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Kevin MacKenzie - Regina, SK

No story available.

Renée Englot and Carol Burton - Edmonton, AB

Shortly after I got my quilt square from Pearl-Ann, I
went home to Saskatchewan because my dad, who’d
been ill for 2 months, was getting worse. As I drove
from Edmonton my mom called to say Dad had been
admitted to the hospital. I’d brought the square with
me because my mom is a master quilter and like most
quilters, she has more fabric than she knows what
to do with. I’d hoped to flip through her books for
inspiration and then the steal the necessary fabric.
My dad slept almost all the time, so my jobs included
stocking the freezer with quick meals for Mom, and
trying to keep her spirits up. I did find time to flip
through part of her stack of quilting magazines while
I sat in the hospital and was drawn to an outrageously
bright display of flowers and leaves. Mom agreed to
help me (as it was a little beyond my skill level!) and
the cheery flowers became an antidote to our gloom.
This shared project was exactly what we needed during a tough week. And maybe those healthy flowers
brought us the spark of life we needed… Dad hasn’t
quite made a full recovery yet but he’s doing ever so
much better. And for that we are truly grateful.
Renée Englot March, 2008

Norma Lundberg

- Toronto, ON

As I was walking all alane,
I heard twa corbies making a mane;
The tane unto the t’other say,
‘Where shall we gang and dine to-day?’
‘In behint yon auld fail dyke,
I wot there lies a new slain knight;
And naebody kens that he lies there,
But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair.
‘His hound is to the hunting gane,
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame,
His lady’s ta’en another mate,
So we may mak our dinner sweet.
‘Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane,
And I’ll pike out his bonny blue een;
Wi ae lock o his gowden hair
We’ll theek our nest when it grows bare.
‘Mony a one for him makes mane,
But nane sall ken where he is gane;
Oer his white banes, when they are bare,
The wind sall blaw for evermair.’

This quilt block with two black birds
(representing ravens) was inspired by Child
Ballad #26, “The Twa Corbies”, one of 305
ballads collected by Francis James Child and
originally published between 1882 and 1898 in
five volumes asThe English and Scottish Popular
Ballads.
In the winter of 2007, I took a wonderful storytelling course given by storyteller and balladeer Lorne
Brown in Toronto. It was called “As I Roved Out: Ballads and the Art of Storytelling”, and introduced
nine storytellers to the rich world of the stories to
be found in the ballad tradition.
Corbies is another word for ravens, and the ballad
tells the story of two ravens discussing the body of
a knight that is lying behind a wall. The words, as
recorded in a Scots dialect, are as follows:

Child’s collection included all the variations he could
discover. There are also ballads that crossed over to
Canada and the United States with immigrants from
England and Scotland, and inspired further ballads
telling the stories of early settlers, explorers,
and seafaring folk.
The nine of us who took Lorne’s course continue to
meet once a month to continue exploring the ballad
tradition by learning a new one each month and presenting it to our group.

Holly Gilmour - Spruce Grove, AB

No story available.

Nancy Vermond

- St. Marys, ON

When I first saw the colours and shape of the 2008 quilt
block, I knew exactly what I wanted to do: recreate the
Toronto Festival of Storytelling image of the seven
animals around the storytelling fire, an image used for
several years around the turn of the century (I can say
that now that it is 2008). Toronto artist Belinda Ageda
created the image after some festival volunteers came
up with the concept. Thanks to Dan Yashinsky, I was
able to contact Belinda and ask permission to use the
design.
In the 2002 Toronto festival souvenir program, Dan
McEwen talked about the symbolism of the fire and
the seven animals.The fire symbolized how the art of
storytelling began -- with people gathered around a
campfire. The fire is an ancient symbol of the power of
storytelling in creating community.
Many of the seven animals, especially the rabbit,
spider, raven and coyote, have appeared as tricksters in numerous cultures. The bear is one of the first
animals to appear in European and Native American
mythologies. The serpent, fabled to have the power
of growing young again by shedding its skin, appears
in stories on almost every continent. The tortoise
was a symbol of cowardice and boastfulness in Aztec
mythology, being hard on the outside and soft on the
inside. For many of us it is a symbol of perserverance,
slow but sure.
Each of these seven animals plays several cultural roles,
helping us to understand ourselves through their
choices, relationships, actions, and consequences.
They are all part of who we are and represent the
rich traditions of oral storytelling, which the Toronto
Festival of Storytelling has long been dedicated to
preserving.

The Rainbow Serpent
Carol Leigh Wehking - Cambridge, ON
When confronted with a vertical rectangle, instead of the
usual square block for this year’s StorySave quilt, the only
story image I could think of that fit that shape was the
Rainbow Serpent.
When I was in Australia for the bi-annual Australian National Storytelling Conference in 2003 (Brisbane), with
Glenna Janzen and again in 2005 (Perth) with Glenna
plus Mary Louise Chown as 3 SC-CC representatives, we
did some travelling and I became fascinated with the
examples of Aboriginal art which I had the opportunity to see. There were special collections in Brisbane,
Sydney, and Melbourne, as well as elsewhere. I was so
captivated that I even began to be able to identify the
geographical origin of some the styles.
When a group gathers for any purpose in Australia, it
is the custom to invite a local Aboriginal elder to offer
a «welcome to Country». This is a token acknowledgement of the prior belonging of all the land to the first
peoples. At the Perth Conference, we were treated to
about an hour and a half (an extremely condensed and
truncated version) of creation story by the Aboriginal teller Noel Nannup from the Nyungar tribe. It was an experience never to be forgotten. The sense of the mystical
and spiritual connection of all things, and of the peoples’
connection to the land (not one of ownership, but ofbelonging to the land), and the deeply spiritual nature of
the entire perpetual creation story were conveyed to
listeners who were enthralled by the telling.
It is very presumptuous of me even to attempt to convey
anything about the Rainbow Serpent and the Dreamtime
of Aboriginal Australians, both concepts being part of
their intellectual property, and not a part of anything to
which I might rightfully lay a claim to knowledge. However, with apologies and with respect, I will try to give a
little hint. Dreamtime is the time of pre-consciousness, a
time/place before creation, during which creation takes
place. Dreamtime is a mystical condition, both ancient
and present. Dreamings are present extensions of this.
Original creation of the land, its characteristics, and the
creatures which inhabit it took place in the Dreamtime.

The Rainbow Serpent
Carol Leigh Wehking - Cambridge, ON

This ancient time is also when the features of the land were created and creatures were differentiated, moral
and social laws and systems of totems and the belonging of different people to different geographical areas
were established, and supernatural and mythological events took place. Most of the Aboriginal creation
stories of which I am aware centre around the Rainbow Serpent, who is the sometimes female, sometimes
androgynous great serpent who first came up from under the earth, created its features, and called forth the
other living beings. The places where Rainbow Serpent travelled are the rivers, and where she curled herself
to rest, those are the water holes. The water came from the frogs, who were the first living things to be called
up by Rainbow Serpent from under the earth, and who carried the water in their bellies. Water, of course, sustains all the other life on the land. The water places have spiritual significance and often contain the spirits of
ancestors. The Land was given to the People for always, and is connected by a web of Dreamings. Rainbow
Serpent has many names in the more than 200 aboriginal languages still alive in Australia.
Mick Dodson (former Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Justice Commissioner) has expressed it thus:
To understand our law, our culture and our relationship to the physical and spiritual world, you must begin
with land. Everything about aboriginal society is inextricably woven with, and connected to, land. Culture is
the land, the land and spirituality of aboriginal people, our cultural beliefs or reason for existence is the land.
You take that away and you take away our reason for existence. We have grown that land up. We are dancing,
singing, and painting for the land. We are celebrating the land. Removed from our lands, we are literally removed from ourselves.
Storytelling and totem representation feature prominently in all forms of Aboriginal artwork. The dot art of
the Aboriginal artists comes from the body painting, sand painting, and rock art, originally sacred to rituals
that were not open to everyone. Especially prepared bark also served as a surface for painting. The red and
yellow ochres available on the land and stark white were used as the main colours. In the 1970s, there began
a movement to use modern materials such as acrylic paints on paper or canvas to produce art of similar style,
and of course there was controversy as to what images were okay to be seen by women, uninitiated men, and
non-aboriginals. Colours and styles have evolved with the use of modern materials and the production of
artwork for public view, but the chief colours used are still the ochres and white, and the chief medium, paint.
I found the Rainbow Serpent to be a powerful concept, and have enjoyed exploring many images of the
Rainbow Serpent. Sometimes she is seen as coiled, sometimes stretched out often in a serpentine wavy line
with curves that may be deeper or shallower. I have chosen to make a gesture towards the Rainbow Serpent
art, rather than attempting to replicate it, which to me would seem disrespectful. I found a piece of fabric
already done in «painted-on» dots, and have cut out a serpent and appliquéd her to the background, first by
hand and then edged by machine stitching, finally outlined in paint. Neither the colours nor the medium nor
the technique relate to the Aboriginal traditions. But the dots that shade into one another and the shape of
the serpent figure are meant to be a respectful gesture to the deeply important ancestral Dreamtime stories
which give life meaning in Aboriginal culture. To me, it is this sort of story we hope to preserve by the StorySave project.

The Way Up and Down
Karen Gummo - Calgary, AB

What a long climb it is to the top! As storytellers we
seek out the well of wisdom. We sometimes find it is a
long journey to get there. The climb takes a great deal
of effort and courage. Will it be worthwhile?
Remember Hyuki and Bil, the Norse children who were
sent by their father to fetch some water from a spring
on a mountain top. Was it the well of Mimir? This water inspired poetry and prophesy. They journeyed to
the top and filled the bucket until it was brimming.
Raising it up on a pole, they spilled some of the
precious liquid and attracted Mani the moon’s
attention. As they descended the hill, Mani reached
down and scooped them up into his night-time
chariot, bucket pole and all. You can still see the
boy, the girl, the bucket and the pole in the moon.
Poets call out to Bil the beautiful, begging her
to sprinkle their lips with the magic springwater.
When we receive a taste of that springwater, it is
worthy of celebration! If we spill it out into the world
we will bring great promise to those who receive a
drop or two. As Anne Nagy said last year, we might be
surprised to tumble headlong when we get up to the
top of the hill. The fall is a gift too. We go on the journey
to the top and perhaps the best thing that can happen
will be to tumble to the bottom again.
I enjoyed making this quilt for the 2008 Saskatoon
Conference. I still have a few French knots to add to it
(inspired by Elinor Benjamin).
Jack and Jill went up the hill
To fetch a pail of water
Jack fell down and broke his crown
And Jill came tumbling after!

The Big Tree Near Swift Current
Marie-Anne McLean

- Edmonton, AB

On the highway approaching Swift Current, there is
a tree all alone on the prairie. It is a landmark that is
noticed by everyone in the district. People use it as
a reference point in giving directions. Go about five
miles past the tree and then you turn.
My nephew, John, is engaged to a lovely young
woman named Amy. We all admire John’s ability to find
someone who fits in with our family so well. Amy grew
up on a farm near that tree and she loves it.
To celebrate their engagement, I began a big painting
of the tree As I worked on it, I thought how that tree is
like the stories we tell. Stories are the cultural markers
that show us the road that we came down. They also
point us in a direction to get to where we need to be.
I have encountered so many tree and forest images in
stories. I thought perhaps I should put a tree in the Storysave quilt.
So here it is, a big tree alone on the prairie, marking the
way, and beloved by the people who know it.

Pearl-Ann Gooding

No story available.

- Wainwright, AB

Mary Gavan - Vancouver, B.C.

Believing that quilting originates with existing materials, Alice delighted in delving into her basket of
samples and finding material ideally suited for the
fronds. The sea horses came froma template she
recently used. on quilted pages in book made . with
her two young granddaughters.
When I saw the completed square, I equated the reefs
with kelp, the seaweed which provided substance
and survival to many Scots. Indeed, so profitable was
the seaweed industry in the 19th century, that the
landowners persuaded the Government to forestall
emigration of local labour as workers were needed for
the labour intensive collecting and processing of kelp.
Later, a downturn in prices for the kelp industry led to
the same landowners encouraging emigration. This
wave of emigrants together with their predecessors
substantially affected the development of Canada.

When Alice, my quilting neighbour, saw the square
she equated the blue with water and created sea
horses gliding around fronds of reefs emerging
from stones below . As enchanting creatures, sea
horses are found in many a traditional tale and
also in many a book on animal physiology as their
eyes rotate 360 degrees and, unique to the animal
kingdom, the males have a true pregnancy.
Unfortunately,
as
with
many
another
exotic species, these magical creatures are subject to extinction due to over fishing for the pet,
pot and pill trade. Fortunately, as with many
a story, help is at hand with the existence of
Save Our Seahorse Foundations.

Kelp continues to flourish around the stony shores
of Scotland. Without fear of extinction as other
processes are used in the manufacture of fertilizer,
soap and glass. Almost extinct were seahorses as they
were rarely found in the waters off Scotland, a situation
shifting due to unlikely ally.
Climate change is warming the once cool waters off
Scotland causing the traditional cold water fish to give
way to the warmer species such as sea horses. In the
company of other warm bloods such as the leather
backed turtles which look stones afloat, the sea horses
are quietly gliding aroundtheabundant fronds of kelp
as the new ecology look.
Thus, sea horses are quietly riding the waves of change.

Elinor Benjamin - Corner Brook, NL
«And what,» asked James politely, «does that turtle stand
upon?»
«Why he stands upon the back of second, larger turtle,»
the old woman replied.
«And,» James continued relentlessly, «on what does that
turtle stand?»
The old woman drew herself up and stared James in the
eye. «It’s no good, Mr. James,» she said ringingly. «It’s
turtles all the way down!»
The turtles looked so perfectly cheerful beside that
piece of fabric, I decided to try to replicate them on
the square, a process that resulted in considerable
experimentation and not total success, for their original charm lay in their being fat and three-dimensional,
and they did not always co-operate in the transition to
the flat surface. Ah, well, only Allah ....

When this year’s quilt square arrived in the mail from
Pearl Ann - a blank page requiring inspiration - I felt
that normal desperation one feels when faced with
a blank page. I took it up to my work room, and set
in on the table. Lying there, beside it, was a string of
brightly coloured cotton turtles that I bought some
years ago at 10,000 Villages, just because it was pretty and it had reminded me of a charming little anecdote attributed to the philosopher, William James,
and recorded by Jane Yolen in her introduction to
Favorite Folktales from around the World:
The ancient beldame came to the front of the hall, leaning on her mahogany walking stick. «You are wrong,
Mr. James,» she said as she drew near. «The Earth does
not revolve around the sun.»
«Then, Madame,» asked James politely, «what is your
theory?»
«Our world is balanced on the back of a giant turtle,»
she argued.

I took my sewing box and the square with me to the
St. John’s Storytelling Festival to work on in my spare
time, since the deadline was fast approaching. At the
festival, we learned that Duncan Williamson had just
died. I had never met Duncan Williamson, but have
shaken the hands of many who had, and read some
of his books, and knew of his signficance. On the last
night I was scheduled to tell a story in the beautiful
space in the GeoCentre on Signal Hill. There is a mock
up of the solar system suspended from the high ceiling
- a most inspiring venue as you can imagine. I decided
that I should tell one of Duncan’s stories, although
I knew only one and had told it only once years ago.
I was more than a little intimidated. I looked at the
earth floating above, and in one of those strange ways
the mind has of mining seemingly random memories,
the turtles came to me, and reminded me, that we
storytellers are always standing upon the back of
another greater storyteller, who is standing on the
back of another storytellers, and it’s storytellers all the
way down. And somehow, that story made it out of my
mouth, and onto a new surface.
Thank you William James, Jane Yolen and Duncan Williamson

Anne Nagy - Ottawa, ON

No story available.

The Elder
Ann Rothfels - Cookshire, QC

A weeping willow full of story,
reaches for the clouds,
then shelters and protects the newly rooted.

Mary Hays - Olds, AB

No story available.

30+ Apples Fell from Heaven
Norma Lundberg - Toronto, ON

“Three apples fell from heaven”, is in honour of Toronto’s 30th anniversary of its Storytelling Festival, which
we have publicized as 30+ Apples Fell from Heaven.
It was in the first storytelling course I took with Lynda
Howes that I heard the traditional Armenian story ending, “three apples fell from heaven: one for the Teller,
one for the Listener, and one for the One Who Heard.” In
other words, blessings on the storyteller, the audience,
and also for the one who takes the story to heart by
remembering it and passing it on to others.
Adding a small fourth apple to the tree of the quilt block,
still attached to its branch, is my acknowledgement of
the “plus” in 30+ Apples Fell from Heaven: there will be
many more years of the Toronto Storytelling Festival,
and many more storytellers who will “hear” and pass
on stories throughout generations to come

Mary Fearon - Edmonton, AB

No story available.

Pearl-Ann Gooding - Wainwright, AB

No story available.

Frog Pond
Kathie Kompass - Ottawa, ON

One time there were 2, I mean 3 frogs. One frog had
2 big eyes, 2 frogs had 3 spots and all but 1 frog
wore red nail polish on 3 toes. Number 3 frog said to
1 of the other 2 frogs, “just take 2 seconds to make
1 hop over here to this 3 part lily pad. Then you
too can see how I painted this 1 toe nail 3 colours.”
Number 3 frog hopped over 2 lily pads too because
the chance of getting 3 frogs on 1 lily pad all at 1
time doesn’t happen too often. After that the 3 frogs
decided painting 1 toe nail each was enough. So all 3
frogs decided to sing. 1 song was in 3 part harmony,
and 2 were in 2 parts – but they only sang them 1 time.
Then all 3 frogs put on their 1 piece bathing suits and
jumped into the 1 big pond. 1, 2, 3 For the Frog Pond
Story the group sits in a circle, or several circles if in
desks and pass a pencil or other small object. A shoe
works fine Whenever one is said pass right On Too, to
or Two pass left On three raise the pencil over your
own head.

Kathy Bennett

- Saskatoon, SK

This year was a special one for me. We had a guest
teller at a Conference fundraiser we were doing, called
«Ghost Stories in the Graveyard» and Mary Gavan had
agreed to come early and stay for our Saskatchewan
Storytellers retreat at a cozy little place called Ancient
Spirals. Not only was Mary there, but Yves Robitaille
came all the way from Quebec and gave those who
were interested a workshop in translating a short story
to French and then learning to tell it! Then Pearl Ann
Gooding came by and gave us all the most marvelous
storytelling workshop! It was an astonishing weekend
of an incredible year. I thought I would try to recreate
the weekend with this quilt block. As we sat around
the campfire one night, I played ‘throw the stick’ with
Bonnie Logan’s dog Maggie, and Kevin McKenzie gave
us a beautiful rendition of coyote song ... only to be
answered by the real thing in the distance.
So there we sat, telling stories under the unbelievable
star-filled sky, enjoying the best of tales, with music by
the resident wildlife, too! Who could ask for anything
more?! May this year’s quilt winner have experiences
just as extraordinary as this one was!

