Introduction story:

Once upon a time, in the land of storytelling, came a young teacher new to the place. He searched confusedly through the myriad threads of words, until he came upon the dark, shadowy cave where stories lived. He knew this from the small plaque at the entrance to the cave that read, "Here live the stories you need. Please ring the bell." 

“What is this place?” - the teacher asked.

Stepping from the shadows, a story keeper took a slow breath and then began to speak in his deep, slow voice, "This is a place where stories spend their days and nights waiting to be told to someone. Here, you can find the material you need for your lessons and the stories your students will enjoy the most.”

The teacher scrunched up his face and asked, "Well... what IS storytelling then?" 

"Storytelling is many things to many people," a story keeper replied, "It is entertainment, a way of passing on a culture's history, or a way of teaching to both the young and the old. It is something that must be experienced and tried before you can fully understand it. More than anything else, storytelling is an art. An art that anyone can participate in. We all are storytellers, whether we realize it or not." 

The teacher was silent for a moment. Then, with a new and growing gleam of excitement in his eye he asked, "I like telling stories! How can I learn more about storytelling?" 

A story keeper drew a long, tattered scroll from his cloak and handed it to the teacher. "Read this and read a lot," he commanded. 

TPRS: Listen and mime! (
Susan was sitting comfortably in her chair; she slouched a bit and almost fell asleep. Then, she remembered that she was supposed to meet her boyfriend. She stood up, picked up her jacket, put it on and went out. She walked through her garden and could smell roses. She took a deep breath. She continued walking, then, she stopped to look for her mobile phone. There it was, safe in her pocket. She smiled, there were six new messages from her boyfriend. She continued walking. She reached the front gate, opened it, went through the gate, closed it and locked it just in case. She walked towards the lake. She heard some noise and looked back to see where it came from. There was nothing there. She shrugged her shoulders and continued walking a bit faster. It was already getting dark. She couldn’t see the path and where she was going. She kept looking behind her all the way until she reached a house. It was silent. Her boyfriend said he would be there. She knocked at the door and waited; knocked again and waited some more. She heard somebody was coming; she got afraid so she hid behind the tree. 

Then, somebody tapped her at her right shoulder, she jumped in surprise and there he was, the love of her life. 

They hugged and went away.

