
SOUHEGAN STORYTELLING GUILD
 1ST TUESDAY OF THE MONTH 7–8:30PM

 AMHERST TOWN LIBRARY
 CONTACT: RICHARD HART  RICHHART49@GMAIL.COM

CENTRAL NH STORYTELLING GUILD 
2ND SATURDAY OF EACH MONTH 1:00-3:00PM
 HORSESHOE POND PLACE SENIOR CENTER, 

 CONTACT: RUTH NIVEN -RUTHNIVEN@HOTMAIL.COM

KITTERY CREATIVE EXPRESSIONS
 2ND MONDAY OF THE MONTH 6:30 – 8:30 PM  

KITTERY COMMUNITY CENTER
 CONTACT: TERE KIPP- THERESAKIPP@CNTRES.COM

TAMWICH PERFORMERS CIRCLE
2ND TUESDAY OF THE MONTH 7PM

TAMWORTH TOWN HOUSE
CONTACT: VICKY DWORKIN-VICKY.DWORKIN@GMAIL.COM

SOUTHERN NH STORYTELLING GUILD
 3RD TUESDAY OF THE MONTH 7:00PM – 8:50PM

 NASHUA PUBLIC LIBRARY (LOWER LEVEL), 
 CONTACT: KELLI WHITE- DRUMERAH@YAHOO.COM

MONADNOCK STORY CIRCLE 
CONTACT SEBASTIAN LOCKWOOD 

SEBASTIANLOCKWOOD88@GMAIL.COM 

SEACOAST STORYTELLERS GUILD 
4TH TUESDAY OF THE MONTH OF 

EXETER LIBRARY 6:30 - 8PM
CONTACT BARBARA PASTER -

FRONTSTREETMAMA9@GMAIL.COM 

TRUE TALES LIVE 
1ST AND 4TH TUESDAY OF THE MONTH 6:30 – 8:30 PM

 FIRST TUESDAY - WORKSHOP, FORTH TUESDAY PERFORMANCE 

CONTACT: HTTP://TRUETALESLIVENH.ORG

NEWSLETTER
SEPTEMBER 2025

 S T O R Y T E L L I N G  O P P O R T U N I T I E S

NEW HAMPSHIRE STORYTELLING ALLIANCE 
PO BOX 202 FRANKLIN, NH 03235
HTTP://NHSTORYTELLING.ORG/

We are entering my favorite time of year for story. The additional hours of
darkness force us to slow down a little earlier in the day, to read, research
and craft stories.

When the year leans toward its end, when the sun lingers less and the night
comes early, people have always turned to stories. The fields lie quiet, the
harvest is done, and the world itself seems to rest. In that pause, we gather
close around the hearth, around the lamp, around one another, and the
oldest human instinct stirs: the telling of tales.

Long ago, in darkened halls and by open fires, words became more than
words. They were warmth against the cold, light against the shadow,
memory against forgetting. The Norse told sagas while the snow pressed
against their doors. Celtic bards sang of heroes and spirits as the wind
carried whispers through the trees. In villages of Africa, griots spoke the
lives of ancestors, weaving lineages that outlasted the night. Everywhere,
in every people, when the year grew thin and the nights grew long, the
stories rose up to meet the darkness.

The night gives them power. In the quiet, the flicker of flame makes
shadows dance, and imagination leaps. Monsters are born there, and
heroes too. Myths of death and rebirth, endings that promise beginnings,
bindings between animals and mankind. For as the year fades, we are
reminded of our own passing, and stories become our defiance, memory
spoken aloud, hope set free in words.

And so it has always been, late in the year, storytelling is not pastime but
ritual. It binds us together, it steadies us, it carries us through the longest
night toward the returning dawn. 

-Quinn Golden
President NHSA

HELLO STORYTELLERS! 

mailto:sebastianlockwood88@gmail.com
mailto:frontstreetmama9@gmail.com


I F  Y O U  W O U L D  L I K E  T O  S U B M I T  A  W R I T T E N  A R T I C L E  O R

S T O R Y  T O  N H S A  F O R  C O N S I D E R A T I O N  O F  O U R  F E A T U R E D

A R T I C L E  O F  T H E  M O N T H  I N  T H E  N E W S L E T T E R  P L E A S E

C O N T A C T  T H E R E S A K I P P @ C N T R E S . C O M

That vision of myself  never developed. Caring for my elderly mother,
being executor of her estate, managing a major restoration project for
our 100+ year old family summer camp, and then – COVID. Maybe I
simply don’t have the entrepreneurial personality to be a freelance
teller.

I do occasional storytelling when it comes my way: at the Central New
Hampshire Storytelling Guild, hosting story potlucks, founding the
Tamwich Performers Circle, at local libraries, donating storytelling
certificates to community fundraisers – keeping storytelling in my life
without it being the focus of my life.

Instead, I have fallen into something unexpected – fallen passionately
into creating and selling fabric collage artwork, mostly landscapes,
almost entirely devoted to the place I now call home, the place that I
have always considered the home of my heart. I take photographs, I
collect fabric from thrift shops, and I piece together images that I call
“fabrications.” I describe it as painting with fabric. I always thought I
couldn’t “do” art. I never guessed that I would become an artist and
that people would pay for my creations.

It hadn’t occurred to me to describe my fabrications as storytelling,
but a storyteller friend of mine looked at my pieces and perceptively
remarked that I am using scraps of fabric to tell the stories of the
places that are important to me. As soon as she said that, I recalled
one of my earliest sales. I had created an image of a local farmhouse
that has been in my mother’s family since 1893. At a craft fair, a
stranger asked me to tell him the story of this farm. I launched into
the account of this building being the core of my family’s embedded
roots as multigenerational summer people, a large extended family
whose members know that wherever we may live, Squam Lake is home.
That stranger now owns a piece of my heart.
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N H S A  F E A T U R E  A R T I C L E

I F  Y O U  H A V E  A  W R I T T E N  P I E C E  T H A T  Y O U  W O U L D  L I K E  T O  B E  C O N S I D E R E D  A S  T H E  M O N T H L Y
F E A T U R E D  A R T I C L E  I N  T H E  N H S A  N E W S L E T T E R ,  S E N D  Y O U R  S U B M I S S I O N S

( 6 5 0  + / -  W O R D S  W I T H  P H O T O )
T O :  T H E R E S A K I P P @ C N T R E S . C O M  

    
 

Storytelling Doesn’t Always Involve Words
Written by Vicky Dworkin

I recently completed a fabrication of a solitary grave in a remote
field in France. Since 2018, I have been working on a story about my
great-uncle, Hamilton Coolidge, a World War I flying ace who was
killed just before Armistice Day. In 2018, my husband and I joined
several of my extended family members to visit Chevières, France, to
commemorate the 100  anniversary of his death. While we were
there, the villagers persuaded us that we needed to move his grave to
their village cemetery, or it would be washed away by the spring
floods of the river Aire, which had recently changed its course. In
2024, we attended another ceremony as his body, along with scraps
of metal from his crashed biplane, and his tombstone made from
New Hampshire granite, was relocated to the heart of the village.
My fabrication shows the gravestone as it was, threatened by the
river, on the site the villagers had tended for over a century. Next
month, I will debut my story, “He Wanted to Fly,” in a program at
my local library, a building designed by my great-grandfather,
Hamilton’s father.

th

Are my fabrications storytelling? I know some tellers might argue
that they are not, that storytelling is the oral transmission of words
from speaker’s mouth to listeners’ ears, and that is one important
definition of storytelling. I do know that now, the fabrications are a
part of who I am and what I do, creating both visual and verbal
stories of my place in the world.

COOLIDGE FARM. ©VICKY DWORKIN

When I retired from Hawaii in 2016 
to move to Sandwich, NH, I thought 
I was going to become a freelance
storyteller. I told all my coworkers 
I was “retiring to, not retiring from.” 
I knew I wanted to work on family
stories to supplement the world
folktales I had been telling.

SAMUEL H. WENTWORTH LIBRARY
©VICKY DWORKIN

IN MEMORIAM: CHEVIÈRES, FRANCE. 
©VICKY DWORKIN
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Storytelling News...

A N N U A L  S T O R Y T E L L I N G  E V E N T S

A L L  D A Y  1 S T  S A T  I N  M A Y  G R A N I T E  S T A T E  S T O R Y  S W A P
A  F E A T U R E D  S T O R Y T E L L E R ’ S  K E Y N O T E  P L U S  C O N C E R T  A N D  S T O R Y T E L L E R S  S I T T I N G  A R O U N D  A N D  S W A P P I N G  S T O R I E S  A L L  D A Y .  

S O M E T I M E  B E F O R E  T H A N K S G I V I N G  T E L L A B R A T I O N !   T M

A  C E L E B R A T I O N  O F  S T O R Y T E L L I N G  H E L D  A L L  O V E R  T H E  U S  A N D  M U C H  O F  T H E  W O R L D .  L O C A L L Y  I N  C O N C O R D ,  N H  A N D  O N  T H E  S E A C O A S T

L A S T  W E E K E N D  I N  M A R C H  -  S H A R I N G  T H E  F I R E
A  T H R E E - D A Y  F E S T I V A L  O F  S T O R Y T E L L I N G  W O R K S H O P S ,  S T O R Y  S W A P S ,  C O N C E R T S  A N D  C O N T E S T S  F E A T U R I N G  A  W E L L - K N O W N

S T O R Y T E L L E R ’ S  K E Y N O T E  A N D  C O N C E R T .  S E E  H T T P S : / / W W W . N E S T O R Y T E L L I N G . O R G /  F O R  D E T A I L S .
 

Hear Ye, 
Hear Ye
Calling

All
Tellers of
Tales...

With peace, love, and laughter, the Palm and the Poui remind us
that we’re all part of one big family—just the way we are!  Listen

to the story here: https://podcasts.apple.com/.../the-
palm.../id1561364172... Purchase the art/booklet direct :

OniLasana@gmail.com 

http://nhstorytelling.org/granite-state-story-swap-2024
https://www.nestorytelling.org/
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/the-palm-the-poui/id1561364172?i=1000522740487
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/the-palm-the-poui/id1561364172?i=1000522740487

