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President’s Message/
Mot de la présidente
Greetings Everyone!

Selina Eisenberg

While May flowers begin to bloom in the sunshine, it is time for you to
relax with another hot off the press Spring Edition of Le Raconteur.
Like busy bees, the publication team have been collecting stories from
across the country to share with you. Thank you to everyone who has
contributed a piece, and to Marylyn Peringer, Laurie Malabar, and Lynn
Torrie for putting together another first rate storytelling magazine.
I can't wait to read what stories you have submitted for the team to
publish.
Yours in story,
Selina Eisenberg

Bonjour à tous,
Alors que les fleurs commencent à s'épanouir au soleil, c'est l'occasion
pour vous de relaxer en lisant un autre numéro encore tout chaud du
Raconteur, édition du printemps.
Active comme des abeilles, l'équipe de rédaction a collecté des histoires
de partout au pays pour les partager avec vous. Merci à tous d'avoir
participé et, à Marylyn Peringer, Laurie Malabar et Lynn Torrie d'avoir
assemblé un autre numéro de cette revue dédiée au conte.
J'ai vraiment hâte de lire les histoires que vous leur avez soumises.
Bien à vous,
Selina Eisenber
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Lawrence’s Funeral Blanket
Louise Profeit-LeBlanc
Louise raconte les funerailles d'un frère bien-aimé et la couverture
indigène qui y jouait un rôle important.
It was nearing spring
when I attended a National Convention of the
Baha'is of Canada, in
Toronto. I saw an old
friend of mine approaching.
"Please sit down. I have
some bad news. Your
husband just called me
on my cell phone."
I tried to speak but the
lump in my throat
blocked my voice. "Who
is it? Is it my mother?" I
croaked.
"No, it's your brother,
Lawrence. He was killed
in a car accident early
this morning on the Mayo road. Bob wants you to call him right
away." My husband had somehow gotten hold of Suzie's cell number. I began to cry, uncontrollably, sobbing into the shoulder of my
dear friend. Lawrence was the baby brother that I had asked for as a
little girl. He was the closest to me of all my siblings.
"How could someone so full of life be gone? How could he, a trucker
with a spotless record, have driven off the highway? Yes, it was
spring and the shoulders on a gravel road could get pretty
soft." Shock set in when my sister informed me that he had been
drinking the night before and had left Dawson after closing time. How
could his drinking buddies let him go down the highway in that condition? Anger welled up in my mind and I had to fight off the desire to
scream at the injustice of it all.
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Everyone has to pull together, to forgive, to help out, to forget past
hurts. I knew of my brother's suffering and how he had tackled being a
Mom/Dad not only to his own, but also to other children in the
village. "The weekend orphans," he had called them. My brother
made a point of driving around the town on Friday nights with his son
to pick up the children whose parents were partying and who would
not be able to give them proper care. He would bring them home and
give them shelter, food and a place of safety for the weekend.
My mother's strength was being tested for a second time by death. I
recalled her words when my younger brother died: "Now I know what
your Gramma meant when she said, 'I hope I go before any of my
kids'." The words rang in my head when I approached her to take her
in my arms. We cried and held each other in our grief, but then she
pulled away and exclaimed, "Why don't we do what the Tlingits
do? Why don't we have a blanket to place over the rough box, one of
those nice blankets? This must be why they have them."
I had had this colourful, wool Pendleton blanket for a number of
years. Being a cover for Lawrence's coffin, it would now achieve its
highest duty. It would accompany him on his last journey home. My
two brothers unfolded the blanket and placed it gently over the rough
box.
"Now that's better. Now he is ready to go home!" My mother wiped
the tears from her eyes as my younger sister led her to the car.
My sister and I talked about how we should make a ceremonial blanket for Lawrence's coffin. We both knew how to make one. "Hey, how
about we make one out of that big moose-skin that I gave Mom last
fall? I have a bunch of feathers and you have some bugle beads,
don't you? We could make some holes on both sides and use some
sinew to tie down the feathers, beads and whatever else people want
to place on it. We could have it set up at his house and have everyone that comes add their creation to the blanket."
My sister's eyes lit up. "Sis, you are so smart! That is the best idea
yet. I got a hole punch. I'll make the holes on both sides so it is easier
for everyone to tie on their piece. You go get the skin! Once I get to
Mayo I'll get it ready. Bring all your feathers and I will see what I got,
too!"
(Continued on page 4)

2016

PAG E

3

Owl feathers, eagle feathers, crow feathers, flickers, and some other
more exotic ones from a tropical country--we had everything necessary to make a funeral blanket on that spring day. It was just the perfect way for everyone to do something collectively to honour my
brother's life. It was a good way to give one last thing to Lawrence, a
son, a brother, husband, father, friend. Now I understood more deeply how tradition had a way and power to bring the whole community
together. As humans we are meant to share our grief with one another and not to be alone during these times of distress.

answer. Lucy Cho, meaning "Big Lucy", had arrived with her grandchildren. Everyone cleared the way for her entrance. A comfortable
chair had been set up at the front for her--a place of honour. She
wore a dark scarf for the occasion, covering the red printed one beneath it. Grief was etched onto that beautiful aged face. She had
had such a close relationship with Lawrence. He was like her grandson. "That's because your Gramma, Ellen, she tell me take care of
her grandchildren. She gonna pass away that time and she tell me
that time. That's why I like your brother, like that."

Everyone who came attached a feathered ornament of love onto the
hide for my brother. Each one of these ties brought us some healing
and some comfort from their action as a community. It would have
been what my brother wished for us. The smell of the hide allowed
memories of our childhoods to seep into our minds and empowered
us throughout this tender activity. It broke my heart to hear a little
friend of my brother say, "Aunty, what we going to do now? Who's
going to pick us up to go fishing and take us swimming on the weekends?" All I could do was to hug him and assure him that someone
else would take over for Uncle Lawrence!

Sitting down now, Lucy stared at the coffin with a look of surprise
coming over her shadowed face. She beckoned to me from the front
where I stood to welcome everyone on behalf of my family. I was
struck with trepidation that I had done something wrong.

The funeral blanket was completed around midnight, with my secondeldest brother being appointed as the "Blanket-keeper". He took this
responsibility seriously, folding it carefully and wrapping it in canvas. "I'll bring it up to the hall tomorrow, Sis."
The following day, under the watchful eyes of our mother, we gently
laid it over the coffin. She quietly stood there looking at it for a few
moments before speaking. "Now that's befitting for such a good
man!" The fire pit outside of my brother's house was lit and campfire
tea was continually being made for the guests that dropped by to offer condolences to his wife and children.

"Who tell you to do that?" she asked, pointing to the coffin covered
with the adorned moose hide. "Why you do it that way, you
kids? Who make it like that?"
I gave her an immediate response, assuring her that I had not made
this decision alone. "My sister Buffy and me." I could see everyone
in the front row, including my mother, turn their attention to what was
being said and to hear how this would be handled.
"That's good what you do! That way is old fashion. That is the way
we make it long time ago for hunters when he die. You did good, you
girls! I like it that one! That's the kind, Lawrence, he going to like it
like that, too."
Honour comes to those who serve selflessly and he had certainly
mastered that in his short lifetime. I whispered a little thanks to my
brother for helping us, for assisting us to find the way back to what
was truly ours.

Lawrence had cast his net way out there. There were so many of his
family, friends and acquaintances that arrived in our community that
some could only attend the funeral and the potlatch feast, but then
had to leave town. Every home was filled to capacity, including the
one motel and hotel in the village. The funeral service was moved to
the community hall from the church, where my brothers had been
keeping vigil over the coffin for two days and nights, as there was no
morgue in town and no heat in the church.
Everyone was waiting for the oldest woman from the community to
arrive, our Gramma's cousin. Lucy was so sorrow-stricken at the
news of my brother's death that she had not left her house for three
days. The question fluttered through the crowd, "Is Lucy Cho going
to make it?" A commotion at the other end of the hall gave us the
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The Irony of Modern Storytelling
Shayna Jones

D'où viennent-elles, vos histoires? Par réponse, Shayna nous raconte
ses recherches dans le monde des livres et, plus tard, dans la vie de
son village.

found myself more and more inspired to stop and ask others--a neighbour, the barista at my local coffee shop, or the wonderfully eccentric
lady always wandering the streets in my small town--what their stories
may be. True, I am not yet at the point of telling these stories I have
collected (though I'm certain that day will come). Yet these tales, the
ones derived from everyday conversation, transmit what lies at the
heart of every folk tale, wisdom tale, fairy tale and tall tale: the gritty
and wondrous experience of life.
I love our art. I love that traditional oral storytelling requires us to slow
down, to connect eye to eye and heart to heart. Stories communicated
in this way are at the core of our work as storytellers. Thank heaven for
tales recorded in books; what would I do without them! But thank
heaven even more that we may pull these tales off the page (or if lucky,
out of mouths!) and let them loose once again in the stratosphere of
the heart, the soul, and the imagination.
What joy is ours!

Les Semeurs de contes
Yves Robitaille

Trois amis organisaient une soirée de
contes mensuelle: Le Balai des conteurs. L’un deux, André Morin, grand
marcheur, parla à ses complices, Carine
Kasparian et Yves Robitaille, d’un projet
fou qu’il caressait depuis plusieurs années: organiser une longue marche de
conteurs entre Montréal et Québec
(autour de 300 km). Composé de huit
conteuses et conteurs, le groupe
marcherait une moyenne de 20 km le
jour et le soir présenterait à une communauté un spectacle de contes contre le
gîte et le couvert. Le projet comprendrait

There is a great irony in devoting my life to the tradition of oral storytelling in this day and age. Yes, to find my tales, I turn to the pages of
books: anthologies, memoirs, history texts, online journals, and the like
--the written word is often where I'm forced to start. Though this is the
case, I strongly believe it is then my duty to abandon the page and to
pull the story from my soul. I allow vivid imagery, phraseology or
moods to moor themselves to me; then, from these bones, do I flesh
out my tale before listeners, free of the confines of the printed word.
This irony pushes me to break the boundaries of my own, at times shy,
social ways. My work as a storyteller has pressed upon me the need
to become a better listener. If I am truly going to be a teller of tales I
must slow down and seek out the tales of those around me. I have
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(Continued from page 5)

même un volet de collecte de conte auprès d’un ancien dans chaque
municipalité visitée. Carine et Yves acceptèrent d’emblée de l’organiser.
C’était en mars 2013.et le projet était prévu pour l’automne suivant.
Les critères pour la composition du groupe, en plus de la parité
hommes-femmes, étaient la diversité des styles, des expériences et
des générations, la qualité artistique et la perception des organisateurs
sur la capacité des personnes à marcher toute la distance et à vivre en
groupe dans des conditions difficiles.
Il fallait aussi établir l’itinéraire et contacter les différentes communautés visitées, leur expliquer le projet, trouver un ambassadeur qui aurait
charge de l’accueil, c’est à dire trouver l’endroit où conter, nous offrir le
gîte, le souper et le déjeuner. Tous les membres devaient participer
bénévolement à l’organisation.
Le premier groupe, en plus des trois organisateurs, comprenait
Françoise Crête, Benoît Davidson, Geneviève Falaise, Mathieu
Riendeau et Alice Abélia, conteuse française venue spécialement pour
ce projet. Le nom du groupe fut trouvé, Les semeurs de contes, et
l’événement devint La grande virée.
Le départ eut lieu le dimanche 22 septembre au matin, un froid dimanche pluvieux, Ce n’était pas un obstacle, nous devions marcher
sous toutes les conditions. Nous partions du 22 septembre au 5 octobre, cela pouvait arriver. Nous avions choisi un itinéraire qui combinait
la rive sud du Saint-Laurent de Montréal à Nicolet puis rive nord de
Trois-Rivières à Québec. Nous sommes donc partis du métro
Papineau le matin pour traverser le pont Jacques-Cartier jusqu’à Boucherville. Ce matin-là, avait lieu le Marathon de Montréal, le pont avait
été fermé à la circulation, nous avons pu traverser la moitié du pont sur
la chaussée. Puis les automobiles ont repris leurs droits.
Heureusement nous ne portions pas nos bagages, nous étions suivi
par une voiture qui transportait nos effets au lieu d’accueil, nous ravitaillait ou répondait à nos urgences. Pour cette première expérience,
certains participants se relayaient à la tâche de chauffeur,
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Le premier jour fut pluvieux. le deuxième ensoleillé mais froid, puis,
plus nous avancions plus le ciel couvert faisait place à un ciel bleu et
des températures estivales pour tout le reste du parcours. Le groupe
commençait à appeler André Morin, le coordonnateur, Frère André,
faiseur de miracles: il dégage le pont et le ciel.
Nous sommes arrivés à Québec où nous avons conté à la Maison
Chevalier dans une ambiance de fête, heureux d’avoir réussi ce projet
finalement pas si fou. Entre le départ et l’arrivée? 300 kilomètres de
paysages magnifiques. Des rencontres inspirantes, des soirées de
contes variées dans toutes sortes de lieux, des conditions d’hébergement qui variaient du plancher de gymnase à des chambres d’auberge.
Mais tout du long, un parcours joyeux qui a soudé le groupe malgré la
fatigue et les inévitables petits pépins, des publics qui, souvent, découvraient le conte.
L’expérience fut si emballante que le groupe initiateur, auquel s’étaient
jointes Geneviève Falaise et Françoise Crëte, a décidé de renouveler
l’expérience. D’abord prévu pour être unique, la Grande Virée des
Semeurs de contes devenait un événement annuel qui suivrait, pas à
pas, les rives du Saint-Laurent jusqu’en Gaspésie. Une organisation à
but non lucratif fut créée. Le conseil d’administration établit des politiques, des critères de sélection de candidats, prépare l’itinéraire à venir, contacte les communautés.
De la première expérience, nous avons compris qu’il valait mieux réduire un peu les distances. De plus, la première année, nous avions
l’ambition de faire du collectage auprès d’anciens des communautés
visées et d’intégrer ces contes au spectacle suivant. L’idée était belle,
mais elle demande le temps d’établir une relation de confiance. Ayant
parfois marché entre 25 et 30 km, nous arrivions en fin d’après-midi et
pressés par les besoins d’une douche, d’un temps de repos, de manger, cette étape précieuse était souvent escamotée. Pour les années
subséquentes, nous avons plutôt opté pour la participation d’un conteur local au spectacle, ce qui nous a occasionné de belles découvertes.
(Continued on page 7)
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Le groupe se consolidait, la tentation de revenir était grande et la relation entre individus bien soudée le noyau s’est peu à peu élargi mais la
nécessité d’avoir de nouveaux conteurs-marcheurs qui amène du sang
neuf s’est toujours maintenu. À chaque année, il y a deux membres
mobiles qui ne reviendront pas. La pérennité du groupe est donc assurée tout en s’ouvrant au renouvellement.
Les Semeurs ont repris la route chaque automne : de Québec à Rivière
-du-Loup en 2014, puis continuer jusqu'à Mont Joli en 2015 et à Les
Méchins en 2016. En 2017, la Grande virée se rendra à Gaspé et aura
parcourue, au cours de ces cinq ans, pas à pas, plus de 900 km.
Que deviendra le projet par la suite? Visitera-t-il une nouvelle région?
Plus la distance est grande vers le point de départ, plus la logistique
devient complexe et lourde. Ce sont les réflexions qui nous attendent
après la prochaine Virée.
Mais les Semeurs ne sont pas à court de projets ambitieux: dans le
cadre du programme Nouveau chapitre du Conseil des arts du Canada, ils proposent d’inviter des conteurs de tout le Canada à vivre cette
expérience. Pour célébrer les 150 ans de la Confédération, les
Semeurs proposent que pendant 30 jours, deux colonnes de conteurs
partent simultanément de Toronto et Québec pour marcher vers Ottawa rappelant que l’actuelle capitale nationale avait été choisie par la
reine Victoria parce qu’elle se trouve à la même distance entre les
deux anciennes capitales du Haut et du Bas Canada (450 km). L’organisation sera différentes, les marcheurs se relaieront pour pouvoir
marcher cette distance tout ce temps. Mais le principe reste le même:
un groupe de huit conteurs marche tout le jour, visite une communauté
et présente une soirée de contes. Pour des contraintes de temps d’organisation, nous avons proposé de tenir la marche en 2018. Nous attendons toujours la réponse.
Je tiens, en terminant, à saluer, en plus des noms mentionnés plus
haut, Jérôme Bérubé, Jean-Sébastien Dubé, Murielle Larochelle, Shakti Ortega Saint-Amant, Daniel Projean, Jean-Luc Boutin et Brigitte
Therrien de même que nos précieux accompagnateurs Michel Vais et
François Barbeau.

Pour plus d’infos
https://www.facebook.com/LesSemeursDeContes/?fref=ts
https://lessemeursdecontes.wordpress.com/
Yves Robitaille
borys01@me.com
514 998-3066

Les Semeurs de contes
Yves Robitaille

Three friends were organizing a monthly storytelling concert, Le Balai
des conteurs. One of them, André Morin, a trek enthusiast, spoke to his
colleagues, Carine Kasparian and Yves Robitaille, about a crazy project he was toying with: to organize a storytellers' walk from Montréal to
Québec (around 300 km). There would be eight tellers walking an average of 20 km during the day and presenting a concert in the evening to
communities who would offer accommodation, supper and breakfast.
There would also be collecting of stories with elders in each village and
town visited. Both Carine and Yves agreed to organize it.
It was March 2013 and the project was planned for that fall. The selection criteria was gender parity, artistic quality, diversity of styles, experience and generation, and also the organizers' perception of the capacity of the person’s ability to walk the whole distance and to live in a
group under difficult conditions.
It was necessary to decide the itinerary, to contact the different visited
communities, to explain the project, find community ambassadors who
would be in charge of welcoming the group, organize the concert, the
accommodation, the supper and the breakfast. All the group members
had to volunteer with the organization and the contacts.
The first group included the three organizers already named, plus
Françoise Crête, Benoît Davidson, Geneviève Falaise, Mathieu
Riendeau and Alice Abélia, a French storyteller who came for the first
time to Québec for that project. The name of the group was found: les
Semeurs de contes (The Story Planters) and the march would be
called La Grande virée (The Grand Ramble). The adventure started
Sunday, September 22, 2013, a cold rainy morning. It was not an ostacle, we had agreed to walk in any condition until October 5, ending at
(Continued on page 8)
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Québec City. We chose an itinerary combining the south shore of the
Saint-Lawrence River until Nicolet and the north shore from TroisRivières to the end. The departure was from Papineau metro station,
then crossing the Jacques-Cartier Bridge. That morning, the Montréal
Marathon had started from the bridge. When we arrived, the bridge
was empty and still closed to cars. We walked on the roadway for the
first half and took the sidewalk when the car traffic returned.
Fortunately, we didn’t have to carry our bags; a car was following us,
bringing our baggage to the daily destination, shopping for our food
and plasters and answering to inevitable small emergencies. For this
first year, the driver's task was shared among some of the hikers.
The first day was rainy. The second was sunny and cold, but as we
went forward, the cloudy sky made room for a blue one, the temperature increased and became like summer. We started to call our coordinator André Morin Frère André, like the saint from Saint-Joseph's Oratory, who had the reputation of a miracle maker. Our André had cleared
the bridge and the sky for us.
As planned, on October the 5th we arrived in Québec City and presented a concert in the old Maison Chevalier in a celebratory atmosphere,
happy to have succeeded with our finally not-so-foolish project. And
between departure and arrival? 300 kilometres of magnificent landscapes, inspiring people, diverse conditions of lodging, eating, and
concerts; meeting audiences and introducing storytelling to a great
number of them.
The experience was so exciting that the original coordinating group,
completed by Geneviève Falaise and Françoise Crête, decided a renewal was called for. Originally planned to be unique, La Grande virée
des Semeurs de contes became an annual event following, step by
step, the Saint-Lawrence banks up to Gaspésie. A non-profit organization was created. The board developed policies, selection criteria for
candidates, prepared the next itinerary, and contacted the communities.
We learned from the first experience to decrease the walking distances
when possible. We also tried, the first year, to collect stories from elders from the towns we visited and to integrate their stories into the
next concert. It was a nice idea but difficult to achieve properly, for it
takes time to create trust in a relationship. Also, on some days, we
would arrive at our destination at the end of a 20 to 25 km walk, in late
afternoon, in great need of a shower, relaxing time, a meal, concert

planning. Sometimes we were not able to create the proper atmosphere for receiving stories from the elders. The next year, we asked for
a local teller to join us in the concert; that sometimes produced nice
discoveries.
The group spirit was increasing; many wanted to come back. The core
increased but there were always members who would stay for only one
year to renew the team. The organization's sustainability was maintained, but always with new energies.
Les Semeurs have put the road under their shoes every fall: from Québec city to Rivière-du-Loup in 2014, continuing to Mont-Joli in 2015 and
up to Les Méchins last year. In 2017, we will finish in Gaspé and will
have walked more than 900 km.
The name Gaspé comes from a Mi'kmaq word meaning where the land
stops, the end of the world in a way. What will happen next? The further the starting point, the more complex the logistics. We have to discuss this turning point after the 2017 Virée.
But Les Semeurs are not short of ambitious ideas: they submitted a
project to the New Chapter program with CCA, The Great Canadian
Ramble, an invitation to storytellers from all of Canada to live that kind
of experience. To celebrate the 150th birthday of Confederation, the
proposition is to organize a 30-day-long walk with two groups of storytellers leaving simultaneously from Toronto (capital of Upper Canada)
and Québec city (Lower Canada), converging in Ottawa, chosen by
Queen Victoria as the capital because it was equidistant from each provincial capital (450 km on each side). The organization will be different,
with many tellers covering these long distances for many days. But the
principle will be the same: two eight-teller groups will walk a part of the
day, visit a community, and present a concert in the evening. We have
to wait until the fall of 2018 to manage this complex project. CCA's answer will come soon and the group is crossing their fingers.
I want to introduce the former Semeurs that were not mentioned above:
Jérôme Bérubé, Jean-Sébastien Dubé, Murielle Larochelle, Shakti Ortega Saint-Amant, Daniel Projean, Jean-Luc Boutin et Brigitte Therrien
and our dear drivers, Michel Vais and François Barbeau.
For more information (in French)
https://www.facebook.com/LesSemeursDeContes/?fref=ts https://
lessemeursdecontes.wordpress.com/
Yves Robitaille borys01@me.com
514 998-3066
(Continued on page 9)
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A Passionate Storyteller
Emerges Into the Light:
Introducing Ruoh* Yeng Chang of Strathcona
Karen Gummo

Karen nous présente une jeune femme-médecin et professeur: notre
conteuse émergeante
de 2017, Yeng Chang.
I would like to thank the hard-working jury who looked through the
many strong applications we received for the combined TALES and
SC-CC Emerging Storyteller of 2017. Now it is time to introduce the
successful candidate.
One of the many things to look forward to at this year's SC-CC Conference in Edmonton will be the chance to meet Ruoh Yeng Chang*,
our Emerging Storyteller of 2017. Yeng Chang, whose family originated in Malaysia, is a doctor and teacher of family medicine at the
University of Alberta in Edmonton. One of her greatest passions is
narrative medicine. Yeng Chang defines it this way:

tor, and others in the medical field. How glorious it is to discover that
those who dwell in the realm of science are doing their best to learn
and honour the value of storytelling. As her mentor, I have enjoyed
accompanying Yeng Chang on her journey towards greater confidence in storytelling. She is a young woman with deep insights and
new points of view. I look forward to exploring with her the power of
the voice, the crafting of story structure, the elements of performance, as well as the linkage between anecdotal and traditional tales. Thanks to the members of the Strathcone TALES chapter for
their contribution to the mentoring of this fine young woman. I know
that their welcoming story circle was vital in encouraging Yeng
Chang to enter our community of storytellers.
*Ruoh is a Chinese prefix that denotes Yeng Chang's generation in
the family. All her siblings and cousins in the same generation share
this prefix. In day-to-day life she only uses Yeng Chang.

"Narrative medicine bridges gaps between medical speak and the
patient experience to find a place where all communicate on the
same level. Storytelling is at the heart of medicine. Patients come
before us as stories, not diagnoses. We treat them within their life
context, and are very aware of he part we will play in times to come.
We communicate with other physicians focusing on the narrative of
our patients..."
In daily life we have many chances to offer up our gift of story. The
doctor's office is one such place. I am encouraged to see how,
through the vehicle of story, new understandings come to the patient,
the doc

LE

RACONTEUR

ISSUE/NUMÉRO

20 -1

2016

PAG E

9

The Journey Unfolds
Selina Eisenberg

Notre présidente, Selina: comment est-elle devenue une conteuse si
confiante, celle qui n'hésite pas à prendre des risques de temps en
temps? Elle décrit les étapes de son voyage vers sa carrière de
conteuse aussi bien que la présidence de SC-CC.

Over the past two years you have come to know me through President's Letters, but many of you probably don't know me as a storyteller
or how becoming involved in SC-CC has helped to shape my journey.
I didn't grow up with relatives telling me stories, and reading was probably my least favourite thing to do, as I was an incredibly slow reader.
My early material included stories about home, songs and dances that I
learned in pre-school, all to be shared with the salesladies at Ogilvy's
department store on random Friday evenings while my parents
shopped. Unimaginable today, to leave a four-year-old in a stroller with
strangers, but that was the good old days! I loved being left with the
white-haired ladies and they looked forward to my entertaining them on
quiet evenings. I must have made an impact because the ladies,
wholooked old to me when I was four, later referred to me as their "little
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Selina" when I made my way back to the lingerie counter at the age of
18.
As an early childhood educator in a Jewish day school, I found ways to
teach four-year-olds about holidays and history through pictures and
stories that I would craft. I loved reading to the class and it became
clear that I could read with expression, bringing characters and stories
to life in a very animated way. I remember feeling very accomplished
when my university supervisor commented on my ability to captivate
the students as I read. It made me think about my elementary school
teacher, Mrs. Mackenzie, who placed me in the lowest reading group
and always asked me to read when I was distractedly looking out the
window.
I remember going to a workshop for educators given by storyteller
Peninnah Schram. As I watched her tell one of her literary tales, I had
an epiphany: I wanted to try this in my classroom. Initially, I told with
props to help me remember the sequential order of a story. Later I began crafting felt pieces to be used on a flannel board, enhancing the
storytelling experience for listeners. Co-workers encouraged me to
begin promoting myself as a storyteller. Years later, a librarian at the
Jewish Public Library arranged for me to meet Ms. Schram. She (the
librarian) felt that the use of props deligitimized me as a storyteller.
"Do your props detract from your storytelling?" "Do you tell a literary
tale the way it is written?" Peninnah asked. She was reassuring.
It was Rosalyn Cohen who influenced my next step: becoming part of a
storytelling community. I watched Roz as she told story after story to a
women's group in Montreal and yearned to do the same. I approached
her at the end of the program; she told me about the Montreal Storytellers Guild and graciously gave me her phone number.
On the second Thursday of each month I would race to feed my kids
and dash out of the house, usually arriving in time to catch the last hour
of the Guild's swap. My confidence grew with every story told. When
asked to join a Guild public storytelling, I would arrive with props in
hand. My first telling without props or flannel board was sprung on me
while I was chaperoning an event for my children at the school where I
used to teach. A colleague asked me to tell a story that evening for
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grades 4 to 6. Without props or flannel board I felt ill-prepared. I spent
the better part of the day recalling the details of a story that I had heard
my rabbi tell about a baker and two challahs. I scrawled the story on a
piece of paper and asked my husband to read it: was the story in order? did it make sense? He told me it was sequentially correct but
"terribly flat". I had my green light; I knew how to add the oomph! As
soon as I was introduced the students wanted to know where my felt
board was and how I could possibly tell without it. "This is going to be
an experiment," I said. "Your job is to tell me if I can tell a story with
words alone."
You could have heard a pin drop that night as I began telling in front of
84 students, former colleagues and board members. The telling was
magical for me; I was hooked and another phase of my storytelling
journey had begun!
In 2012 I followed the recommendation of Rosalyn Cohen and Stephanie Beneteau to join Storytellers of Canada/Conteurs du Canada. Honestly, I only joined because I wanted a spot on the 2013 TD Book
Week Tour. Success! I was chosen to represent SC-CC; it was announced at the 2012 AGM in Montreal. This was my first conference
and I fell in love with the organization. I had no idea that there were so
many people across Canada who liked doing what I so enjoyed. There
was no turning back. Although I had participated in a couple of workshops with the Montreal Storytellers Guild, I now had the opportunity to
be exposed to many more tellers and workshop leaders. I attended my
first two-day master class workshop with Jan Andrews and Jennifer
Cayley. It was through their guidance and expertise that I learned so
much about myself and my ability as a storyteller. Since then, I have
not missed a conference. And fortunately, a policy change for final
Board meetings has made it easier for Board members also to attend
master class workshops.
Every day at the 2014 SC-CC Conference in Summerside, P.E.I., Phil
Nagy asked me if I would like to join the Board as vice-president. I
thought he was crazy and kept asking him, "Why me?". I didn't consider myself as bilingual or as organized as he had suggested, but he was
definitely correct in calling me enthusiastic. The rest is history and
here I am in the role of president for a second year. It has been a great
ride and I hope that I have helped in some small measure to launch
SC-CC into the next 25 years of development and longevity. It is true
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that there is less time to work on my own creative side; on the other
hand, my involvement on the board has opened my eyes to future possibilities and has answered numerous questions about festival opportunities and artistic self- development.
Five years ago I had no idea how storytellers got their gigs, nor did I
know what the following terms stood for: NASO (National Arts Service
Organization; NSN (National Storytelling Network); FEST (Federation
of European Storytellers). I had no clue how to access applications for
awards or touring opportunities, or how to write grant applications.
Micki Beck once suggested that I sign up for Doug Lipman's newsletter.
That suggestion proved to be profitable when, in a silent auction, I
placed the winning bid for his coaching time. One valuable lesson that
I learned from Doug was that I could describe the wise man stroking
his long grey beard, or say that there was a thunderous knock at the
door without having to physically demonstrate what I wanted my listeners to imagine for themselves.
Being a member of the SC-CC Board has helped me foster connections and friendships with storytellers across the country. This privilege
has given me the opportunity to grow as a leader and storyteller. At
the 2015 RCQ (Regroupement du conte au Québec) I indulged in risky
behaviour by telling in French a short Nasruddin tale. At the 2016 Festilou Festival in Montreal, I told in French a beloved Quebec tale and
two Jewish tales to francophone students, thanks to Sylvi Belleau who
said, "If I can tell in English, you can tell in French." While courting
Jerome Bérubé to become the Quebec francophone representative, I
asked whether he ever told in English. "The experience is liberating,"
he said. He likened it to walking in a strange forest, navigating the
paths before him simply by placing his trust in the story. He was right;
the experience of telling in a language not my mother tongue was
equally magical for me. At the 2016 SC-CC Conference in Vancouver I
even had enough chutzpah to tell in tandem with Sylvi during the francophone evening concert. Hard work, but the feeling was euphoric and
I was filled with enormous pride. Should I add telling in Hebrew to my
growing list of goals?
My motto: "journeys unfold...with every story told" befits the way
SC-CC has shaped my leadership skills and opened a myriad of pathways.
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The storyteller and the story:

Le conte et le conteur.

The story doesn’t belong to the teller; not even a story of his own creation.

Le conte ne m’appartient pas. Il est plus grand que moi; il vient de plus
loin.

Stories have a life of their own. They are greater than the teller. They
come to her from way beyond; they need him to go on. But they are not
at the service of the teller’s glory.

Moi, je le transmets.

Christine Mayr

Quite to the contrary: the storyteller but carries the story, as a woman
carries a baby and gives birth - as a runner carries the Olympic flame
in a relay race. The flame goes on as the bearer stays behind.
That doesn’t mean that the teller can or should not have her moment of
glory and joy. Again I say: quite to the contrary!

Je le porte, comme une femme porte et met au monde un enfant, pour
qu’il puisse vivre et devenir autonome. Je le porte comme on porte le
bâton dans une course de relais. Je le reçois, je porte et je le laisse
partir.
Je ne m’en sers pas pour ma propre gloire; je suis au service du conte.
Cela n’empêche pas ma propre gloire, ma joie et celle de ceux qui
m’écoutent.

What I want to say is this: If you use a story in order to find glory and
joy, you might not find them. But if you serve your story and carry it well
- if you give life to it and let it go - glory and joy will be your reward.

Cette joie est essentielle, bien sûr, mais elle n’est pas le but de l’exercice. Elle n’est que l’effet secondaire d’un service bien rendu.

Good tidings you bring!

Vive le conte!

NEXT ISSUE: Money, money, money…how do you set
your rates, find paid gigs or apply for grants?
Don’t be shy!
Send your story and photos to scccpublication@gmail.com
PROCHAIN NUMÉRO:
Questions d'argent...comment établir vos tarifs? chercher
des petits boulots rémunérés?
faire une demande de subventions? Ne soyez pas timide!
Envoyez vos articles et photos
à scccpublication@gmail.com
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