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In his wallet were 5 crisp hundred dollar bills — with 
those, he would challenge players and coaches to 
match his gift for the boys + girls.It was the end of 
March when all was prepared for him to be the Guest 
of Honour @ Calgary’s charity function, The Old Timer’s 
Game, all proceeds going to the Boys’ and Girls’ Clubs 
of AB. He was excited to be driving home, the home of 
his old hockey team! He knew he would have to pull 
over soon though — shouldn’t have had that grande 
cup of Timmie’s... a small would have been fine. He 
was between towns... no, he couldn’t wait any lon-
ger. Searching, there seemed to be a sort of scruffy  
building towards the south —had to be abandoned... 
next approach... he put on his signal, slowed, turned 
right, and drove — not very far, maybe 1/4 of a mile? 
Toward that abandoned house. He stopped at a line 
of scraggly trees close to the building, got out of the 
truck and stood on the south side so he wouldn’t be vi-
sible to the highway... when from the west, something 
hit him in the back... pushed him forward... then it 
was a brass knuckle that met his right eye... from the 
east a knee met his belly... and back, from the south  
another fist got him in the left eye... he hit the ground... 
then the boots came... Unconscious, he couldn’t hold 
his water. Find out what happened to a hockey player 
who ended up looking quite homeless and `down and 
out’ as he struggled to get help... and finally found it 
from the least likely to give him that help... the whole 
story reminding him of another... told by the Master.

Cheryl Robinson
The Homeless hockey player

- Calgary, AB

This man grew up all over Canada... his family, a  
military family, had been posted to many different 
places in this vast country... from coast to coast to 
coast it seemed. And of course, there was the Cana-
dian game... he loved the game, first playing on du-
gouts in Whitehorse, Yukon, and Gagetown, NB; then 
in skating rinks in Halifax, NS, Borden, Ont, Moose Jaw,  
Sask, and finally, Wainwright, AB. BC was now his 
home. He was too old to join, but daily lifted up in 
prayer the military men and women fighting against 
terrorism in Afghanistan.
That day he was driving from his home in Kelowna, BC 
to Calgary, AB, in the Ford pickup truck he had won 
some years back as Flames MVP... not so new today, 
but a fully loaded 4X4. Early in the morning he was 
on the road... with his toothbrush, shaver, comb, hair 
gel and underarm guard packed in a leather pouch... 
inside the duffle bag his hockey equipment was in.

His dinner clothes were covered with plastic and  
hanging behind him - a black suit, 2 white shirts (just 
in case), and a red tie. He imagined he would look 
stunning — for an old timer! In his duffle bag was a 
folder with some 8X10 pictures of himself, some co-
lour and some black + white... that he would sign for 
hockey fans @ the Saddledome. 



Carol Leigh Wehking

Castle of Snow

When I opened this year’s quilt block I was taken aback 
by its size — at least twice what I expected!

But... there it was. The base colour made me think of 
the Quaker Tapestry  (http://www.quakertapestry.
co.uk/about-the-tapestry/), where the embroidered 
faces and hands of people are merely outlined. This 
made me think of long continuing stories, and as I 
related that to StorySave, I thought of Icelandic Saga 
and the StorySave CDs of Carol McGirr (launched at 
the 2006 SC-CC Conference in Halifax). So I began 
a search for images that could evoke Icelandic Saga. 
Oh, me! That was complicated and intense, and not 
familiar ground. But now I was on the subject of Carol 
McGirr, and I thought of another area of her expertise, 
Hans Christian Andersen. Of course! The Snow Queen!  
Glenna Janzen and I tell that story in tandem, so its 
images are very familiar to me. The castle of snow 
seemed the most compelling image. White terrycloth 
struck me as the best way to convey drifted snow. But 
what about the shape of the castle? I needed something 
very castle-y, but stylized enough to be simple, and 
thought of the coat-of-arms of the old Dutch city of 
Doesburg*, which our family visited when my child-
ren were 3 and 7, and we enjoyed the old mustard 
factory for which the town is known. The three crenel-
lated towers with a central doorway are extra-stylized 
on the mustard factory crest, and my castle for the 
Snow Queen is created from my memory of that. The 
castle is appliquéd, with the quote from the story in 
fabric paint. The sequins representing ice crystals were 
Mary-Eileen McClear’s idea. As usual, the patience of  
Pearl-Ann and of Glenna was greatly appreciated.

* Doesburg is especially known as a mustard-city. Tens 
of thousands of tourists visit the mustard-museum 
which adjoins the mustard-factory yearly. Mustard 
here is still made according to a recipe going back 
many centuries ago.

- Calgary, AB - Ontario



When we tell stories, we are a lot like those boys. We 
climb into the story and let it back out through our 
voices. The tales are framed from our knowledge of the 
story, our own imagined form of it and our framing the 
tale to lead others along with us on the journey.
The wondrous thing about storytelling it is that the 
imagination part is unique for every teller and listener.

As we tell stories the listeners use all of their personal 
knowledge and experience to furnish the images that 
we give in the story. Their cultures, the tellers’ cultures 
and the culture of origin of the story all come together 
to make a new experience with each telling and with 
each listener. What a rich gift for each generation to 
pass on!

So what about our culture?  

What could be a more essentially Canadian image than 
two little boys loving to play hockey on an empty ou-
tdoor rink under the fake moonlight of the big white 
rink light?
So here they are, Sydney and David, skating and shoo-
ting and dreaming and living and telling the story of 
their game.

And like those boys, each of us goes out to dream and 
live and tell the story of our game.

Marie Anne McLean
Skating Rink

- Edmonton, AB

I spent a long time thinking about the quilt this 
year. Each time we do one, I ponder, again, how to 
tell about what storytelling means to me. 

One day this fall I was listening to David Francey’s 
CD Skating Rink.It reminded me of two boys that  
I taught in High Park Elementary School. They gave 
me an image that seemed to me to be a metaphor 
for what we do.

Each day after class, they would go home to get 
their hockey sticks, skates and a puck. I would see 
and hear them from my classroom directly across 
from the outdoor rink. Each evening as the early 
darkness arrived, these boys would play their own 
wonderful brand of hockey.

As I finished gathering my papers and books, 
loaded my car and warmed it up for the trip home, 
the boys would be calling out the fantastic plays 
that they were carrying out in their imaginations. 
I could hear their voices calling out the shots 
and pretending to be the players who were their  
heroes. It was as though they had climbed into 
their imaginations and their knowledge of the 
game that they loved.



T he Square without a Story

Alas for Square # 4. Somebody said they would do it 
and didn’t. But even a blank quilt square should have 
a story, so let us use the old saw that circulates around 
office lunch rooms:

This is the story of four people named Everybody, 
Somebody, Anybody, and Nobody. There was an im-
portant job to be done and Everybody was asked to 
do it. Anybody could have done it, but Nobody did it. 
Somebody got angry about that, because it was Eve-
rybody’s job. Everybody thought Anybody could do 
it, but Nobody realized that Everybody wouldn’t do it. 
Consequently, it wound up that Nobody told Anybody, 
so Everybody blamed Somebody.

- Edmonton, AB



The story of the Prairie Princess was inspired by our 
daughter Julia. It began with a family incident that 
occurred when she was 5 years old. The story has 
expanded over time somehow. This year Julia is on a 
Rotary exchange in Turkey — far away from us for 10 
months. She is living with a Turkish family, going to 
school and doing her best to learn the language and 
fit in with the culture. We are very excited for her and 
are living out her experience vicariously by the stories 
that she sends to us.

As I have worked on this square, I have had the chance 
to think about Julia and reflect on my story. I have stit-
ched in the company of my mother who is a prairie 
girl at heart, transported to the west coast. Since she is 
confined to a wheel chair and needing to be still much 
of the time, we sat together and sang while I stitched.  
I sat stitching while my mother-in law and told of living 
in the Peace River country long ago and moving 12 
times by the time she was twelve! I have sat in one of 
Mary Hays Storytelling classes listening to Marie Anne 
McLean regaling us with tales from her Story Save CD 
set.

Taking the time to stitch and reflect is pure joy to 
me. I love the way the image takes shape almost of 
its own free will. There is no firm master plan but I 
respond to every stitch as it adds to the scene. I take 
my place beside the first storytellers, the wise crones 
who wove tales while their hands worked magic with 
wool or thread or whatever materials they had at their  
fingertips.

Such is the way of the storyteller. We weave tales with 
the thread of thoughts and dreams that we capture in 
the moment and offer this creation to our listeners.

Karen Gummo
The Prairie Princess

- Calgary, AB

As I anticipate my journey eastward to  
Newfoundland, I think «What can I bring?» I can 
bring my deep excitement to have the chance to 
visit a part of Canada that I love. And I can bring 
a piece of the prairie with me. On Pearl Ann’s base 
rectangle, I began to lay out a patchwork of colour 
that resembles the Nose Hill Natural Area that 
we see out our bedroom window. Fall is such a  
beautiful reflective time and a time of hard work 
of course! And so I embark on the long work of  
creating a story image in fabric.

This is an image inspired by my illustrations for a 
story that I have created called The Prairie Princess. 
This new princess was out chasing ladybirds,  
making sure they found a good winter hideaway 
before the cold set in. Little did she know that  
after some pain of loss, they would lead her again 
to a place deep under the hill where she would find 
wisdom. There would be a family outing, the loss of 
a prized possession, and then a solo journey that 
would bring her more than she bargained for.



Serena H 
Light and Shadows

I’m not a quilter and I’ve never quilted in my life, so, 
I signed up to do a quilt block for this year’s Story-
Save quilt! I received the blank block and imagined  
working with deep, dark greens and browns and golds; 
something about the multi-colours and textures that 
make up the stories we all love. However, the theme of 
Light and Shadows swept me up and I began...

I began where I would no matter the theme: Reusing 
and Reclaiming. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy shiny 
new things, but I’m a huge proponent of reusing what 
I can and reclaiming items for other uses. Luckily, 
for me, I live in a city with a Reuse Centre and that is 
where I found most of the fabric for this block (the rest 
was from old clothes). Oh, and yes, all material was  
pre-washed!

Shadows and light are common themes found in sto-
ries and in life; the melding of light and dark to create 
the subtler and confusing shades of grey provide 
the backdrop to our interpretations. Whether it’s the  
story’s characters or ourselves, we journey through 
times of shadows and times of light, often simultaneous-
ly. In fact, this pretty much sums up my journey through 
this frustrating process of creating the quilt block; I’m 
not entirely sure I’ve learned from the many mistakes 
I’ve made, except to say that I really could use a good  
teacher or book to learn from!

There is no specific design or pattern to this quilt block. 
I purposefully had no plan, no intent other than the un-
derlying theme, and proceeded to cut and sew at ran-
dom, allowing the theme to speak for itself. Any pat-
tern perceived is the organic development that arises 
when light and shadow mingle and dance and leave 
its textured story to be interpreted at will, at random.

- Calgary, AB - Edmonton, AB



Blackie wandered through our salvia one summer day 
when Albert was telling our neighbour that he hoped 
to go to Newfoundland for the big Storytelling Festival 
being held there next summer.

Blackie’s ears perked up. He loved to travel and explore! 
He had never been to Newfoundland. In fact he wasn’t 
exactly sure where it was. Later that day he visited the 
internet and discovered it was only 7207 kilometers 
away.

And so a dream was born. While Albert may or may 
not make it to Newfoundland, Blackie is determined to 
check out these storytellers. Keep an eye out for him 
and be sure to say «Hi Blackie». He just may reward you 
with a purr! Or not.

Sheila Fowler
BC Blackie Heads off to Newfoundland

- Victoria, B.C.



- Victoria, B.C. Pearl Ann Gooding
Undaunted Enchantments

This year I was the Artistic. Director of a Faerie Tale  
project through TALES Edmonton and felt inspired to 
carry my passion of the ‘old’ tales onto the Story.Save 
Quilt.
I started a faerie tale quilt of my own about 10 
years ago and have never finished it as I am always  
working or a wedding, baby, birthday, church service,  
community, Christmas, TALES, or StorySave Quilt for 
someone else. It gave me a real sense of completion as 
I took the female faerie tale characters and just made a 
smaller version of my big quilt into a single block.

I love the strength of the women in the older tales 
when they were not supposed to have thoughts or 
inspirations of their own. How they broke through 
barriers and overcame mountains of obstacles to give 
females, young and old, a sense of worth and control. 
I have used a machine applique’ method to give  
detail and enhancements to the figures. I love that each 
character is easily identified without the aid of props,  
clothing or ever hair. The only character given hair in 
this design is Rapunzel as her hair sweeps throughout 
the block gathering and protecting each of the other 
characters. It was important to me to capture the  
essence and beauty of all women in every culture and 
so each of the figures are different skin color. I began 
drawing figures in my grade 8 Art class and years 
after I had grown up, my teacher remembered me 
specifically for my figure drawings. I drew, sketched,  
charcoaled, and painted figures, playing with light and 
shadow and for years sold many original pieces, It is 
funny that after 30 years, I still have not out-grown my 
love for the figures and beauty of the human body. I 
hope that this block brings enjoyment to the eye and 
inspires creativity in development of your own telling 
of the old faerie tales.

- Wainwright, AB



I am so lucky to be able to submit a quilt block to the 
StorySave Quilt. My dear, sweet mother-in-law, Ol-
lie Hays created the block for me. She is 85 years old 
and is a wonderful seamstress who loves a challenge!  
Together we work on the design, I purchase the mate-
rials and then she works her magic to produce a work 
of art.

This year I chose the theme of Aladdin’s lamp.  
I have been working on stories from 1001 Arabian 
Nights. It has been challenging work. The stories are  
complex and rewarding. I created my own version of The  
Ebony Horse, told from the Princes’ youngest sister’s 
view point.

Cassy Welburn from Calgary and I presented a sto-
rytelling café on the theme of 1001 Arabian Nights in 
September, 2009. Cassy told the frame story, I told The 
Ebony Horse and Cassy closed with the story of Pearl 
Harvest. The mood for the café was set with the music 
of the Hurdy Gurdy, composed by Barb Dwyer of Olds, 
Alberta. It was a wonderfully magical evening of sto-
ries and music!

Mary Hays - Olds, AB

Aladdin’s Lamp



- Olds, AB

Three Apples fell from Heaven ... In My Backyard and Beyond

This was the title of my first solo CD and still reflects 
my outlook’ on storytelling. I love the caption, «Three 
Apples Fell» as it comes from the Greek heritage that 
belongs to my husband. Each of his childhood books 
that he brought to Canada when he moved here as a 
young boy, start with this endearing beginning.

We all can find out how many seeds are in an apple 
simply by cutting it open and counting them. We could 
never find out how many apples will come from the 
seeds that are in it though. That is what the gift and 
blessing of storytelling is, once the story is shared and 
passed on, the influence - whether it is just the shear 
enjoyment of the story or the search for the deeper 
meaning and understanding - we can never know all 
that it has given.

Three apples fell from heaven
One for the story
One for the storyteller
And one for the one who passed it on

The method I chose to use for this block was a machine 
appliqué, saw a similar design done with outlined 
swirly pears and so transferred the idea to apples and 
placed them in a rolling order to give the allusion of 
falling. I almost felt like I cheated a bit as I went over 
the border of the block for affect. I didn’t give that 
option to the other participants, but hey, there has 
got to be some benefit to be the coordinator. And of 
course if I had to consult with myself [as would other  
participants], I would have given myself the okay to go 
over!

Tee Hee

Pearl Ann Gooding - Wainwright, AB



So, my quilt block shows the coffee cup, the sunshine, 
and an apple. I’ll have to explain the apple. The coffee 
cup is made out of the material my mother used to 
make curtains for her kitchen when I was young. When 
my husband and I had our first house, my mother  
re-made her curtains - long taken down, but saved - 
into a gathered valence for my kitchen window. I have 
used it now in three kitchens. Although I have now ta-
ken it down, I saved it, of course. The pattern is not un-
like the pattern on my grandmother’s kitchen china. In 
fact, both of my grandmothers, quite by co-incidence, 
had the same china pattern. The placemat is made of 
material my mother-in-law used to make a dress for my 
daughter. The apple is there because in the eighties I 
had the most magnificent, bold apple wallpaper in my 
kitchen, and people started giving me apples. When 
I started storytelling, I heard the saying used to close 
1001 Nights in Toronto: «Three apples fell from heaven; 
one for the teller, one for the listener, and one for the 
one who heard.» That’s when I knew what all the apples 
were about. My kitchen is still red and green. In fact, 
much of my house is red and green. While working on 
this block I realized my mother’s mother’s house, red 
brick with green shutters, and much loved, may be 
the reason. Enjoy the quilt. And may you have much 
kitchen table conversation and lots and lots of stories 
over your cups of tea and coffee.

Susan Charters
Three Apples, Tea and Coffee

- Orillia, ON

When I think about StorySave, I think about hearing 
Dan Yashinsky say once that to be a storyteller you 
need to know how to do two things; move furniture, 
and carry cups of tea. I remember it every time I am 
shifting chairs to make a story circle. Dan explained 
that the tea is carried to the elders, so that you can 
ask them for a story. StorySave is particularly good 
at carrying cups of tea.

My personal storytelling elders were my  
mother and her mother. Theirs were the first stories  
I listened to, but coffee, not tea, was on the table. 
When we went to stay with my grandmother in the 
village where my mother had grown up, we inva-
riably had a breakfast of bacon, eggs and strong 
black coffee. I have memories of sitting in the back 
room, where the table was, near a big, south-facing 
window, with the sun streaming in. The air was full 
of sunshine and the smell of coffee and bacon and 
cigarettes. My mother and grandmother stayed 
long at the table, talking. They knew all the stories 
of the people in the village, their antecedents, their 
children, and they caught up on them all, a cup of 
coffee at a time.



- Orillia, ON Naomi Steinberg

Hello Hello....
So I have completed my first ever block for the Story 
Save Quilt...!

The method used ? I guess it’s called applique...and 
writing with stitches ?? I don’t know the technical 
term, but I do know that it took me a long time and as a  
beginner, was quasi impossible to keep neat and tidy. 
So I decided to give up on writing neatly and chose to 
go with a particular punk aesthetic which I hold dear.

What does this have to do with Story Save ?? Well, for 
me, the storytelling craft is something that I learned 
first by listening to my elders. The red thread of story 
has been gifted to me and is something that I follow in 
my day to day life - allowing me to fly while remaining 
nicely grounded. It has brought me to many an interes-
ting place and I am grateful for it.
I took this work in progress with me to Montreal,  
Toronto and New York when I went on a little  
storytelling tour, so I feel like it got nicely charged up 
with all kinds of influences and impressions.

- Vancouver, BC

Red Thread of story



The fish is a symbol of wisdom, like the salmon of 
knowledge. Or a symbol of B.S., like the fish stories I 
heard and told growing up. Fish stories are always 
stretched by the desire to just climb inside ‘em, As 
a little boy I was insane with fishing, and would  
recount the stories of catches and near catches with a t 
remendous fire in me. I re-lived. But the heat of 
that moment, the adrenaline rush when an unseen  
monster suddenly tugged on the line, became  
sweeter in the mutual knowing of the story told later.  
Storytelling - desire lit by emotions and images connec-
ted. Wise, at the very least as a choice of pastime. The 
(real) Quilter was Aimee Penner-Mayoh.

Aimee Penner-Mayoh for Kevin MacKenzie
Fish story

- Regina, SK

Alice Kane’s Story of Flann



- Regina, SK Elinor Benjamin
Alice Kane’s Story of Flann

I never did meet Alice Kane, but through the years, 
she was my unseen mentor. I bought all the cas-
settes of her stories at a Storytelling Toronto Summer  
Intensive when I attended back around 1993. I listened 
to them as I drove the Newfoundland Public Libraries 
van up and down the west coast of Newfoundland.  
In all seasons and all times of day. Alice shortened my 
road. I heard how a single voice can make a world, when 
it comes from a teller imbued with deep knowledge, 
rich wisdom and generosity. I learned about a simplici-
ty in telling that can only he reached when a teller has 
completely internalized a story and wills it back into 
the world.

For my square I chose the words from a the song 
about the rowan berries, from The Story of Flann, the  
magic berries that can make a woman as beautiful and  
loved as she ought to be. Had I time enough, the words 
would have properly embroidered; but alas, as 21st 
century homeowner, and computer geek, I never seem 
to have as much time to create real things as I used to 
when I was young and carefree.

I have enjoyed participating in the quilt project for se-
veral years now, and was the delighted winner myself 
in 2006.

- Corner Brook, NL



«You are good at this Clara.» She was pleased that I enjoyed 
it. For years I helped her quilt many of her masterpieces - 
some given away for weddings, birthdays, anniversaries, 
new babies or for our own beds. Cuddled underneath the 
quilts, we could touch and look at recycled pieces of clo-
thing that had belonged to aunts, grandmothers, cousins, 
or maybe even our own clothing, a story every one.

As the years passed, Mother accumulated chests of quilts. 
One day she led me upstairs. We walked in the attic. She 
opened a chest. It was filled with neatly folded quilts, a ka-
leidoscope of colours. She asked me to please take a quilt, 
any one. «This one», she said as she pulled one out, «has a 
flaw». She showed me where she had traced the pattern 
by mistake with a permanent marker. A pretty blue and 
rose coloured pattern, the «mistake» was un-removable. 
However, it was perfect for my bed. I took my mother’s last 
finished quilt with pride.

In the winter of 1997 mother was 82 years old. She had a 
quilt in the frames as usual. Now upstairs with a small TV  
besides her, she quilted as she watched the soap operas 
each afternoon. By March, Mother had pneumonia followed 
by a heart attack. The quilt lay in the frames unfinished.

In July I went to help care for her. In the afternoons I would 
go upstairs and quilt while Mother napped. One day she 
said to me, «You know, the person who finishes the quilt 
gets to keep it.» I knew to would be me. She knew it would 
be her last.

Mother died that August, a week after her 83rd birthday, her 
quilt still unfinished. Her absence was a dark presence in the 
house. At times when I so deeply longed for her smell, her 
laughter, when I missed her most, I went upstairs to work 
on the unfinished quilt. Alone and sad, tears sometimes 
fell and smeared the soft yellows and flowered patterns. 
Knowing that each one of Mother’s quilts had been a labour 
of love made quilting this particular quilt a gift of healing 
for me. I could feel her loving hands in every stitch I made.
My only son married in 2004. I gave him the finished quilt - a 
wedding gift from his grandmother, the Quilt Maker and his 
mother, myself, hopefully another quilt maker.

Clara Dugas
Gifts from my Mother: A Quilt Story Inspired by The Quiltmaker’s Gift by Jeff Brumbeau

- NS

Jeff Brumbeau ‘s story, «The Ouiltmaker’s Gift», reminds 
me of my mother’s love of quilting and her unselfish love 
for her children. Like the woman in the story, she knew 
how to quilt and she had the gift of giving to her children, 
her grandchildren and her great-grandchildren.
My piece is appliquéd - reminders of all that was precious 
in the art of quiltmaking in my childhood .........

Colourful Material
Manual (pedal) Sewing machine
Smooth silky thread
Welcoming «5& 10 cents» stores
Warm Cozy Homes
Cozy Quilts

For as long as I can remember, each winter our mother 
had a quilt in the frames, one of those old clumsy wooden 
frames. The quilt was rolled on two long pieces of wood. 
Pegs were used to keep the quilt tight. Mother had her 
quilt frame in one corner of the parlour. She could watch 
television as she quilted.

As a little girl, I enjoyed watching her poke the needle  
under and up through the quilt, working tirelessly for 
hours each evening, her thumb and index fingers pricked 
and calloused. I must have been ten years old when she 
first invited me to join her. «Here’s a needle. s h o w 
you how to do it. You can help me,» she said with a smile. 
At first my stitches were large and uneven but she praised 
me and encouraged me. I enjoyed it from the very  
beginning.



- NS Anne Nagy
Those Fish that swallow rings

This year, Pearl Ann, you challenged us with a most 
unusual shape and colour set for the Story Save quilt. 
My additional challenge was the arrival, on Septem-
ber 23, of our fourth and fifth grandchildren, Katie and  
Simon. I hardly had the time to think about a story, 
much less sew one.

A theme of twins seemed appropriate but too diffi-
cult to execute (Romulus and Remus? All those toes 
and teats!) So I addressed myself to the shape of the 
piece. After casting about for an image which would 
fill the space with an interesting movement, naturally  
I hooked onto the motif of a fish. I’m sure there are a 
few stories out there about fishes swallowing rings and 
then being caught and cut open to reveal the treasure. 
So with apologies to the fish-lovers, here’s my block.

Yours in story Anne Nagy

- Ottawa, ON



Cat Thom

A Star Among Stars

I woke up one morning with this image for the quilt 
square in my mind. I thought first of the performance 
aspect of storytelling - a star among many stars as our 
egalitarian traditions go.

I also thought about all the myths we have drawn from 
the natural world and how evenings are the traditional 
story time.

But more than that, I thought of the sense of wonder 
engendered by this distant lights I the great darkness 
and how we both draw from and create that wonder 
in our tales.

- Vancouver, B.C.



- Vancouver, B.C. Maria-Teresa Hopkins
The Language of Hope:  The Fairy Tale of My Love

- Calgary, AB

Once there was a girl who had strange dreams. After a while 
her dreams started becoming her reality, and she felt like a 
stranger in her homeland. She was filled with strange lon-
gings for another, different life. Because the people around 
her were involved in the Language of Power, they were  
interested in collecting money and power, while the girl 
wasn’t. They thought that maybe she was a little astray in the 
head.

The girl had grown listless and sad. She was looking for so-
mething, but she wasn’t sure what it was and where to find 
it ... until one day when she was introduced to the Language 
of Hope and immediately she knew that she had found what 
she was looking for. When the girl learned the Language of 
Hope she was happy to collect stories, stories of hope.

One day she met other young people who had also learned 
the Language of Hope. What a joy to share hope, she thought. 
She even went to distant places to meet other people who 
used the Language of Hope. Among these people she met a 
boy and they became close friends. The girl fell in love with 
the boy. She wanted to share that news with their friends, 
but the boy convinced her to keep it secret. Only after some 
time everybody found out about their romance, when they 
became a family. Although there was hope at the base of the 
couple’s relationship, the boy gradually and secretly abando-
ned the Language of Hope, replacing it with the Language of 
Power. He was more and more interested in collecting money 
and power while the girl was more and more interested in 
collecting stories. Meanwhile a daughter was born to them, 
and the girl became a mother who was telling the stories to 
her little daughter.

One day the country was in turmoil. There was no regular 
transportation, no communication, and the mother and 
her daughter were on vacation in the forest by a lake. They 
worried about how to get back home. There was no way to 
call home, and the husband was not expecting them yet.  
However, with the help of some friends, two days earlier than 
they were expected, they managed to come back home.

What did they found at home?
There was another woman at their home. She wasn’t one 
of the people using the Language of Hope: instead she and 
the husband communicated in the Language of Power.  
The husband said that he was in love with the woman and that 
he was leaving the mother and the daughter to be with the 
woman. And then he did leave.

The mother and the daughter continued to use the Language 
of Hope. At times, when the mother was feeling sad the  
daughter would say «Mommy, don’t be sad because of the dad 
who left. Find for us another one instead.»

Seven years passed, but not without hope, because the  
mother and daughter learned a lot about themselves. They 
were growing and learning together. They made new friends 
who shared with them hope for a better future. There was joy 
in sharing stories, playing games, and going on field trips with 
the daughter and her friends.

Hope was growing in the broken heart of the betrayed woman, 
who found her passion in collecting stories from around the 
world. For now only children were listening to her stories, and 
she was happy with this. It was soothing her heart.

When her heart was mended with hope, the woman went 
again to meet some people who were using the Language of 
Hope. It was a big gathering from all the corners of the world. 
There she met a man who shared her hope for a better future, 
and he loved to listen to her stories of hope. So she invited him 
into her life, to meet her daughter. That meeting was like a mi-
racle for the mother, when the three of them spoke the same 
Language of Hope. Their friendship grew and grew ... until the 
Language of Hope grew into the Language of Love.

The Flower of Love grew in their hearts. There had always been 
the green plant of hope, and now it was topped with the beau-
tiful Flower of Love: delicate petals of white with a touch of red. 
The new family decided to celebrate their love. They invited 
their friends, and even the old husband who left was invited. 
He came with his little son and met the man who played the 
role of father to his daughter. He saw that Hope had never died 
in the heart of the girl whom he met a long time ago, and that 
she was still using the Language of Hope.

Then the time came to say goodbye to family and friends and 
to go far, far away to meet the man’s family; also to meet new 
challenges and to meet other people who using the Language 
of Hope... and most of all to share the stories of hope with 
others.



« Let there be light « and « God called the day «Light « are 
two phrases from the Old Testament of the Christian bible. 
In the New Testament I find equally powerful lines. « «He 
himself was not the light « «He came as a witness to testify 
concerning the light « and « In the beginning was the word 
«

Well gosh I don’t have delusions of personal divinity but as 
Storytellers I think we bring light into a room or gathering 
with our words. A story enlightens the listener as well as 
the Teller. It makes the heart leap the way a flame from a 
candle or campfire rises. Creation stories are around the 
world ( and in deep space I’m sure ) and light is constantly 
being created .

When I tell a story I like to light a candle or plug in a small 
lamp to catch the listeners eye while I pour the words of the 
story into their imagination for them to complete.

Rather than quilting I do cross stitch and so submit a candle 
patch that for me shares light and hope and story.

I like to include a chant with my Story programs so try this 
Light Chant if you have a suitable program
Divide the group into 3 parts, practise all parts as a whole 
group

Let there be light - soft, strong and positive
Light a little candle - slightly quicker and brightly
Daylight, nightlight, flash light , fire light - matter of factly  
Bring groups in one at a time, - signal to get louder, signal to 
stop
Bright light - said all together , just once and bring hands up 
from laps in an explosive movement

Kathie Kompass
Candle Patch

- Ottawa, ON



Anne Rothfels

No story available.

- Ottawa, ON - Cookshire, QC
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