


  Drawing on Susan Griffin’s notion in 
“Split Culture” that contemporary 
academic practices foster the splitting 
of mind and body, thought and feeling, 
in addition to compartmentalizing and 
closing off knowledge, this workshop 
session will share practices of writing 
that help students integrate not only 
reading, 'riting, 'rithmethic, science, 
and the arts, but also their life 
experiences.   



  Rather than connecting students to the 
larger worlds in which they live, this 
splitting encourages fragmented learning 
and a stunted sense of self in relation to 
both local and global communities. 
This results in academic boredom, just 
getting by, obtaining a degree, biding 
time, moving on to the work force. 



  The recent trends of teaching to the 
test, dumbing down knowledge to 
bullets and tweets, and erecting 
barriers between different spheres of 
learning - like art and science or science 
and religion - instead of highlighting 
filaments of connection, are like teaching 
students to paint each academic subject 
or aspect of their experience with a 
single color.  



  We recommend a variety of narrative 
practices that invite students to access a 
full palette of colors and hues. This will 
allow them to more fully explore the 
complexity of a subject and its resonance in 
their lived experience, as well as its relation 
to other subjects. 



  Narrative changes the focus from 
analyzing and judging to recounting 
and recreating… 

  A Narrative tells rather than 
pronounces. 



Prompt of Mason Payne : 
  Tattoos can tell a lot about a person- passions, 

beliefs, philosophies on life, love, and 
friendship.  Some are born of impulse, while 
others are planned out in depth down to the 
last detail.  What image or symbol would make 
a good tattoo for you, and why? What does it 
say about you?  Where would you get it (on 
your body)? 



Ephesians 6:10 
“Finally, my 
brethren, be 
strong in the 
Lord, and in 
the power of 
his might.” 



Payne’s Response:  
 The image I chose for my tattoo has several parts to it.  The 
most prominent, of course, is the angel figure.  He represents 
St. Martin of Tours (a Roman solider and early Catholic saint), 
patron of soldiers and beggars.  When I was confirmed in the 
church, Martin was my confirmation saint.  This tattoo not only 
serves as a reminder of my duties in the church, but  as a 
symbol of all the virtues I wish to exemplify in my own life- 
discipline, honor, courage, strength.  I also incorporated a Bible 
verse (*Ephesians 6:10) that adds another level of meaning to 
what I feel is an already powerful statement.  I chose to get my 
tattoo on my back because I wanted the most room for the art 
and the least chance of it becoming warped through age or 
saggage, and also because it is inconspicuous enough to not 
pose a problem at a job like a sleeve tat.  My thought process 
while I was deciding on my tattoo was “What is important to 
me? What makes a powerful image? What do I want on my 
body for the rest of my life? What looks really badass while 
fitting all of these criteria?”  And I found exactly what I was 
looking for. 



  Begin not with beliefs, but events. 
  Beliefs follow from events.  Starting 

with beliefs puts the cart before the 
horse and precepts before persons, 
wipes the slate eerily, unnaturally 
clean, then fills it with platitudes 
rather than with thinking. 



What student remembers… 



  Pets are wonderful.  Everyone 
should have a pet. 



 When to censor?   

Later. 



 Much later. 



  Casting a net of meaning over one’s 
experiences too early can kill them.  
Meaning can be mean.  Experience 
itself is meaningful. 

  Set the scene. Don’t begin by 
sweeping the stage.   

  Fill it up. 



  People think too much nowadays. They are 
constantly trying to find some kind of deeper 
meaning in everything. However, sometimes a 
dog is just a dog, not a symbol for the plight of 
ring-tailed lemurs in the face of today’s 
economic crisis. Trust your instincts. Write for 
the next 10 minutes about anything. Write 
down your stream of consciousness – anything 
you happen to be thinking about. Have fun! 



Cynthia’s Response to her prompt:  
  My butt hurts because I’ve been sitting on the floor of my dorm. I hate my bed. It’s on the highest setting and I 

bet that if the bed had a consciousness, it would somehow feel superior to me. I resent it. I also resent that it is 
soft and I depend on its mattress-y delight. Anyways, now I’m thinking about if my prompt is even correctly 
answering the assignment? Have I completely done it wrong? I was worried for around 5 seconds 6 seconds 
ago, and now I am changing the channels on the TV. Mad Men is on. I must admit that I appreciate good 
looking people. I suppose that means I’m shallow but really no I’m just aesthetically inclined, ok, so leave me 
alone don’t judge me. The person in the room next to me has music with the bass on obnoxiously loud. I can 
see the leaves of my Money Tree shaking. Yes it’s really called a Money Tree. So far no luck on it growing 
me any money or even anything worth money.  Sometimes – I just got distracted and I don’t recall what I 
was going to type after “sometimes” because I’m typing this essay and trying to make myself a business 
card at the same time. I don’t know what  I should put under my name, I might try and pull off something 
clever like Kevin G in Mean Girls, but I don’t know if I’ve got the charm. I told my brother that I was going 
to put “unicorn.” He told me to invest in unicorn stocks. I just realized the gravity of this whole catapult 
situation because I just remembered I have to read this in front of the whole class. I feel awkward. See when I 
read that statement in class it’ll totally fit in! Also, Hi, I like you, class. You are all special. Also, I am aware of 
the fact that I have random outbursts of loud laughter, I apologize. Has anyone noticed the extremely prevalent 
sewer smell around the Barrett [housing] complex? Seriously, it is very disconcerting and many times my face 
will contort into some sort of disgusted expression and people walking by will glance at me only to be shocked 
at my face and I feel self-conscious. So. That’s an issue. 

  That was probably arduous to read seeing as it is a singular, imposing block of text that really has no intensive 
purpose other than…existing? I’m probably going to completely mess up reading all of this. Also, me reading it 
will probably take up like half an hour because I read so slowly that even I fall asleep. Gold diggers are pretty 
smart if you think about it. And ignore the whole fact that they usually are with decrepit old men. I guess 
the really good gold diggers just really sneakily kill him off? I told my mom I wanted to be a hobo. She 
ignored me. I told my mom that I wanted to be a gold digger and she cast me a scathing look. Then I said I 
could inherit all my money. She got angry. I like my mom. I’m nice, ok.   



  Concentrate on meaningfulness, not 
on meanings. 

  Context is everything.  Narrative is 
context (scene, imagery, event). 

  Our narratives teach us what we 
believe…for now. 



 By Heather Wilson  
  Babysitting has become the only form of birth control besides the pill that has come close to leaving a 
lasting effect on me. Walking into the same house day after day to screaming children hovering at my feet, 
pulling at my clean clothes and screaming my name repeatedly, occasionally missing a letter or two is the 
norm. Bending down, greeting them with hugs with an overbearing smile while trying to somewhat drown out 
their piercing chants and long winded stories is my skill. Managing to make it through the living room and 
into the kitchen while still holding a child’s hand and not stepping on a sharp toy to talk to the frazzled yet 
grateful mother is a job in itself. Making sure to tend to each child individually, making endless trips to the 
bathroom, preparing dinner, setting the table, feeding the children and cleaning up, then putting them all to 
bed is where the reality of being a full-time parent begins to set in. 

     My most recent babysitting adventure was one that left me sweating and bruised. I arrived at the home of 
a family with four small, highly active children all under the age of four, how fun. The four-year-old has a lot of 
energy, which tends to rub off onto the three-year-old, who loves to bite. They are sisters and they enjoy 
wrestling and screaming together. There are also twin one-year-old boys who can run and hit with a lot of 
force. Once the parents made their escape all havoc let loose and I was left to mediate the chaotic situation. Hot 
and greasy chicken nuggets were pelted at my face by the over-stimulated twins, and the hyperactive three-
year-old decided to sink her teeth into the inside of my leg. In a state of panic I decided to go along and wrestle 
with them, hoping to wear them out. The innocent child’s play quickly escalated into a “beat the babysitter up” 
death match. You would think I could manage four small children, but in reality I was being attacked. Two 
were hitting me and then a third came up from behind and grabbed my neck, then out of nowhere a fourth 
deliberately body slammed me in the gut. I finally had had enough of the torture and with my last ounce of 
energy I separated them into their rooms. 

     My job as a babysitter is to care for the children until their parents arrive home from their three-hour 
vacation. However, I can’t help but resent all of the responsibility that parents have to take on. The mere fact 
that having a child will limit the “me” time and will overtake my expenses and life is scary. My admiration for 
children has stuck with me since my early childhood, but now that they are my source of income I will 
think twice before engaging in risky behavior that just might produce one. Teachers and parents repeated 
the constant reminder of “safe sex” through high school, but all they really needed to do was encourage all 
of the raging hormonal teenagers to baby-sit. It seems easy at first but the continued nagging, crying and 
sibling fights can leave you tired, annoyed and overwhelmed. Think twice before letting emotions overpower 
intelligence because a small child could be the outcome of that unwise decision. 



…is centrifugal, not centripetal.  It 
moves outward into ever widening 
spirals, inviting membership, not 
shutting it out.  Narrative is 
magnetic, accruing meanings as it 
moves through concrete images, 
settings, events, and people.  
Narrative encompasses, strewing 
imagery in its wake… 



  Once asked to write a full story in 
six words, legend has it that novelist 
Ernest Hemingway responded:  
 "For Sale: baby shoes, never worn." 



  http://www.npr.org/programs/totn/features/
2008/02/memoir/gallery/index.html 

  Write three six word memoirs. 
  Now choose one of the three and develop it 

further, by writing as much as you can in the 
next ten minutes, without lifting your pen from 
the page, starting now. 

  Can you connect this narrative to your 
academic discipline?  How might you do that? 



…include meaning(s), but narrative 
doesn’t stop with them.  Narrative 
doesn’t hide details, does not 
discount our reality, for the sake of 
rubrics or politics.  Narrative 
embraces the exceptions, the outliers 
that throw off the consensus.  
Narrative invites healthy “dissensus.”  



“Every death is like the burning of a library.”  
     —Alex Haley 

 Haley’s quote underscores the fact 
that if we do not tell our own 
stories, the world loses out. Every 
human being is a living library. 



 We all have stories to tell.  Each one of us is 
unique in terms of our background, beliefs, 
assumptions, politics, religion, and likes and 
dislikes.  Through examining our own stories, 
we can mine the “ground beneath our feet” and 
begin to see the value in sharing our stories 
with others.   



  In his book, Writing and Being, Lynn Nelson, 
explores identity, asking the reader to answer 
the question: Where are you from?  He goes on 
to say, “Make a list of sentences.  I am from 
________. I am from _________.  Explore each 
question fully and freely.  Answer the question 
with images of place, of the land, of 
neighborhood.  Answer the question with 
images of family, of history, of ancestry, of 
conception.  Write and write—and discover.  To 
explore this question is to explore many things
—your beginnings, your training, your 
connections, your joys and struggles, the 
mystery and wonder of your life” (page 99). 



Our fears are like dragons guarding our deepest 
treasures.    —Rainer Maria Rilke 

Fear… 
 If we write about our wounds, perhaps those 
we are close to will no longer love us.  Perhaps 
they will feel that our declarations are better 
left unsaid where they cannot “embarrass” 
anyone or call anyone on the carpet.  What are 
you most afraid of in your own story or in the 
writing of your story?  Do you feel that people 
will judge you?  Do you think your family will 
disown you?   



 What is the worst thing that might happen if 
you write about your own innate sense of 
truth?  If that happened, what would you do?  
How would you cope?  What good might come 
of confronting your fear and no longer letting it 
control your life?  In what ways might you be 
stronger if you turn away from fear?  

 Ironically, fear might include writing about 
our successes for fear of being perceived as full 
of ourselves.  



  Narrative recalls.  Like anger, our 
stories help us identify our 
concerns. 

 By honoring our stories, we 
honor ourselves. 

  Feel free to contact us about this presentation at: 
Shavawn.berry@asu.edu or Cornelia.wells@asu.edu 


