gifting her with an SCN membership. If you don’t know of a specific woman 
but would like to help another woman, consider a gift to our Sugar Bowl. And 
if you are a member currently struggling financially, check to see if the Sugar 
Bowl Fund can help you. Let’s keep our tribe growing.

 January is fast approaching and I have my New Year’s resolution ready. I 
am keeping it simple this year: write every day. I have learned that ten minutes 
a day establishes a solid writing practice.  And doing it daily keeps the rhythm 
moving and the stories unfolding.

 Please remember our Lifelines Retreat with Linda Hasselstrom (May 
15-17). Imagine a full weekend of writing guidance, sisterly connecting, and 
time just for you! I’m going and I hope to see many of you there.

 I also want to thank our first group of Sarton Memoir Award readers. We 
received a large number of books and many women volunteered to read at 
least five to help us select the books to go to the second round readers.  I was a 
reader this time. and I can assure you that the quality of the submissions was 
excellent. I think it will be difficult to choose the winner.

I wish each and every one a wonderful holiday season and health and 
happiness in the New Year!

 Write on!
 Jude

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:
Jude Whelley
Susan Albert
Lee Ambrose 

Pat Bean
Mary Jo Doig
Linda Hoye

We welcome your letters, queries, 
and suggestions.

Story Circle Network
PO Box 1670

Estes Park, CO 80517-1670
970-235-1477

ISSN: 1093-7528

©2014 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.

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.

mailto:journaleditor@storycircle.org
mailto:journaleditor@storycircle.org
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Winter 2015 Online LifeWriting Classes

Winter Classes

Memoir and Lifewriting
January 12-March 9, 2015

Telling Your Story Through Stories
Flash Nonfiction: True Stories of Surprising Content

January 12-February 23, 2015
Writing the Essence: Creating Memoir from Short 
Pieces

January 26-March 9, 2015
Tell It Slant: Using Creative Nonfiction Strategies for 
Writing About Painful Experiences

Journaling & Self-Discovery
January 12-February 9, 2015

Animals Make Us Human
Mindfulness & Writing for Healing

January 12-February 23, 2015
The Wheel of Archetypal Selves: From Fool to 
Visionary (The Major Arcana from 0 to V)

Sharpening Skills
January 12-February 9, 2015

Humor Is The New Black: Writing Stories That Make 
People Laugh

Poetry:
January 12-March 9, 2015 

Reading Women Poets, Writing Women's Lives

Independent Study Programs 
with Lynn Goodwin

January 12-February 9, 2015
February 09-March 9, 2015

http://www.storycircleonlineclasses.org

Meet the Faculty
Sheila Bender is the author of Creative Writing 

DeMystified from McGraw-Hill and Writing and 
Publishing Personal Essays from Silver Threads. Her 
personal writing includes the prose memoir, A New 
Theology: Turning to Poetry in a Time of Grief and her 
volume of poetry, Behind Us The Way Grows Wider. 

Elizabeth Brennan’s prose poems have appeared in 
a variety of journals including The Prose Poem: An 
International Journal, Key Satch(el), Lift, Paragraph, 
Haikupix Review and ZYZZYVA. She is author of the 
chapbook Sewing Her Hand to the Face of the Fleeting. 
Her work is also included in the anthology Exposure, and 
Bigger Than They Appear: Anthology of Very Short 
Poems,  as well as in the forthcoming 2015 anthology 
Digging Our Poetic Roots: Poems from Sonoma County.

Lynn Goodwin is the owner of Writer Advice and 
the author of You Want Me to Do WHAT? Journaling for 
Caregivers. Her stories and articles have been published 
in multiple newspapers and journals. A former teacher, 
Lynn conducts workshops and writes reviews for Story 
Circle Network and InspireMeToday. She's the owner and 
editor of Writer Advice: http://www.writeradvice.com, 
which is celebrating its 16th year.

Jen Johnson  has taught writing at the college level, 
and her writing has been featured in print and online 
magazines, literary journals and interdisciplinary art 
projects.  Jen offers an integrative approach to teaching 
people how to cultivate well-being, joy, and creative 
freedom. Visit her website: http://everydaymindful.com 
and blogs: http://www.meditatecreate.com

Jan Marquart is the author of eleven books. She is 
inspired by story and the power it has to heal and inspire 
both the reader and author.  Visit her website: http://
janmarquart.com/wordpress/ and her blog: https://
freethepen.wordpress.com.

Merimee Moffitt poetry appears often in fabulous 
reviews and journals in New Mexico such as Malpais 
Review, Mas Tequila Review, Adobe Walls, and Santa Fe 
Literary Review. She has published three chapbooks and 
her first book, a collection of poems, Making Little Edens.

Giulietta Nardone's stories have been published in 
Flashquake, The Christian Science Monitor,  The Boston 
Globe, Skirt!  Magazine, Underwired Magazine, Rollins 
Magazine, Nail Polish Stories, The MetroWest Daily 
News, Common Ties,  and on NPR. She describes herself 
as an "inspirational rebel" whose transformative life shops 
enable middle-agers to take back their power, their lives, 
and their selves.  Visit her website and blog:http://
giuliettathemuse.com

A graduate of the Iowa Writers' Workshop, Tania 
Pryputniewicz is the Managing Poetry Editor of The 
Fertile Source. Her debut poetry collection, November 
Butterfly is forthcoming. Co-founding blogger for Mother, 
Writer, Mentor, Pryputniewicz teaches writing, blogging 
and tarot workshops. She blogs at Feral Mom, Feral 
Writer: http://poetrymom.blogspot.com and on her 
website: http://www.taniapryputniewicz.com.

http://www.storycircleonlineclasses.org
http://www.storycircleonlineclasses.org
http://www.storycircleonlineclasses.org
http://www.writeradvice.com
http://www.writeradvice.com
http://everydaymindful.com
http://everydaymindful.com
http://www.meditatecreate.com
http://www.meditatecreate.com
http://janmarquart.com/wordpress/
http://janmarquart.com/wordpress/
http://janmarquart.com/wordpress/
http://janmarquart.com/wordpress/
https://freethepen.wordpress.com
https://freethepen.wordpress.com
https://freethepen.wordpress.com
https://freethepen.wordpress.com
http://giuliettathemuse.com
http://giuliettathemuse.com
http://giuliettathemuse.com
http://giuliettathemuse.com
http://poetrymom.blogspot.com
http://poetrymom.blogspot.com
http://www.taniapryputniewicz.com
http://www.taniapryputniewicz.com
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Meet the Author: Judy Alter

A Remarkable 
Writing Life
By Susan Wittig Albert

With this issue, we are inaugurating a new series of features on SCN authors and 
their work, with a focus on the way the author’s writing has developed over the 
years. Our first story is about Judy Alter, who lives in Fort Worth, TX, in a 1922 
red brick bungalow with a garden of wildflowers and a Bordoodle named Sophie. 
She has been involved in all kinds of writing over a long span of years, and is the 
author of more books than she can count (almost). But like all authors, Judy had 
to start somewhere, look for opportunities to use her writing skills, and turn 
those opportunities into a writing career. This is her story. We hope you find it as 
inspiring as we do!

I met Judy Alter through her memoir, Cooking My Way 
through Life with Kids and Books, which I reviewed in 
2009. In my review, I wrote:

I loved Judy Alter's delightful memoir, Cooking 
My Way through Life with Kids and Books. This 
is a book about life and love, kitchens and 
cooking and kids. It's full of recipes (good food, 
stick-to-the-ribs American food), and it reflects 
the times and places of Alter's experiences as a 
daughter,  wife, mom, working mom, and cook. 
That some of the times and places she writes 
about happen to be times and places in my own 
life is coincidental and certainly added to my 
enjoyment of the book, but I'm willing to bet that 
y o u ' l l e n j o y i t , t o o . h t t p : / /
www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/
cooking.shtml
Judy’s book was so interesting that I wanted to get to 

know her better—a goal that I’ve been working at since she 
joined SCN in 2010. I’ve discovered that, as a memoirist, a 
novelist,  a blogger, and (most recently) a publisher,  Judy 
has led a remarkable writing life. 

Born in 1938, Judy began writing at ten: a series of 
short stories about Miss Shufflebaum, a prim and proper 
spinster with a high lace collar, long skirts, and a little 
blond cocker spaniel who kept getting her into trouble. (At 
the time, Judy desperately wanted a blond cocker.) In high 
school,  she began sending her stories to Seventeen 
Magazine, without any luck. “They apparently had a rubber 
band attached to them,” she says with a laugh. “They came 
back as fast as I sent them.” In college, she majored in 
English, of course.

But it was in graduate school at Texas Christian 
University in Fort Worth in the 1970s, Judy’s passion for 
writing began to pay off. She was studying  American 
western literature, which eventually launched her career as 
a western writer. In addition, she wrote an alumni 

newspaper and edited a medical journal for an osteopathic 
college and free-lanced for lay readers on medical topics. 
(She grew up, she says, “in an osteopathic family.”)

The idea for Judy’s first novel (published in 1978, 
when Judy was 40) occurred to her via a memoir written by 
a friend’s mother. It included the story of how the 
memoirist’s father, an East Texas sheriff’s deputy, had been 
shot in 1908, when she was only four.  “At the time,” Judy 
says, “I was reading young adult books and it occurred to 
me that I could use the girl as my point-of-view character 
and make her fourteen instead of four, so she could deal 
with the events.” Titled After Pa Was Shot, the novel was 
published by William Morrow, and pigeon-holed Judy as a 
YA and “western” author.

Making the most of the opportunity (and her research 
background in western history), Judy continued to write 
fiction and biographies, including six novels for adults and 
several for young adults,  many of which remain available 
as ebooks. The most important of these were four long 
fictional biographies of women of the West: Libbie Custer; 
Jessie Benton Frémont,  a Wild West show cowgirl; and 
Etta Place of the Hole in the Wall Gang. Judy  says: “My 
‘western period’  lasted from the late 1960s (when I became 
active in Western Writers of America), through 2004 when 
Sundance, Butch and Me was published.” Judy’s work won 
awards from the National Cowboy Museum and Hall of 
Fame, the Texas Institute of Letters, and Western Writers of 
America, Inc., including WWA’s Owen Wister Award for 
Lifetime Achievement. Most recently, the Fort Worth Public 
Library elected her to their Texas Literary Hall of Fame.

But life has a way of nudging us down unexpected 
paths. In 1982—in her forties, newly divorced and with 
four adopted kids ranging in age from six to twelve—Judy 
was offered a job as an editor at TCU Press. She worked 
there as an editor for ten years, and then was named 
director, a post that she held until she retired in 2011. “It 
was a wonderful job,” she says. “I’m sure it shaped my 

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/cooking.shtml
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writing because I saw so much writing that worked—and so much 
that didn’t.” It also introduced her to authors and book people and 
gave her an insider’s view of the publishing industry.

Judy’s editorial work was demanding, but throughout her years 
at the Press, she continued to make time for her own writing. She 
took work-for-hire nonfiction assignments (work for hire pays an 
up-front fee and no royalties and is usually written under a 
pseudonym) from houses such as Scholastic, Franklin Watts,  and 
Compass Point, producing books that were sold to school libraries. 
“It was interesting work,” she says, “and I learned about everything 
from vaccines and surgery to shipping vessels and presidential lives.”

As time went on, Judy’s writing interest turned to mysteries. 
Her first, Skeleton in a Dead Space, had a long and rocky road to 
publication via four different agents and many submissions to a tight 
market. She finished the book in 2007 but it wasn’t published until 
2011—an illustration of the problems writers face when they’re 
trying to break into a new field. But perseverance paid off: There are 
now five mysteries in her Kelly O'Connell Mystery Series with a 
sixth to come, and two in her Murder at the Blue Plate Cafe Series. 
“I'm moving on to Oak Grove, Texas,” Judy adds, “home of the 
fictional Oak Grove University and English prof Dr. Susan Hogan.” 
She already has a second work in progress in that series. She says 
she has benefited from her membership in Sisters in Crime,  a 
community of mystery writers and readers, which has helped give 
her an inside look into the business end of mystery-writing.

And as if she didn’t already have enough on her plate, Judy is 
finishing a book about chili,  beans, and beer, proposed four years 
ago to Texas Tech University Press and now, finally, on schedule for 
publication in 2015—another example of  how long it can take for a 
project to move from manuscript to print.

The publishing business has changed remarkably in the past 
decade, and Judy has always been challenged by new technologies. 
This fall, she published her mystery, The Perfect Coed, as an 
“indie,” an author-published book. Available in both print and ebook 
formats through online booksellers, Coed is already garnering 
positive reader reviews. Judy plans to publish her next mystery as an 
indie, as well.

Indie publishing has meant that Judy has had to work to create 
an Internet presence. She has an excellent website—
www.judyalter.com—where you can find lists of all her books. She 
has been blogging since 2006 (“Judy’s Stew,” http://judys-
stew.blogspot.com/) About her blog, she says,

I think it’s important in a blog to talk about life in general 
and not just your books. So my ‘stew’ mixes writing, 
grandmothering, and cooking—the three big areas of my 
life. I’m not afraid to express my strong political beliefs 
and to a lesser extent my religious concerns. I’m also active 
on Facebook and, to a much lesser extent, on Twitter. It’s all 
part of getting your name out to the public—which may 
seem crass but is definitely necessary in this climate.
I am very glad that Judy Alter’s memoir, Cooking My Way 

Through Life, introduced me to this talented and highly committed 
writer. For me, her long writing career illustrates the incalculable 
importance of continued persistence: finding a writing-related 
interest (for Judy, western history); looking for opportunities to put 
writing skills to work (Judy’s job as an editor and work-for-hire), 
and sticking with it, even when changing markets and new 
technologies turn everything upside down. 

Truly, Judy Alter is leading a remarkable writing life.

Judy’s Tips for Writers

Network. I’ve always found it important 
to join groups of like-minded writers: 
Story Circle Network, Sisters in Crime, 
Western Writers of America, etc. Don’t 
lurk—participate, volunteer, become a 
known voice in the community.

Read. Read everything you can in your 
genre. What works? What doesn’t? How 
can you make your own work stand out 
in the crowd?

Revise.  Read, revise, set aside to 
marinate. Repeat endlessly.

Develop a thick skin. Be prepared for 
rejection, criticism, disappointment. 

Persevere.  Never give up. That should 
be your writer’s mantra.

Visit Judy at: 
www.judyalter.com

&
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/

http://www.judyalter.com
http://www.judyalter.com
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
http://www.judyalter.com
http://www.judyalter.com
http://www.judyalter.com
http://www.judyalter.com
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
http://judys-stew.blogspot.com/
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The deadline for the 2014 Sarton 
Award competition has passed. The 
record number of submissions, many of 
them arriving in the last few weeks, 
topped the 2013 competition by nearly 
50%. This meant that several of our 
first-round SCN jurors agreed to read 
and evaluate more than their original 
five entries.  The program coordinators, 
Paula Yost and Susan Albert, are 
grateful to those who volunteered to 
take on extra books, and to those who 
answered the last-minute call for 
additional jurors.

Reading and evaluating the entries is 
an interesting job, particularly if you are working on your 
own life-writing project. One of the jurors commented that 
she gained an important understanding from her critical 
reading of the Sarton entries: “. . . especially the one I 
thought was really well-written and insightful, but where I 
found myself flipping pages because there was simply too 
much information about a particular facet of the author’s 
passion in life, which didn’t move the story forward. In 
fact, it detracted from the life-wisdom, the part of the story 
that spoke to anyone who didn’t have the author’s 
experience.” This experience proved to be an ah-ha! 
moment for the juror, who went back to work on her own 
memoir, aiming for a greater significance and life-wisdom.

Another juror commented on the helpfulness of the 
Sarton rubric, the evaluation guide that helps jurors 

evaluate different books against the 
rubric’s standard rather than against 
other books. “I’m writing my own 
memoir,” she said, “and seeing how 
other memoir writers handled different 
challenges has made me look more 
critically at my own work.” (If you’d 
like to see the rubric, you can find it 
here: http://www.storycircle.org/
SartonMemoirAward/rubric.php)
Nineteen first-round jurors are 
currently at work on this year’s entries, 
with final evaluations due December 
15. Immediately after the first of the 

year, the top entries (we won’t know how 
many until we see the first-round evaluations) will be sent 
to the second-round judges, librarians who are not SCN 
members. The winner and finalists will be announced in 
early April. The winner will receive a cash prize of $300 
and a commemorative trophy. Winners and finalists also 
receive a valuable package of free advertising on SCN's 
websites, in our e-letters, and more.

The guidelines for the 2015 competition have already 
b e e n p o s t e d a t h t t p : / / w w w. s t o r y c i r c l e . o r g /
SartonMemoirAward/guidelines.php Memoirs by women 
authors published between January 1, 2014 - December 31, 
2015 in the United States and Canada are eligible.

Sarton Award Jurors Hard at Work

The Sarton Memoir Award is sponsored by the Story Circle Network, an international 
nonprofit association of women lifewriters. It will be presented annually to the author of 
the best woman's memoir published in the United States and Canada.  Entries will be 
judged by two panels. The first round of judging is conducted by a panel of SCN 
members, who will read and rank each entry. Their highest ranked entries will move on to 
a second round of judging by a panel of professional librarians across the country,  who 
will select the winner.

This award is named in honor of May Sarton (1912-1995),  distinguished American poet, 
novelist,  and author of twelve memoirs and journals. Readers have found Sarton's 
memoirs and journals to be inspiring, moving,  and thought-provoking. She explores such 
universally significant themes as friendship, love, and nature; feminism and sexuality; the 
search for fulfilling work and the need for recognition; illness and aging; and the desire for 
a harmonious, peaceful life.

The winner of the 2014 award will be announced on the Story Circle Network websites 
and to its extensive email list. The award is limited to submissions from small/independent 
publishers, university presses, and author-publishers (self-publishing authors).

http://www.storycircle.org/SartonMemoirAward/guidelines.php
http://www.storycircle.org/SartonMemoirAward/guidelines.php
http://www.storycircle.org/SartonMemoirAward/guidelines.php
http://www.storycircle.org/SartonMemoirAward/guidelines.php
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With Courage and Common Sense
Memoirs from the Older Women’s Legacy Circles
"Much of the time our society 
stereotypes and dismisses old 
w o m e n a s r i d i c u l o u s , 
troublesome,  irrelevant, and 
(worst of all) boring. These 
m e m o i r s c o n t r a d i c t t h e 
assumptions. The women who 
wrote them have experienced 
solid, hearty lives, with a 
characteristic vitality enduring 
into old age." —from the 

Foreword by Liz Carpenter
Women who were sixty or older at the turn of the 

twenty-first century have lived through some of recent 
history's most momentous moments—and yet these women 
often believe that their personal lives and stories are 
insignificant, not worthy of being recorded for future 
generations. To change that perception and capture some of 
these life stories before they are lost, the Story Circle 
Network, a national organization dedicated to helping 

women write about their lives,  developed the Older 
Women's Legacy (OWL) Circle Memoir Workshops. 
During the first two years of the project (1998-2000), 
nearly 500 older women participated in workshops that 
offered them the opportunity and encouragement to reflect 
on and create written records of their lives.

With Courage and Common Sense presents an 
extensive selection of memoirs from the OWL Circle 
project. Organized thematically, they describe women's 
experiences of identity, place,  work, family life, love and 
marriage,  loss and healing, adventures great and small, 
major historical events, and legacies to keep and pass 
along. Taken as a whole, the memoirs chronicle far-
reaching changes in the ways that women participated in 
the world during the twentieth century. They show how 
women learned to surmount obstacles, to courageously 
make the most of the opportunities that came their way, 
and to move quietly and wisely beyond the limits that were 
imposed upon them.

What Wildness is This: 
Women Write About the Southwest
Winner, 2008 Willa Literary Award for Creative Nonfiction

Story Circle Network Publications

How do women experience the 
vast, arid, rugged land of the 
American Southwest? Story 
Circle Network posed this 
question, and nearly three 
hundred women responded 
with original pieces of writing 
that told true and meaningful 
stories of their personal 

experiences of the land. From 
this deep reservoir of writing—as well as from previously 
published work by writers including Joy Harjo, Denise 
Chávez, Diane Ackerman, Naomi Shihab Nye, Leslie 
Marmon Silko, Gloria Anzaldua, Terry Tempest Williams, 
and Barbara Kingsolver—the editors of this book have 
drawn nearly a hundred pieces that give witness both to the 
ever-changing, ever-mysterious life of the natural world 
and to the vivid, creative, evolving lives of women 
interacting with it.

Through prose, poetry, creative nonfiction, and 
memoir, the women in this anthology explore both the 
outer landscape of the Southwest and their own inner 

landscapes as women living on the land—the congruence 
of where they are and who they are.  The editors have 
grouped the writings around eight evocative themes:
 The way we live on the land
 Our journeys through the land
 Nature in cities
 Nature at risk
 Nature that sustains us
 Our memories of the land
 Our kinship with the animal world
 What we leave on the land when we are gone

From the Gulf Coast of Texas to the Pacific Coast of 
California,  and from the southern borderlands to the Great 
Plains and the Rocky Mountains, these intimate portraits of 
women's lives on the land powerfully demonstrate that 
nature writing is no longer the exclusive domain of men, 
that women bring unique and transformative perspectives 
to this genre.

http://www.storycircle.org/scninprint.shtml
To learn more and order SCN Publications visit:

http://www.storycircle.org/scninprint.shtml
http://www.storycircle.org/scninprint.shtml
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Just Keep Writing 
An Interview with 

Linda Hasselstrom
by Pat Bean

Have you ever imagined what it would be like to 
spend a three-day weekend surrounded by writers focused 
on nothing but writing?  The knowledge gained in such a 
setting will surely let you know that you’re not alone in 
struggling to make your words meaningful, graceful and 
captivating. And this is just as true for the published writer 
as it is for the beginning writer.

“Even the most-published writer faces a blank page … 
and is uncertain of the value of what she puts on it,” says 
Linda M. Hasselstrom, whose published writings include 
fourteen books of nonfiction and poetry. “Knowing that 
others understand, and have the same problems, can 
encourage you in dark moments.”

If you want to turn your imagination into reality, 
consider attending Story Circle’s LifeWriting Retreat, May 
15-17, 2015, in Round Top, Texas. The workshop is a 
female-only event where participants will be discovering 
their own truths and learning how to write about them. 
Hasselstrom, who regularly conducts writing retreats at 
Windbreak House on her South Dakota ranch, will be 
leading it. Her goal for the Texas retreat is that every 
participant leave with their journals or laptops bursting 
with ideas for stories and poetry that tell their personal 
stories.

“In a face-to-face workshop, you may find the perfect 
person to exchange work with for mutual evaluation, 
another incredibly valuable tool in improving your 
writing,” said Hasselstrom, who regularly conducts writing 
retreats at Windbreak House on her South Dakota ranch. 
“For example, three women who lived in the same rural 
area came to Windbreak House to learn how to form and 
sustain a writing group. Four years later, they are still 
meeting to work on their writing together, and have 
accepted one new member.”

Hasselstrom is currently copy-editing the final draft of 
her new book, The Wheel of the Year: A Writer's Workbook 
that will be published by Red Dashboard Press in 2015. 

She said the timing for the book’s release deliberately 
coincides with the SCN workshop. “Various students have 
encouraged me to put together my best writing advice and 
this book will do that,” she said. She agreed to lead 
LifeLines because she likes the sense of accomplishment 
she gets from helping other women tell their stories.

She also feels that she learns from her students.  “Every 
story is unique; the story you do not write, no one else will 
ever write. If I can help someone find the beginning of her 
story, I’m encouraged in my own writing when I go home: 
I’m worthwhile. I helped someone.”

Hasselstrom’s first published book was Windbreak: A 
Woman Rancher on the Northern Plains. It was a diary of a 
year in her life on a ranch. Published in 1987, it is still 
available on Amazon. “At that time I was a married woman 
in my 40s, working for my father.” She said she is now 
working on another diary, one that involves her return to 
the ranch, a couple of decades later, as its owner and the 
person responsible for determining its future.  

Among her many achievements, Hasselstrom is 
perhaps proudest of being one of three editors who have 
enabled more than 500 women to tell their stories in three 
western women’s anthologies: Leaning into the Wind, 
Woven on the Wind, and Crazy Woman Creek. “Without our 
persistence, our patience, our knowledge, our writing 
skills, many of those women might never have told their 
stories,” she says. 

Nancy Curtis, who edited these three anthologies of 
western women's stories with Hasselstrom, said when the 
books were being promoted that “Linda was determined 
that readings should feature the women who had written 
the pieces. She made sure any credit went to the 
contributors. I don't know anyone else who is so unselfish."

Helping other writers sometimes means that 
Hasselstrom has to curtail her own writing, or find a way to 
fit it into her busy schedule.  The South Dakota author 
admits, however, that she wouldn’t have it any other way.  

Linda M. Hasselstrom's published writing includes fourteen books of nonfiction 
and poetry centering on her life story. She's published in periodicals as diverse 
as Reader's Digest, Bloomsbury Review, Orion, High Country News, Saturday 
Evening Post and Dry Crik Review. See and hear her recite her poetry on 
YouTube or on her website at: http://www.windbreakhouse.com. Since 1996, 
Hasselstrom has been resident writer of Windbreak House Writing Retreats, 
established on her ranch. Her most recent book Dirt Songs: A Plains Duet with 
Nebraska State Poet Twyla Hansen (Backwaters Press, 2011) received the 
Nebraska Book Award for Poetry 2012 and was 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. She is special consultant to the 

Rural Literature R.A.L.L.Y. initiative, State University of New York, Buffalo, NY, and holds an M.A. degree from the University 
of Missouri-Columbia.

http://www.windbreakhouse.com
http://www.windbreakhouse.com
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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

Speaking about the best writing advice she ever received, Hasselstrom 
says that it came from one of two well-known poets, whom she had asked 
how they kept writing into their 80s. “The best-known poet in the room 
rambled on about ‘existential plasticity of form’ and ‘iambic dissonance’ 
and something ‘dematerialized its premises’ and quintessential this and that 
– absolutely meaningless jargon.”

The best advice, she said, came from the other poet, William Stafford. 
He said something like: “Get plenty of sleep. Don’t take yourself too 
seriously. Don’t write when you’ve been drinking, and if you do, don’t pay 
too much attention to it in the morning. And if writing comes hard, lower 
your standards and keep writing. Keep writing.”

The primary focus of the Round Top retreat sponsored by Story Circle 
Network will be autobiography, with such workshop sessions as: memory 
as an inspiration, choice of details, thinking as writing,  finding the bull’s 
eye of the epiphany, writing structure and word choice. Participants will 
leave with plenty of handouts and hopefully, says Hasselstrom, a writing 
plan for after the workshop.  

The setting for the retreat is a 200-acre campus in Round Top, Texas, 
which contains historic houses, exquisite gardens, jogging trails and nature 
areas.  Located 75 miles east of Austin and known as The International 
Festival Institute,  the site was founded in 1972 by concert pianist James 
Dick, who developed it for year-round education and performance 
programs. Its collections of rare books, manuscripts, musical recordings and 
photographs have also made it a valuable center for research and scholarly 
study.

Retreat accommodations include a triple-occupancy room with three 
beds, dinner on Friday, three meals on Saturday, a continental breakfast on 
Sunday, plus snacks and drinks during breaks. Cost of the retreat before 
Dec. 31 is $400 for SCN members, and $425 in 2015. Registration deadline 
is May 7. To make the writing workshop a more meaningful experience, 
registration is limited. 

For more informat ion , and to reg is te r, go to : h t tp : / /
www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/

Read Susan Wittig Albert's reviews of Linda's books, No Place Like Home; 
Leaning into the Wind; & Between Grass and Sky: Where I Live and Work. All of 
these readings are available at the Story Circle Book Reviews site: http://
www.storycirclebookreviews.org/interviews/hasselstrom2.shtml.

“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.

“To find ourselves in the land, we 
don't need to buy a farm ..... We are all 
creatures born to soil and wilderness; 
the outdoors, not an air-conditioned 
office or 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 
l isten. Dig in the earth; plant 
something. Walk and watch any living 
th ing except another human.” 
	


-Land Circle,  241.

http://www.cafepress.com/storycircle
http://www.cafepress.com/storycircle
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/
http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/interviews/hasselstrom2.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/interviews/hasselstrom2.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/interviews/hasselstrom2.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/interviews/hasselstrom2.shtml
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SCN’s Book Reviews

Featured Memoir 
Reviews

Our editors chose reviews of three fine memoirs as their “Review 
of  the Month” for September, October, and November. Here are 

excerpts, with links to the online reviews. If you’re looking for a 
moving, enlightening reading experience, you can’t do better than the stories of these women’s lives.

StoryCircleBookReviews.org

Home: Chronicle of a North 
Country Life

by Beth Powning

From Mary Ann Moore’s 
review: On a cool fall day on 
Canada's west coast, hearing 
the honking of Canada 
geese , I read of Beth 
Powning's "dream of the 
wild" on Canada's east coast. 
She also dreamed of the 
garden as she and her 
husband Peter Powning 
"imagined a life" and set out 
for New Brunswick, Canada 
from New England in the 
United States in 1972. They 
still live in New Brunswick 

on the farm they brought in the spring of 1970. In her 
introduction to this new edition, Powning recalls 
handwriting the words that begin her book: "The coyotes 
are newcomers."

. . . Beth Powning decided she would be an author 
when she was eight years old. How fortunate we are that 
she did. As for "home," you have to "weave it, thread by 
thread." More: http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/
reviews/home.shtml 
Reviewed by Mary Ann Moore, of Nanaimo, British 
Columbia. She says, “Writing book reviews comes out of 
my life-long love of sharing stories. Writing a review 
involves a closer examination of a book and further 
learning about its subject and it author. How DID she 
make it work?” Her poetry, fiction, book reviews, personal 
essays and articles have appeared in various publications in 
Canada and in the U.S. She has been on the SCBR team 
since 2002.

Make Me a Mother
by Susanne Antonetta

Adoption is complex and 
one person's experience is not 
another person's, although 
there are many facets of their 
stories and experiences that 
may resonate with others. 
Make Me a Mother had me 
nodding my head many times 
as I read, thinking, "Yes, I have 
thought that. I have felt that 
way."

. .  . Again and again I 
highlighted passages and made 
notes in the margins, wishing I 
could have a long conversation 
with Antonetta. She is a member of my "tribe," a parent 
through adoption, and her story and that of the creation of 
her family resonated with me deeply. Like me, she honors 
her child's culture of origins and her child's birth parents. 
Like me, she realizes that her child struggles with issues 
that stem from being adopted. Like me, she listens to her 
child and allows him to explore and convey the person he 
is becoming. And she learns much in this evolution: "Jin 
has made me the mother I am and I have made him the son 
h e i s . " R e a d m o r e a t : h t t p : / /
w w w. s t o r y c i r c l e b o o k r e v i e w s . o r g / r e v i e w s /
makemeamother.shtml
Reviewed by Judy M. Miller, a parent educator and 
coach who focuses on adoption. Her writing niche is 
adoptive parenting, special needs, and tweens and teens. 
Judy has had hundreds of articles and essays published in 
parenting, adoption magazines, and anthologies

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/home.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/home.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/home.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/home.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/makemeamother.shtml
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The Ambivalent 
Memoirist
by Sandra Hurtes

It's rare that a book captures 
my interest right from the 
prologue, but this one did. 
Sandra Hurtes writes with an 
openness, honesty,  and passion 
that draw you into her personal 
s t o r y.  H e r s t r o n g t i e s 
throughout her life to her 
birthplace come alive in her 

words... "Brooklyn was an 
emotional patchwork, and I was sewn into its seams." 
Hurtes had many opportunities to leave, but the fears and 
'what ifs' held her back. While other friends went to college 
across the country or traveled the world, she remained close 
to home. Finally, she took the leap and moved to Manhattan. 
"One of my proudest achievements was leaving Brooklyn," 
she writes. "Living where my parents had settled meant 
never stepping into my own shoes, staying symbolized by 
my inability to live my own life. Still,  Brooklyn remains in 
my marrow."

In many ways, I identified strongly with this writer. 
Though my parents were neither Jewish nor Holocaust 
survivors, our mothers had similar styles of influencing their 
daughters. Both took pride in clean floors in the midst of 
messy lives. Others also share her' insights and "fight the 
urge to live in fear of taking chances" and "fight for the right 
to have [our] own beliefs." Despite all the fears and 'what-
ifs,' the self-recriminations, guilt, and doubt, Sandra Hurtes 
has built a full and fulfilling life. Reading her book was like 
sitting down with a dear friend for a pleasant afternoon of 
sharing coffee and each other's deepest thoughts.  More: 
h t tp : / /www.s toryc i rc lebookreviews .org / rev iews/
ambivalent.shtml 
Reviewed by Donna B. Russell, a retired teacher, 
freelance poet, writer, and editor. Donna is a native of 
Vermont, where she lives with her husband David, two cats, 
and her service dog. Since 1990 Donna has written a 
monthly column, "PetWise," has had poems and articles 
published online and in print, including articles in the 
Vermont Tenant and the New England Baptist paper. She has 
taught a workshop on "Relating to People with Chronic 
Pain/Illness," and is an online advocate for environmental 
and animal concerns.

If you are interested in becoming a reviewer for SCBR, 
check out the details here: 

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/
reviewingforscbr.shtml 

We Have a New Mailing 
Address!

Story Circle Network
PO Box 1670

Estes Park, CO 80517-1670
970-235-1477

SCN in the
Social Networks
Story Circle Network has many opportunities for 

women to connect. You can find us on these social 
networks:

Facebook: We have 989 friends! Connect with 
women from around the globe. Get ideas, share your 
writing, read blogs, get inspired, or just hang out.

Twitter: We have 439 followers! Quickly find out 
what members are up to, link to articles and blogs by our 
members, and more.

Pinterest: This is the newest addition to the network, 
and we’re already up to 248 followers. Follow the Pins to 
link to StoryCircleBookReviews, Star Bloggers, 
HerStoriesBlog, One Woman’s Day Blog, Online Classes, 
the Editorial Service,  Members in Print,  Writing 
Inspirations, and Writing Tools.

To get to any of these sites, start by going to 
storycircle.org, then SCN Online. Of course, if you’re 
already a Facebook, Twitter, or Pinterest user, simply find 
us and follow us to receive updates and notifications as 
they happen.

http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/ambivalent.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/ambivalent.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/ambivalent.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviews/ambivalent.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviewingforscbr.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviewingforscbr.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviewingforscbr.shtml
http://www.storycirclebookreviews.org/reviewingforscbr.shtml
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True Words from 
Real Women
A selection of short pieces of lifewriting by our members, edited by 
Mary Jo Doig. Please be sure that, if  your story includes other 
people, you have not violated any privacy rights, that there is nothing 
defamatory in it, and that it does not infringe copyright or any other 
rights. Contribute your own True Words to the Journal. Future topics 
are listed on page 28.

Envy Is a Titan Arum
Marilyn Ashbaugh, Edwardsburg MI

ashbaugh108@gmail.com

I begin my writing life as a voracious reader, deeply 
enjoying the pleasure of entering the new universe that 
each book opens to me. My fascination with words is the 
breadcrumb trail that leads me to dip my toe in the writer’s 
pond. I enroll in a class devoted to using metaphor to 
capture the ineffable and the instructor assigns the ache of 
envy.  For me, envy is the nostalgia of my dream, viewed 
in another’s writing.  Every great read reminds me of my 
lack and my envy quickly grows,  faster than the eight-foot 
titan arum. The giant corpse flower rarely blooms but 
when it does, people are drawn like flies. Its beauty is 
juxtaposed amid its putrefaction. Can my envy,  with proper 
cultivation, become beauteous? 

With every page I read,  I become like Narcissus, never 
wishing to leave its reflective potential. My longing feels 
like a piece of me is missing, one I left behind on some 
jagged rock of a rough draft. An unsuspecting writer finds 
and polishes smooth a similar idea,  and her successful 
effort attracts my green-eyed monster. Oh, to desire and 
not possess such writing skills is my exquisite torture.

I am tossed between waves of feeling vulnerable and 
feeing defensive until I ride the surf to my creative sweet 
spot. The diamond has many facets because of the cutter’s 
skill. I take as my inspiration the diamond of another’s 
writing, translate it into my own voice, polish it with my 
experiences and picture it through my soul’s lens. After 
much suffering, I discover my antidote. Aristotle refers to 
envy as the close cousin of emulation. Emulation takes my 
envy’s malignancy and makes it benign.

Much like envy, the ephemeral titan arum only blooms 
for a day,  and has a capricious bloom cycle. Yet, its smell 
of rotting flesh portends a beauteous eight-foot blossom. 
And through my suffering,  I learn that the proper 
cultivation of envy in the writer’s garden can birth a 
wondrous flower.

The Walk
Marguerite Guzman Bouvard, Wellesley MA

marguerite@bouvard.us

“Today I’ll let you be the guide,” my husband grins 
like a cat about to corner a bird. I want to show him. I head 
for the Egyptian restaurant where the same man sits 
fingering his beads day after day, turn right at the end of 
the street where a motorcycle is covered with a bright blue 
plastic cloth.

“What if the motorcycle were gone, then what?” he 
asks. 

“Then there would be square windows on one side of 
the street and round ones on the others,” I reply. “I want 
you to understand that Cromwell Road is parallel to High 
Street Kensington.

“Where is North?”
“North is the store window with all the teddy bears,” I 

tell him. In truth, I cannot see left or right, cannot steer 
myself by maps.

“It’s simple,” he says. “All you have to do is follow a 
few rules and then you can find your way anywhere.”

We both can. I am always at home with windows, 
signs,  colors, and the chaos of life along the streets. I slip 
into them and scenes unfold like pages in the wind. He too 
is at home everywhere. But they are separate languages, so 
we argue and spar, spar and argue with the same stubborn 
spirit.  Then we embrace, walking down the street hand in 
hand, each of us focused on our own horizons.

Evening Haiku
Annabelle Bailey, Southbury CT

abelle35@gmail.com
w-ecircles 2 and 4

Shadows lap the lawn
Night makes its stealthy approach

Swaddling us till morn

mailto:ashbaugh108@gmail.com
mailto:ashbaugh108@gmail.com
mailto:marguerite@bouvard.us
mailto:marguerite@bouvard.us
mailto:abelle35@gmail.com
mailto:abelle35@gmail.com
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Mark My Words
Candi Byrne, Martinsburg WV

candiland@mac.com

Joe told me I’d never have to leave the three-bedroom 
rambler he’d rented to me after my divorce.  “Make it your 
home,” he said. “Decorate to your heart’s content.”

The prior tenant was a smoker; smoked in the 
bathroom. Disgusting. Took me two weeks and dozens of 
buckets of TSP-enhanced solution to remove the sticky 
butterscotch of nicotine coating the walls.

My daughter chose Dead Eggplant for her room. We 
rolled the deep purple latex over the garish Smurfy Blue 
the previous resident had favored. Smurfy Blue oil paint. 
The latex bubbled and pulled away in strands like 
sidewalk-heated gum on the sole of a shoe.

In the kitchen, I cursed with such vigor the ornery 
textured wall covering I installed, it’s a wonder it didn’t 
curl at the edges and slump to the floor.

Oh wait, it did. Not from the foul language as much as 
the inadequate adhesive and inept labor. With a power 
assist from Elmer’s, the embossed teacups finally managed 
to remain upright.

It was now my home. My heart was content.
And then Joe died.
“We’re selling it,” Joe’s daughters told me. “You need 

to be out in two weeks. We have to get painters in here 
before we can put this place on the market.”

Fourteen days later, exhausted and emotionally 
drained, my daughter and I took a weepy tour of our 
empty, no-longer-home. We ended in the kitchen. I pulled 
from my pocket the large black Sharpie I’d used to mark 
boxes. “Go on out to the car, Peanut. I’ll be out in a 
minute.”

When I heard the front door close, I popped the cap 
from the marker and wrote in foot-high letters across the 
expanse of the soon-to-be-stripped embossed wallcovering: 
“Candi Byrne Lived, Loved, and Laughed Here!!!!!!”

I heard the front door open. “Mom? Y’okay?” She 
poked her head around the kitchen wall and noticed the 
graffiti.  Wordlessly she motioned for the marker then 
shooed me away.

I never asked her what she wrote. We had fresh walls 
to explore.

Say What?
Annabelle Bailey, Southbury CT

abelle35@gmail.com
w-ecircles 2 and 4

As a young mother with two little children, two dogs, 
and a full-time job as a high school teacher, I always felt as 
if I were teetering on the brink of disaster or—at the very 
least—calamity. Bills to pay, papers to grade, meals to 
prepare.... I was just managing to juggle everything. 
However, I wasn’t doing anything brilliantly or even very 
well. In an effort to de-stress a little I’d power through one 
of the many women’s magazines during some stolen 
moments. One page had the recipe for a sinful chocolate 
cake that I must make for my family (They did deserve it 
because I was only a part-time mother.) The following page 
had a ten step plan for losing the baby weight I’d never 
dropped since the birth of our second child (My husband 
did deserve his sexy svelte wife back.) Multi-tasking was 
big then:  jog in place while you fill the gas tank or take a 
shower and steam your plants at the same time. So much 
for stress relief.

I never hit my stride; I always traveled with a cloud of 
inadequacy. When I took a maternity leave for a few 
months, the cocktail party question was always: What do 
you do? I wanted to shout to those condescending, I still 
have two children, a husband, and a house. When I worked 
full-time, the at-home moms gave pitying glances to my 
family and spoke about being there. I could have said I 
made all her baby food and I switched to cloth diapers with 
him. I didn’t say anything because I was walking my own 
tightrope. At work any mistake (perceived or real) was 
attributed to motherhood. When my children were sick I 
begged my husband to take off because he would be treated 
more kindly. If I did respond to a family emergency I 
always pretended that I was ill; the judges responded more 
kindly to that. Certainly my stay-at-home mom friends had 
clearly indicated that they did not want to be on my rescue 
team no matter how well I compensated them.

I hope that there have been significant changes both in 
women’s magazines and in our collective thinking. I would 
suggest mindfulness over multi-tasking and compassion—
not judgment.

Harvest
Mary Devries, Hutchinson KS

flossiehanna@gmail.com, w-ecircles 1 and 6

Once I read the title, The Winter of Our Discontent, 
and I feared my coming winter. I was younger then and old 
age seemed a cruel trick to play on a young spirit.

Now my summer is gone, my autumn years are fully 
with me, my winter is fast approaching, and that fear is 
gone. Each stage of life has blessings and failings. My 
autumn has been full of blessings. There is time to write, to 
reflect,  to travel, to read and, yes,  to work as I still do. The 

anxieties and chores of the busy summer are gone. No 
longer do I spend time wondering if I will measure up to 
someone’s false standards; nor do I spend anxious 
moments fretting about the future.

Autumn is truly a time of harvest from the previous 
seasons of life and, like a good farmer, I have winnowed 
out the chaff of disturbing things and filled my life with the 
useful grain.

mailto:candiland@mac.com
mailto:candiland@mac.com
mailto:abelle35@gmail.com
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mailto:flossiehanna@gmail.com
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Another Toy Story
Sara Etgen-Baker, Anna TX

sab_1529@yahoo.com, saraetgenbaker.blogspot.com

“I can’t find Tiny.” I tugged on mother’s arm. “She’s 
lost.”

“Did you look in your closet?” Mother peeked around 
the corner of her newspaper. “Look under your bed.”

“I did, Mama. She’s nowhere to be found!”
“When did you last see her?” 
“At school; I took her to school with me and....” My 

heart sank to my toes. “I must’ve left her there.  We’ve got 
to get her. Pleeeease!”

“Sweetie, school’s closed till Monday; there’s no way 
we can get her.”

“But it’s dark there; she’ll be lonely; she’s probably 
scared and won’t be able to sleep without me.” 

“She’ll be fine, Sweetie. Scurry off to bed now.”
But in the middle of the night when I discovered that 

my Tiny Tears doll wasn’t with me, I stumbled through the 
dark to my parents’ bedroom and pulled on my father’s 
pajama sleeve.

“What’s wrong, Sweetie?”
“I miss Tiny.”
“Where is she?” 
“She’s at school; she misses me; and she’s scared.”
“Okay. We’ll check on her.” He picked me up,  carried 

me outside, and placed me in the front seat of his truck; 
drove by my school; and peered into its windows. “I see 
her.” He patted me on the shoulder. “She’s okay; she’s 
sleeping.”

“I can’t see her daddy. Are you sure?”
“Yes, but let’s double check.” He backed the bed of his 

truck up next to the building,  stood me up in the bed of the 
truck,  grabbed a flashlight, and cast a stream of light into 
the window. “You see her now?”

“Yes, Daddy! I see her. She’s okay!”
“She’ll miss you; but see the other toys? Tiny won’t be 

lonely.” 
It’s a sweet childhood moment that strengthened me. 

When I woke him in the middle of the night,  my father 
could’ve dismissed my childhood emotions and sent me 
back to bed. Instead, he acknowledged my emotions, 
selflessly addressed my fears, and shed light on them. That 
moment was powerful, for my father validated the 
worthiness of my emotions and in so doing he taught me to 
trust my emotions, embrace them, and cope with them.

The Long Haul and Gratitude
Merimee Moffitt, Albuquerque NM

merimeemoffitt1@mac.com

People marvel at my daughters: how internationally 
involved they are, how dedicated to doing good in the 
world, along with doing well. Both are multiply degreed in 
altruistic endeavors, one is musical, the other athletic. They 
are funny and kind, not to mention beautiful. What did I do 
to get them to do their homework (people used to ask) and 
apply themselves to difficult tasks, including jobs and 
volunteer work? Well, I raised their brother!

My son had been using drugs since age 13. He came 
home from sixth grade one sunny day with two hits of 
LSD. I was in the front yard, and he stopped at the foot of 
the steps, turning with his palm up holding two capsules, 
asking me if I thought he should take it. “LSD,” he 
explained. “I bought it at school.” I had one of his sisters 
on my hip, the other was getting pushed on the swing. We 
all went into the house where I bought the acid and 
watched him flush it down the toilet.  I’d careened through 
the Sixties and did not want my youngster taking anything 
like that crazy-making drug.

A year later, the cops brought him to our door. He’d 
lost a shoe and it had taken him awhile to remember his 
own name and address. The older punks at a party had 
given him and his friends too much of something; neither 
he nor the officers could say what. I decided it was a mild 
acid trip, and he would sleep off.  It was,  fortunately, mild 
Belladonna. 

My in-laws were visiting, and my son came out for 
breakfast in a Pink Panther shirt he’d never have worn in 
his right mind, his eyes glassy as Lake Louise and as deep. 
I figured that morning we were in for the long haul. 
Grandma and Grandpa kindly didn’t notice.

During his decades of sobriety, rehabs, and slips, my 
daughters shore me up. They know it’s not my fault, just as 
their stories aren’t my stories, but theirs. We are strong 
when life’s tsunamis strike: each one a life raft, each an 
out-stretched hand.

Perspective
Jo Virgil, Austin TX
jovirgil@gmail.com

Word Weavers Writing Circle, Austin TX
 

I have reached an age, a place, a situation where I am 
able to choose a perspective. It doesn’t always come easily, 
but when I take a breath and step back and try to tap into 
some of the bits of wisdom I’ve picked up, it’s like seeing 
life as a big oak tree—roots that slowly, slowly figure out 
where to go for water; branches that slowly, slowly figure 
out where to reach sunlight—even when that means 
dropping a branch, or even having someone cut it off 
against my will; and all the time allowing my trunk to 
grow, to strengthen, to become more and more supportive. 
And like a big oak tree, I remember to sway in the wind, to 
drop leaves when it’s time, to bask in sunlight and drink up 
rain.
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I carry a cross
Else M Tennessen, Homer Glen IL

else10@gmail.com
w-e circle 9

I carry a cross—
On heavy days the boulder
rolls downhill, crushes
my spirit that descends into
darkness, air so
heavy that I cannot
breathe
    But You are there
So I carry a cross—
reach for a destination
where level plains
make light the burden
sprouting
into a tree of
life with birds
singing

the resurrection of the crone
Bonnie Winfield, Easton PA
bonniewinfield@mac.com

i wanted to be “the crone”
wrapped in flowing, colorful, garments

the wise woman embraced by the world with love and creativity

i wanted to be “the crone” recognized for her life
her experience
her wisdom
her knowledge
her abilities to heal

that is why i came here, to these mountains

i saw the goddess on my first visit
in the springtime of tulips and dogwood and new life

oh but how quickly that sighting was lost
lost into the depths of grief disconnection and fear

healing did not follow instead there lingers the dark side
separation, anger, jealousy and revenge

my identity was lost in all of the sadness
rejected by disappointment and fear

can i find her here in this place of patriarchy and a masculine god
where the goddess and the strong feminine are hung on the cross to die

oh but look out on the hillside illuminated by the full moon
there are signs of her in the dogwood, the redbuds, and new life

is that my charge to find her here
to find “her”—the goddess, the crone—in me
to take her/me down from the cross wrap her in garments
flowing with color and magic
place her/me in the cave of my soul
in preparation for the resurrection into new life

Admiration
Mary Ann Parker, Sugar Land TX

greatwood1@aol.com
r-ecircle 1 and w-ecircle 14

My six-month-old granddaughter admires color and 
patterns. She fingers spots and dots on toys, reaches for the 
bright paisley of my shirt,  and the textured wood panel of 
her changing table.  She is fascinated with a butterfly quilt 
that belonged to one of the great grandmothers she is 
named for, Opal Terrell Teal. Opal was my mother. The 
butterfly quilt was made as a gift for her 17th birthday in 
1931.

The butterfly was a common pattern choice in those 
depression years that so needed the butterfly’s symbolism 
of hope. The women who chose the bright colors and 

patterns and stitched every tiny, even stitch were Opal’s 
mother and grandmother Nora,  Opal’s great-great 
grandmother Clyde, and great-great-great grandmother 
Earnestine. One morning I watched Nora admire their 
handwork while I thought of their stories and hers. They 
could not have known that almost a century later, a 
beautiful baby girl would so love what they made. My 
mother did not know when she passed the quilt on to me 
how I would keep it and love it and give it again. But I 
know she joins Clyde and Earnestine in blessing Nora and 
returning the admiration. Hope is a wonderful gift to pass on.

True Survivors
Doris Shaw, Colorado Springs CO

dj_shorty40@hotmail.com

True survivors are built one event at a time
like laying bricks for a wall. Each incident
makes you stronger and gives you the skills
to survive. Catastrophes produce heroes
who survive through monumental hardships
but the true survivor makes it through one
small crisis after another, building an inner
strength that can face any calamity with
the knowledge
“I am a survivor.
I will get through.”
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Over Salty
Lois Ann Bull, Easton CT

lois@loisannbull.com
w-ecircle 1

Orange and yellow flames roared from my stove. In a 
split second, they shot four feet in the air. I jumped back 
and stared aghast, terrified. Visions of a blacked kitchen 
shot into my mind. We lived miles from town on winding 
dirt roads. Was there a fire department? I had no idea.

En route north to our vacation house the kids and I 
made a quick stop for ground venison at a butcher’s in 
Woodstock. Venison is very lean, so the butcher must have 
added fat. As I grilled the burgers on my countertop stove 
the fat melted and drained down beneath the slats. Suddenly 
it caught fire.

In helpless panic, I screamed, “Christopher! Fire!”
My teenage son, talking on the phone in another room, 

must have heard the fear in my voice.  He shot into the 
kitchen.

“It’s grease,” I shrieked. “What do I do?”
“Soak towels, Mom.”
The flames leaped and curled as he managed to get 

close enough to turn off the burners.  As I soaked towels, he 
rummaged through a cupboard.  Grabbing my box of 
Morton’s table salt,  he ripped it open and with majestic 
confidence dumped the entire contents on the fire. The 
crystals hit the blaze, and poof,  like magic, the dancing 
flames disappeared. I stood there, mouth open, wet 
dishtowels dripping. How did he know to use salt? How did 
he stay so calm while I fell apart?

My preteen daughter,  hearing my cries, had also 
arrived at what seemed like a conflagration. She scurried to 
the couch and grabbed toss pillows for flame smothering. 
But, the salt had done it.

During dinner, we laughed about the incident while we 
munched salty Bambi burgers and gulped extra water. I 
thanked them for their quick thinking and asked how they 
knew about grease fires.

”Science class in school, Mom,” said the two, almost in 
unison.

But, of course.  How is it that you think you’re smarter 
than your kids and then, under pressure,  they prove to be far 
more with it than you ever imagined?

A Place for Me
Doris Shaw, Colorado Springs CO

dj_shorty40@hotmail.com

We walked into a restaurant in the community where 
my husband was born.

I noticed he fit right in with the farmers gathered 
around the tables drinking coffee and chatting. With their 
work boots and cowboy hats to shade them from the 
glaring Kansas sun, you could tell they spent a lot of time 
outdoors. A few had caps on but all shared a common 

lifestyle. My husband even drove a pickup. This place 
represented the life he led.

What about me? I didn’t dress like the few women in the 
place. I don’t own a pair of blue jeans. Where do I belong?

Sometimes you have to go where you fit.
Bud doesn’t like the cold. That’s why we are here.

The Unexpected Hero
Barbara Youngblood Carr, Austin TX

bcarr2@austin.rr.com

My cousin Gordon and I were being gifted with one of 
those wonderful spring days when you’re young and 
getting out of school early because of flooding is the most 
exciting thing that ever happens to you. Gordon said, 
“Hey! Cous’! Come on over. We can check the risin’ water 
on ol’ Spring Creek Bayou.”

I hollered back, “Sure, I’ll ask Mom. If it’s okay I’ll be 
over in a little while.”

We didn’t have telephones in our houses on the 
outskirts of Tomball, Texas so running over to each other’s 
houses was the best way to communicate. After I received 
permission from my mother, I skipped to Gordon’s place. 
We soon caught sight of the muddy water full of fallen 
trees and other debris rising rapidly and saw that the water 
had slightly covered the bridge over the road. Suddenly, a 
young woman rushed past the sheriff and got one-third of 
the way across the closed bridge. Rising flood waters were 
swishing around her thighs. When she got half-way across 
the bridge she could not move any more.  She was crying 
and shouting, “I have to get home to my babies!”

A tall, lanky undernourished-looking man stepped 
forward, kicked off his shoes and began wading onto the 
bridge.  It was my Uncle Ott, Gordon’s father.  As he began 
wading onto the bridge, he held onto the side railing of the 
bridge.  When he reached her, she threw her arms around 
his neck as he guided her to the opposite side of the bridge. 
When my uncle returned from the other side of the flooded 
bridge,  we clapped and cheered but he mumbled, “Twarn’t 
nothin’.”

As young as I was, I realized it took a very brave man 
to do what he had one. Perhaps the Spring Creek Bayou 
was not as big as it remains in my memory, but it was 
scary enough to deter any other man there from helping the 
woman on that special spring day when my uncle gifted us 
with his selfless courage to become an unexpected hero.
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Not a Good Day to Die
Judy Watters, Spring Branch TX

sheermemoirs@gmail.com, judywatters.com
Spring Branch TX Owl Writing Circle

I love Thursdays with my sister, Virginia, and my 93-
year old mom. We spend two hours over coffee and toast. 
Then I help Mom shower and set her hair in pink curlers. 
By then, it’s time for lunch.

Not too long ago, our chatting over breakfast took a 
strange twist. It went like this:

Mom: I felt so good when I woke this morning. Not 
one pain. You know, I read somewhere that people feel 
good three days before they die.

Me: Really? Let’s see. Today is Thursday; three days 
from now is Sunday. That’s not a good day,  Mom. You 
wouldn’t want to disrupt church services.

Mom: I thought it was Saturday.
Virginia: Wait. (She gets her calendar off the pantry 

door. With Virginia, if it’s not on the calendar, then it 
wasn’t planned in advance, and a huge disruption to her 
schedule.) Mom, Sunday is a busy day with choir practice 
and the kids going to youth group. That’s not going to work.

Me: Then there’s the memorial service to plan. If you 
die on Sunday, memorial would be Wednesday, and 
Thursday is my day with you, not Wednesday.

Mom: I don’t want any memorial where people gawk 
at me and say how good I look. I’ll be dead; how good can 
that be?

Me: No memorial? Memorials are for your friends.
Mom: My good friends will understand.
Me: You’ll need to be transported to Pennsylvania for 

burial. Plane tickets are expensive if you don’t schedule 
two weeks in advance. We can’t pay full price right now.

Mom: Well, no one needs to make that trip.  Just have 
the funeral home pick me up at the airport.

Virginia: We really want to go with you; you’ll just 
have to wait. Let’s see what July or August looks like.  (She 
turns the pages of the calendar.)

Me: Mom, now that I’m retired, we’re down to one 
income. I don’t think we can swing it at all this year. You’ll 
just have to put off dying for a while.

Mom (with her usual sweet smile): Oh, okay.
End of subject.

Standing in the 
dark of the moon

Mary Devries, Hutchinson KS
flossiehanna@gmail.com

w-ecircles 1 and 6

the apple crisp air snaps my skin
and the silent fall of dying leaves
reminds me that autumn is here.
My autumn too has come.
In the third quarter of a well-lived life
I bear the withered cheeks of an applehead.
At times my hands tremble like the leaves,
but my spirit like the air is crisp and snappy.
That is all the difference.

A Goodbye
Merimee Moffitt, Albuquerque NM

merimeemoffitt1@mac.com

In those days arranged like
petals tossed, before Marilyn and Jimi
and Janice died, before Diane and Barbara
were gone. Those days.
the innocent ones, myself, not knowing
the yes of it
improvised time following weather
following a pulse, improvised
funnily enough on a mountain
alone with my son, we lived in weather
our wood pile alive with an axe and stump
our wood stove airtight held embers all night
star shows in solitude, in snowfall
we survived without explication
without poems, without man musk
or motes of marriage but waiting
wrong ones falling and failing the ascent
until he became your father
until his strength added to mine
until, in those days, leaving the brightest light
leaving the magpies’ mad dancing their
noise and our footprints literal in adobe
no path back, none visible in front, in those
days, the blind with love led the blind with love
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Grandbaby
Marjie Giffin, Indianapolis IN

mggiffin@gmail.com

I greet you with bliss and also
misgivings: you who are of me
and of my child and who bear
resemblance even to those
who came before me.

All I want to do is hold you
and enfold you and
brand you with my kisses.

I could count your toes
to eternity—press noses
till they thought us Eskimos.

But you are not mine alone,
and I have to pass you around
like a gift to be admired.

You are to be a shared gift.
We are all to be the richer.
We are all… I have to realize…
you are not only mine.

Lost and Loved
Kassie Ritman, Indianapolis IN

kassieritman@gmail.com, http://
youwhoineverknew.wordpress.com

w-ecircle 1

I cherish the yellowing photograph of my great 
grandmother.  The gentle beauty of her face is something I 
can only touch through veils of time. I wish I knew her 
beyond the photo fixed on her crumbling naturalization 
papers. I’d like to tell her how I feel; to offer thanks in 
appreciation for my own existence.

Much of my time is spent writing stories about long-
gone family members. Knowing they are each a part of the 
fiber from which I am woven, I try to find something to 
love about each of them. Even so, I find that more than all 
of the others,  this gentle soul I call Grandma Mary is 
especially dear to me. Even though she was gone years 
before I was born, I feel she watches over me.

Holding the fragile photograph in my hand, I am 
comforted by her gaze. Clearly this picture shows the heart 
of a humble woman singing with pride. I have in fact 
known her face forever.  I was accustomed to seeing it long 
before I knew this photograph existed. Hers are the same 
features I knew in the faces of her son, my own doting 
grandfather and his siblings. As my great grandmother 
looks up from the old paper, across 100 years, to meet my 
own gaze, I wonder if she sees me looking back at her in 
admiration? Our connection feels deep and enigmatic. 
Without words I know her strength, her determination, and 
her work ethic. I sense the joy she felt bearing her children 
on U. S. soil, sealing their fate and the fortune of 
generations to follow as citizens of this country.

I feel her love for me too, though I cannot say for sure 
that it is real,  or whether it’s just an emotional conjuring of 
my own making.  The way that I can’t look away from the 
old photo without smiling or lingering, I know is genuine. 
She seems to love me, yes, but also to beg me to write the 
stories that will keep her from fading away.

Rain
Mary Ann Parker, Sugar Land TX

greatwood1@aol.com
r-ecircle 1 and w-ecircle 14

fragrance of rain comes before pelting of drops

crepe myrtle branches whip

scattering white blooms like snowflakes

pattering percussion crescendos

drumroll of thunder

sheets of water bend tree limbs

showers slow to a whisper

slowly, quiet returns

puddles glisten

cooling air offers respite

wilted fern and rose revive

Catchment
Mary Ann Parker, Sugar Land TX

greatwood1@aol.com
r-ecircle 1 and w-ecircle 14

green lances welcome filtered light

bracts cup tiny blooms

while holding rain drops

like the ginger

if I am dried up

I cease to flower

so I pray, palms up

mailto:mggiffin@gmail.com
mailto:mggiffin@gmail.com
mailto:kassieritman@gmail.com
mailto:kassieritman@gmail.com
http://youwhoineverknew.wordpress.com/
http://youwhoineverknew.wordpress.com/
http://youwhoineverknew.wordpress.com/
http://youwhoineverknew.wordpress.com/


Vol. 18, No. 4, December,  2014                                                                                                                                                                     19

Stone Gatherer
Shawn Marie LaTorre, Austin TX

shawn.latorre@gmail.com • Howson Library Writing 
Circle, Austin TX

Years ago, my mother gave me a walnut wood carving 
she’d made of an old woman. The figure is kneeling, 
stooped forward, with small hands holding something. 
“Stone Gatherer” is what she called it. The carving is 
heavy, rough hewn; every chisel and mallet mark is evident.

When my husband and I moved into our ranch style 
home in Austin, Texas,  large boulders marked spaces on 
our lawn affecting the growth of grass. My futile mission 
became prying rocks out in hopes of establishing a more 
perfect lawn. But alas, each year brought new perpetrators.

Recently, in Chicago at the Museum of Science and 
Industry, a display showing vertical columns of sand with 
rocks at the bottom was gently shaken until the larger rocks 
found their way easily to the top of the cylinder. I realized 
then, this was the physics I was working against!

The vision of her small, silver car comes to me now; 
rocks and stones in front, back, on seats and floorboards, in 
the trunk. I know where her stones go, for I have seen them 

carefully arranged near the front door to her trailer, 
extending out to shape a driveway. Some are white and 
round; others display flecks of light green, grey or pink.

We spoke briefly on her driveway the other day. They 
were moving, she said.  Code enforcement would no longer 
allow the trailer on their friend’s property. They’d found a 
place outside of town. Could I take the turtle, please, and 
put it in our pond? The cat had run off. What about the 
rabbit? I decided not to ask. Suddenly she turned, barefoot, 
and bounded to an area where she began picking up stones. 
I spied her Easter basket packed with stones near the trailer 
skirt, along with a driftwood heart.

I turn this carving around now to examine the toes 
sticking out of the woman’s dress. I had imagined typical 
toes, not red blotchy ones caused by collapsed veins. In 
front, I imagined hands that were steady, intent upon 
accomplishing a mission. I never imagined this a woman 
questioning her purpose in life.

Beginnings
Susan Crandall, Albuquerque NM

susyc@email.com

it was a first step
and not long ago

I saw prayer beads
an anonymous rosary, broken

blue, yellow, red glass
pressed in melting summer’s

asphalt fissured by roots
flowers, a crucifix growing cracks

black lightning bolts, like in my bath
still usable but broken

fractal webs in white enamel, there since the birth
of the son, carrying my defect, I ask who hasn’t

been cracked somehow, the sky
set patterns

that bring us finally to ourselves, you can see them
star shapes cut with a blade

slashing the unthinkable
that must be thought, the beads that lie

across my heart
in the watery shadows beneath my hands.

Millie Tales #1
Shawn Marie LaTorre, Austin TX

shawn.latorre@gmail.com
Howson Library Writing Circle, Austin TX

Miss Millie Heneveldt. From the sound of her name, you might 
think she is of a royal European ruling class. Or perhaps an heiress 
of great fortune from some Canadian province. What would you 
think if you knew that Millie is actually short for Mildred Malone? 
Hmmm, now that changes your perception somewhat, doesn’t it? 
Funny how names can have that effect. And rightly so in this case.

Mildred Malone was an orphan, cast off along the side of a 
highway with her brothers and sisters in a rural area of northern 
Michigan. Adopted by a noble family of four, which later became 
six, Millie soon found herself in the employ of a rather large 
estate: Heneveldt Manor.  Within just two years of work, however, 
she found herself evicted from her lavish garage quarters due to 
frequent bouts of gastroenteritis that visited themselves upon her 
on a semi-regular basis. Lady Emmie and Lord Adonis, the 
children of the owners of the estate, reported yellow clouds of foul 
smelling gas following Miss Mildred around; these were noted 
especially in the out of doors where winds might easily wisp the 
stench away. That report alone was not enough for Master Dewey 
and Mistress Laura to cast the poor creature out, but what 
transpired on a breezy October morning just about did the trick.

It was early one Tuesday morning. Mildred Malone was 
spotted on the long drive chewing on what appeared to be a skunk 
jaw bone—complete with teeth still intact. A visitor of the estate 
spotted her and thinking her mad, chased her down the drive and 
into some nearby woods.  There, it was reported, Mildred stopped 
within eyeshot, smiled defiantly, and chewed raucously until she 
had gulped it down in its entirety, molars and all.

The gardener, upon hearing about it,  just shrugged it off, 
saying he’d seen worse.

Perhaps it was the pain of eliminating the molars or maybe a 
bout of bad humor, but Miss Millie decided it was time to head 
south toward Texas where she’d heard an old aunt lived.
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Ongoing Dynamics of 
Friendship

Patricia Hollinger, Westminster MD
woodscrone@gmail.com

Lois was my best friend throughout twelve years of school,
Whatever we did, we thought it was cool.

Her birth was two weeks before mine;
I stole her nurse...or so goes the story line.

Mothers gave birth in the home at that time;
For going to a hospital....well, that seemed like a 
crime.

At church you could find us each Sunday;
At the same school and grade come Monday.

“Can Lois come home with me after church,” I 
would ask.
“Ask you father,” my mother replied...

“Can Lois come home with me Dad?...
Please don’t make this request such a task!”

We always succeeded in getting together,
Never mind whatever the weather.

Played the piano, sang songs, an occasional board game;
Ah yes! playing jacks was our claim to fame.

I would question the sermon topics quite often;
While Lois made a bee line to the nursery holding babies 

to soften.

As fate would have it we met up again,
Yes, it was in a church... now don’t y’all grin.

I now an ordained minister singing and praying,
Lois in the nursery singing and playing.

When I was researching and 
planning my 2006 journey 
through New Hampshire, I knew 
I wanted to visit the Old Man of 
the Mountain. This granite profile, also known as the Great 
Stone Face that sat high atop Cannon Mountain, was the 
state’s most recognizable natural wonder.

 New Hampshire native Daniel Webster once wrote: 
“Men hang out their signs indicative of their respective 
trades; shoe makers hang out a gigantic shoe; jewelers a 
monster watch, and the dentist hangs out a gold tooth; but 
up in the Mountains of New Hampshire, God Almighty has 
hung out a sign to show that there He makes men.”

But when I showed up at the Cannon Mountain 
viewing site, I discovered I was too late to meet “The Old 

Man.” Unbeknownst to me, he 
had died in 2003 in a rock fall, 
three years after his image had 
been chosen as the one to grace 

New Hampshire’s state quarter.
Not being able to meet the Old Man emphasized to me 

the disastrous results of procrastination in our lives. 
Tomorrow simply may be too late.  Nothing for me to do 
now but to content myself with staring at the mountainside 
where the Old Man once reigned, and continue my journey 
to Franconia Notch State Park,  which my travel guide had 
described as a spectacular mountain pass carved between 
the Kinsman and Franconia mountain ranges.

It was indeed.

The Stone Man
Pat Bean, Tucson AZ

patbean@msn.com, http://patbean.wordpress.com
w-ecircle 6

Instructions
B. Lynn Goodwin, Danville CA

Lgood67334@comcast.net, www.writeradvice.com

On a rainy day in 1959, when I was in the fifth grade, I 
walked back into Room 12 after lunch.

Everyone was seated.  I sat down too. Then I remembered that I 
had promised to give Tori Haggerty my copy of Stranger than Science.

I passed Mrs. Eglington’s desk on the way to Tori’s seat. Since 
she hadn’t come back from lunch, I glanced at her desk and saw a 
list of six people including chief troublemakers Todd Dexter, Diana 
Paige, and Steven Wright. At the top of the list were the words, “Got up?”

When Mrs. Eglington came back from lunch, she walked down 
the aisle to the front of the room, her shoes click-clacking on the 
linoleum. She folded her arms over her ample chest and asked, “Who 
got out of their seat?”

No one raised a hand. No one said a word.
“Todd?”
“No.”
“Diana?”
“Not me.”
“Steven?”
“Nope.”
“I’m impressed,” Mrs.  Eglington said. “I’m glad my warning 

that you would get detention worked.”
Mrs. Eglington didn’t think to say, “Lynn, did you get out of 

your seat?” because I was a good girl.  I was quiet,  cooperative, 
and followed instructions.

I wasn’t about to volunteer the truth.  Besides, I hadn’t heard her 
say, “Don’t get up until I return,” so I told myself that it didn’t count.

Later, Todd Dexter passed my desk on his way to the paper 
drawer. He slowed down, leaned over, and whispered, “You lied.”

My heart thumped. I stared at the graffiti carved on my 
wooden desktop.

“See you at recess,” he whispered.

mailto:patbean@msn.com
mailto:patbean@msn.com
http://patbean.wordpress.com/
http://patbean.wordpress.com/
mailto:Lgood67334@comcast.net
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http://www.writeradvice.com/
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Grace on the Wing
Karen Dabson Mocker, Columbia MO

karen@mockerdabson.com

With heedless grace, her wings spread wide,
She’s caught the thermal for a ride—
Soaring, soaring ever higher
O’er the placid countryside.

From here, the details of her head
Picked out in shades of bloody red
Cannot be seen to frighten, though
She makes her living from the dead.

What grace uplifts this dark bird’s flight
And glides with her till edge of night,
Despite her gruesome daily task?
This certain, solemn, hard-earned rite

Helps find her balance in the air
Where neither pain nor hard-worn care
Can rough the pathway of her glide
Nor mar the joy of being there.

Tears and Laughter
Abby November, Austin TX

abnova@earthlink.net • Judith Helburn Writing Circle,  Austin TX

Lifeless balloons remained from my tenth birthday 
party. I asked my Zayde (Grandpa), “Why do parties end?”

He told me, “Life would be boring; we need sad time 
to enjoy the fun.”

I realized that he was referring to Ecclesiastes: “...to 
everything there is a season, and a time for every purpose 
under heaven; a time to laugh and a time to weep….”

“Life is what it is,” he said.  “Be present for your life: 
Not ‘when I retire’ or ‘when I save X dollars then I’ll be 
happy!’ This is not a dress rehearsal. One must savor the 
moment, yes, even the sorrow, as well as the laughter.”

The tears I shed as I held my first grandchild, nuzzling 
her down like hair and gazing into her hazy blue eyes,  were 
tears of joy. She made my heart smile. Although I enjoyed 
my new title as Bubbe (Grandmother), the shortness of 

breath and extreme fatigue made my babysitting duties 
limited. I blamed my laziness and weight.

Then I was diagnosed with Pulmonary Hypertension, a 
condition without a cure and a continuum of treatments 
from simple to double lung transplant. One physician 
offered palliative therapy to deal with the stress: TM or 
Transcendental Meditation. I stopped sweating the small 
stuff. TM doesn’t change my condition but does offer 
control over my attitude. I can appreciate the laughter as a 
flip side of sorrow. Twenty minutes twice daily, I think my 
mantra and clear away my thoughts, those chattering 
monkeys scrambling on the tangled branches of my brain. 
As I breathe in and out thinking Mantra the monkeys 
scatter.  And every day I reflect upon the wisdom of 
Ecclesiastes, embrace the tears of joy or sadness and, as 
Zayde would say, reflect, “It is what it is.”

Change
Mary Ann Parker, Sugar Land TX

greatwood1@aol.com
r-ecircle 1 and w-ecircle 14

blue skies with cotton clouds vanish
no sunset saffron and scarlet
nor heart gladdening sunrise of burnished hues
tarnished silver sky
gathering darkness
streaked with portent
harbinger of mystery
change

The Grace of Chronic Illness
Dorothy Ross, Davis CA
brickroad@sbcglobal.net

Six months after being diagnosed with Parkinson's Disease I 
was still wallowing in the sludge of my fears and resentments. 
Books came to my rescue.

I consulted authors as diverse as the Dalai Lama and Annie 
Lamott. And then there was Philip Simmons,  who was only thirty-
five years old when he learned that he had ALS, or Lou Gehrig’s 
Disease. The young husband and father chronicled his last days in a 
beautiful little book, Learning to Fall: The Blessings of an 
Imperfect Life. Simmons maintained that every day was precious for 
him because he knew the end was near and, for us, because we 
cannot know how long we have to live.

I have also been deeply affected by the writings of Nancy 
Mairs, an Arizona essayist who has struggled with Multiple 
Sclerosis for decades. She can be very funny, but she’s not shy 
about expressing her anger. She doesn’t like living in a wheelchair. 
Who would? Her occasional grumpiness gives me permission to 
complain if I feel like it.  When she writes about her spiritual 
evolution in the midst of physical decline, she gives me hope.

Months of reading, writing, thinking, and praying have brought 
me to some conclusions, not exactly the faith of my childhood, but 
consoling, nonetheless. I can’t believe I’m facing a void when I die. 
I’m convinced there is another dimension. What is that dimension? I 
don’t know. I’m not even sure it will be the same for each soul.

I’m grateful for the grace of Parkinson’s Disease, the uninvited 
guest that has forced me to wrestle with my fears of the unknown. 
Years ago at our parish grade school, the nuns taught us to pray for 
the grace of a happy death. Today I pray rather for a grace-full exit.

mailto:abnova@earthlink.net
mailto:abnova@earthlink.net
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For Members Only
If you’re a member of 
SCN, you already know 
about all the valuable 
resources available to 
m e m b e r s a t t h e 
“Members Only” site.  But 
if you are not a member, 

then you are missing out on hundreds of tools that will 
help you improve your writing. Below is a list of benefits 
of membership:

National members:
Receive 4 issues of our quarterly 28-page SCN 
Journal, either print or as a pdf download
Receive True Words, SCN's annual anthology
Receive discounts on SCN workshops, retreats, 
conferences,  online classes, mentorship program, 
editorial services (discounts vary but are generally 
$25-$50 for conferences, 10-15% for classes and other 
services)
Participate in SCN's LifeWriters Y-Group
Publish stories in the SCN Journal and True Words 
anthology
Receive access to the Members-Only section of the 
website with market lists, publishing information, 
other information and writing aids
Participate in SCN's annual writing contest
List events and workshops as Affiliated Programs
List their books on the SCN Authors page
Publicize their news on the Members in Print & in the 
News page
Participate in the Speakers Bureau

May, for an additional fee ($15/year), have their 
personal business info listed on our Members' Services 
page.

Internet Chapter members:
Receive a User Name and Password, with instructions 
on how to access the password-protected internet 
chapter web site
Receive the monthly chapter e-letter
Receive weekly writing prompts/women's quotes
Participate in reading and/or writing e-circles

Organizational Membership:
SCN offers an Organizational Membership to any non-
profit or corporation sharing the mission, goals and values 
of SCN. Organizational members receive:

One membership discount per national Story Circle 
event or class, including online classes
One subscription to the quarterly Story Circle Journal, 
and our monthly national e-Letter
Inclusion in the Story Circle Journal's list of affiliated 
organizations.
Listing on the Story Circle Network's website with a 
link to the organization's website
Publication of the organization's event notices in SCN 
eLetters. (Events should be in keeping with our 
mission, of interest to our members, and not in conflict 
with our own events.)
Signage featuring the organization's name at each 
major national Story Circle function, plus space for 
the display of the organization's brochures and other 
items

Internet Chapter to Host Online 
Reunion! 

The Story Circle Internet Chapter turns 15 in 2015. 
We'd like to help everyone celebrate this milestone in a 
way that is meaningful. To that end, we are looking for 
input from current and past Internet Chapter members. We 
would like to highlight several bits of IC Trivia, the early 
days, and those members who have been an integral part in 
making it what it is today.

If you are a former Internet Chapter member, would up 
please do us the kindness of sending a quick note to 
indicate that? Please place "IC turns 15" in the subject line 
and send it to Internet Chapter president Lee Ambrose at 
leesmuse2@gmail.com. Once she receives your responses, 
she will reach out with a few questions.

Plans are in the works to include tidbits about the 
history of the Internet Chapter in each IC Newsletter and 
Journal during 2015. In order to have our first spotlights 
ready to roll out with the January issue of the Journal, we 
really need to hear from you soon!

Thank you so much for RSVP-ing to the "Online 
Reunion" by reaching out to Lee and being willing to 
share!

If you are not yet a member of the Internet Chapter, 
t h i s i s a g rea t t ime to jo in ! Go to : h t tp : / /
www.storycircle.org/frmjoinscn.php

mailto:leesmuse2@gmail.com
mailto:leesmuse2@gmail.com
http://www.storycircle.org/frmjoinscn.php
http://www.storycircle.org/frmjoinscn.php
http://www.storycircle.org/frmjoinscn.php
http://www.storycircle.org/frmjoinscn.php
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In her recently released book The Art of Slow Writing, 
Louise DeSalvo shares her thoughts on writing slowly. She 
also encourages writers to get to know themselves and 
their stories more fully over longer periods of time. De 
Salvo points to ways in which writers can explore their 
creative processes on a deeper level than they have 
perhaps ever dared to explore before. And while I found 
many of her suggestions and examples interesting and 
quite doable,  one in particular has haunted me ever since I 
finished the book.

The chapter titled “What’s in Your Drawer?” struck 
home for me. I would venture a guess that its message 
rings true for many of our Story Circle sisters. DeSalvo 
speaks of some preliminary writings that were tucked 
away in a drawer for some time. She points to other well-
known authors who have shared  tales of similar ‘stashed 
away’ writings that eventually became published: Diana 
Anthill (Somewhere Towards the End); Jeffrey Eugenides 
(Middlesex and The Marriage Plot); and Virginia Woolf 
(The Journal of Mistress Joan Martyn).  She also shares her 
own long-ago-tucked-away writing.  And most of us have 
heard of Harry Potter author J.K.  Rowling’s initial 
writings on napkins, store receipts, and scraps of paper. 

What all of these authors have in common is that their 
initial writings were tucked away for considerable lengths 
of time but once they were re-visited, the writings were 
able to spark the creative process that led to impressive 
writings from each. The first drafts took on richer, deeper, 
more meaningful final characteristics.  I’ve long contended 
that some writing needs time to percolate – or marinate – 
or just sit and meditate for a while before the writer can 
call the work complete.

I have one such preliminary manuscript that has taken 
up residence in a drawer for as many years as I’ve been a 
member of Story Circle Network. Every once in a while I 
remind myself that I originally joined SCN Internet 
Chapter to find my own voice and to work more diligently 
on finishing that preliminary manuscript.  Over the course 
of these many years, I’ve written many a poem or prose 
piece for a monthly e-circle prompt. I’ve written the 

weekly Women’s Wise Words Writing Prompts for the past 
several years. And I’ve encouraged members of the 
Internet Chapter to join writing e-circles by pointing out 
the fact that if they wrote something each month of the 
year, they would have twelve stories they’d otherwise not 
have. (And that with each successive year, that number is 
increased.) 

Yet my initial manuscript remains in the drawer--
literally. Oh, it’s been taken out a time or two—maybe 
more—to share with others or to read and re-read. But it 
soon found itself back in the drawer. Not because I don’t 
want to finish it. Not because I’ve become bored with the 
idea of finishing it. But rather, because I haven’t had my 
mind wrapped around the underlying story well enough to 
be able to fine-tune the work. 

I find myself wondering how many of us have 
unfinished writings that we’ve tucked away in a drawer 
somewhere? Now, the ‘drawer’ might be a notebook, a 
computer file, or an actual drawer—that doesn’t matter. 
The point here is that many of us have someplace where 
we put unfinished work with a promise to come back to it 
later. But, how many of us actually return to it, much less 
complete it?

After reading DeSalvo’s book, I’m renewing my 
commitment to get my own manuscript out of the drawer 
and begin to work on it once again. I’m thinking that as 
members of this great sisterhood we call the SCN Internet 
Chapter, we should all be encouraging one another to write 
and submit to our circles for the monthly prompts, and 
helping one another to honor those unfinished works. 
Sometimes we need some accountability to someone other 
than ourselves to get the job done!  Who in your writing e-
circle could you team up with to keep you accountable to 
your unfinished works?  This organization is such a great 
place to nurture and be nurtured!  The concept of finding 
an accountability partner to get those unfinished pieces out 
of the drawers and into our creative minds again is just 
taking it to another level.

Who’s ready to turn it up a notch?  

Internet Chapter: 

Of Drawers, 
Unfinished Works 
& the Creative Process
by Lee Ambrose

In 2015, Story Circle Network’s Internet Chapter will turn 15!  Look to the SCN 
Journal, the SCN Monthly e-Newsletter and the SCN Internet Chapter Monthly e-Newsletter over the remainder of this 
year as we gear up for a grand celebration in print to honor Internet Chapter founders and its members - past and present.
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Worth Repeating

Ordinarily I write the Circles column for the Journal 
about one of SCN’s forty-plus small circles. But as I 
contemplated what to say at our conference opening remarks 
it occurred to me that SCN itself is a circle, albeit a very 
large one.  One thought led to another until I had to leap out 
of bed and write it all down if I ever wanted to drop off to 
sleep. So, here, slightly edited, are the thoughts I expressed 
about circles at our Stories from the Heart conference.

“Isn’t SCN something special? If you have attended a 
Stories from the Heart Conference, or Writing from Life,  or 
if you’re in a circle, you already know that. But if this is 
your first time, if you’ve been getting the Journal but never 
been to our events before, or if this conference is the first 
time you’ve had any connection with SCN, I predict that 
you will simply be blown away by what we are, by what 
we do. Because what we are—all of us in this room—is a 
circle. What is a circle? Well, for one thing,  it’s round. And 
round, it turns out, is very, very strong.

In Tai Chi we round our arms because that way we can 
better withstand an attack. If you lock your arm or your 
wrist when an opponent comes at you, the bone will break. 
But a round arm absorbs the shock. I tell my little piano 
students to keep their knuckles rounded when they strike 
the key, because round is strong. A rounded finger can take 
the stress of pounding away for hours a day on some of the 
smallest joints in the body.

The Romans understood the strength of the circle 
when they discovered the arch. The curve of the arch 
distributes the stress in a way that makes it better able to 
withstand the force of gravity.  So we see that roundness, 
the circle, is inherently strong.

A circle is also egalitarian.  We circle around a 
campfire,  because in this way, we are all equidistant from 
the heat.  If we “squared” around the fire, the folks in the 
corners would be cold. King Arthur’s table was round so 
that all the knights would have the same status, sharing the 
power and prestige equally.

Circles are protective. The pioneers circled the wagons 
when they were under attack, so they could keep the most 
vulnerable safe in the middle,  just as the womb encircles 
the unborn baby and keeps it safe and protected.

The circle is feminine. Women understand it on a very 
deep level. We gather, we encircle the one who is crying, 
the one who is ill,  or giving birth, or dying. We understand 
the power of the circle, of coming together, the wisdom of 
sharing, the necessity of connection, the strength in 
softness, in curves, in arches, in roundness.  That deep, 

unconscious archetype is part of our feminine heritage, our 
collective memory. It is the source of our unique strength.

Perhaps for these reasons, the very idea of the story 
circle resonates so deeply with every woman I’ve ever 
spoken to. For not only circles but stories are our domain, 
too. In the old wive’s tales, the fairy stories collected by the 
brothers Grimm and others, the favorite family stories 
about Uncle David and Aunt Sheryl stranded in the snow, 
or how Great-Great-Grandma and Grandpa met, we hold 
the precious memory of the ancestors, we hold the myths, 
both universal and particular, the truths that make us who 
we are, that give each of our families its own history, its 
own culture, and which, at the same time, unite us in a 
common bond of understanding.

Drop a stone in the water, and the rings it gives birth to 
will ripple outward far beyond your ability to see them. 
The Story Circle Network is like that,  and every member is 
like the stone that sets the water quivering. We are a circle, 
we in this room, we members of SCN, and every woman 
who has ever participated in anything we’ve ever done. We 
are a circle, where stories are the arch that spans the 
distance between us. We are a circle which gives equal 
honor to all, shares power and prestige and resources, 
allows each member to reach the warm source of heat and 
life in the center. We are round and we are strong. We are 
just what we say we are: a network,  an interconnecting web 
of relationship and memory. Every Story Circle conference 
has been a circle of women—a circle containing smaller, 
interconnecting circles. And every Writing From Life 
workshop, every Lifelines retreat, every gathering of the 
SCN in every time,  in every place. We are each like the 
stone dropped in the pond, which sets the circles spinning, 
rippling far beyond us, changing us, changing the world we 
live in. In the safety of the circle we give birth to new 
words, new worlds, we give birth to ourselves. For we are a 
circle, a Story Circle. And that is a powerful, magical thing.”

The SCN boasts Story Circles across the US, and 
around the world. If you would like to join a story circle in 
your area, check our “Story Circles Around the World” 
listing on the website. You’ll find it under the “What We 
Do” tab.  Facilitators and journalers alike can also make 
good use of SCN’s Starting Points: Weekly Writing 
Prompts for Women with Stories to Tell. This wonderful 
collection features the best prompts of SCN Founder, 
Susan Wittig Albert’s popular Women’s Wise Words 
weekly email series. You can buy the book in print or as a 
Kindle ebook. For all the details, go here: http://
www.storycircle.org/startingpoints.php.

At the end of  the year, I  find it a valuable practice to reflect on things that have worked during the past year or in years 
past.  At SCN’s Stories from the Heart V Conference in 2010, then president Lisa Shirah-Hiers gave a memorable speech 
that inspired and invigorated us all for the rest of that year. Fortunately for us, Lisa used the speech for a column in the 
March, 2010 issue of the Journal. I revisited it today...it is worth repeating. 

Enjoy, Robin Wittig

We Are a Circle! by Lisa Shirah-Hiers
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From the Blogs: 

Telling HerStories 
One Woman’s Day

Telling HerStories and One Woman’s Day are the Story Circle Network blogs; women writers sharing their passion for the 
art and craft of lifewriting. Visit the blogs at: http://storycirclenetwork.wordpress.com. 

by Linda Hoye

Story Circle’s One Woman’s Day blog is an excellent venue for members to share the stories of their life with readers from 
around the world. A quick look at the blog statistics reveal visitors from in the United States, Canada, Ireland, Australia, the 
UK, and more. Whether you’re looking to build your platform, to draw new readers to your own blog, or just to tell the story 
of a day in your life, OWD is the place for you. We especially love being able to introduce new contributors to our readers. 
Recently we were delighted to feature this post by Martha Slavin who asked: Was I Wrong to Yell?

I am the last person to yell at anyone but I found 
myself rolling down the window of my car today and 
yelling at a young mom to get off her phone and pay 
attention. She turned around and yelled back that it was 
none of my business what she was doing.

Actually it was my business.
The road I was driving on was sectioned off for oiling. 

The lanes for both directions of traffic were very narrow. 
The young mom was walking along the edge of the road 
with her two young children while she was talking on her 
phone. Her daughter kept looking back apprehensively to 
see if cars were coming their way. At the stop sign, a large 
pickup truck began to turn the corner,  almost getting stuck 
because the turn was so narrow. The mom and her kids 
decided at that point to walk in the middle of the road 
beside my car and the truck.  I just couldn’t believe what 
she was doing and rolled down my window, and yelled, 
“Get off the phone!”

The truck managed the corner and drove away. The 
young mom, still bristling from our exchange, looked at me 
and yelled back. I waved for her to go ahead and she 

stepped out in front of my car to walk across to the other 
side of the street. I had no idea what she would do next. 
She decided to walk along the side of the lane where traffic 
cones squeezed the road space, instead of crossing to the 
sidewalk on the other side. Once again, I had no idea what 
she might do so I slowed down and followed her at a safe 
distance. My husband urged me to go around her even 
though the lane was narrow. My anger was up though, and 
I decided not to take the chance, passing her only when she 
arrived at a safe island in the middle of the road.

Was I wrong to yell?  Yes and no.
No, because sometimes when we make poor decisions 

we need to be accountable to the ‘village’ around us.
And yes, I was wrong to yell. Yelling doesn’t solve the 

problem (other than to release some spot of anger inside 
me).  I could more effectively have helped the young mom 
in a moment when she was confused and frustrated. The 
angry part of me won out today, and the part of me which 
is usually filled with empathy had disappeared. It makes 
me think how quickly we can react in a way that we don’t 
expect of ourselves.

Martha Slavin  is an artist and writer. She does book arts, mixed media, watercolors, poetry, and memoir pieces. She is 
working to produce chapbooks that feature both her art and writings. She lives with her husband and two cats in California. 
She blogs at: http://marthaslavin.blogspot.ca/

What can you say about an ordinary or extraordinary day in your life in five hundred words? A lot,  if you ask the over 
seventy Story Circle Network members whose stories we’ve been privileged to share on almost two hundred posts on our 
One Woman’s Day blog. We would love to have the opportunity to share a story about a day in your life too. Learn more, and 
find a link to our One Woman’s Day blog submission page at: http://onewomansday.wordpress.com/about/.
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SCN members make the news by publishing books, articles, essays, poems, dramas, and art. They also 
make presentations, lead workshops, facilitate groups, and organize programs. Below are some of our 
members' achievements since the publication of the last issue of the Journal.

If  you're an SCN member who has made the news, please let us know by sending email to: 
news@storycircle.org. If you've published a book, we'll also add you to our SCN Authors page.

Members in Print & The News

September
Linda Joy Myers tells us that her organization, the 
National Association of Memoir Writers is offering a 
special new teleconference on Breaking Silence—
Healing Shame and Writing the Truth in Memoir.
Lynn Goodwin's article,  "My Niche, My Way," appeared 
in Writing After Retirement, edited by Carol Smallwood 
and Christine Redman-Waldeyer.
Cheryl Bazzoui (Ann McCauley)'s chapter, "A Writer's 
Marketing Recommendations," recently appeared in 
Writing After Retirement, edited by Carol Smallwood and 
Christine Redman-Waldeyer. She also had two reviews on 
WPSU's Bookmark (her regional NPR station) this 
summer.
Judy M. Miller has recently had articles and essays 
published in Manhattan Family, Bay State Parent, 
Brooklyn Family,  Connecticut Parent, Queens Family, 
Staten Island Family,  Hawaii Parent, Metro Parent, 
Family Times, Bronx/Riverdale Family, and PB Parenting.
Susan J. Tweit was on the faculty of two national writing 
conferences this fall: The 20th annual Women Writing the 
West Conference in Golden, CO, where SCN's own Susan 
Albert was one of the keynote speakers, and the 10th 
annual Tony Hillerman Writing Conference in Santa Fe, 
NM. She is also featured in the upcoming national film, 
"Hometown Habitat," about ordinary people across the 
country restoring the earth and reversing habitat loss in 
home gardens, parks, church- and schoolyards, and farms. 
Hometown Habitat is being shot by award-winning 
filmmaker Catherine Zimmerman and will be released in 
spring of 2015.
Judy Alter launched her latest book, The Perfect Coed, at 
signings in September at The Old Neighborhood Grill in 
Fort Worth.

October
Kassie Ritman's blog, Maybe someone should write that 
down...,  was picked up as a featured blog during the week 
of September 26th under the "What We're Reading Now" 
banner by Ancestry.com. The featured entry: 6 Things 
Every Writer Needs.
Jude Walsh Whelley's essay "Solviture Ambulando" was 
published in the Anthology of Tragedies and Triumphs. 
Her submission "Intersection Lesson" was awarded an 
Honorable Mention in the Women's Memoirs First 
Paragraph Competition.
Jennifer Payne's book, Look Up!: Musings on the Nature 
of Mindfulness,  was recently published. Jennifer tells us, 

"Look Up! travels season by season through journaled 
reflections about nature, life, breath, mindfulness,  balance, 
and connection. It includes 75 of my essays and poems, as 
well as 100 original color photographs of the woods and 
shoreline of Connecticut.  Woven in between are quotations 
by philosophers, poets, naturalists, and treasured writers—
all encouraging the reader to look up 'from the work, the 
distractions, the routines' and reconnect with 'this magical 
world in which we are blessed to live.'"
Lois Halley's story, "The Phantom Marshmallow," about 
one of her rescued cats, was published in November/
December 2014 Rescue Me magazine.
Peggy Christian & Candace Crosby are teaching classes 
through The Center for Creative Healing Arts.  Peggy's 
class: "Sensational Bookbinding;" Candace's class: "Body/
Mind Inquiry."
A chapter from Sherry Wachter's new memoir was 
published in the Summer 2014 Spectrum magazine. Sherry 
tells us, "What makes this even cooler is that they used a 
number of my paintings to illustrate it—and another one's 
on the cover of the magazine this time."
Georgia Hubley's story, "Road Angel," will appear in 
Chicken Soup for the Soul: Touched by an Angel (October 
7, 2014). Also, her story "High Hopes" will be published 
in the upcoming Chicken Soup for the Soul: The Power of 
Forgiveness (December 16, 2014).

November
Susan Wittig Albert reports that Brilliance Audio will 
publish the audiobook edition of her historical novel, A 
Wilder Rose. The audio release is scheduled for March 
2015.
Jude Whelley's poem, "Stacked," was awarded an 
honorable mention in the Dayton Metro Library Poetry 
Contest. This is the second year she has placed.
Cheryl Bazzoui published two author interviews in 
Common Line Journal, one in October (Carol Smallwood), 
one in November (Todd McClimans).
Marilea Rabasa (aka Maggie C. Romero)'s memoir, A 
Mother's Story: Angie Doesn't Live Here Anymore, was 
named a Finalist in the Women's Issues category of the 
2014 USA Best Book Awards.
Two of Lois Halley's short stories, a fictional work called 
"Christmas Storm" and a non-fiction called "Christmas 
Eve," were published in October 2014 in an anthology 
titled Christmas Carroll: A Holiday Anthology from the 
Carroll County Writers' Group.
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Start a Circle in Your 
Community!
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��This membership
is a gift.

My name and address:

__________________________________

_________________________________

_________________________________

_________________________________

My phone and e-mail:

_________________________________

______________________________

Annual Membership:
_____ USA: $45
_____ Canada & Mexico: $55 (International MO)
_____ International $60 (International MO)
_____ Internet Chapter: $20/yr (in addition to your national dues)
_____ Sample copy of the Story Circle Journal: $5

Name________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Address____________________________________________________________________

City________________________________________ State_______ Zip__________ - _____

Phone_________________________________

Email_________________________________ Amount enclosed  _______________

Become a supporting member and help Story Circle Network grow. Check here:
� $75 Friend � $125 Supporter � $225 Sustainer � $400+ Benefactor
� $100 Donor � $175 Contributor � $300 Patron

Make your check to
Story Circle Network

PO Box 500127
Austin TX 78750-0127

06/12

Join the Story Circle Network!

Be Our Guest!

Debra L. Winegarten is author of There's Jews in Texas?,
the recent winner of Poetica Magazine's Chapbook Contest, her
fourth book and first book of poetry. Ed Madden, in his book
review said, "How do we know who we are? When you're a
minority, everyone else likes to define you. When you're a little
Jewish girl in 1960s Dallas, they tell you you're going to hell,
your prayers are better, and you have perfect pitch—and you
wonder why they put your locker next to the locker of the only
black kid in the class. Debra Winegarten's poems are sharp,
sometimes poignant, sometimes funny, but always on the mark
when it comes to our difficult understanding (and self-
understanding) of difference."

Story Circle's own Judith Helburn has this to say about
Debra's book:

There's Jews in Texas? is a chapbook, winner of the
2011 Chapbook Contest of Poetica Magazine. Only 36
pages, this book of poetry is funny, introspective and
full of observations both of her and by her. She begins

with some second grade experiences: one of a man on
the street telling her she would be going to Hell because
she was Jewish and another of a teacher telling her she
had a direct line to God, also because she was Jewish.
Other poems tell of her missing her mother, of innocents
dying because of their religion, of daring to say prayers
in a synagogue in Cairo after being told that praying
was not allowed.

Each poem is a short life story, understandable to anyone.
Winegarten will make you smile. She will cause you to pause
and think.

Debra reports that her mother once advised her as a writer
"not to quit her day job." "But Mom," she protested, "I don't
have a day job!" "Then get one," her mother said. So she did.
Now she works for the Department of Astronomy at UT Austin,
where she is the First Undersecretary of the American
Astronomical Society. By night, she writes.

To introduce all women to the benefits of becoming a member of the Story Circle
Network, we offer FREE workshops of interest to women in our area. Bring a friend,
enjoy our programs, and find out about our upcoming workshops and projects to
help women everywhere tell their stories. Read on for the details of our next event.

Speaker: Debra Winegarten
Program: “Turning Grief into Gorgeous Poetry”
Date/Time: Thursday, September 13, 7 - 9 pm
Location: Garrison Chapel, Family Life Center, First United Methodist Church

1300 Lavaca St., Austin, TX

http://www.storycircle.org/beourguest.php

12/14

$55
$65

$70

$90 Friend
$125 Donor

$150 Supporter
$200 Contributor

$250 Sustainer
$325 Patron ☐ $125 Organizational Membership

Make your check to
Story Circle Network

PO Box 1670
Estes Park, CO 80517-1670

The Story Circle Network actively encourages women 
to establish Story Circles in their local communities. If 
you're interested in writing and sharing your story, this 
invitation is for you.

A Story Circle is a group of women who come together 
to read,  write, and celebrate the stories of their lives. A 
Circle may be made up of as few as two or three people, or 
as many as twenty.

Typically, a Circle meets once a week, or perhaps 
twice a month. It may have a set number of meetings (say, 
6, 8,  or 10) or the schedule may be open-ended. The group 
may be facilitated by the organizer (who often charges a fee 
for her work),  or members may organize the group and take 
turns leading it.

Many Story Circles have successfully been organized 
around Susan Wittig Albert's book Writing From Life: 
Telling Your Soul's Story,  which was written specifically 
for Story Circle work. Members of the group are also 
invited to become members of the Story Circle Network 
and subscribe to the Story Circle Journal. If you are a dues-
paying member of Story Circle, and are organizing a 
Circle, let us know and we will be glad to mail you free 
sample copies of the Journal.

Each meeting of your Circle will probably include a 
period of writing, a time for voluntary reading, and 
discussion. Some Circles have chosen to share a meal or 
refreshments before they settle down to writing and 
reading. One group has even organized an optional yoga 
session and a period of meditation.

Many Circles are made up of women who have never 
met one another, and have responded to a flyer in the mail, 
a posting in a local library or bookstore, or an invitation 
from the leader. Other Circles are made up of friends, 
members of a church,  participants in a social organization, 
or neighbors. Some Circles are led by therapists who 
incorporate life-writing into the process of therapy. Others 
are led by ministers and pastors who want to help others 
find meaning in their life's journey.

If you are interested in organizing and/or facilitating a 
Story Circle in your area, you may want to read "A Guide 
for Story Circle Facilitators," by Susan Wittig Albert.  This 
booklet is free for dues-paying members of the Story Circle 
Network (downloadable from the members-only part of the 
SCN website), and $3 for non-members. Just email us at 
circles@storycircle.org or snail-mail us your request: 
Facilitator's Guide, Story Circle Network, PO Box 1670, 
Estes Park CO 80517-1670.

mailto:circles@storycircle.org
mailto:circles@storycircle.org
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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, 2015 (due Jan 15)—OPEN TOPIC
• June, 2015 (due April 15)—Synchronicity

Story Circle Network, Inc.
PO Box 1670
Estes Park, CO 80517-1670

Linda M. Hasselstrom returns to Texas to lead us in a Story 
Circle LifeWriting Retreat! Mark your calendars for May 14-17, 
2015, and join us at the beautiful Festival Hill campus for this 
productive and inspiring event. Read the front page story and visit 
the website at:

http://www.storycircle.org/LifeLines/

An SCN LifeWriting Retreat at Festival Hill:

LifeLines with Linda Hasselstrom

The Internet Chapter 
Turns 15 in 15! Join the 

online reunion...see 
page 22 for details.

Online classes start 
soon. Check out page 3 
to meet the faculty and 

learn more.

＇

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

