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“When we speak we are afraid our words will 
not be heard or welcomed. But when we are 

silent, we are still afraid. So it is better to speak.”

Audre Lorde

“Time is the metre, memory the only plot.”

Derek Walvott.



Introduction

“The moments we share are the moments we 
keep forever.” 
           -Unknown 

From the very beginning, Kaleidoscope has 
been an honest and enlightening glimpse into 
the lives of the  lives of the Storytellers in Vita 
Story Club’s “Create a Memory Book with 
Photos and Life Stories” group through Brook-
lyn Public Library. Over the past few months, 
this group of creative individuals have shared 
countless memories, both new and old, as well 
as philosophies, and nuggets of wisdom. As 
time went on and more and more stories were 
shared, it became increasingly aparent to the 
group just how interconnected all of us are. 

The majority of the stories in this collection have 
been transcribed from the spontaeous, oral 
musings of the authors.Through this, we capture 
something unique and wonderful from each and 
every participant. It is with our great honor that 
we present this beautiful collection of works from 
older adults from the Brooklyn area and all over 
the United States. 
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The Definition of Beauty 
 
Wilhelmina B

I went to Chicago in March for my three weeks’ 
worth of babysitting duty. Not for her, the little 
one’s younger sister. And my sister, who’s an 
excellent cook, and another one of her friends 
wanted to, the one on the left-hand side, wanted 
to learn how to make Parker House rolls. The 
young lady who is in the forefront on the right-
hand side is a baker. She makes cakes and 
rolls and bread that, Oh, I’d pay for it, if I were in 
Chicago.

So one day while I was there my sister–that’s the 
one in the back, that’s my baby sister, that’s the 
one that can pluck my last nerve and take me to 
the highest of heights, but she’s mine–decided 
that she was going to have Renee come over 
and give them a lesson in making these rolls. 
So, I have all these videos and pictures of them 
making a roll.

And looking at answering the question, I looked 
up the word beauty, because you hear this thing, 
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“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder,” and it’s 
about form and completelness, and golden ratios 
and all this other stuff. And this is prior to me se-
lecting this photograph. And then I came across 
something that talked about emotional beauty 
is just emotional wellbeing. And that caused me 
to remember something that I heard that said, 
“Beauty,” I don’t know if it was beauty or art, “con-
nects us to the divine.”

So, when I saw this picture I said, “Now that’s 
beauty.” Because, just the love and the care. And 
it’s generational because that’s my great niece. 
That’s my one, two, my second great niece. And 
she wanted to be involved and she can’t cook, 
she can’t stir, she can’t read, but they included her 
in this cocoon of care. So, they would let her do 
little things like push the butter off or something 
just to let her know that, “You are a part of this.” 

And the beauty for me was just, I remember 
watching them and taping them and laughing with 
them. And my soul was just so full. There’s some-
thing about family and friends and children and 
love. And for me, this picture just kind of brings it 
all together.

And that’s beauty. Yes, I looked at–I love trees. I 
like taking photographs of trees and sunsets. And 
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as I was looking through my photos, I said, “Oh, 
that’s nice. That’s nice.” And I have a really nice 
photo of the sun coming from behind a tree. 
We (my sister and I) did a sunrise tour of a golf 
course when we were in Hawaii on one of our 
trips. And it, even in my humble opinion, it is 
beautiful in terms of form and color and things 
like that. And there’s emotional substance be-
cause I was there with my sister. And as you 
know, I’m kind of fond of her, but it did not have 
the emotional content that for me, was beautiful 
as this one does. And by the by, the bread was 
delicious. So, I enjoyed this question.

I enjoyed this question because it causes me to 
reflect. I think for me, beauty is found in mean-
ingful relationships with people who challenge 
you to grow, who give you correction when 
necessary, who, you down on the floor and 
they don’t know what to do they lay down on 
the floor with you. And it’s just this uncondition-
al, unadorned, just pure love. And there’s also 
something about sharing food. There’s some-
thing, I don’t know, I don’t have the words for 
it, but one of the things that’s true for all these 
ladies is that, if you’re with them and you’re in 
their home, you’re going to eat and you’re going 
to eat well. And to have a youngin, that’s a little 
one, just experience that and be in the presence 
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of that love and what that does to her. She’s al-
ready ndependent and vocal, but just to know that 
there are people around you that will love you and 
protect you and teach you and guide you, 
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The Strangest Thing that Ever Happened to 
Me
 
Sharon Lyons

I am in an educational business women sorority. 
We have regionals and conclaves  all over the 
states east coast,and west coast, where chap-
ters attend. I was attending a regional in Los 
Angeles. It was a 4 day event. I checked in to 
a lovely hotel, and went down to the welcom-
ing party event, which is day 1 meet and greet. 
Chapter from all over was there attending the 
meet and greet. This was my first time on the 
west coast  and I was traveling alone. 

Everyone was extremely friendly, and I was col-
lecting so many names and numbers, writing  
them down all over  the papers that I had. Finally 
I was so exhausted from the trip there and at-
tending the party, I left and went up to my room 
to settle down.

First I wanted to organize all the names and 
numbers that I had collected, but then decided 
to simply relax, so I took a shower, dressed for 
bed and laid down across the bed. I opened the 
drawer near the bed and pull out the bible to 
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read.

Upon opening the Bible, a fifty dollar bill was 
enclosed in chapter John 3:16,  which was un-
derlined “ For God so loved the world, as to give 
his only begotten son; that whosoever believe in 
him may not perish, but may have life everlast-
ing” The entire verse was underlined, and the 
top of the page had been dated June 11, 2011. I 
was there July 12, 2012.

This offering is for whoever looks in this bible 
and reads it. I jumped up out of the bed, and 
wanted to go back down to the party, but re-
alized I was in my sleeping clothes. I began 
looking all around. checking the closets, making 
sure the door was lock. I called home and ex-
plained to my family what I had experienced.

Finally I settled down again and reread it and 
it dawn on me that whoever enclosed that 50 
dollar bill, did it on Jun 11, 2011, which was a 
year before my arrival. And that apparently no 
one else  had picked up that bible to read it. Not 
even the cleaning people.With mixed feelings 
and still in stock I fell asleep and the next morn-
ing I went down to breakfast where everyone 
was and explained
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and explained what I had experienced. Their re-
sponse was really, what and one women say that 
money was meant for you. You was the only one
who picked that bible up in a whole year.
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Beauty 
 
Alice Wahi Lachman 

When I think of beauty, what comes up for 
me is the work that we’re doing here in Oahu. 
Three years ago, we started a Chevra Kadisha, 
which, in Jewish tradition, means “Holy friends.” 
According to Jewish ritual, when somebody 
dies, part of the ritual of preparing for burial or 
cremation or willed- body programs is that a 
group of women for women and men for men 
help midwife the soul on its journey.

One of the ways we do this Jewish ritual for 
the person who has died is called Taharah. We 
gather a group of women or men who have 
been trained to do this work both practically 
and spiritually, and we wash the body. After a 
ritual purifying with water, we dress the body 
in traditional white garments that were worn 
by the high priests a long time ago, and then 
transfer the body into the plain pine casket, ac-
companied with song and prayer. Our Chevra 
group gathers beforehand, sharing an intention, 
and there is a whole liturgy of prayers that ac-
companies this holy process.
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We started our Chevra Kadisha three years ago 
here on Oahu. And our first experience was a 
woman named Ester. She was a teacher for 
many, many years. And for the past year of her 
dying, she couldn’t speak or eat; she was in a 
care home with a feeding tube. Finally, her hus-
band decided that it was time to let her go. So 
she was our first Taharah, this ritual washing 
and preparation. It was a deeply moving expe-
rience for all the six women who participated. 
Four women helped actually do the physical 
washing and the dressing and the transferring 
into the casket, and two other women were 
chanting the ritual prayers in English and in He-
brew. when I think of beauty, I think about this 
experience and our first taharah with Ester. I re-
member how beautiful and how much at peace 
she was at the end, and I remember how much 
love and respect was present.

Ester loved chocolate, so now as part of our 
traditional ceremony at the end of the taharah 
ritual, the women gather; we hold hands and we 
do a blessing over our hands.  And each time 
we share chocolate to remember her and also 
acknowledge her for being our first teacher in 
this sacred process.
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Right now, because of COVID-19, we are doing 
this ritual virtually. We are not physically with 
the body, but we are a group of women and 
men. We just did a spiritual taharah last week 
with eight women on Zoom, saying prayers, and 
visualizing each of these steps that we do actu-
ally in the hands-on process. So beauty comes 
in many forms, in many shapes, and I think it’s 
up to us to see the beauty in the world, even in 
death and dying.
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A Stranger Who Made an Impact on My Life

Chris Malcher

This story reflects the Reimagine Festival: Life, 
Love, and Loss theme.  Some of this story was 
written by my sister and some of it are my own 
words.  This is our family’s story. experiences

Life was good.  We are a strong, supportive 
family. But, during the last 4 years, there were 
many trials and tribulations, and we experienced 
several losses.  This story reflects thoughts, 
perspectives, attitudes, and acceptance.  Our 
mother had been ill throughout the last few 
years of her life.  She took ill again in 2016 and 
she didn’t want to go to the hospital.  We were 
prepared to honor our mother’s wishes, agreed 
we needed help, and called our local hospice 
organization.  They were a Godsend.  My moth-
er passed away on March 16th, the day before 
the 50th anniversary of our dad’s death which 
was on St Patrick’s Day, 1966.  We loved our 
mother and we were with her at the hospice 
facility even through the end.  They continue to 
be support to me. 

Two months later, my sister’s daughter, Kim, got 
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sick.  She was miserable so they went to the 
hospital emergency room.  The doctor said it 
was her gall bladder.  She went for surgery the 
next morning and they waited in the waiting 
room for a long time.  When the doctor came 
out, he said that there were complications.  The 
next time the family saw her Kim was in ICU 
in a coma, swollen, and on a ventilator.  The 
doctor told my sister that Kim stated “Please 
don’t let me die on my mom’s birthday.” Yes, it 
was my sister’s birthday.  Doctors said a life-
saving procedure was needed and performed 
the surgery.  There were many prayers to God.  
We prayed saying “we have confidence in you, 
Lord. Please heal her.  You are the same yes-
terday, today, and forever.  Nothing is impossi-
ble for you.” The journey began. We prayed and 
praised without ceasing.  My niece came out 
of the coma but had many challenges she was 
dealing with.

The doctors were optimistic because her age 
was on her side.  She was 40 years old.  Kim 
had her ups and downs but deterioration was 
winning.  Her mother and dad questioned how 
far they should go with extreme medical ce-
dures.  My sister told the doctor to ask and 
find out what Kim wanted and she decided she 
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wanted comfort care.  The next day comfort 
care began.  My sister was staying with her in 
the hospital.  That morning she went to the car 
to get her clean clothes.  At the front of the hos-
pital is a skylight type canopy over the drive. 
On the way back from the car my sister looked 
up and in the skylight was a big fat dove coo-
ing magnificently, like echoing in a Cathedral. 
She said “Thank you Lord.” My sister changed 
her clothes and took the dirty ones back to the 
car.  On her way in, she looked up and there 
was a smaller dove sitting in a different spot in 
the skylight cooing magnificently. My sister was 
undone and tears were flowing.  She said “God 
you are so good.  Whew.”  She headed upstairs 
and went to the window. Right outside was a 3rd 
dove sitting on the streetlight looking in at them. 
She thought “The Trinity- God and Jesus in 
Heaven and the Holy Spirit in the world.  What 
amazing Love.“ They were all looking out for my 
niece.

A friend of Kim’s came and visited her.  My 
sister relayed the story to himregfarding the 
doves and immediately he said Bob Marley’s 
“Three Little Birds”.  My niece loved Bob Marley 
and this song was on their playlist.  He smiled.  
Here are some of the words to the song  “Don’t 
worry about a thing ‘cause everything is gonna 
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be alright.”  I suggest you listen to the whole 
song.  When Kim passed away, my sister 
asked the Lord “I thought you were going to 
save her?”  He responded and said “I did.” 
Between the Trinity’s representation with the 
doves and Bob Marley’s song, we knew that 
she would be looked after during this end of 
life process, it would be alright, and the family 
would be alright. This experience helped us 
extremely during our journey of grief.

And now the story continues.  In July of last 
year, my sister needed a defibrillator/pace-
maker due to her congestive heart failure.  
She went to the hospital and had the proce-
dure done.  I had to travel from Chicago to 
Austin to be with her.  The procedure went 
well.  The next morning, complications sprang 
up, they had to put her on life support to save 
her life.  She was put on an ECMO machine 
to keep her heart going.  My sister was the 
1% of people who are awake, talk, tell jokes, 
and make her own decisions while on the 
machine.  Many decisions had to be made.  
She was able to get off the ECMO machine 
and a pump outside her body was installed.  
We knew that this procedure would sustain 
her for up to 6 months. My sister was able 
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come home. After a couple of weeks, her 
strength lessened and she decided that she 
wanted hospice. I truly believe that her faith, her 
life experiences, our mother’s, and her daugh-
ter’s experiences helped her make this decision. 
She knew she was going to go to heaven. She 
passed away 2 months after her initial hospital 
stay. I know that she is in Heaven with our mom, 
dad, her daughter and other family members. 
She died with a smile on her face. I am going to 
show you the front of my sister’s visitation card. 
It represents her faith in God.

My final part of the story pertains to a stranger I 
met. During COVID-19, zoom meetings have be-
come popular. The Reimagine Festival would not 
have been held this year if it were not for zoom. 
Besides attending a variety of these workshops I
attend zoom meetings focusing on my other 
interests. I am an avid international folk dancer 
and am able to attend meetings from around the 
world. This summer, Stockton, California Folk 
Dance Camp held the week-long free folk dance 
camp on Zoom. If someone donates $100 to 
this fantastic camp, you could get a free week 
of zoom ukulele lessons prior to the 2 lessons 
during the week of camp. I was able to borrow a 
ukulele and fell in love with playing it. Our teach-
er, Melanie Kareem was able to teach              . 
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beginners that they are now able to play several 
songs.  She is so positive and encouraging. At 
one point, we had the opportunity to select and 
some beginner songs on her playlist.  Wouldn’t 
you know, Bob Marley’s “Three Little Birds” was 
on the playlist.  I was able to learn the song and 
play it while singing. Recently, while attending 
hospice grief support groups, I told my niece’s 
story and played and sang the song.  It brought 
smiles to their faces as well as to mine.  Little did 
I know how our life experiences from the doc-
tors, nurses, friends, family, hospice organiza-
tions, festival and camp organizers, zoom, and 
teachers intertwine, and they come up when we 
least expect them. I hope that our story brings 
you comfort!  Although this is a difficult time, we 
know that we can get through this. I continue to 
take more lessons to spread beautiful music!

Thank you for this festival and this Memory Book 
workshop.  It has helped me to honor the people 
in our family who have passed away and to sup-
port me in my grief.  It has been an honor for me 
to express my life story.
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The Longest Night of My Life

Jean Cramer

In retrospect, the longest night of my life was 
when my husband died of pancreatic cancer. 
After I was given the news, I came home and sat 
on a chair and the very best and worst of memo-
ries of our life’s journey were running through my 
head as if I was watching a movie. 

Starting when I met him in the middle of my 
summer vacation at my grandmother’s home. I 
was introduced to him by my cousin. It seemed 
we were able to relate to each other immediate-
ly. We were in an ice cream parlor and talked 
and talked so long that before either one of us 
knew it, it was closing time. He mentioned the 
short cut to my grandmother’s house was to 
cross the railroad tracks (see how foolish you 
can be when you’re young) and I agreed. I am a 
city girl totally and didn’t nor still know how to go 
down a steep hill of soft coal ash which was the 
ground base by the railroad. So I went tumbling 
down and by the time I hit bottom was covered 
in coal ash from head to toe. To say we both 
panicked is an understatement. But it all worked 
out like situations usually do.
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Before I knew it, vacation time was over and he 
told me he was going to follow me to NYC where 
I lived. He did, found a job, told me he loved me 
and he would always take care of me. I was so 
young and I believed everything he told me 

To give you the story’s spoiler, he did everything 
he said he would and I was still in love with him 
as much as when I first met him. So funny, one 
of the songs we loved was sung by Nat King 
Cole, “Too Young.” We were married, planned 
our future, set our goals, and followed them. He 
was a hard worker. He worked two jobs for a 
while. I saved money by watching every penny 
closely and worked with A & P’s plaid stamps, S 
& H green stamps, and Betty Crocker coupons 
for those who can remember that era.
 
We went from walking to used cars to new cars. 
No vacations, to domestic and then international 
vacations. We had problems that terrified us at 
times but like every family worked to do what we 
had to do to resolve them. Life just has a way of 
happening. Some couldn’t be resolved but we 
at least tried our best and learned to live with 
whatever situation we had to. I ended up get-
ting a job in my early 40’s and our lives became 
even easier. We ended up being gifted with the 
joy of having 5 beautiful healthy grandchildren. 
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Each having their own identity. Life was full and 
we would have been selfish if we asked for any 
more.

Our 25th anniversary came and went. Then 
came our 50th. Our health conditions started to 
decline in stages. We addressed each medical 
condition as it confronted us and took care of 
each other. At one physical examination when 
he received the diagnosis of pancreatic cancer 
and the Whipple operation was recommended ( 
the same operation as Steve Jobs underwent ) 
he showed the courage of a warrior. He took 55 
hours of chemotherapy a week and was the only 
one who completed that particular medical trial. 
He survived four years after that. We were able 
to go out, enjoy ourselves and no one besides 
the family and his medical team knew he was 
living his last days. His healthy complexion nev-
er left him nor did his smile or laughter.

As daybreak started to appear, after so many 
tears and cups of tea, the reel of memories were 
finishing. Before I got up to meet the day, two re-
minders came to me. The first was some of the 
lyrics of “Too Young” This love will last though 
years may go. And then someday they may 
recall we were not too young at all. The second 
from Dr. Seuss, “Don’t cry because its over, 
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smile because it happened.” 
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Living Through a Natural Disaster
 
Sheila-Merle Johnson

Living in California all my life, I’ve been in a few 
big earthquakes, and many many small ones 
too, including all the ones you don’t really feel 
but things are rattling. This big one happened 
when I was 12 or 13 years old. One summer 
I was invited by some distant cousins, I don’t 
know who they were, up to their ranch in Neva-
da for a week. My idea of ranches came from 
cowboy movies. Right about this time, I won a 
contest at a local corner grocery store. I got a full 
Hopalong Cassidy outfit. For those of you who 
remember, he was like Roy Rogers and all of 
those Hollywood cowboys. The outfit was black 
with fringe of white vinyl, white cowboy boots, a 
belt with holsters – the whole shebang. I was so 
excited to take this up to the ranch. Well, I got 
there and of course, they’re all in ratty jeans. I 
mean, that’s all that was worn on a ranch I found 
out to my chagrin.  

So the first morning, I proudly put on my Ho-
palong Cassidy outfit and when I came out they 
made such fun of me. They laughed at me. 
They teased me. They ridiculed me. It was dev-
astating for a 12-year-old vulnerable girl who 
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who already had rejection issues. So obviously 
I took it off and put on some other pair of pants I 
had brought. Not jeans - I was a city girl and we 
didn’t wear them, so I felt funny the whole week. 
Then in that night or maybe it was early morning 
like 5 a.m. or so, there was a big earthquake. At 
first I felt my bed shake, and the mother yelled, 
“Get under the bed,” so I got under there right 
away. 

Then the bed started rolling around the room so 
I had to crawl around to stay under it. When the 
earth finally stopped shaking, I got out and ran 
outside. The whole family of cousins was there 
in their pajamas, except for the father, who was 
just in his tighty-whities with his big belly hanging 
over. They were all looking at the side of their 
house where the chimney had disintegrated into 
into a pile if bricks. Although I didn’t have these 
words at the time, I felt vindicated. There was 
retribution. I had my revenge. Whatever power is 
out there was taking care of me! 
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Hey Kelley

Lisa Schneider 

“Hey Kelley, I used to be 200 lbs or more. Now 
I’m 131.” Kelley gives me a totally understanding 
look.

“Hey Kelley, name this tune.” It’s amazing. She 
gets it almost every time except this one time 
when she gets the song and not the singer, and 
so I say, “Okay, one down.” And boy, lest you 
ever think that Kelley dare not protest. Sudden-
ly her face is serious, bordering on threatening. 
She says, “Well, I only heard the first few notes 
and it was live, so, you know, come on.” I see 
that glaring look from intense eyes, so I say, 
“Don’t worry you won. Really you did.”

“Hey Kelley, this show is on and there is an 
expert on coronavirus and pandemics. What do 
you think about what they said?” And we go on 
and on and on.

“Hey Kelley, how you doing?” And because I 
love her, the question is always from my eyes 
and my heart. It’s not superficial. And when she 
answers, it goes like this: She tells me a little. 
She tells me a lot. She doesn’t tell me, her eyes 
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tell me to screw off. I want to be alone. Then 
she’ll tell me, “Oh, I guess I’m still waking up.”

“Hey Kelley, can I talk to you for a minute?” 
“Sure, come in,” she says. And it’s a comfort-
able, dark, safe room. And there she is in her 
chair, me and my chair, a patient look on her 
face and Kelley’s kind, beautiful blue eyes, offer-
ing me a universe of open space to go a mile a 
minute telling her every detail of my troubles.

Knock, knock, knock. “Hey Lisa, you have a 
minute?” “Sure,” I say, “Come on in.” And she 
shares, really shares. And I am there, all of me 
hearing her and simultaneously amazed that 
Kelley L would share so much. I feel honored.

“Hi!” We meet in the hallway. I say, “Guess 
what? The Monkees are on TV. She thinks I 
mean the real monkeys she loves to watch on 
YouTube. And then I start singing, “Here we 
come walking down the street...” and then we’re 
both singing, “...get the funniest look from every-
one way meet. Hey, hey, we’re the Monkees. 
And people say we monkey around, but we’re 
too busy singing to put anybody down. We’re 
just trying to be friendly!”
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I pass by Kelley’s room. I hear music. She 
comes to the door. She plays Stairway to Heav-
en and I head bang my high ponytail all through 
the song. She is quite entertained. I had the time 
of my life.

“Hey Kelley, can you believe this is going on, 
again, at the facility?” “Hey Lisa can you believe 
what’s going on here now?”

“Hey Kelley, did you see this episode of Law & 
Order SVU?” “Oh yeah,” she says, “This one is 
good.” 

“Hey Kelley, what do you watch it on your cell 
phone?” “My orangutans—they are so cute! I 
can’t wait till I can go to Borneo and see the 
orangutans.”

“Hey Kelley, you want my chocolate pudding?” 
She says, “Yeah! It’s only 90 calories!” And her 
hand is waving me for the goods which, by the 
way, I have to bring between my two nightgowns 
as it is considered contraband, bringing food 
from one residence room to another. This is why 
I call it the Undergown Railroad.
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“Hey Kelley.” Kelley asks, “Hey Lis, you gonna 
come to the holiday party?” I say, “Can we sit 
together?” She says, “Of course. I want you to 
be at my table.” We had such a good time. 

It’s Wednesday. “Oh my god. Toni died.” I see 
myself wheeling towards Kelley’s room, I hear 
myself saying, “Kelley, Toni died.” But Kelley’s in 
the hospital. But really Kelley died on Tuesday.

“Hey Kelley, I need you.” 

“Hey Kelley, I love you.” 

“Hey, Kelley, I can’t live without you.” 
 
“Hey Kelley, you’re dead and you’re not dead. I 
still talk to you.”

“Kelley, I hope with all my heart you’re in Bor-
neo, with the orangutans. You and your adoring, 
handsome, loving boyfriend, with whom you 
have a wonderful friendship, are safe with, and 
who also loves music, travel, theater, dining out, 
and listening in.

Dear, dear Kelley, wherever you are, I wish you 
happiness, love, and of course a fantastic ward-
robe.”
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“P.S. I still need you. I hope it’s okay that I still 
talk to you.”

“Hey Kelley, I miss you.”
 
“Hey Kelley, I love you.”

This is written for Kelley, who I loved more than 
anything, more than life itself. I adored her, 
and she passed away on April 21, 2020 from 
COVID-19. She was actually one of nine people 
at the nursing home I live at that I was close to, 
who passed here since April. And one person 
from outside, who I knew for 37 years, passed 
as well. I want to please ask: If you know any-
one who has been through a trauma, like being 
in a nursing home during a COVID situtation, 
where what you witness is almost unspeakable 
and it can’t be forgotten, and people you love 
are dying--sometimes two at a time--I ask you 
to listen, to not try to make it better, to simply 
listen. And if you have any involvement in any 
organizations, please suggest that a bereave-
ment group be formed for people who were in 
Assisted Living or Nursing Homes that were 
ravaged by COVID.
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About Vita Story Club

We are a 501(c)3 nonprofit dedicated to running 
Life Story Workshops in New York City and else-
where. At these workshops, our facilitators work 
hard to foster a calming, safe space for our partic-
ipants to share their stories. 

Our mission is to promote healthy aging, com-
bat ageism, and reduce social isolation of older 
adults. We run our life story workshops as a way 
for older adults to strengthen their social relation-
ships and to draw purpose from sharing their life 
experience with others.

Each week, we bring in two prompt questions 
such as, What did you get in trouble for when 
you were young? or What comes to mind when 
you hear the word “beauty”? With permission, we 
record our participants as they share their stories. 
These stories are later transcribed and stored on 
our password protected online database so that 
participants can share them with loved ones or 
keep for themselves. 
 
Throughout the COVID-19 pandemic, Vita Sto-
ry Club has been running Life Story Workshops 
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online and serving individuals from New York 
City, Boston, and various locations all around the 
world. 

Visit us at vitastoryclub.org for more information.

http://vitastoryclub.org
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