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Welcome to The Story Beast! 

We wanted to create a safe place for storytellers, story lovers, 
and creatives of all art forms to exchange ideas, learn of new 
resources, and to be inspired. 

We envision this e-Pub to be a “Big Tent,” where all are 
welcomed and where readers are limited only by their imagination. 
Revel in the words, stories, and art of our community. Stay a while. 
Enjoy. You are home. 

As we start out, we will be publishing thicker and thinner issues 
in alternating months. We call them Fenrir and Fang, where Fenrir 
refers to the monstrous wolf of Nordic mythology and Fang is just a 
cool Beasty word. In the Fenrir editions we will have contributed 
articles. In the Fang editions we will have more public domain stories 
and articles from the editors and leads. In all editions we will continue 
to have our Beasts of the month for stories, poems, and artwork. 

This is your e-Publication, so please send in your articles, 
stories, poems, and artwork. Also let us know how we are doing. Send 
us your feedback, comments, and questions. And you can also just say, 
"Hi."

Thank you very much.

-The Spirits of the Beast-
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Cover Curiosities:  Breaking Free
  by Angela Juhl

The cover for the Story Beast’s first issue was largely created with 
watercolors on 100% cotton paper. Though I largely used (and generally favor) the 
lovely muted and realistic tones of small-batch paint maker Poems About You, the 
wilder granulating colors in this piece were achieved with Supervision, a brand 
from China. There were a few digital enhancements with Procreate, a free Apple 
sketching app.

The “endpapers” were also created using watercolors. I simply love 
watching the spread of watercolors on wet paper as it mushrooms outward, and I 
wanted to contrast this more organic quality against a more regulated pattern. The 
dragon escaping the cage was created in the physical realm then altered and placed 
on top of the watercolor background in Procreate.

When thinking up the concept for this sketch, Story Beast editors quickly 
came up with the idea of a knight battling against a dragon intent on eating him- it 
evokes many of the tropes long found in stories and we want to present the scene 
comically, so as not to make our first cover too gruesome. Storyteller and Story 
Beast editor Alton Takiyama-Chung came up with the idea of the Samurai as a 
knight-like figure. While there were a few initial sketches, one of a knight in 
typically European-style armor and even a sketch for a dragon that adorably 
resembled a Salamander, we all settled on the idea that we preferred a Samurai and 
a Japanese water dragon to adorn the cover. For me as an artist, the sheer level of 
detail in the clothing of the traditional Samurai was a joy to study and paint!
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Dearest Crone:

I hear that in your travels and hanging around near roads, you 
have acquired quite the collection of books for your library. Any advice 
on your favorite books for your library? And organization of said 
books?

Stuck in Stacks
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Dear Stuck in Stacks:

How dare you even consider that there’s such a thing as “favorite” books! If it was 
not for the sincerity of your questions, I may have needed a cursed…ur…enchanted item to 
set you straight. As I am in a fairly decent mood, and a young man recently shared a piece 
of bread with me, I will address your concerns.

While I am a fan of journey stories or any books that share hobbies I can do while 
sitting at the edge of the path, I do have a favorite area of the library that some people know 
is 398.2. Those folktales and fairy tales. I admit that I do have a bit of an ego despite my 
humble appearances, and I enjoy reading stories about my ancestors and fellow crones.

Have you noticed that there are still books in 398 as well as 398.2? Do you know the 
differences? Or what about 398.4. What? Never quite thought about it?

390s - Customs, Etiquette, Folklore
398 - Folklore generally
398.1 - Ancient Traditions (some call “Primitive” but I take 
offense as a crone - and this is different than the term “Ancient 
Civilizations”)
398.2 - Folktales & Fairy Tales or known as “Folk Literature”
398.3 - Real Phenomena as Subjects of Folklore
398.4 - Paranatural - Creatures and Beasts, such as vampires, 
werewolves, dragons, etc.
398.5 - Chapbooks
398.6 - Riddles
398.7 - Jokes with Cultures
398.8 - Rhymes and Rhyming Games
398.9 - Proverbs
399 - Customs of War and Diplomacy 
(I find it fascinating that Folklore and War live so close together, 
ever pondered the implications? Hmm?)
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I do lean towards mythologies and admire many other goddesses around 
the world. I resonate with Hestia, goddess of the hearth. That would be your 200s. 
But perhaps I will share another time. If I find out that you have helped someone 
in need. But I will not guarantee it.

And you may claim that I did not answer your question. Bother! This is 
what you really needed.

Yours on the Road -
 The Crone of All Crones

Oh…so want to break it down even more? That beloved 398.2? You 
are so greedy…but wise in wondering.

398.21 - Fairy Tales
398.22 - Folklore of People without Powers
398.23 - Folklore of Places and Times
398.24 - Folklore of Plants and Animals
398.25 - Ghost Stories
398.26 - Folklore involving Natural Phenomena
398.27 - Folklore of Humanity
398.28 - Folklore Miscellaneous
398.29 - No one knows…
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Kenneth Foster and Elaine Stanley 
started the Do Tell Story Swap 

http://www.dotellstoryswap.org
 in Santa Rosa, CA in September, 2010.  
Initially it was held in Kenneth’s garage, 
where a three-legged stool and a carpet were 
placed over the oil-stain left by Ken’s ‘67 
Chevy. Meeting on the second Tuesday of 
each month, the swap gained momentum and 
soon outgrew the garage, eventually moving 
to the First Congregational Church on 
Humboldt Street. There it developed into a 
lively, large group, often with thirty to forty 
people in attendance. Tellabration! was held in 
the large auditorium of the Glazer Center in 
downtown Santa Rosa. With Elaine Stanley’s 
influence, tellers such as Diane Ferlatte and 
Muriel Johnson would pair up with regular 
members from the swap to draw audiences of 
over three hundred people. From the Church 
the Swap moved to the Oakmont Gardens in 
Eastern Santa Rosa, and then finally to the 
Village Community Center in Rohnert Park.

The swap lasts two hours, from 7pm to 
9pm, and often has too many tellers with too 
many stories to pack into these two hours.

Swap Light

Tellers are given five to seven minutes, 
and, over the years, have been scrupulously held 
to that by Elaine with her stopwatch and her bell. 
Midway through, the swap would stop for a break 
and get out of their seats to make a circle. There is 
always a prompt, often relating to the seasons or 
holidays: When did you first fall in love? Or: What 
is your favorite sign of fall?  Each person in 
attendance introduces themselves and then 
responds to the prompt. This can go on for a 
while, especially since those introducing 
themselves are storytellers, and, often, the 
attendees have to be limited to one minute. 

The Do Tell tellers represent a wide variety 
of different genres and telling styles. No formal 
feedback is given at the swap, but tellers often 
find each other at the break or after the swap to 
share with one another some feedback, some 
pointers, or just some warm support. Some of the 
regular members include Sharon Elwell, who can 
sew stitches of laughter in her audience that take 
months to heal. Katy Mangan, who tells original 
fantasy and mythical tales, currently co-chairs the 
swap with Meg Brown, who is fond of witty 
folktales. 
 

Santa Rosa Do Tell 
Story Swap

From Kenneth’s Garage to a 
Community Cornerstone

By Katy Mangan and Brandon Spars
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Beginning in the Fall of 2020, the swap began to use the Storytelling Association of 
California’s Zoom account to end a six month hiatus forced upon it by Covid. Currently 
the swap is holding steady at fifteen to twenty attendees, including members who zoom 
not only from out of town, but also  from out of state! Founder Kenneth Foster moved out 
of state in 2015, but he has been able to make his return first from Kentucky and currently 
from Utah via Zoom! Recordings are posted by SAC for every month's meeting on their 
Storytelling Association of California YouTube Channel, where you can find recordings 
of all fifteen different swaps registered with SAC. 

Recently, the Do Tell Story Swap met on June 14, 2022 for another lively evening 
filled with magical, imaginative and personal stories.  Sher Christian read her poem 
"Spirit's Flight" in honor of Mary Turner who died on May 14. Mary joined the Swap in 
February 2013. Even in her nineties, she was a gifted teller of folk tales, fables, myths and 
personal stories. She will be greatly missed.   
 There have been glimmers, even rays of hope that we might begin to move back to 
in-person gatherings. The convenience of attending from the comfort of your living room 
is, however, hard to give up, especially with so many members in the swap being elderly 
and having difficulty driving at night. So what is the future? Like so many different kinds 
of organizations and businesses the swap may move to some kind of hybrid format, in 
which those who prefer to remain home can zoom in to listen, or even fill a giant screen 
with their face as they take a turn on the half real/half virtual stage. The giant monitor will 
stand right where the in-person tellers do – on the same oil-stained carpet that used to be 
laid out on Kenneth’s garage floor. 
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https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCEqfz1Jgy5deH-UtUnUsgCA


August: Dog Days of Summer
September: Monsters in Your Backyard
October: Whispering Spirits
November: Eternally Grateful
December: Guiding Lights

2022 Challenges

Submissions due by the first of the month before. 
Submit to storybeasteditor@gmail.com 

mailto:storybeasteditor@gmail.com


JULY’S BEAST OF STORY 

Breaking Free 

Slaying the Dragon
by Tama Lunceford

She stands before me now, powerful, beautiful, magnificent. I admire her strength and her 
tenacity. I respect her essence as part of my own. She is as much a friend as she is an enemy.

Long have we battled one another. Again, and again, and again. Each time, our minions 
destroyed, we faced each other alone, fighting to exhaustion, agreeing to depart in peace, knowing we 
would meet again. But today, life heralds a change. It is my time. To claim my destiny, my inheritance, 
she must be vanquished once and for all.

And so, on this beautiful afternoon, bathed in sunshine, lifted by a warm spring breeze, we meet 
on the battlefield of my heart and mind to see at last, who shall control my soul. With no minions 
today, the fight begins in earnest. It is a difficult battle. We have grown and learned since our last 
meeting, each of us now stronger, quicker, and more adept in our strategies. Still, it isn’t long before 
we find ourselves at that old familiar impasse of exhaustion. She looks at me as if to say “Well done!”

I reach deep within my essence, sweeping away the clutter of the mundane, the 
extemporaneous, daring to reach for the extraordinary.  To the surprise of us both, I muster the strength 
to stand one last time. The confusion in her eyes yields to understanding as I raise my blade in final 
victory. Her acceptance of defeat borders on nobility. She closes her eyes and bares her neck. The 
sword of choice and determination falls quickly, cleanly, and with fatal accuracy. It is done.

As I return to the gift of the present, news of my triumph goes before me prompting cheers and 
accolades. I am hailed as a hero yet my heart remains heavy. Calls to mount the head of the beast as a 
monument to my becoming fall on deaf ears.

She was a worthy adversary. For ages and ages, she shaped my life and I hers. Time and time 
again she called me back to the comfort of the familiar. She was a part of me. I respected her life. Now 
I choose to honor her death the only way I know how: by lifting her name of the winds of history. Her 
name was FEAR!

 
A member of the Jonesborough Storytellers Guild and the 
National Storytelling Network, Tama Lunceford entertains, 
engages, and empowers through story.  She has a master’s 
degree in Communication - Storytelling from ETSU and 
teaches Communication Studies with Walters State Community 
College in Morristown, TN.  Tama lives, loves, and laughs in 
stories. Tamatells4you@gmail.com

www.tamatells.com     -      www.facebook.com/tamatells

To be told in educational and professional settings 
with attribution 
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JULY’S BEAST OF POETRY
Breaking Free 

Jazz Shoes 
by Renee Browne 

There are jazz shoes in here,
The kind that hugged the edge of ankles
Black
As constellations formed in the hardwood. 
Have to break em, with feeling
And high kicks and bravery,
Have to melt the ice,
Tap the floor,
Pray to God,
Remember how to shuffle.
How to move hips,
Remember how your hips moved 
When titanium wasn't governor,
When roads were for running
And Seal singing in the back of CVS was a chance to spin,
These shoes smell like,
Like sweat
And 4am,
Headphones in the dark,
More sweat,
Closed eyes and a body that melts in the dark
These shoes,
They feel like youth,
Like the time you almost got caught hanging out too late at a gay 
bar
And your mom asked where you were
And you said out with friends because you couldn't lie to her,
It felt like that and at the same time it feels like bracing yourself 
before the fall,
When your hands scuff against surface
And a move doesn't land right 

…
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It feels like thank you, I'm sorry and it feels like being stubborn,
Not giving in,
Not accepting that things can't change,
That this leather is not too hard to bend
Music is still music,
And these shoes are made for dancing in.
So I put them on,
Pull the tongue up,
Tie the strength together,
And I dance.
Begin the ritual of unknowing,
Pretend that limitations were never spoken,
Learn to feel what is right,
Know the rhythm is no private affair between head and heart and flesh.
I am the dance.
I am the rhythm. 
The honesty of gravity will come when it comes.
The bones in me are what I tie together. 
Dancing is the truth.
Dancing in this heart,
This space,
These shoes is forever. 

Growing up in Northern VA, non-binary 
Afro-Caribbean artist, Renee Sophystra Browne 
knew they had an important message to share. At 12 
years old, diagnosed with lupus, their vision was to 
express the nature of fighting a silent illness so that 
others could understand, empathize and mobilize.

Facebook: https://m.facebook.com/LsophystraArt/
Instagram: @Sophystra
Articles: https://vocal.media/authors/l-sophystra
Store: anime-blaque.myshopify.com

PERMISSIONS: 

Option (D) 

Author  Renee Sophystra Browne  can be reached at this 
email address: jokerfest1@gmail.com

Contributor to be contacted regarding permission 
to tell this work:  jokerfest1@gmail.com
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JULY’S BEAST OF ART
Breaking Free 

To the Sky
Captured  by Omar Hansen 

Omar Hansen is a nature/wildlife, 
landscape, travel and people 
photographer based in Rexburg, ID 
who seeks out the wild nature around 
him. 

www.Ravencry.com
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-BEAST FEAST-

A bounty to share.



Story Feast
by Karen Chace

Captive Princess with Dragon
by Elenore Abbott, 1920

Grimm Fairy Tales

Karen Chace is an award-winning 
storyteller, teaching artist, and author. 
Since 2002 she has taught the art of 
storytelling to over 600 students. She is 
the recipient of the LANES Brother 
Blue-Ruth Hill Storytelling Award and the 
National Storytelling Network’s Oracle 
Service and Leadership Award. 

 https://www.storybug.net/

I am delighted to share story resources 
for the Story Beast. Since this is the first 
offering for the new publication I thought it 
was only fitting to begin with stories of the 
mythical beasts we know as dragons! Below 
are singular folktales about dragons from 
around the world and several public domain 
story collections offering tales of dragons and 
giants. 

There are also a number of interesting 
holidays in August, including National 
Lighthouse Day on August 7th.. I have 
included some additional tales and resources 
on that topic that will hopefully strike your 
fancy.

I hope you find something delightful to 
add to your storytelling repertoire!

Contributor to be contacted regarding permission to tell this work. 
Please contact shared resources individually for permissions on telling.  -15-

https://www.storybug.net/
https://blogs.massaudubon.org/yourgreatoutdoors/take-5-national-lighthouse-day/
https://blogs.massaudubon.org/yourgreatoutdoors/take-5-national-lighthouse-day/


⧫(1) The Dragon--Italy

⧫(2) The Dragon and the Prince - Serbia

⧫(3) The Dragon of Ghent - Belgium

⧫(4) The Devil and His Grandmother - Germany 

⧫(5) The Dragon King’s Daughter - China

⧫(6) The Dragon of Krakow - Poland

⧫(7) The Dragon of the North - England 

⧫(8) The Dragon Princess - China

⧫(10) The Dragon of the North - Estonia

⧫(11) The Four Dragons – Asia

⧫(12) Geirlaug the King’s Daughter - Iceland 

⧫(13) How the Dragon Came to Be - China

⧫(14) How the Dragon Was Tricked - England 

⧫(15) How the Red Cross Knight Slew the Dragon 

⧫(16) The Lambton Worm - England

⧫(17) The Legend of Saint George - England

⧫(18) The Prince and the Dragon - Serbia 

STORIES
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http://www.worldoftales.com/European_folktales/Italian_folktale_22.html
http://www.sacred-texts.com/neu/sfs/sfs57.htm
http://www.sacred-texts.com/etc/tl/tl08.htm
https://fairytalez.com/the-devil-and-his-grandmother/
https://mythdancer.blogspot.com/2017/02/the-dragon-kings-daughter.html
https://theskaldscircle.com/polish-folklore/the-dragon-of-krakow-polish-folklore/
https://etc.usf.edu/lit2go/146/the-yellow-fairy-book/4751/the-dragon-of-the-north/
https://fairytalez.com/dragon-princess/
http://www.mythfolklore.net/3043mythfolklore/reading/estonia/pages/06.htm
http://worldoftales.com/Asian_folktales/Asian_Folktale_6.html
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/27826/27826-h/27826-h.htm#Page_27
https://www.pitara.com/fiction-for-kids/folktales/how-the-dragon-came-to-be/
https://etc.usf.edu/lit2go/145/the-pink-fairy-book/4830/how-the-dragon-was-tricked/
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/24624/24624-h/24624-h.htm#HOW_THE_RED_CROSS_KNIGHT_SLEW_THE_DRAGON
https://www.mysteriousbritain.co.uk/ancient-sites/the-lambton-worm-and-penshaw-hill/
https://sites.pitt.edu/~dash/stgeorge1.html
https://fairytalez.com/the-prince-and-the-dragon/


⧫(1) Belgian Fairy Tales by William Elliot Griffis, 1919.
Two stories about dragons in this public domain book. On page 166 you will find Turk, 
Turban, Tulip and Dragon and on page 188 The Golden Dragon of the Boringue.

⧫(2) The Book of Dragons by Edith Nesbit, 1899. 
Stop by and visit with the Ice Dragon, travel to the Island of the Nine Whirlpools, then 
continue on to meet other intriguing creatures.

⧫(3) Story-Lovers.com 
As always, Jackie Baldwin was ahead of the pack, or in this case, the dragon’s lair. 
Stories and more related to those amazing creatures. Her work lives on via the Wayback 
Machine.

Who doesn’t love a beautiful lighthouse by the sea? Below are some stories and 
background information in celebration of National Lighthouse Day and the courageous people 
who guide vessels safely back to shore.

⧫(4) Green Lantern – A Michigan Ghost Story 

⧫(5) Mariner’s Museum 
A valuable collection of resources outlining women’s experiences and contributions as 
sailors, lighthouse keepers, yachting, mermaid myths, etc., dating back to 1493. There is 
also an extensive bibliography. This site is full of information about women of the sea. It 
also includes three tales about three women who served in what was known then as a 
male occupation.

The sites below offer snippets of stories and information that will help you research the 
tales to shed more light on the legends...pun intended.

⧫(6) Don’t Turn Off the Lights: Haunted Lighthouses  

⧫(7) Legends and Hauntings of Oregon Coast Lighthouses 
Historical background intertwined with short stories of ghostly specters.

STORY COLLECTIONS
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Story Feast

https://archive.org/stream/belgianfairytale00grifiala/belgianfairytale00grifiala_djvu.txt
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/23661/23661-h/23661-h.htm
http://web.archive.org/web/20100120170730/http://www.story-lovers.com/listsdragonstories.html
https://americanfolklore.net/folklore/2010/07/the_green_lantern.html
https://www.marinersmuseum.org/sites/micro/women/index.htm
https://www.beachcombingmagazine.com/blogs/news/haunted-lighthouses
https://beachconnection.net/news/lhou112606_01224.htm


-TAMING the BEAST-

The Art of Crafting Stories

“ I want to hear what you do and why.”



by Nick Baskerville
Story Craft & Innovation Head Editor 

How I Accidently Got a Cool Title  

 Again, too much pressure.  With titles like that, people are going to expect things from me.  I'll stick to 
being Nick "That One Guy With the Afro" Baskerville.  I can manage to live up to that. 

Then I was asked to take on the role of "Lead Editor of Story Craft & Innovation Section" for the 
monthly publication The Story Beast. Crap. I just got the title "Great Uncle."  I think my plate is pretty 
full. Besides, there are a lot more words associated with being lead editor.  I'm not sure I can take 
having that many words to describe me at once.  And, that sounds way fancier than "Great Uncle."  
Thanks, but no thanks. 
 Then I went to a meeting. You've done it too, haven't you? Told yourself, "I'm not going to be a 
part of this.”  But let me just pop into a meeting real quick and see what's going on. I have to tell you, 
the work doesn't look easy, but it looks interesting.  Here's what I mean.  Once a month the editor will 
do a scavenger hunt across the storytelling world to find out how do storytellers do it?  How do they 
craft and build stories?  Where are they using stories?  What are they using stories for?  The storytellers 
will be inside and outside of NSN.  They will be people new to storytelling, testing what is believed to 
be true.  And they will be people steeped in experience of telling stories, sharing with us what has 
already been learned that is true. 
 In case you are wondering, by "they" I mean "you." Relax, I won't give you the pressure of 
having a big, fancy title.  But I know you know stuff.  Many of you are the very people I ask questions 
to when I am figuring things out.  We've talked.  I've bought your books.  Now, I would love your help 
with you writing articles for the section.  I want to hear your thoughts about crafting stories.  I want to 
hear what you do and why.  And others would love to hear about it too.  I look forward to hearing from 
you.  And no need to be formal.  Just address it to "That one guy with the afro."  

Recently, my niece had a daughter. The baby is 
just as precious as you think she is. She's basically a 
little bundle of joy wrapped in cuteness.  With this baby 
entering the world, I received a new title, "Great Uncle 
Nick."  Really?  I get why I'm called uncle, but I'm 
called "Great," too?  Don't people have to earn the title 
of "Great?"  Alexander the Great conquered countries 
and land. Muhammad Ali is called the Greatest boxer for 
all the fights he won. I've done alright with this uncle 
stuff, but I'm not sure I've reached the level of "Great 
Uncle."  I had no part in getting ready for my niece.  I 
didn't coach anybody.  I didn't sponsor anybody.  I'm 
pretty sure I was mowing the lawn when the baby was 
born.  Yet, despite my lack of effort, one of the new 
titles I get to have is "Great Uncle Nick." 

A title can carry a lot of weight.  And when you 
have a title, there is a lot of pressure to live up to that.  
That's why I never wanted to be "The VP CEO of the 
North America Division" of a company.  Too much 
pressure.  Or "The Honorable Dr., Rev., Apostle, 
Deacon" of a church somewhere.  

Story C
raft &

 Innovation

Nick combines storytelling, comedy, and 
public speaking to talk about his life. He 
combines teaching, coaching and performing 
to help others enjoy their life. It’s all held 
together with two blogs and a supportive 
storytelling community. Find out more at: 

Stories, Jokes, and Talks with Folks: 
http://storiesjokesandfolks.com 

Story Telling On Purpose: http://stop365.blog 

This work is not to be retold or performed.  -19-
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–STORYCOLOGY–
Storytelling for Environmental Awareness and Action

“We believe that the future of humankind depends on our stewardship of 
the Earth and that storytelling plays a major role in educating, informing, 
sparking conversations, and moving people towards taking actions for a more 
sustainable world.”



Nobody likes to know that they have made mistakes or have been wrong. So often, a story 
can deliver the message gently. Stories can allow people to be more open-minded, and 
open-hearted, to things that are hard to hear. Stories can warn us, teach us, and encourage us, 
just as they have done since people first gathered around the fire to listen to the stories, which 
were important to the community. Living sustainably so that the Earth will continue to be a good 
place for us to live in, and a good place for future generations, is exceedingly important to our 
global community.

Every month we will share stories that spark conversations about the environment and our 
role as stewards of the Earth. These stories can help inspire and guide us to do better for the 
planet.  They can help us speak to others in ways in which they can hear and acknowledge that 
something needs to be done. Stories can stir people into wanting to do something positive, too. 
Storycology will have thoughtful commentary and information about environmental issues, such 
as climate change, sustainable practices, and biodiversity.  And there will be activities to share 
with others, which will help them discover and appreciate the natural world .

We invite you to become active participants in the healing of our planet. Share your stories. 
Show your passion for nature. Let your Story Beasts save the world.

Storycology Head Editor

Bowen Lee divides her time between 
cities, forests, and the ocean around 
Monterey, CA. She has been a teacher, 
a writer, an illustrator, and now, she 
tells stories, incorporating storytelling 
into all aspects of teaching. She 
conducts workshops on storytelling to 
teach educational content in national 
and regional education conferences. 
https://storyrex.com

where we believe stories can literally save the 
world. If you’re not so sure the world needs 
saving, keep visiting our pages to find out the 
dire truth. The planet is in bad shape for 
supporting a majority of species, including our 
own. And people have made it that way. The 
good news is that people can undo the damage 
to the environment, which we have caused. We 
have done so before, and we have all the 
capability to do so now. But people need to be 
aware that there is a problem and that we are the 
cause, as well as the solution. We need to 
understand that we have messed up, but that we 
can fix it.

Welcome to Storycology, 
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Once, there was an old Chinese fisherman, who 
set out in his boat one day. He cast his fishing line out 
into the deep waters and sat in his boat grumbling 
about all the problems he had. The rent was going up, 
his neighbors were always causing trouble, his boat 
needed repairs again. He was so caught up in his 
worries that he nearly missed the tug on his line.

When he pulled the line up and landed the catch 
in his boat,  he was amazed that it was a golden fish.

The golden fish spoke to the old fisherman. 
“Please put me back in the water. You will have all 
that you desire.”

The old man was astounded. Not only was the fish 
made of gold, it talked!

“Put your fishing pole into the water, and take 
what comes up,” said the golden fish.

Not knowing what else to do, the old fisherman 
did what the fish said. He dropped his fishing pole 
over the side of the boat and let go. As it sank into the 
water, something rose up to the surface. The old man 
took hold of it and pulled it up.

It was a rope - made of gold!
The old fisherman pulled and pulled the golden 

rope. It kept coming! He pulled it into his boat with 
glee “I’m going to be rich!” He laughed.

“Now, please put me back into the water,” said the 
golden fish.

“Oh, no!” said the old man. “You’re too good to 
be true. I’m taking you to the emperor!” And he put 
the golden fish into a container of water.

He kept pulling and pulling on the golden rope, 
putting more and more into his boat. He thought of all 
the things he could get now that he was rich, all the 
things he would do, all the things he could have. He 
was so busy thinking about what would happen that he 
didn’t notice how heavy the rope was.

Until his boat sank.

The Golden Fish

To be told in educational and 
professional settings with 
attribution.
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Procedure
1. If you are using a real fish, wash it with vinegar to remove the protective slime off 
the fish’s body.  This film keeps parasites and diseases out, much like the top layer of our 
skin. The slime coat also helps regulate fluids inside the fish, which is essential for water 
dwellers. Skip this step if you are using a fake fish
.
2. Place the fish on a flat level surface. Brush it with ink if you want a permanent 
image of the fish, keeping in mind permanent can mean on whatever the ink touches. Use 
water soluble colors, such as watercolor paints or thinned acrylics, for easier cleanup.

3. Place a sheet of rice paper over the entire fish and gently and quickly smooth the 
paper over the fish’s body. The idea is to get an image of the fish captured in the paper. 

4. Lift the paper and let the ink or paint dry. If you are not pleased with your first 
attempt, you can make another print. A real fish will allow you to make several prints that 
are crisp and fine before the prints start to blur. A fish replica will allow you to make fish 
prints to your heart’s content.

Conversations
Have you ever encountered something in nature that was as wonderful as a golden fish? 

What was it, and how did you feel about it?
The rope made of gold is an analogy. What examples of golden ropes can you think of?
Have you ever behaved like the old fisherman, or know of someone who has? Can you come 

up with alternative ways to handle good fortune?

Activity: Fish Printing
When Chinese fishers catch a fish they are 

really proud of, they don’t mount it on the wall. 
They make a fish print. Then they have a beautiful 
print to hang up on the wall, and they can have the 
fish for dinner.

If you make a fish print with a real fish you can 
do the same, unless this is the family goldfish that 
went belly up in the fish bowl. In that case, you 
have a picture of that pet you can keep that will last 
a lot longer than the fish. There are fish replicas you 
can use if you don’t have a real fish or would rather 
not deal with the smell of dead fish. Just make sure 
the fish model has features such as scales and eyes 
that are dimensional so a print can be taken from it.

Materials
❖ A fish or fish replica (fake fish)
❖ Vinegar, if you are using a real fish
❖ Ink or watercolors 
❖ A brush
❖ Rice paper or some other thin, 

absorbent paper

PERMISSIONS: (Option D)

To be told in educational and 
professional settings with 
attribution
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Lake Palakpakin
A Philippine Folktale Retold

by Dr. Evelyn F. Cabanban, HC
Lake Palakpakin, Digital artwork by Evelyn F. Cabanban

A long, long, time ago, there was a small village in the province of San Pablo, Laguna, 
Philippines. The place was known for its huge ancient tree, called Palakpak.  

The tree had a magical hollow trunk. It had robust foliage. When there were strong winds, the 
leaves seemed to clap against each other. Palakpak in the Philippine language means “to clap.” 
Some local villagers said that on moonlit nights, they could see a beautiful, exquisite red-haired 
woman whom they believed to be a diwata or fairy.  

The people believed that she takes care of the people, the environment, and the village.  She 
would come down to the village from the forest, where she lived to wash her long, thick, wavy, red 
hair in the enchanted tree. The hollow trunk of the tree filled with water served as her washbasin. 
There is also a tiny pond nearby where a giant fish appeared each night, when the alluring lady was 
around the tree washing her red hair. 

The villagers would not catch the fish, as they were afraid, believing it must be the dazzling 
lady’s magical pet and guard. One day, a brave stranger came to the village. The daring man 
declared that he would try to  solve the mystery about the red-haired woman, the hollow trunk tree, 
and the enormous fish.  

So, one moonlit night, he waited for the lovely woman to come under the old palakpak tree.  
He hid among the thick bushes. Then, he saw the woman in her pristine glory, charm, and pure 
heart washing her long red hair. Thus, the stranger approached and tried to talk to her in a 
commanding manner. 

The woman felt betrayed.  She became extremely angry.  “Who are you to disturb my peace?” 
All of a sudden, there was a terrible storm in the area. There were strong winds, thunder, 

flashing lightning, and torrents of rain that fell. The earth quaked and shook with terrible intensity. 
The water in the pond swelled alarmingly and turned into an enormous body of water. It rained 
heavily all night. 

PERMISSIONS: (Option D)

To be told in educational and 
professional settings with 
attribution
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The following day, people in the area were surprised to see the pond turned into a big body of 
water. Several days after, the pond turned into a lovely, tranquil lake after the storm. From that 
time onwards, that lake produces a large number of shrimps that turn red when cooked. The 
villagers believed that the cooked red shrimp resembled the red hair color of the woman. 

People since then had affectionately called their village and the lake—Palakpakin—after that 
ancient palakpak tree with a hollow trunk. Sadly, the people never saw the red-haired bewitching 
woman, the giant fish, and the old palakpak tree after the storm. 

Presently, the abundant shrimp in the lake, hipon in the Philippine language, became a 
principal source of livelihood for the people. They call it Hipong Palakpakin or Palakpakin Shrimp 
or Shrimp Palakpakin only found in the lake.

The people call this magnificent lake, Lake Palakpakin. The people believe further that the 
red-haired woman is taking care of them through the bountiful catch on the lake. In turn, the 
people in the village take care of the lake and the surrounding area for fishing, tourism, recreation 
like boating, swimming, picnicking, and as a source of water for irrigation, and other purposes 
needed by the people in the village. Moreover, residents around the lake rely on income from fish 
pens and fish cages that grow cultured tilapia or St. Peter’s fish, karpa or silver carps, and other 
species.

To this day, the local folks believed that they can still see and decipher the shadow of the 
red-haired woman wandering along the banks of the lake on moonlit nights. The fairy might still 
be there, washing her red hair on the hollow of the old palakpak tree, especially when she thinks 
no one is looking. Maybe the fish is still guarding her. Who knows?

The story of Lake Palakpakin goes on and on to this day, retold by local folks and 
storytellers.

Dr. Evelyn F. Cabanban, HC, publisher, author, and 
editor of Tawid Publications.
She has authored and co-authored more than 30 books, 
textbooks, children’s books, e-books, manuals, and 
modules in English and other Philippine languages. 
Some of her books are translated into German, Chinese, 
Burmese, and Vietnamese languages. She is a 
storyteller, international professor, and lecturer.
Follow on Twitter, Instagram, 
Facebook: Evelyn Cabanban Tawid Publications and Tawid 
Heritage Center
 Email: tawidpublicationsofficial@gmail.com
tawidcorp@yahoo.com
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Once  there was a wealthy merchant who had many wonderful things from around the world, but 
his most prized possession was a beautiful bird of rainbow colors. He kept this bird in a golden cage, 
and loved to hear it sing. When he had a difficult day or bad news, the bird lifted his spirits. When 
business was going well and he wanted to celebrate, it was the bird that was the highlight of the 
celebration. The bird was the center point of his well-being. 

One day, the merchant was to travel to the land where the bird had come from. He asked his 
beloved bird what he could bring from that country to make the bird happy.

“It would make me happy if you could set me free,” replied the bird.
But the merchant could never do that. He depended on the bird too much for his own well-being. 

It would break his heart to let the bird go.
“Then do this for me,” said the bird. “When you get to my land, go to a forest where there are 

birds like me, and tell them how I live.”
“Ahh, yes,” agreed the merchant. “That I can do.”
When he got to the country where his wonderful bird was from, he walked into a forest. There he 

saw many birds of rainbow colors, just like his bird, all singing beautiful songs high in the trees.
“Listen to me, birds of beautiful colors,” the man announced. “Back at home, I have a bird that 

looks just like you, who sings beautiful songs just as you do. I keep it in a golden cage, and it is my 
most precious treasure. It asked me to find birds that were just like it, and tell them about how it lives. 
So now I have done just that.”

Immediately, a bird dropped from a tree, and lay lifeless on the ground. The merchant was 
surprised and troubled by what had happened. He left the forest and sailed back home.

Back in his elegant mansion, the merchant told his bird what 
had happened.

“I did as you asked. I found birds in the forest that looked 
just like you and I told them you lived in a golden cage. And one 
of them fell from a tree, dead, and lay on the ground.”

As soon as he said the words, the rainbow colored bird fell 
from his perch in the golden cage. He lay on the floor of the 
cage, lifeless.

Alas! The merchant was overcome with grief. His most 
prized possession had suddenly died! The merchant’s loss was 
unbearable. He opened the cage door and lifted the body of the 
bird gently from the cage.

“I did not set you free, as you wanted,” said the merchant, 
“but I can at least set you by the window, so you can be near the 
open sky.”

The merchant carefully put the bird by the open window of 
the room, and bowed his head in sorrow. 

When the merchant had stepped back, the bird sprang up, 
and flew out the window.

Storycology: Breaking Free

To be told in educational and professional 
settings with attribution -26-



And appreciated. A gift was an honor and of value to both the giver and receiver.
In Braiding Sweetgrass, botanist and member of the Citizen Potawatomi Nation Robin Wall 

Kimmerer, explains that there is a difference in the stories which are told. Do we believe in the 
story that people have dominion of the earth and all living things upon it? Or, as Native peoples 
believe, that we should live in gratitude and amazement of the richness and generosity of the 
world? All things on Earth are alive, have spirit, and a right to exist here as much, or more than 
we.

“If all the world is a commodity, how poor we grow. When the world is a gift in motion, how 
wealthy we become…. The story that everything is a commodity that can be bought and sold is 
only one story. We are free to tell another, one that sustains the living systems on which we 
depend.”

You are free to tell a different story than the one everybody knows. Tell stories of living 
sustainably as stewards of the Earth. Not an Earth to control, possess, and master, but an Earth to 
nurture and care for, to maintain its living systems in balance.

References
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bV2O_xXynB8- ,David Heathfield, The Indian Bird

https://earth.org/david-attenborough-new-film-a-life-on-our-planet/ , Earth.org
Kimmerer, Robin Wall, Braiding Sweetgrass, Milkweed Editions, 2015

According to some 2020 statistics from David 
Attenborough in A Life on Our Planet, human beings 
make up over one third the weight of mammals on this 
planet. About 60% of the animals on Earth are raised 
by us to eat. All the rest, from mice to whales, make up 
4%.

We humans decidedly “own” this planet.
The indigenous peoples of North America lived 

sustainably as hunter-gatherers for tens of thousands of 
years. They had a very different perspective on 
ownership and possession than the immigrants, who 
started coming to North America in the 1500s. Nobody 
could own land, from the viewpoint of Native 
Americans. Land was not something to have. The land 
was a being all of its own, and it shared its gifts. What 
the land offered was not to be taken. It was to be 
received.

And reciprocated. One must give back what has 
been given. 

Storycology: Closing thoughts 
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-TEACHER TALES & 
TENTACLES-
“The teacher or storyteller often must break free 

from the concepts of ‘teaching to the test’ or ‘performing 
for the lesson.’ Rather than the checklist approach, the 
bigger vision can be for curriculum and storytelling to be 
blended.  Create those tentacles which can provide the 
ability to do what you dream while meeting the needs any 
administration or policy.”



Talk to any educator. Deep down, 
they would wish for tentacles. 
Lots of them. Think of all that an 
educator must do these days to 
keep up with the curriculum, 
while promoting creativity and 
problem-solving skills.  They also 
need to instill values, so that 
students may become good 
citizens who can improve the 
conditions around them.  And 
there are at least 30 other skills 
they need to develop.

Every year, the “to do” list of the 
teacher lengthens. Consider the 
extra pressures from parents and 
the government. While testing 
was “off” for a little bit due to 
COVID, the break has ended and 
it is once more back to teaching to 
the test. Yet, the teacher wants to 
do it all. Satisfy those checklists, 
but still fulfill the dream they had 
when they first chose this 
profession.

Whether you are that teacher or 
you are a guest in a classroom, 
enjoy these tips and tools to 
encourage those tentacles of 
yours to grow. Will you grow 
four tentacles? Or six? Or 
eight? In the process, we hope 
that you will share your own 
tips with us and that you will 
get to see yourself featured in 
this section, which celebrates 
the blending of education and 
storytelling.

Tentacle Two -
 Story in Your Pocket: Discover 
a short story that could work for 
all those transitional moments in 
school. Students waiting in line to 
go out to recess? Students 
needing to reduce stress before 
taking the big test? Students, who 
are restless and need a quick 
distraction? And on and on. 
Whatever the reason, here is a 
story that is meant to be added to 
your ever-growing repertoire.

Tentacle Three - 
Elementary to Secondary to 
Higher Education: How can you 
adapt from the younger grades to 
those in higher grades? And what 
of the college level? Build those 
adaptable skills.

Tentacle Four -
 Thoughts to Consider: Enjoy a 
short article on reflections with 
storytelling education.

Teacher Tales 
& Tentacles

Tentacle One - 
Standard of the Month: 
Become familiar with national 
standards, which could easily 
involve storytelling. While 
some administrators love the 
emotional connections of 
storytelling, you will always 
have the ones who want the 
facts, including what standards 
can be met by the activities or 
stories shared.

First, let’s introduce 
some traditions starting 
this month and onward 

with other issues.

To be told in educational and 
professional settings with 
attribution
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Standard of the Month:  
The United States is unique among TIMSS countries (Trends in 

International Mathematics and Science Study), in that there is no official 
nationally-defined curriculum. Though many states have similar standards, phrases, 
or words and it feels like it is national, it is not. Here, we will introduce words you 
will find common. Please check the state standards, where you will be teaching or 
performing and search by the featured phrase or word.

Inference is considered a foundational skill that appears as early as the 2nd 
grade. This expands throughout higher grades. These are observations and implied 
meanings. Reading, Science, and Social Studies need this type of thinking to make 
conclusions or form ideas. Storytelling has the ability to allow the imagination to 
see or think more than the exact words that storytellers (or teachers) share.

During those “transition times” in the classroom, be ready with an activity or story 
that can take as little as 5 minutes. This activity can be expanded beyond 5 minutes, if you 
wish to do the drawing or writing parts. 

The ideal time for this Activity/Story is after a performance as a storyteller or after a 
general lesson as a teacher. I like the audience to witness my creative thinking process. The 
benefit for me is that, if I like what is created, I walk away with a new story. This 
quick-thinking process led me to create a workshop titled “Creative Spirit.” This is a sample 
of my workshop, adapted for this e-publication.

Inspired by the name of this e-publication, we start our walk toward the Story Beast’s 
lair. See if you can create a tale to leave behind for your students. Some people see this as a 
meditation or an out-loud group reflection. Pretend that you are part of my class. Include 
pauses to give time for the images and story forming in your head.

Look around at your surroundings. What do you see? Do you see colors? Do you see 
people, animals, nature, or things that stand still? To begin the tale, we need a plot. I want to 
challenge you here! Can you think of one word that describes a plot? 

You are about five minutes away from the Story Beast’s lair. Can you create a tale in 5 
minutes to share with the Story Beast when you get there?

Story in Your Pocket:
Trails of Tales, A Quick-Thinking Story Exercise

Shared by Eldrena Douma
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NOTE: Trails of Tales uploads with 
line through it…

Give it a try. 

Your quick thinking will be created and stored in your head for now. 

Now, draw pictures and then write the story down.

When drawing pictures or writing the story, pretend I am asking these 
questions to you:

- First, what is one word that describes the plot?
- Second, what is the color you will use in the tale? 
- Third, pick three things that you saw in your surroundings.

Everything you chose will be in the tale you will tell to the Story Beast. 
Take one minute to think about how your story will be told. Imagine it in your 
mind for a minute. Then, use four minutes to speak your tale. Take a deep breath.

When you leave the Story Beast’s lair, you will have a story you can draw, 
write down and share with others. Maybe you can send us a copy of your 
5-minute story to share with our readers for upcoming issues here.

Elementary to Secondary to Higher Education:
From Eldrena’s Story in Your Pocket, can you see how to adapt it for 

elementary, secondary, and even higher education?
Elementary: You could focus on drawing only depending on their strength 

in writing.
Secondary: You can focus more on writing.
Higher Education: You can have an academic discussion after the 

experience as to why they felt they went on that particular journey with this 
activity. Have them share how they could adapt the same activity for the people 
they would impact in classrooms or audiences.

Eldrena Douma has been telling stories since 1992. She 
was a public school teacher with a Bachelor and Masters 
in Elementary Education and Early Childhood Education 
from Eastern New Mexico University. She gives credit to 
being a storyteller to her greatest teachers: her paternal 
grandmother and father.  Find more from Eldrena on her 
website: https://www.eldrenadouma.com/

To be told in educational and professional 
settings with attribution
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Thoughts to Consider: shared by Bowen Lee

Stories as Natural Connections to the Brain

When people listen to a story, their mind goes where the teller's mind is going. They are taking 
a journey with the teller, wherever the story leads them. If the teller leads them to a different 
perspective–or a new concept, opening the door to new information or skills–learning takes place.

Stories help people become more receptive to new concepts, information, and problem solving. 
Brains that are active in the same way as the teacher’s can more easily grasp where the teacher is 
going with ideas and situations. Their minds are actively engaged in the connections the story has 
formed.

Before the written word, stories were passed down in oral traditions.  People who can't read, or 
are illiterate in a certain language, can still get the information and have an understanding of the 
situation in a story that is told. Stories can help a person who can't read to become literate. A person 
who can't read can still comprehend a told story, form opinions about it, and think critically about it. 

If you are an educator, take advantage of the brain's capacity to learn through story.
If you teach children, they are hungry for stories. Let stories feed their hunger for knowing how 

to do things. Feed their hunger for knowing their place in the world. Feed their hunger for figuring out 
who they are and what they can be.

If you teach adults, such as in higher education, they are open to stories. Let stories open their 
perspectives, give them new ways to look at the world and others, and think back on their similar 
experiences. Stories can be a tool for self-reflection and growth.

Stories as Gateways To Learning

Stories have always delivered important lessons. Traditional tales pass down a 
culture’s values and wisdom, but stories can do so much more to teach what learners need to 
know.

Whatever requires thought can be accessed through a story.
Stories are gates, which open into all types of learning and subject matter. Stories are 

entryways into Reading and Writing, Math, Science, Language Arts, Social Sciences, Arts, 
Physical Education, and Social/Emotional Learning.

The first place for people to gather and learn was around the fire with a storyteller. 
The values, customs, norms, and regulations of the culture were taught.  It was important to 
listen and pay attention. If the storyteller warned against going into the woods at night 
because something out there might eat you–if you didn't hear that–you might become 
something's dinner when you went out in the woods at night.

After tens of thousands of years of listening to storytellers, the brains of human beings 
are programmed for listening deeply to stories. In a neurological process called neural 
coupling, the brain activity of listeners to stories matches the brain activity of the storyteller. 

Explore more here.

PERMISSIONS: (Option D)
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Journey stuff

-JOURNEYS-

 

“What marks do you leave in the places you go?
Who sees them? 
Don’t you ever wonder?”



The Bridge 
By Rachel Baker

 
A year ago, I worked as a teller at a busy branch of 

a local bank. The job had started out as an escape for me; I 
had come there from somewhere worse and considered 
myself lucky to have gotten out. Eventually, though, the 
initial glow had worn off, as glamor spells always do, and 
I realized I had bounced from one toxic, understaffed, 
poorly managed situation into another. Every morning, I 
would force myself out of bed, put on my well-worn 
“cheerful, professional, totally normal adult” mask, and 
walk the mile and a half to work. 

I’m not from Iowa. Though I transplanted myself 
here by choice, my heart still beats in time with the waves 
on the shore of Lake Michigan. I felt very alone and very 
far from home, and all my energy was invested in making 
sure the cracks didn’t show. It took its toll. 

The bank building stands near the edge of the Iowa 
River, along which runs a tree-lined bike trail. I would 
handle the barrage of customers all morning, and I had 
forty-five minutes for lunch. As soon as the clock hit 
break time, weather permitting, I was practically running 
out the door. About a ten minute walk down that bike trail 
was the bridge, where I didn’t have to be cheerful, or 
professional, or normal, or okay. Where I could breathe.

It was quiet there. That part of the trail wasn’t near 
any roads or other landmarks. All I could hear was the 
current, the language of the birds, and the occasional faint 
splash as a turtle slipped into the water– all this to say that 
the railroad bridge across the river there was the most 
eloquent bridge I had met in a long time. The 
out-of-the-way location and the lack of security cameras 
meant all the graffiti artists could work there basically 
undetected and undisturbed, and they did. The bridge felt 
alive. From the first time I walked up to it on my first 
brief wander on the trail, it caught my attention and 
addressed me in foot-high letters.

Are you reading this?

I was caught. I couldn’t stay away. 
Afraid of heights and dressed in sensible 
bank business casual as I was, I started out 
fairly timid in my exploration of the bridge. 
There was plenty to see at ground level, and 
things changed from week to week or 
sometimes day to day. There were the usual 
tags and names, but I was drawn to the other 
kinds of writing– the messages, the 
confessions. “Tried, failed,” in the bottom 
corner of a concrete support, or “I still dream 
about you when I fall asleep sober” written 
in fading red paint across a ledge. 

PERMISSIONS:
 This work is not to be retold or performed. 
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Both of those, still vivid in my memory, were eventually covered. The bridge was 
in a constant state of evolution. Artists would come and tag over others’ work or add to it. I 
felt like I was eavesdropping on an animated conversation between people I never saw. 
Although I rarely saw any other people on my breaks, it never felt like I was alone there. 

I still dream about you when I fall asleep sober :/ Grandma, No!

I never got less afraid of heights, but 
my curiosity beat my fear in the end. Once I 
worked up the nerve to start climbing, the 
risk immediately paid off. There were more 
messages higher up. I thought about secrets, 
journals hidden in drawers, messages in 
bottles written to people who would never 
get them, and all the things I never say out 
loud. What I would paint on a railroad 
bridge, if I had the nerve. “None aren’t 
welcome,” the bridge told me. Come as you 
are.

L: Don’t let ur music die. 
Center: We’ve said goodbye B4. 

R: I’d rather be alone than w/ U & lonely.
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I started coming back from lunch late– five minutes, ten minutes, apologizing 
profusely. It got easier to get out of bed in the morning, knowing where I would go. For a few 
weeks, the trail was closed due to flooding, and I was heartbroken. 

There were places I was still hesitant to go, but my eyes kept being drawn to the area 
across the river. There had to be something there, on the other side of the supports, something 
I couldn’t see. I’d seen tags in the highest parts of the bridge, where people had climbed and 
left their marks just to show they could. I was never going to do that, but one day I didn’t stop 
in the middle of the bridge, and instead I crossed it and scrambled down the slope on the 
other side to explore the muddy underbelly of it on the opposite bank. As I had hoped, others 
had done the same before me.

No thing unnoticed. None aren’t welcome.
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That was where I found Beanz.

Beanz did the biggest and the brightest and 
the most ambitious pieces in the hardest to reach 
areas. The largest one– a tribute to a relationship– 
was so big that I couldn’t back up far enough to get 
the whole thing in one shot. It was completely 
invisible from any other part of the bridge or the 
trail. I wondered if “Clyde” had brought “Bonnie” 
down there, or vice versa, to say “Look, I made this 
for you.”

In the midst of chaos, we find love. Bonnie and Clyde, ‘21. 
Loner life, not lonely life.

Once I had seen that one, I realized Beanz was all over the bridge. It wasn’t so much their 
style, although that was distinctive. It was that Beanz was never satisfied. Over and over, I would 
come back and see changes to their pieces– brighter colors, added shading, metallic accents. If a 
piece kept changing, it probably came from Beanz. “DO BETTER” covered an outline in progress 
that, it seemed, Beanz was no longer pleased with. I watched a tag that just read “The Loner 
Way” go from flat red to metallic blue and silver on stark black over the course of a couple of 
weeks.

 DO BETTER
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Judging from what I saw, I would guess Beanz returned to the bridge as often as I did, if not more. 
Our paths never crossed. I didn’t expect them to. Bankers’ hours aren’t graffiti artists’ hours. Still, I can’t 
help but feel I know Beanz. “Do better. Do more. Say less. Don’t let your music die,” they said. “In the 
midst of chaos, we find love.” I was lonely. I felt trapped. I’ve found solace and safety in writing since I 
was a child, and I felt like I had lost my voice. In the midst of my unhappiness, I found a place where I 
didn’t have to pretend I wasn’t, a place where I didn’t feel alone. I found Beanz, I found the bridge, and 
all the things I never say out loud.

Many people think of graffiti as an unsightly nuisance. It is, in fact, literally a crime. I’ve been 
collecting pictures of graffiti for ten years now, and while I don’t think I could tell you why I started, I 
know why I haven’t stopped. These things we leave– the spray paint on the bridge, the sticker on the stop 
sign, the sharpie in the bathroom stall– are one of the purest forms of communication, of storytelling, that 
I know. “I was here. This was me. This is how I felt. This is what I wanted to say.”

What marks do you leave in the places you go? Who sees them? 
Don’t you ever wonder?

I didn’t know, when I took this picture, that this would be the last time I went to the bridge for a 
long time. Shortly after that day, the trail was closed (as far as I knew) indefinitely and it was during that 
time that I shook the dust off my feet at that job where I was miserable and moved on to somewhere else.
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The world is full of glorious things which nobody by chance ever observes.

By chance, I almost didn’t. I had to climb to get there. I almost didn’t see it. I don’t know 
who wrote those words on that girder, but I feel like I know something about them just from where 
they chose to put it, a place where the only people likely to read what they wrote are railway 
workers, other graffiti artists and, though they couldn’t have known it, me. 

That’s the other thing about hidden messages, and about secrets. Sometimes we have them 
because we want someone to care enough to find them. 

I haven’t been back to the bridge in over a year. My partner and I have moved since then, 
and I don’t have a car, which makes it hard to get places. Whether I make it back one day or not, I 
hope the ever-shifting conversations in paint are still going on. I hope the city hasn’t come with 
their pressure washers. I hope I’ll never be too sensible, professional, and normal to take half an 
hour to climb a railroad bridge. I never met Beanz or any of the people who left their marks on the 
bridge, but I think we all came there looking for something. I hope we find it. 

For now, I’m growing daffodils by our front door, and I’m writing again.
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-LOVE of DUNBAR-
Sharing Paul Laurence Dunbar 1872-1906. #Dunbar150 

With Oni Lasana

“…It also flies on the winds of freedom in our hearts, bringing 
us compassion, empathy, respect, unity, and cultural understanding, 
as it will one day be on earth, when we all will break free! ”



About the Author 

Oni Lasana was born in Philadelphia, 
PA, and is a Cultural Consultant, 
International Storyteller, Poet, 
Podcaster, Teaching, and Performing 
Artist. For 30 years she has been in 
love with the folktales and poetry of 
American poet and author Paul 
Laurence Dunbar. She has presented 
his works in story theater programs 
and workshops on three continents, 
live and virtually.  
www.OniLasana.com   

Breaking Free with Love of Dunbar! 
by Oni Lasana 

If you haven’t heard of Paul Laurence Dunbar, you have no 
ears.  If you haven’t read his poetry, you have no eyes.  If after 
reading or deciphering the southern prose or immersing yourself in 
the northern vernacular, and you haven’t fallen in love with his 
poetry, you have no heart.  Yes, my story-soulmates, it is that 
simple. 

Dunbar was born in Dayton, Ohio in 1872 and lived only 33 
years, succumbing to tuberculosis in 1906.  He was married to 
Alice Ruth Moore, a rabble-rousing writer and femme fetale 
feminist from Louisiana.  They left behind no children; their 
inheritances and legacies are of love letters, short stories, librettos, 
novels, and poetry.  

Since 1992, I have researched and presented in backyards, 
theatres, corporate, festivals, and schools.  For 30 years, I am still 
regenerated by his poetic ponderings and short stories. As I break 
free from ego, I revel freely in his brilliance. 

With the launch of this e-Pub and this month’s theme of 
Breaking Free, it is apropos to share his well-known and unknown 
poems and stories to a new ageless generation of literary prisoners.  
His most famous poem speaks for itself.

Sympathy
by Paul Laurence Dunbar

I know what the caged bird feels, alas!
When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;

When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,
And the river flows like a streaming glass;

When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals--

I know what the caged bird feels!

I know why the caged bird beats his wing, ah me.
Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;

For he must fly back to his perch and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;

And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they pulse again with a keener sting--

I know why he beats his wing!

I know why the caged bird sings,  
When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,--
When he beats his bars and he would be free;

It is not a carol of joy or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core,

But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings--
I know why the caged bird sings! 

PERMISSIONS:

 To be told in educational and professional 
settings with attribution
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Yes, it was Dunbar's 
poetic plea on his dire reality, 
while employed by the 
prestigious Library of Congress, 
confined in a windowless 
basement. 

“I know why the caged 
bird sings,” are NOT the original 
words of the great poet Maya 
Angelou.  Under Dunbar’s spell 
she entitled her autobiography 
from the closing line of his heart 
wrenching affirmation.  
Sympathy is in all of us. All 
Dunbar’s poetry on the human 
heart, conditions of men and 
women, is timeless. 

Who today in 2022 of the 
human race has not felt 
imprisoned by self-doubt or the 
confines of society's 
ills…craving to break free!  We, 
ourselves, are caged birds, 
before and during the pandemic.  
We seek freedom in and to 
escape our wildest dreams, 
jammin’ journeys, story 
adventures, physical and 
subconscious prisons.  We know 
why we must moan, groan, sing, 
cry, and plea to break free from 
racism, prejudice, and judgment, 
no matter our pronoun, or no 
noun. 

Dunbar was born the first 
generation of free Africans in 
America, yet he inherited the 
trauma, “pain still throbs in the 
old, old scars,” of his parents 
Matilda and Josuah Dunbar, who 
were held captive under the 
chains of slavery in the south, 
and the racism of freedom in the 
north.

Since the age of 6, he wrote–a 
personal conduit of his parents, 
his race, and community.

#Dunbar150 is a 
multi-year celebration of Paul 
Laurence Dunbar’s literary 
genius. 

A freedom celebration 
for those who break free, 
embrace the challenge to delve 
into his poetry, morphing into 
“Dunbarians” around the world.  
In 2022-2023, the United States 
Department of the Interior and 
the Dayton Aviation Heritage 
National Historical Park have 
commissioned and approved 
several events in Dayton, OH 
and throughout the world–an 
official celebration of a national 
treasure of the Literary Arts, 
Author, Poet, Storyteller, Paul 
Laurence Dunbar 1872-1906. 

Dunbar’s distinguished 
image will grace a US 
Commemorative Gold Coin and 
driver's license plates in the 
state of Ohio, a historical and 
monumental recognition of a 
poet. 

We storytellers have 
reveled in his works in Story 
Crossroads’ “You Can Do 
Dunbar, Add Him To Your 
Repertoire” workshop and 
Artists Standing Strong 
Together’s (ASST) “Voices Of 
Dunbar” presentation: a historic 
literary offering, where 14 
international artists gave 
credence to Dunbar’s gift as a 
Literary Humanitarian, 
America’s Shakespeare, and 
Father of the Spoken Word 
Movement.  It was a sensational 
storytelling poetic theatrical 
thang, you should understand. 

Alas! Story-soulmates, 
the caged bird flew up to heaven, 
but it also flies on the winds of 
freedom in our hearts, bringing 
us compassion, empathy, respect, 
unity, and cultural 
understanding, as it will one day 
be on earth, when we all will 
break free! 

 

Love of Dunbar! 

A Literary Discussion & 
Performance Meetup!

Thursdays on Zoom
2-4 PM / 7-9 PM EST 

Register: 
www.TinyUrl.com/PDunbar

Learn more about Paul 
Laurence Dunbar: 

Dunbar Library @ Wright 
University  

https://www.libraries.wright.edu
/special/dunbar/

www.PaulLaurenceDunbar.org
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-FUSIONS-
“Seeds grow in surprising ways. 

And then, in a way that was quite 
in keeping with her generous, 

open-minded, and kind spirit, she 
added, “There is no such thing as 

bad soil.”



Carolina Quiroga-Stultz tells in classrooms 
and festivals, often to young children, but she also 
hosts a podcast entitled  “Tres Cuentos” for all 
ages. I reached out to her in July 2021 to speak to 
her as part of a project I was doing on cultural 
appropriation and storytelling, but our conversation 
expanded to storytelling in general and the magic 
that it works between a teller and an audience. 

She began with an anecdote about attending 
a conference on storytelling at which she 
admittedly said very little. But other tellers – white 
storytellers – said things that bothered her at a very 
deep level. While Carolina didn’t actually say 
anything, she was full of ideas and feelings about 
this matter. She realized that if tellers of color 
remain silent, the danger is that if white tellers go 
off to try to figure it out on their own, they might 
figure it out in their own way, possibly not a very 
respectful or accurate way. In contrast, she feels 
that if tellers of color do the homework for others, 
both other tellers and audience members, a bridge 
can be built. She didn’t want to close a door on 
anyone. And she poignantly pointed out, if she puts 
up a wall, then she is prompting others to put up a 
wall as well. 

She continued to elaborate on her stance toward 
educating white people about South American culture 
by stating that, while it can be exhausting, she aims to 
see their misconceptions about her place of origin as an 
opportunity. There was a time, she mentioned, when 
she first arrived in Johnson City, Tennessee, when she 
would become frustrated with Americans who didn’t 
know where Colombia was. 

A Conversation with Storyteller
Carolina Quiroga-Stultz

“Planting Papaya Seeds in Eastern Georgia”

Was it a city in Mexico? Was it in 
Africa? She was astonished that the best 
place in the world, America, with its great 
education system, was so ignorant of its 
neighboring southern continent. But over 
the years, in a feat of patience and grace, 
she has come to feel that she is like a 
mother bird, digesting the cultural 
knowledge and history necessary for her 
audience so that they can respect and 
appreciate her stories.

 She is compassionate toward 
audience members who may not have 
access to literature or to the internet. “I 
want them to know that Latin America is 
gigantic,” she exclaimed. “I want to 
intrigue them. It’s about intriguing ‘the 
other.’”
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She addressed white storytellers more directly 
in a second anecdote. She was at a storytelling event at 
which a white teller got up to tell a Peruvian myth. Her 
problem was not with the teller being a white 
American rather than a Peruvian, something that she 
acknowledges that many tellers of color would have a 
problem with, but rather her problem was with the way 
the white teller told the Peruvian myth. Carolina 
prefaced her specific criticism of this teller by pointing 
out how loose Westerners are with Greek mythology. 
We treat Greek myths as entertaining stories rather 
than as sacred and inviolable, and that was just what 
the white teller did with the Peruvian myth. The teller 
characterized one of the goddesses as “promiscuous 
and even sluttish,” which was very entertaining to the 
audience at the time. The worry that Carolina 
expressed was that some of the audience members 
were going away, laughing, and thinking, “Oh my 
God! Those Peruvians!” 
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This proved to be a launching point for Carolina to comment on why storytelling, when done 
irresponsibly, can be harmful. “We live in a world where truth is relative,” she began. “We live in a 
world of illusions… a world of stories.” She pointed out that the purpose of stories can be to overcome 
differences and fears, but when we tell them to fuel these differences and these fears (like what is 
happening politically right now in America), we are aggravating things rather than resolving them. 

And so she continues to educate and contextualize and “do her homework” for her audience 
members. However, she never aims to spell out what her stories are teaching. Sheila Arnold, a well 
known storyteller on the East Coast, taught her this early on in Carolina’s career. A story is meant to 
plant a seed in the listener, and you may not see the result of the growth for a long, long time. Stories 
mean different things to different people at different times in their lives, and they continue to change 
and develop and grow over the extent of an entire lifetime. 



She ended on a very poetic note when she told another anecdote. She is very fond of gardening, 
almost as fond of gardening as she is of eating papayas! She used to do a lot of composting for her 
garden, and when she put papaya seeds from one of her snacks in her compost, to her surprise, the 
papaya seeds started sprouting. Not just in the compost, but everywhere! All over her yard and garden. 
She was particularly surprised because in Eastern Georgia, the ground is quite sandy, but that didn’t 
prevent those papayas from growing. And this, she felt, was like the audiences of her stories. Seeds 
grow in surprising ways. And then, in a way that was quite in keeping with her generous, 
open-minded, and kind spirit, she added, “There is no such thing as bad soil.”
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A long time ago, in the year 1761, the inhabitants of San Juan spotted a Spanish 
vessel approaching the island. It was a military ship. Two companies from the Regiments 
of Aragón and Spain were on board to join “El Fijo,” the Regiment of Artillery of Puerto 
Rico.

The ship entered the San Juan dock, and they began unloading the cargo. The 
soldiers drank fresh water and many bent to their knees, thanking God for letting them 
finally set foot on dry land. They had sailed for several months and, for those who were 
not used to the sea, it was a terrible journey. Several of the soldiers still had the swaying 
waves spinning in their heads.

La Garita Del Diablo
or

“The Devil’s Sentry Box”
A Puerto Rican Legend 

Retold and Illustrated By Tere Marichal-Lugo
Translated By Yara Melendes Ordóñez

To Cayetano Coll y Toste, to all 
who have protected and told our stories 
and legends and to Regimiento Fijo de 

Puerto Rico (1741-1815).
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The drums echoed and the soldiers lined up to march toward their new “home.” At the beat 
of the drum, that April morning “El Fijo” traversed the streets of San Juan Bautista, capital of 
Puerto Rico, on their way to Castillo San Cristóbal. 

As the Regiment marched the streets, people peeked out of their windows to admire the 
soldiers in their cotton canvas uniforms with blue trim, adorned with gold buttons and braided 
hats.

Among these was a Spanish soldier whose family name was Sánchez, but everyone called 
him “Flor de Azahar,” Orange Blossom, due to his fair complexion, white as milk.

Dina, an eighteen-year-old Puerto Rican girl, was also looking out her window. She heard 
the soldiers marching and could not curb her curiosity. One of the soldiers caught her attention on 
account of his unusual alabaster skin and how handsome he was. 

Dina’s ancestors on her mother’s side were Taino, and she was the spitting image of her 
beautiful mother who’d passed during childbirth. Her father, a Spanish foreman, brought her to 
San Juan and asked his sister Conchita to look after her and attend to her education.

Abruptly, a wailing shriek originating in the living room sliced the air, breaking her 
enthrallment and the sounds of marching soldiers.

“No! Nooo! Dina! What are you doing? What have I told you? Close that window 
immediately! Now! Don't look at those men!” exclaimed Aunt Conchita.

“I heard the noise of soldiers and I thought something was happening. You know the 
British could invade us at any moment. We must be alert! Very alert!” Dina answered, trying to 
calm her aunt.

“What British and what nonsense! I told you not to look out the window, especially if there 
are soldiers around! Close the window and that is the end of it! Oh, Saint Francisco, take her away 
from the window!” Muttered her grumpy aunt.
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“Oh, Saint Anthony, keep her away from the 
balcony! Oh, Saint Clare, keep her from love 
affairs! Oh, Saint Thomas, never let her break her 
promise!” The auntie prayed as Dina thought about 
that soldier. Aunt Conchita continued, “We’re 
going to the cathedral tonight. Poor Adela has 
moved on to a better place. The Lord called her to 
his side and we’ll pray a few rosaries to help her 
soul rest in peace. Get ready!”

When they arrived at the church her aunt 
told her, “Even the longest night will have an end. 
Poor Adela suffered for long. Dina, go and light 
two candles for the soul of the deceased, while I 
pray a rosary for her eternal peace.”

But life sometimes surprises you. Can you 
guess who was about to enter the church? Well, 
none other than soldier Sánchez himself. As a good 
Christian, he was visiting the church to thank the 
Lord for his safe arrival at the island.
  And guess what? Dina and Sánchez 
stumbled upon each other. Sánchez faced Dina, 
astonished by her tropical beauty, and whispered 
sweet compliments from his Andalusian land.

“I don’t know if you’re a dream
or if you’re real,

but if you’re not a figment
you are glorious and ideal. ¡Olé!”

That “Olé” tickled a laugh out of Dina, and 
when she smiled at him, he was absolutely 
dazzled. 

Even several years later, people would say 
this encounter had been love at first sight. ¡Olé!
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As time went by, Dina and “Flor de Azahar” 
came to know each other well, and he never missed the 
opportunity to lavish her with compliments he’d learned 
back home.

“When at sea you’re a beautiful mermaid,
When on land you’re the most lovely maid.

You’re the love for which I have prayed. ¡Olé!”

He’d follow her around Castillo San Cristóbal, a 
fortress Dina knew by heart because of the innumerable 
strolls she took with her aunt, when her doctor had 
recommended mid-morning walks.   

She finally understood the old proverb, Tula, one 
of the washerwomen, who lived in Puerta de Tierra, 
used to recite: “Love unrequited is time wasted.”

Love had knocked on the door of the young 
mestiza, who knew nothing outside of hard work and 
praying in church with her aunt.

Sánchez dedicated beautiful songs to her which 
he used to declare his love and send her messages 
without anyone noticing. They were both very happy. 
Everything seemed perfect, but it was not in perfect 
harmony.

Their love would have flourished big and strong, 
were it not for two major obstacles: Aunt Conchita and 
Captain López.

Conchita, Dina's aunt, didn’t want Dina to fall in 
love because she wanted her to remain unmarried. She 
wouldn’t take her eyes off her, but Dina, who was very 
clever, managed to elude her to go see her beloved “Flor 
de Azahar.”

It was a beautiful love story, but a secret one. 
One day, the unexpected happened.

Captain López didn’t want any of the “El Fijo” 
soldiers to fall in love.
 “We’ve come here to defend the properties of the 
King of Spain. Long live the King!”
 “Long live the King! Hail the King! Hurrah!”  
The Spanish soldiers cheered with great enthusiasm.
 “Attention, Sánchez! Listen very well. I want to 
remind you that if you fall in love, you’ll go back to 
Seville. Understood? You came here to become a 
soldier! I don't want any more love songs. It's over! 
Focus on being a soldier!”
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One afternoon, when Dina was about to leave the house to buy 
bread, her aunt forbade her from setting foot outside.

“You’re not going out! They’re waiting for you in the 
convent tomorrow morning. I already made arrangements. No 
more outings! You’re going with the Carmelites and that is the 
end of it!”

“I don't want to go to the convent! No! I want to be 
happy!” Dina protested, but her aunt refused to be persuaded.

“You’ll go and that’s that! Pack a bag with some clothes. 
We’ll leave early in the morning. At any rate, in the convent 
you’ll always have a hot meal. No one knows what might 
happen on this island; the British may attack us any day and it 
could be a catastrophe,” her aunt lectured.

Dina cried all morning, but in the afternoon, when her 
aunt laid down for her nap, she sneaked out to see Sánchez. She 
would not let anybody stand in the way of her happiness.

Dina and Private Sánchez met at the garita, the sentry 
box.
 “My aunt is taking me to the convent tomorrow. We 
must run away. They’re going to separate us and we’ll never be 
able to be together!”

“Don't say that, my love! I have an idea. It’s my turn to 
stand guard at the sentry box tonight. Go find Cayetano, the 
scribe, and ask him for help. He’s grown fond of us. Sometimes 
he tells me he wishes he had a son like me. He has a cart. Go 
talk to him, I know he’ll help us escape. Nobody will keep us 
apart. Not even the King of Spain!” Vowed Sánchez.

“I will! I’ll pack some clothes and food. I’ll wait for my 
aunt to fall asleep and then I’ll come for you, my love,” Dina 
promised.

Without really knowing what their fates would be, they 
said their goodbyes.

It was a very dark night. Even the moon, wanting to help 
the two lovers, cloaked her radiance that night.

“I brought the cart, and Don Cayetano will take us to a 
remote community of Criollos. We’ll be fine there. Take off 
your uniform and put these clothes on,” Dina instructed.

“Take off my uniform?” Inquired Sánchez.
“Of course, they'll think the devil took you and they'll 

never look for you. Don Cayetano told me he’ll make everyone 
believe the devil stole you away. Hurry up!”

Agreeing with the plan, Sánchez took off his uniform, 
left it on the floor of the sentry box, and vanished with his 
beloved.
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The next day, they found Sánchez' uniform, and rumor 
had it the devil had stolen him away. They say Don Cayetano 
stirred up the gossip and related the event in great detail. When 
asked about Dina, he’d reply:

“Sister Dina, proud and most virtuous Sister of Charity. 
She went to the convent. Just ask her aunt. They say Dina is 
living a consecrated life, devoted to God,” Don Cayetano 
would narrate, as if it were a story. And that brought the matter 
to a close.

So love could follow its course, they blamed the devil. 
And the aunt, in order to keep up appearances, never mentioned 
her niece’s name ever again.
 They say Dina and Sánchez went to live on the hillside 
of El Yunque. Dina was able to reconnect with her Taino roots 
and learned how to make casabe, delicious cassava bread. 
There, in the land where they built their hut, Dina felt powerful 
and happy. Everything was perfect and in harmony. Aside from 
working the land, Sánchez composed décimas, ten-line stanzas 
that are still sung to this day. He loved this land from the 
moment he arrived. He was happy and so grateful. 

Many people helped them build their lives, and they all 
kept their secret. According to the people in San Juan, Sánchez 
disappeared because the devil took him and Dina was in the 
convent, even though she was never seen at mass.

Sánchez and Dina had twelve children, and perhaps 
you’re one of the great-great-great-grandsons or 
granddaughters of that couple who rebelled against everyone to 
hold on to their love.
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This is how I remember those young 
people who stood against the world to defend 
their love. Now I entrust you with the legend; 
it’s your duty to retell it and keep it alive.

Rumor has it, from time to time, you 
can hear a voice that comes with the breeze:

“I had nothing to do with any of it! 
They got me involved in this mess to cover up 
for the soldier and his beloved! If someone is 
to blame, that is Master Love! It was him who 
made them disappear! Love! Who tiptoes his 
way on moonlit nights and bewitches all alike 
in the city of San Juan, where everyone falls in 
love, just as Dina and ‘Flor de Azahar,’” says 
the Devil while he enjoys the intense waves of 
the Atlantic Ocean.
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The City of San Juan 

The city of San Juan is known as The Walled City, and everyone who visits 
is enchanted by its history and beauty.
 The city was originally established in Caparra and it was founded by Juan 
Ponce de León. In 1521, he built the city on the islet as we know it to this day. 
Juan Ponce de León helped design, supervise and decide which structures should 
be built and where.
 In the entrance of San Juan we find Castillo San Cristóbal. Construction of 
this fort began in 1634 and ended in 1790. It was built to monitor attacks by land. 
This fortification is the largest built by Spain in the New World. It’s in this 
architectural masterpiece where you’ll find La Garita del Diablo, a surveillance 
post that became famous because of the legend you’ve just read.

An interesting labyrinth of tunnels intersects underground, where its 
dungeons hold many stories. The outer walls of the castle drop about 150 feet (45 
m) onto the rocks on the north shore. Castillo San Cristóbal welcomes a great 
number of visitors who marvel at the beautiful city   of San Juan and its 
fascinating legends. 

Retold and Illustrated by Tere Marichal-Lugo
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Tere Marichal-Lugo is a writer, illustrator, playwright, storyteller and 
puppeteer. Marichal-Lugo's work is widely reviewed in the Great 
Dictionary of Latin American Authors of Children's and Youth 
Literature. He won the René Marqués playwriting award and two 
EMMYs. Offers talks on folk tales, storytelling techniques.

To be told in educational and 
professional settings with attribution



      -HEALING SPRINGS-
“Narrative Practices honor and acknowledge the layers of 

influence, which impact our view of self, other, and the world 
around us.”

PERMISSIONS:



We are living in a world that can feel broken. We’ve all 
experienced navigating a world pandemic and layers of loss. Some of 
us have experienced broken relationships, hearts and systems. Some 
of us have been labeled ‘broken.’ But whose story is this and where 
does it come from? And how might we create and tell a preferred 
story?

Mending What’s Broken is an invitation to journey together 
towards the idea that perhaps our world is not forever broken. 

The Japanese art of Kintsugi is the mending of broken pottery 
with glue and gold honoring and highlighting the cracks rather than 
hiding them.  It is a beautiful metaphor and practice to help us 
explore the layers of what it means to be broken, to look at the 
pieces, and the glue in our lives, which assists us to mend and heal.  
It is a way to navigate challenging times and the world, which needs 
mending. The Kintsugi philosophy honors the journey of the vessel 
and believes it is actually stronger after the breakage and repair.

Narrative Practices honor and acknowledge the layers of 
influence, which impact our view of self, other, and the world around 
us. Melding these two practices is an opportunity to question, 
deconstruct, and begin to create a preferred story.

Imagine the power of our preferred narrative of our lives, rather 
than the often dominant story, which is placed upon us by society, 
culture, gender, families, and surviving traumas. Imagine what can 
happen when we journey together and see ourselves, others, and the 
world, as more than a 'single' story of ‘forever broken’ or a 
stereotype, but as pieces which might be mended in new ways.

Mending What’s Broken: 

by Kristin Pedemonti

How the metaphors and art of Kintsugi can help us put the pieces 
together

PERMISSIONS: (Option D)

To be shared  in educational and 
professional settings with 
attribution.
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About the Author

Kristin Pedemonti, Founder and 
Facilitator of Mending What’s Broken: 

Kintsugi Narrative, is a Narrative Practitioner 
specializing in piecing together preferred 
stories with persons across a variety of 
challenges including childhood trauma, 

domestic violence, trafficking, and war. She 
is a full-time Storyteller, Speaker and the 

recipient of National Storytelling Network’s 
International StoryBridge Award for her work 

across cultures. She is also a Storytelling 
Consultant at the World Bank where she 
teaches upper-level staff how to tell the 

human stories behind the data. Kristin is the 
author of three books, A Bridge of Stories, 
which chronicles her journey creating and 
facilitating a volunteer literacy project in 

Belize in which she returned banned stories 
to their rightful owners. Kristin was also a 

finalist in TED Talks Talent Search. You can 
learn more about her latest work here: 

www.steeryourstory.com 
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THE DRAGON SLAYER

by Shane Starr

A statue stands, tall and bold,
in the village square

Of a man crowned in gold
The imposing dragon slayer

A crippled man clings to a staff,
Bent over, walks the streets

He has one arm, one useless hand
His eyes, you’ll never meet

Badly scarred, with wheezing breath
He moves ragged, and quite slow
Passing people bow their heads
Their dragonslayer, they know

Pieces gone, with body pierced
And twisted, badly burned
There was no celebration

When the hero had returned

We do not care he drinks too much
And takes free meals in town

Or even that he screams at night
And sometimes is held down

For when the madness takes him back
To that dreadful place

We simply shrug, do what we can
To make our hero safe

We remember his hard sacrifice,
Happily refill his flagons

Which does not vex us, nor provoke;
For our children fear no dragons
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-THE HALL of the BARD-
 “Music and storytelling are sisters and have 

always been close; where you find one, you can be 
sure the other isn’t far away.”



THE HALL OF THE BARD

by Rachel Baker

Hail, friend! Come join us! There’s room here by the fire, and while 
outside may be dark,  confusing, and full of any number of threats both 
real and imagined, here you are safe, and warm, and welcome. This is the 
Hall of the Bard, where you will find a new story-song every issue. 
Music and storytelling are sisters and have always been close; where you 
find one, you can be sure the other isn’t far away. Here in the hall, we 
will share songs both old and new, to appreciate their beauty and explore 
the ways they tie in with the theme of the month. Submissions of both 
public domain songs and original lyrics are welcome. On this first night, 
the first Hall, the first song, I’d like to start us with one of my favorites: 
The Ballad of Tam Lin. 

My introduction to this song was the version by the Medaeval 
Baebes on their album Mirabilis. It’s a spooky, moody, pared down 
version that doesn’t contain much narrative detail. I was intrigued, and 
went looking for more. In my quest for answers, I learned how many 
versions of the ballad there are (read: a lot!). The version I’m tuning up 
the harp and getting ready to share with you tonight is what I have 
affectionately referred to as “Franken-Lin,” a Tam Lin I pulled together 
from fifteen different versions of the song in the public domain. Each 
one had story details others didn’t, and I quilted together all the ones I 
couldn’t do without, pulling in bits I found interesting and language I 
couldn’t bear to part with. Though I couldn’t put in everything, 
honorable mention goes to the fire-breathing fairy horse that Janet had to 
duck before she pulled Tam Lin off it, and the final verse of one version 
that ends with Janet’s father saying, to paraphrase, “I can see why you 
like him, Janet! Dang, he’s good-looking!” I also updated some of the 
language to make it more accessible to modern hall guests– the ghosts in 
the balcony there are older than all of us and understand just fine. Don’t 
worry, they’re friendly! As for the story itself, I made no alterations.

 
Draw up a chair, take a seat on the rug, or put your back against the 

far wall and, unnoticed, close your eyes. Fire is one way to beat back the 
dark; music is another. Listen.
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Janet sat in her bonny bower,
Sewing a silken seam,
And wished to be in Carterhaugh,
Among the leaves so green.

She let her seam fall to her foot,
The needle to her toe,
And she has gone to Carterhaugh
As fast as she could go.

She had not pulled a rose, a rose,
A rose but only one,
'Til up then started young Tamlin,
Said 'Lady, let alone!'

‘How dare you pull the rose, lady?
How dare you climb the tree?
Or why come you to Carterhaugh
Without the leave of me?’

‘O I will pull the rose,’ she said,
‘Or I will climb the tree,
For Carterhaugh, it is my own.
I’ll not ask leave of thee.’

He took her by the milk-white hand
Among the leaves so green,
And what they did I cannot say;
The green leaves were between!

He took her by the grass-green sleeve,
Among the roses red,
And what they did I cannot say,
Nor where their dancing led.

Then Janet blushed and took his hand,
And softy did she say;
'Sir, if you are a gentleman,
You will tell me your name.’

‘First they did call me Jack,’ he said,
‘And then they called me John,
But since I lived in elfin lands,
Tam Lin has been my name.'

Four and twenty ladies fair
Were playing at the ball,
And out then came fair Janet,
The flower among them all.

Four and twenty gentlemen
Were playing at the chess,
And out then came fair Janet,
As green as any glass.

Up then spoke an old gray knight,
As he stood on the wall,
And said, 'Janet will have a babe,
And we'll be blamed for all!'

'Hold your tongue, you old gray knight,
Some ill death may you die!
Father my babe on whom I will,
I'll father none on thee.'

Out then spoke her father dear,
And he spoke meek and mild:
'Alas, sweet Janet,' said the king,
'I fear you go with child.'

'And if I be with child, father,
'Twill be a wondrous birth,
For well I swear I'm not with child
To any man on earth.

The steed my true love rides upon
Is lighter than the wind;
With silver he is shod before,
With burning gold behind.

If that I go with child, father,
I must bear the blame.
There’s ne'er a lord about your house
Shall give my babe his name.'

Up spoke then fair Janet's mother,
A lady wise was she:
‘There grows an herb in Carterhaugh
Will scathe the babe away.’

She let her seam fall to her foot,
The needle to her toe,
And Janet's has gone to Carterhaugh
As fast as she could go.

She had not pulled the double rose,
A rose but only two,
'Til up then started young Tamlin,
Said 'Lady, let alone!'

Tam Lin (Child 39)
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‘O do not pluck that rose, lady,
That has these dimples gray!
Why would you harm the bonny babe
That we’ve got in our play?’

'O I will pluck the rose, Tam Lin,
And I will break the tree,
But I'll not bear the bonny babe
That I have got with thee.

If it were to an earthly man,
And not an elfin shade,
I'd hold him all the winter's night,
And all the summer's day.’

'Indeed your love's an earthly man,
The same as well as thee,
And long I've haunted Carterhaugh
All for the love of thee.

The truth to thee I'll tell, Janet,
A word I will not lie.
A knight me got, a lady bore,
As well as they did thee.

A boy I was, just turned of nine;
My uncle sent for me
To hunt and hawk and ride with him,
And keep him company.

A strange deep sleep came over me,
And from my horse I fell.
The Queen of Fairies, she was there,
And took me for herself.

She set me on a milk-white steed;
‘Twas of the elfin kind;
His feet were shot with beaten gold,
And fleeter than the wind.

Beneath her hill’s a pretty place
In which I love to dwell,
But at the end of seven years,
We pay a tithe to hell.

And I am mortal, lithe of limb,
Sweet lady, view me well.
I am so fair and full of flesh,
I'm feared it be myself.

But on this night is Halloween;
And this to you I’ll tell: 
Then can you win me, and you will,
If now you listen well.

Just at the mark of midnight hour
The fairy folk will ride,
And she that would her true love win,
At Miles Cross must bide.'

'But how shall thee I see, Tam Lin,
Or how shall thee I know,
Among a pack of uncouth knights
The like I never saw?'

'Take courage in your heart, lady,
And listen now to me:
The first court there that comes along,
You'll let them all pass by.

The second court that comes along,
Salute them reverently.
The queen herself then will along;
Her knights and I you’ll see.

My right hand will be gloved, lady,
My left hand will be bare,
And that's the token I'll give thee.
Ne'er doubt I will be there.

Let by the first steed there so black,
And then let by the brown,
But when you see the milk-white steed,
You’ll pull his rider down.

For I’ll ride on the milk-white steed,
And nearest to the town;
Because I was an earthly knight,
They give me that renown.

They'll change me first there in your arms,
Into a twisting adder,
But hold me fast and fear me not;
I am your child's father.

They'll change me next there in your arms
Into a wolf to bite,
But hold me fast and fear me not;
I'll be your heart's delight.

Tam Lin (Child 39) Cont.
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Tam Lin (Child 39)

They'll change me next there in your 
arms
Into a red-hot iron,
But hold me tight and fear me not;
I'll do to you no harm.

At last I'll turn there in your arms
Into a naked man;
Cast your green mantle over me,
I'll be myself again.'

Gloomy, gloomy was the night,
And eerie was the road,
As Janet in her mantle green
To Miles Cross did go.

About the middle of the night
She heard the bridles ring;
This lady was as glad at that
As any earthly thing.

She first let by the steed so black,
And then let by the brown,
But when she saw the milk-white steed,
She pulled his rider down.

She pulled him then into her arms,
Let his bright bridle fall,
And he fell low into her arms,
Like stone in castle’s wall.

Then first he turned there in her arms
Into a twisting adder.
She held him fast and feared him not;
He was her child's father.

And next he turned there in her arms
Into a wolf to bite.
She held him fast and feared him not;
He was her heart's delight.

Next then he turned there in her arms
Into a red-hot iron.
She held him fast and feared him not;
He did to her no harm.

Bravely she minded what he said,
And young Tam Lin did win,
And cast her mantle over him
To shield him from the rain.

Then sounded through the elfhin court,
A loud shout and a cry:
'That pretty maid of Carterhaugh
This night has caught her prey!'

Up then spoke the Fairy Queen,
'Tam Lin, if I had known,
I'd have torn out your heart of flesh,
Put in a heart of stone.‘

Tam Lin (Child 39) Cont.
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THE HALL OF THE BARD

by Rachel Baker

Tam Lin is free from his gilded cage and even though, with the 
Fairy Queen’s words, the shadows may have grown a little darker, we 
breathe a little easier as well. Love triumphs.

I read, as I mentioned, a lot of iterations of this ballad in the process 
of quilting this one. Even in the versions where the consent in Janet and 
Tam Lin’s first encounter is dubious at best, I am struck, as I was the first 
time I heard it, by Janet’s courage and determination. From the first 
verse, she moves with purpose toward exactly what she wants, be it an 
afternoon picking roses in Carterhaugh or her one true love. Faced with 
danger and difficulty of both social and mortal kinds, she accepts no 
compromises that would damage either her happiness or her integrity, 
even when they’re kindly offered and might make her life easier in the 
short term. The theme for this month is “Breaking Free,” and Janet is 
certainly hemmed in by difficulties, but despite all the social 
expectations that lie on her– as a noblewoman, a daughter, a soon-to-be 
mother– Janet is never trapped by any of them. It’s Tam Lin, the favored 
and powerful knight of the elven court, who is the prisoner, and it’s Janet 
and her refusal to accept anything less than the life she chooses that frees 
him.

I have always loved this story of courage, love, and choice, and I 
loved patchworking this version together for you. Whether you stay with 
us in the hall a while or you have things that call you away from here and 
back out into the dark, I hope it left you a little warmer. The music and 
the light will still be here whenever you need to return. 

Hold fast and fear not. Until next time.

About the Author 

Rachel Baker is a fiction writer, playwright, and lover of 
storytelling in all its forms. She has had short plays 
produced with Theater Cedar Rapids in Cedar Rapids, IA 
and Violet Surprise Theater in Chicago, IL. She currently 
lives in Iowa City with her partner and their two cats, 
where she is working on her first novel and “will come 
and go all as she please, and not ask leave of any.”
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-LEADER of the PACK-
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Storytelling events don’t happen without effort.



PUMPKINS
by Jeff Gere

The Talk Story Festival was held in early or mid-October, so Halloween 
followed soon after.  It struck me one day, "My festival stage needs pumpkins!"  I 
made an appointment to see Alec Aloun, head of Oahu’s biggest farm, Aloun Farms. 

In the middle of the parking lot near the bustling warehouse/office was a little 
garden.  In the center of the garden stood a little hut on a post. That looks like the 
offering huts I saw in Thailand and Bali, I thought. The office was dominated by a 
portrait of the Thai King.  Soon Alec Aloun waved me upstairs into his meeting 
room with one large desk. He bowed his head in silence for a good while before 
speaking. 

“You and I have a lot in common.” 
Huh? I thought. I could not imagine anything we had in common. Alec 

continued, “I have a Masters Degree in Oral Narratives.” 
Huh? You do?!?? I thought.  Alec continued.  “My grandfather was Thai. He 

came to Hawaii to farm, married a Hawaiian woman, and they started a family in 
Waianae. Every summer, we were sent back to Thailand to live that traditional Thai 
life, and we heard many Buddhist teaching tales.”  

“Oh, the Jataka tales?” I said.  He nodded yes. 
“I live by those values still today.  I want to support you. I will give you 

pumpkins for your storytelling festival for as long as you like.” 
And he did. For the next decade when I retired, I would drive a huge City van 

to the loading warehouse where it was filled with a few hundred pumpkins.  
Sometimes they would forklift a massive box into the van bed.  The stage looked 
wonderful!  And I credited Aloun Farms for their donation, verbally from the stage 
and in the program, and shared highlight video DVDs with him each year, which 
included the credit. 

We’d close the final night by giving away over 100 pumpkins to the delighted 
crowd, the volunteers, and storytellers.  See?  Magical connections grow out of 
asking for help.  Who could have anticipated the story connection I shared with this 
farmer?  But you gotta ask, right?

Jeff Gere, born on Halloween, lives in Honolulu. He 
created/hosted/produced Talk Story Festival (Hawaii's 
largest storytelling celebration for 26 years) and story 
radio & TV series. He toured Hawaii & internationally 
lots (until covid), teaches, does shadow puppets, has 
projects & ideas. Find more about Jeff at 
www.jeffgere.com & YouTube... Or reach him by email  
at jeffgere1031@gmail.com.

Retell Permission given by contributor to anybody 
in any words by anybody anywhere.  -67-
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One Step Forward, And…
A Report from the Pacific Region

by Brandon Spars

We held a zoom meeting last Tuesday, June 28, 2022 for the liaisons in the Pacific Region 
of NSN. Of course this is a busy time for everyone, so not everyone could make it, but we 
managed to have a very lively discussion about what we have been up to, and where we think we 
are headed. Covid and the future of NSN dominated our discussion. 

The liaisons for various parts of the Pacific Region (California, Oregon, Washington, 
Alaska, and Hawaii) are having very different experiences about how complete and how fast the 
return to in-person events is happening. Some report nearly one  hundred percent back to in-person 
performances; others don’t feel that reopening is happening very quickly at all; still others don’t 
want to let go of some of the advantages that virtual events provide (such as drawing audiences 
from across the country, even the world). 

Karen Golden is the NSN liaison to the Greater Area of Los Angeles. She joined the zoom 
from a beautifully painted home, and by painted, I mean that her husband turned her garage and 
driveway into a vibrant mural featuring a dreamy, colorful landscape. Needless to say, she does not 
park her car in the driveway any longer. Karen expressed that L.A. still has a long way to go 
before it is back to in-person storytelling events. Karen did mention that the The Moth and Strong 
Words are drawing pretty significant audiences once again, and she announced with joy that she 
has her first in-person event coming up at a local library, which has resulted in a great deal of 
anxiety, not about what story to tell, not about whether she can still tell stories without the aid of 
sticky notes on the computer screen, but about what shoes to wear! In fact, while L.A. remains in 
somewhat of a Covid slumber, Karen has been doing quite a bit personally, including a new 
one-woman show about the murder of her relatives in Lithuania (which will premier virtually in 
August), and an in-person tour that will take her as far as Buenos Aires! 

Aunt LiAnne  is the liaison for the San Diego area, and she reported feeling very differently 
about the situation in her town, almost like it is on the other side of the world rather than just an 
hour or so to the south. Almost all of Aunt LiAnne’s five signature programs are up and running 
live and in-person. Last March, there was a live festival featuring workshops by Michael McCarty 
and Angela Loyd, not to mention performances by Marilyn McPhie and Aunt LiAnne, herself. In 
addition, for five months and running, Aunt LiAnne has been having live shows at her favorite 
venue, The Twisted Horn Mead and Cider Hall, held every third Thursday, and, yes, Aunt LiAnne 
can put away mead as well as any Viking. The Sam Hinton Folk Festival happened earlier, also in 
person, on Saturday, June 4. Finally, the Annual San Diego Scottish Highland Games, held on June 
24 and 25, featured one-hour, in person performances by Aunt LiAnne and Marilyn McPhie. The 
only one of the signature San Diego storytelling events to remain somewhat “eclipsed” is the first 
Thursday event held at  Eclipse Chocolate Bar and Bistro, which remains virtual. 
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Ed Lewis and Claire Hennessy are the liaisons for Northern California, 
Sacramento and the Bay Area respectively, and they report storytelling events to be 
somewhere between what was reported for San Diego, which has all but completely 
opened up to in person events, and Los Angeles, which remains for the most part virtual. 
Claire, no stranger to virtual events as the co-producer of Six Feet Apart Productions (two 
virtual shows every month) was heavily involved in the Bay Area Storytelling Festival, 
which took place April 16. This was a hybrid event, with audiences coming in person to 
see Sheila Arnold, Willy Claflin, Eth-Noh-Tec, Diane Ferlatte, and Corey Rosen. It was 
also live-streamed, although Claire reports that there were some technical problems with 
the number of IP addresses that were available at the Orinda Community Center where 
the resurrected festival took place. The recordings, however, may be viewed for 18 dollars 
(see Tickets for Now Streaming Bay Area Storytelling Festival) or free if you had 
purchased a ticket for the in person show. Claire along with co-producer Regina Stoops 
continue to press Northern California to the far sides of the nation and the world with live, 
online storytelling programs such as her upcoming show on July 24 “From England and 
the Emerald Isle: Tales Told with Exceptional Style.” Looking further forward, Six Feet 
Apart Productions is considering their first in-person open mic at Trek Winery in Novato, 
California on September 14, depending on the situation with Covid. However, Claire said 
there will definitely be a curated, in person show at the Mechanics Institute Library in San 
Francisco on October 27. We should all be back to in person shows then, right?

Ed Lewis produces an event every third Wednesday for the Storytelling 
Association of California (SAC) called Genre Tales  featuring tellers who tell from a 
selected genre every month (fairy tales, historical stories, myths/legends, personal stories, 
spooky stories, and others). Ed reports that, even as the Sacramento Area opens up to 
in-person telling, he hopes to maintain the virtual aspect of his events so that he can 
continue to draw people from all over the state, the nation, and the world! The 
Sacramento Storytelling Guild, Ed reports, may not only be hybrid in the sense that there 
is a virtual and real audience, but also that storytelling is joining up with poetry! The 
Guild has moved into the Sacramento Poetry Center  right in downtown Sacramento 
where each monthly  meeting now features five storytellers and two poets! Ed is looking 
forward to producing the first Sacramento Storytelling Festival in May 2023! 
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While California is experiencing a spectrum of different positions between virtual and 
real events, Hawaii according to Jeff Gere is totally back in business. Jeff is currently in a 
midsummer marathon, immersed in a program called “Summer Fun.” Jeff performs three or 
four times a day to K-8 students who are in this summer day care program. This is a tough 
audience, according to Jeff, made all the tougher by the fact that they remember every one of 
his stories, even from years past. He draws on his full repertoire to fill the expansive 
performance schedule, and, undoubtedly, he twists his face into many “never before seen” 
contortions to regale his youthful critics. Of course, this requires that Jeff is maskless while he 
performs, but his audience members all wear masks out of courtesy for one another. As we were 
speaking to Jeff on Zoom, he had just finished one of his hour-long shows and was getting 
ready to head out into his newfound passion, traditional paddling. Jeff reports that his fellow 
paddlers get their craft moving so fast that he cannot even get his oar in the water. The oar 
bounces right off the jet stream of brine plowed by their craft as they send it hurtling out into 
the open sea, climbing up the large swell and then skidding down the other side. 

There is so much to celebrate in the Pacific region, but there remains so much 
uncertainty. We discussed NSN’s expiring lease with the Mid-Continental Library, the 
unfortunate departure of Danni Altman-Newell, and some of the disappointment with the 
scaling back of the National Conference. It is easy to get bogged down in the lack of clarity 
ahead of us. However, the five liaisons present at this meeting also showed the kind of hope and 
optimism that it takes to be a lifetime storyteller and their commitment to having a national 
organization that serves tellers, storytelling organizations, and storytelling in general. Fantastic 
ideas were pitched to me to bring to the board and to the programming committee. Some of 
them included making it affordable to advertise in The Story Beast, perhaps using this monthly 
organ to create an interactive calendar of swaps and events around the country. Really honing 
the purpose of NSN seems absolutely necessary. Karen Golden and Claire Hennessy have a 
clear vision for NSN as playing more of a networking role (like the name NSN implies). 
Meanwhile Aunt LiAnne emphasized the importance of having a champion for the art of 
storytelling itself. There needs to be a place where a librarian, for example, can go and quickly 
find what makes this art form so meaningful and worth preserving. 

Aunt LiAnne had the final word at our meeting. Aunt LiAnne pointed out that during our 
two hour meeting we constantly referred to NSN as “it,” and to the board and the members as 
“they.” Aunt LiAnne stated, wisely, that if we want to preserve this organization, we must, as a 
first step, start referring to it in the first person. Only then can we hope to achieve a unified and 
inclusive effort toward making this organization the best it can be. 

Successful groups and organizations often create a set of norms and expectations that 
provide guidelines for their members. I have certainly done such a thing in my classroom where 
I have been a teacher for twenty-five years, so why not with the liaisons for the Pacific Region. 
Aunt LiAnne caused me to pause and think about the norms and expectations for my future 
meetings with the Pacific Liaisons. Not referring to NSN and the people who give their time 
and energy to it in the third person will definitely be one. 
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Story Sightings

http://jeffgere.com/


Stories are everywhere! 
Look and you’ll find 

something magical close 
to you.
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   -Asia Starr
Head Design & Layout
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Storytelling for me is magic. I hope you 
felt that same magic and love through the 

course of reading this publication. 

May you always wonder, dream, and share.

Thoughts? Feedback? Feelings?
Contact us at: 
storybeasteditor@gmail.com.

https://mamastarrstorytelling.com/
mailto:storybeasteditor@gmail.com






What force and strengthcannot get throughI with a gentle touch can do;And many in the streetswould stand,Were I not, as friend, at hand.

-SB




