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Introduction
Why a Creative Writing Challenge
by Kimberly Wulfert

The seed for this story challenge came to me imb&eh while the economy was crashing.
President Obama had been in office about thirtys dend the economy wasn’t turning around as
fast as the public used to being instantly gratifianted. In other words, reality was setting in,
with depression on its back. Talk of the Great Bepion, comparisons to now, and threats of
more jobs lost and bank closings led me to waxalgistfor times past, even if only in my
imagination.

Old movies, books and family discussions aboutyddé during the Great Depression and the
two World Wars tell of families working togethercamaking do. They tell of joys found in
simple things, nature, and being with others in camity. Practically the entire population was
working together, living up to their name of Unit8thtes, to rebuild the country for the common
good of all the people.

| imagined people gathered around huge floor raftidisten to the fireside chats from President
Roosevelt or seeing reflections of our militaryEuropean battlefields in movie theaters as the
prelude to a movie, an affordable luxury. When &gime future generations thinking back to our
times, | envision them reflecting on people, ofédone, in front of their computer monitors and
cell phones to get updates about current events nar government and the world.

Quite by coincidence, my personal goal at that seame was to re-awaken the right hemisphere
of my brain, to create some new art forms with fagty and feed my imagination and
daydreams. Talk about poor timing!

The avenue of expression that allowed me to sty tfirrent on the country’s state of being and
engage my right hemisphere more than my left washging. Through journaling, | could write
about my feelings on anything that was currentlypgmn, create new ideas and daydreams,
reflect on nature and my experiences, as | wroterighand on my paper. Journaling also
provided a release for stressful feelings. It wasygunlike trying to be creative with paper, or
fabric or beading. Stress, anxiety and creativéyael each other out. Journaling offers a viable
alternative for both.

Albert Einstein said, “Imagination is more importéaman knowledge.” Helen Keller would
second that notion, so who was | to say otherwgeright hemisphere said to my left. The left
brain was kicking and screaming as | read and wictien, stacking my history and non-fiction
books in the corner. This was not an elaalyitto change; | adore history, antique quilts and-non
fiction, but | persevered and found in time that lefy brain was benefitting from the additional
input from the once atrophied right brain. Signpesared in my daily life that showed me my
writing, reading and creating were enhanced, amds more prolific and less stressed at the end
of the day.

Now | was delving into art forms | was previoustyneinced | could not do, like drawing faces
and scenes. | pulled hand dyed and ultra modencg&fiom my stash to form them into fabric
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wall hangings containing messages or symbolismciEacooking became fun (at times) as |
pulled out cookbooks from the upper dark cupboattere they were hiding since | bought
them. My camera became a Hallmark store as | meztigg cards, using photos | took and
computer altered. My soul was filling with joy. Miyagination was leading the way. Writing for
no purpose other than what | felt like writing abatithe moment was my corner stone. This
creative approach to life felt so rich and freetognpared to my predominantly left brain
focused life several months earlier.

This brought to mind many research studies condunter the years that show that mental
imagery, expressing stress-filled thoughts andrigslthrough journaling and engaging in the
creative arts all help to dramatically reduce strasixiety, depression, and bolster the immune
system and our health.

It has been a strange time for America; a poweinfue of change in our lives and around the
globe. We are in unfamiliar togetherness, like &gime it was in the tumultuous first half of the
20th century. That era also brought about more wogueng to work outside the home, caused
electricity, indoor plumbing, cars and phones todmee more widely available, and families
scattered around the country, whether by choideyarecessity.

When | think about those times, feelings of sadiaes®voked in me. Yet, | also feel the sense
of community, love, purpose, and the common ddeirpeace and a reunited family that people
experienced. | imagine women helping women, feedimgw freedom of self-expression as they
went to work and made decisions as head of houdelbile their husbands went to war or

died or left them, with the children, for anothesman. | imagine grandparents moving in,
taking care of children, mending and cooking farsth needing assistance in the neighborhood
as well. I imagine girls and boys discovering eattter, getting married, having babies, and
building memories in their new homes with their Broe cameras and heirloom quilts.

My soul was filling with joy. My imagination wasdeéing the way. My desire to write was
calling to me morning, noon and night, and | angadyy writing. In meditation, writing was
flashing across my mind as if to s&gep it up My soul also heard the soul cries and fears of
strangers and friends, and the urge to do sometbitrgnsformative came mind in the form of
this Creative Writing Challenge.

It further took shape because March was arounddh®er. Nationally, we honor Women'’s
History, Crafts, and Quilting Day in the month ofiMh. Having a coinciding fundraiser for The
Quilter’'s Hall of Fame was a natural progressiomymind. TQHF originated in the
imagination of quilter, collector and now apprajd¢azel Carter, who desired to recognize
women past and present, by honoring their quititezl contributions as artists, authors,
entrepreneurs, collectors, curators, educatorgymks and teachers, in an annual celebration.
Donations raised by this Challenge could help fpsut that cause this year, | thought.

Speaking of honoring women, let me introduce tmedlamazing women who each write about
women needleworkers of yesterday in American hystdro served as the Challenge Tasters
(judges): Tracy Jamar, Karen Porter and Susan Wiildle. | asked each woman to write about
their experience of the stories, their finalistickes and a little bit on the place of writing ireth
own life. Their thoughts, in their words will follothe stories.
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The Finalists

Reading the stories sent in by women across Amdrigas swept away and filled with a
spectrum of emotions. My right and left hemisphavese firing away as | pictured the scenes in
my mind from the words on the page. | was spellliptonought to tears, laughing, learning, all
the while feeling an intimacy with the authors @hd women they depicted. | felt my soul filling
with joy.

Congratulations to our three finalists. The tastepged that the story which fit the guidelines
the best was written by Rita Larom fdrizie’s Hope Two tasters chose the same story as their
personal favoriteThinking Back.., by Maretta Miller, and the other taster’s choices

Elizabeth’s Quilt Challengby Patricia J. Perry.

Maizie's Hopes presented first, with fifteen other storiesaaged according to their geographic
location. The first takes place in Maine, the fimaRArizona. The authors sent a brief statement
telling of their inspiration for the story and thenotivation to enter this challenge. | placed this
at the end of the book in hopes that you will réscreative stories first. Why? Because using
your imagination matters.

My deepest gratitude to each writer who contributesir personal creations for this eBook.

It's your turn now. Which story will speak to yolieart? It is with great pleasure that | present

Changing Times: Women’s Stories 1902-1942.

Kimberly Wulfert
Ojai, California
May 20, 2009
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Maizie’s Hope

by Rita Larom

It was the embrace of two women who understoodizigldad been working on this quilt for
almost twenty-five years but hadn't shown it to I8uantil today when she spread it across the
bed. "It's the story of your brothers and sistdvigizie said. "You're old enough now to learn
about that awful time. The quilt will help.

"Hannah has the most pieces 'cause she was thst.bldidaizie had placed ivory colored blocks
diagonally. They were cut from babies' clothing éwer own wedding dress, a 1905 fashion
she'd restyled until it no longer fit. "Hannah amcouple years after your Papa and | married.
Oh, you'd a-laughed if you'd seen her all tangledhuthe pea patch pulling stubborn flowers off
the vines. She kept little bouquets in a tin cligummer long. By the time she was ten, she
was a big help in the garden. We was mighty tobleans and salt pork when spring come and
we could eat fresh."”

Sunny stood quietly, her arm around her motherglyes bright with silent tears.

"James was a year behind Hannah and was Pa'hagtt He loved corn—growing it, chasin'
birds from it, feedin' it to pigs, eatin' it. Thatvhy | embroidered those corn stalks right ugheac
side of the pea vines and roses | put there fomdlari

"And little rows of yellow knots make corn kernélSunny said.

"I nearly run us out of kerosene for the lamp whdid them. Stitchin' peas and corn and
everything right over the blocks seemed the begt Wdne material's from the tails of your
Papa's shirts and the good parts of James's cloHesd them. | scrubbed those things on the
washboard with lye soap so many times they arefagas satin.”

"Where did you get the pink cloth?" Sunny asked.

"Mrs. Wright give me a dress she couldn't wear moenso | cut squares from it for Lizzie. She
prized chickens. Them new hatched little downysbséttled right down in her hands, she was
so gentle with 'em. Seven years old." Maizie pduséwas real happy to get the chicks on the
quilt to fuzz up like that."

Sunny traced violets her mother had stitched oerider fabric. "I got that for Linda from Sears
and Roebuck. They delivered. | used butter amgdnegney to keep Linda in Crayons and paper,
and her only four."

"The lambs are beautiful,” Sunny said.

"l fluffed 'em with candlewick. That's indigo blligut in the corners for William. He was just

talkin' real good when it happened. The beadsr, pomt Grace give me. Make nice stars, don't
they?"
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Maizie had centered the quilt with a large blockmwHOPE" embroidered across it. Sunflowers
meandered through the letters.

"That section | added for you, like g f q f’\'
you're always wrapped in the arms i’ f

of your brothers and sisters. iy‘f

Remember that." { .

Sunny choked, "Thank you." ,P "J« ;

Maizie continued, "We could've 4 J/a,"a !f U ? >
talked sooner but your Papa and | - E/ Wals

wanted to wait until you was

eighteen. We wanted you to be a happy child. koaw, we'd went to the city—just had a
wagon then—to see your Aunt Grace. She was tersick. And Papa had to register for the
draft. The war against the Kaiser was somethinigilaw was scared he might have to fight.

"Grandma Powell always wanted the children to stdly her so we let 'em. On the way home, |
was happy about Grace gettin' better. Then | s@asmolderin' ruins. An awful fear clutched
me. | barely understood what people was sayinkat the smoke ... they was overcome ...
probably didn't suffer ... awful tragedy ... alldiof 'em. Few days later, Grandma died, too."

Maizie had felt numb until flaring edges of paiiced their way into her being, then shut down
just before the agony became unbearable. Peopie,daft food, did the wash, harvested
orchard and garden. Some looked at her with pttygers murmured a greeting and turned away.
Words hung dead in the air. "After a while, onlydviWright still come to see me. Most of the
time we just sat and rocked, there was nothinayo $a was always workin'. Never talked."

Winter came, and spring, then it was summer agars. Wright told me her daughter was
gettin' married. That set me to thinkin' about mgla gift for the wedding," Maizie said.
"Finally my mind was on somethin' else, if only Bofew minutes. | did some cross stitches on
some kitchen towels."

Gradually Maizie's needlework filled painful pladgasher mind. She surprised her neighbors
with a little gift here, another offering thereheSstarted the quilt. When nostalgia overcame
her, she could chase the blues with a little neadtethread visit with her children. Fancy work
had always been her calling. Cut work paradedrataable linens, ribbon roses flowered down
the fronts of dresses, artful stitch samplingsthelseams between crazy quilt blocks and
delicate lace trimmed collars and handkerchiefs.

"I thought I'd have no more children," Maizie t@dnny. "Here | was, forty years old when you
arrived. | give you another name, but light comgétrthrough the curtains and turned you all
golden. 'Sunny,’ | said. | swear you answeredihny smiled and met her mother's eyes in the
same way she had as an infant, like she carriegratsfrom beyond.

"Times are easier now," said Maizie. "You go aftlanarry that soldier boy and we'll look for
this war to end soon." Maizie helped load théildiyellow coupe, gave Pa the gas ration stamps
they'd saved and the couple drove their survivimifgido board the train.

Waving as the train departed, Maizie knew her dearghlope, would never be completely gone.
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Elizabeth’s Quilt Challenge

by Patricia J. Perry

Predictions of a harsh winter of 1932-1933 cammae bad news during the hard times that
had fallen on the small New England town of Watetfdaine. What would later be known as
The Great Depression had the entire country irgittsp and even families living off the land
were struggling to survive.

Living on a farm had always been hard work, butas a rewarding life. Summer months found
women tending vegetable gardens, berry pickingcamiing over a wood burning stove in the
middle of August, a necessity to provide the familth food during the winter. Long winter
evenings were spent close to the stove while kigittsewing and quilting.

Elizabeth had been taught to sew at an early adeebgrandmother who had been a seamstress.
She was inspired by natural creativity and was soaking quilts using her own designs and
meticulous stitching. When she married Charles Andr and moved to the farm that had been

in his family for generations, she brought with tiex cherished needle case that had belonged to
her grandmother.

Although they lived a frugal life, Elizabeth Andrewurrounded herself with beautiful things she
made for her home and her loved ones; braidedangke wood floors, beautiful quilts on every
bed and embroidered tablecloths added charm tolthrmhouse. Her cooking and sewing
were like fine arts to her.

Their children wore clothes she fashioned usingskéis as a seamstress. Ruffles on the straps
of her daughter’s jumper, or a frog embroideredhenbib of her young son’s overalls were
trademark examples of her special touch. Elizabaittierwise simple hat featured a colorful
ribbon and crocheted flowers.

In September, Elizabeth noticed a sign at the Idoal
goods store announcing a quilt contest offering $50
dollars as first prize. The winner would earn the
opportunity to enter her quilt in the Sears Quiingst at
the Chicago World’s Fair the following year. This
sparked Elizabeth’s interest for several reasdmes; s
enjoyed a challenge, she was an excellent qudtet,the
family could use the money.
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Elizabeth was already planning her quilt duringride home. She had saved every pattern from
the Nancy Page Quilt Club Series published in tined8y newspaper, so that evening she
searched for the pattern she had in mind. Money/tigat and there was no extra to buy a large
amount of fabric so she selected a pattern withdbflowers. Her designing skill allowed her to
alter the original pattern to include flowers useajors of fabric she had on hand in her scrap
bag and adding more detail with intricate stitchifigere would be roses from pink fabric left
over from the dress she made for her daughtessday of school, bluebells from her son’s
romper, and buttercups from yellow fabric for whglte bartered a couple dozen eggs. The pure
white background fabric was purchased with monegexhby sewing a dress for her daughter’s
teacher.

Elizabeth’s design featured an appliquéd baskébwfers with embroidered accents at the
center of the quilt, and an oval pattern of lalealves encircling that design. An outside border
of colorful flowers entwined along a vine and flegipink ribbons gave a striking touch against
the white background.

Elizabeth worked on her quilt every chance she gmetimes staying up long after her children
were tucked into bed. And all the while, she comilated how they would use the fifty dollars

if her quilt won first prize. The barn needed a nmewaf, her daughter wanted a violin, her son
had outgrown his boots and Elizabeth wanted thsit ffirize.

As Elizabeth worked on the quilt top, she also myad how she would find the extra money to
buy the batting and backing for her quilt. But,tjadew dozen Christmas wreaths she made and
sold at the local feed store gave her enough @aphbirchase the necessary supplies to finish her
quilt. All she needed now was time, and time wasaarce as money for a woman and her busy
life on the farm.

Elizabeth worked tirelessly to complete her quiltl submitted her entry just days before the
February 1 deadline. As she inspected her finighepct, she was pleased with the results of
her many hours spent working on the quilt made ftioentiny pieces of cloth that held such
precious memories of her family.

The winner of the quilt contest was to be annouraftat a potluck supper on Valentine’s Day.
After the meal the women washed and dried the digheecord time, and Elizabeth retrieved
the empty plate that had contained her mile-higdtard pie and quickly took her seat in the
Grange Hall.

Silence fell upon the room as the storekeeper dbedare the audience with the quilt entries
lining the walls behind her. She thanked each efprticipants for what was deemed a most
successful quilt contest and then finally annount&de winner of the first prize and the fifty
dollars is Elizabeth Andrews!”

Elizabeth stood proudly by her prize winning qastthe others gathered around to congratulate
her. The countless hours she had spent painstglstitghing each piece of the quilt had been
rewarded ten fold. The prize money was a bonug+dhl reward was the heirloom quilt she
would pass on to her daughter.
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The Art of Apple Pie
by Miss Jordan Anderson

The day my aunt and uncle and cousins came tanvitireus, | was spozed to learn my Great-
Grandmama's apple pie recipe. | woke up earlyrttaning, stoked the fire in the stove, and
kept at it clear through the afternoon. | didn'niviine stove not being hot enough to deter my
Ma. Turns out, | had a lot more than that to waipput.

Aunt Elda and Uncle Carpenter weren't bad folksy tlvere just different from us. They were
poor and illiterate, like most of the folk aroureése parts. But, they walked around like they
were wearing the finest silks and had been redoynglectric light since they were in diapers.
So, when they landed on our doorstep after sundeiimenough luggage to clothe half the
holler, | was sure my Ma was going to sent themm# neighbors, or at least put them in the
shed out back to sleep. But instead, she gave mlmed, and sent me out to the shed with a
thin blanket and not much else.

"It's summer. You'll be fine out there. Don't give that look."

"But Ma! We were spozed to make great grandma-"

She yanked me outside faster than you can say™spit

"Now you just stop right there! For one, we doafntout family. For two, plans change..._ = «..
You need to learn that about life or you'll spelmel test of it in a sad situation. And for _}7 y
three, if you think there is any way in this lifetbe next I'm going to let your Aunt Elda =~

k=]

anywhere near that recipe, you're as crazy as Umsdter." L

QLnqge

That was saying something. Uncle Lester was tl@gycold hermit who lived up the hill. +»~i*
Sometimes, he’'d stand in his front yard with justdocks on, and shout down the hill, % ;ﬂ_J
"If ya'll children don't stop looking in my windowbm gonna to hog tie ya all and sell ya

to the gub'ment!!”

Voices carry down that hill.

Ma’s first two reason shut me up, but the last corevinced me. Ma was one of the most
generous women in the county, but when it cameetabokin' secrets, she had a selfish streak a
mile wide. She'd started sharing them with me aifilgr | proved | could keep a secret. She
tested me for years. She'd give me some littlegpaenformation, and if it came back to her
within the week she'd send me to bed with a hpitae of bread and a hard look that spoke
volumes. Eventually, | learned to keep her searets | thought | would burst from them. That
day, | was going to learn the holy of holies-Gréaandmama's apple pie.

That is, until they showed up.

You could see the worry on Ma's face that nightclegiCarpenter was in debt up to his eyeballs
and then some from all the dress fabric and goodshnd three pound bags of candy he'd
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charged. He'd got behind on his house note tryrgep the general store, and eventually the
sheriff, off his back. | guess he finally lost it &ow Ma and | had to figure out how to make
two peoples worth of food into six, and keep a sroih our faces the whole time.

But you know what? Turns out, voices carry UP titletoo. Within two days the neighbors had
rounded up every spare egg, crust of bread, Hadiggowl, and scrap of blanket and descended
on our little house like moths to a flame. | ddmibw how they all knew, but somehow they did.
None of them had two pennies to rub together mags,dout every family within five miles had
seen or heard that we had unexpected guests,spuzé they just figured we'd need more'n
what we had.

Every night there was another knock on the dooraaradher neighbor with a basket of
something "to help keep the wolves away." My Ma ldaay a quiet "thank you," and invite
them in for a cup of coffee. By the time the weedswover I'm certain their cupboards were
nearly empty because ours were embarrassingly full.

" And then one afternoon Ma sent Aunt Elda and thssios up the
road to do some visitin'. Uncle Carpenter was @gklmaking some
long overdue fence repairs thanks to a bribe froyvia of
"somethin’ special for dessert.” She closed thetfloor and turned
to me and, with a twinkle in her eye, said, "Nowoat this pie." and
« for the rest of the afternoon she patiently shomedhow to slice the
. apples just so, how to know by feel when the cnest ready to be
rolled out and gently placed in the pan, and hoknimw by smell
how much cinnamon those apples wanted.

- It wasn't until years later, when | was showing omyn daughter how
to make that pie that | realized that my Ma hadlfingiven me some secrets | could share. For
one, you never turn away family, but you might béedo get rid of 'em for an afternoon if it's
important enough. For two, plans change, and legrthiat early made the rest of my life a much
happier situation. For three, being rich has nathiando with having money, and it's often when
you're without it at all that you realize the tre@esright in your own backyard.
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My Name is Sinai

by Teddy Pruett

Me and Abraham was plannin to build us a houseveld been
livin in Mizmaginn’s house since we got married. kted her
never fussed nor nothin, it was more like littlents | couldn’t
rightly pick out, but they was there, and it wasamfortable and
she didn’t give me no rest. If | cooked chickere slanted ham.
| planted Mornin Glories by the porch, and she sa&y'd block
the air. The thing that really made me mad - aredkstowed it -
was she wouldn’t say my name right, it was Sinéy dmd Siney
that.

It took me years to get one teensy fingernail’stivarf respect
from Mizmaginn and | remember when it happenedradsalay.

My sister Dorcas was visitin from Macon and theséhof us was
piecin a quilt that | didn’t much like, it was mbsblue stripes

and plaids, looked too much like men’s pajamasitorse. Anyway, Dorcas was cuttin squares,
and | was piecin pieces to make ‘em big enoughs& and Mizmaginn was sewin ‘em together.
We was out on the front porch cause it was sodmat,Dorcas was just a fussin about the heat. |
didn’t say nothin about it, but the heat makes noss

Mizmaginn didn’t make no secret that she didn’elBorcas much because she graduated from
the Wesleyan Female College and put on airs. Thedie't never hurt me none, Mizmaginn

told her, but Dorcas didn’t pay her no mind, andided she wanted to git some iced tea for all
of us, then remembered we didn’t have no ice mamdwere, so she fussed about that too.
Mizmaginn finally asked her if she was so miseratidhy did she come down? And she said she
had seen all the dead bodies she could stand. &Wevisas happy that the big war was over, and
now folks was dyin of influenza faster than thewyldodig holes to bury ‘em in, and she said
wagons drove by her house day and night filled walies stacked up like wood, and she just
had to git away.

Dorcas asked did we have some good gossip or stdigmaginn said she didn’t reckon we
had no stories for her, then she said Siney, meaeinvas too much of a goody two shoes to
gossip. Siney don’t say boo to a goose, she said.IAaid, well, you don’t know everthang
about me, Mizmaginn, and she said she’d knowedaueyfears and | hadn’t spoke a notable
thang yet. Abe is a good son and outta respedtifiod didn’t say nothin to her, but | wanted to
strangle the old biddy. We cain’t git that housdtast enough.

Changin the subject, | said that Ruth and her tWams been to visit. Mizmaginn laughed a thin
crackly laugh showin toothless gums, and said ymulsla heard the song they was sangin to
Siney. They was a sangin “Siney, Siney, Shiney Wiaed dancing round in a circle. Her laugh
sounded like air bein’ squeezed from shirts gdinbtigh a wringer. | felt my face gittin’ red,
and | said that song was just as stupid as the otieethey sang about “I had a little bird, it's
name was Enza, | opened the window, and in-flu-€ga’t neither of ‘em funny | sez to her,
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mean-like, and | don’t know what possessed me| ttwbwed the spool of thread clear across
the porch. Dorcas and Mizmaginn looked like they&en got by lightnin.

| stood up and told her | was sick and tired of imekin fun of my name. My name is Sinai!
Mama got that name right out the Bible, same’s glouAbraham's, and it was her present to me
and I'd like some respect for it. Well, Dorcas dkeel right then and there to go to the outhouse,
and excused herself.

| kept right on a talkin. | told Mizmaginn that lasn’t no goodie two shoes, that | got my feelins,
and if she wanted to hear me say boo to a goasas k fixin to do it right now, and she was the
goose. | told her to stop bein so mean to Dorcasalise she was prissy from the time she’s
borned, and she stayed right in mama’s shadowywauitin’t even get her pinny dirty. I'd go

out and git my arms all scratched up pickin blackbse, and when I'd git em home, Dorcas
would eat em all. I'd walk down the road more tihao mile with a heavy bucket to pick up
pecans, and when | got home Dorcas wanted to eat, ftoo, and wouldn’t crack any for me.
Well, one time | was pretty riled up at Dorcas tiattling on me to Daddy about somethin, so |
went out and picked up pecans. Then | took someruhe house and dropped my bloomers and
rubbed them pecans on my privates. Then | put thesbowl!, and when she begged for ‘em, |
give ‘em to her. She went off a crackin ‘em withr teeth, like we always did, and | had the last
laugh.

| wish you coulda seen Mizmaginn'’s face a lookke la marble statue. All's I'm sayin, | told
her, is that | ain’t mushmouthed and | got my wafyevening things up with folks. Then | went
over and picked up the thread and my needle likking ain’'t happened.

Dorcas come back from the outhouse, and she said sken that four layer coconut cake in the
pie safe, and wanted to know if she could makeeeofind cut that cake.

Mizmaginn looked her square on, and said she’'d haask Sinai.

Yes, | smiled at my blue striped square, my nan&nai.

© 2009 Women On Quilts’ Creative Writing Challengéttp://WomenOnQuilts.blogspot.com



Changinign€s: Women'’s Stories 1902-1942
16

The Musings of a Mother
by Ruth Rhoades

It's 1938 and a beautiful spring day in northerro@a as | sit on the porch looking across the
fields that were once full with cotton. Revelingtioughts of earlier days, the hardships and
sacrifices come to mind first rather than the jagd pleasures through those years. We have
endured some tough times on the farm. It was a gf®uoh the 1920’s when we first married.
Growing cotton was all we knew to make a livingilthte boll weevil moved across from the
West, followed soon with two years of drought. BB29 when our son, Tommy, was born we
were already at a low point. Then the depressibnshand everyone here, and Tommy
underwent a heart operation at one month; so natehere wasn’'t much hope. However, now
he’s a normal energetic nine year old and a joyutofamily.

| continue to recall the neighbor boy’s story abatien he was nine and went with his dad on
the wagon to sell four bales of cotton. They gotlg.5 cents a pound and put it in the bank.
Sometimes he got his favorite candy, a long sticktriped peppermint with coconut, but he
didn’t get any that day. He went with his dad tlegtrday with more cotton and vividly
remembered the women running around screaminggmthcso he cried too. It was October

29, 1929, the fateful day of the stock market créshone would buy their cotton and they had
to take it back home. They lost all their moneyhiea bank, so sad. The next week cotton sold for
only 3.5 cents a pound.

Pop had to turn to farm animals to stay on the fdou we
never went hungry. There were cows for milk and,bee

chickens to provide meat and eggs, and a largeegarear ¢

the house. However, it has been meager at best Rathie ;’L

came along in 1931 we were just barely scrapinglesry, J
three years later, has added to the burden, yebataight '
pleasure to our family. They now are good helparthe
farm and love to be outside whether working or plgy
Tommy and Ruthie even now are stringing feed saoks
pole down at the creek so the sacks will hangenviater for
several days to help get the stamping off the bdbbke
ready for quilt backing soon, but | sure don't ltkese letters
to show through. Next week we will wash the bagéwur
homemade lye soap in a tub in the back yard where/

try to rub off what remains of the wording. Thee tiwo older
children, plus Jerry likes to try to help, use sthed rocks to
pound on any letters that remain visible. After blags are washed again, if any writing shows
the front of the bag becomes the back and is hidaethe inside. We still grow a small amount
of cotton, enough to glean the small field andegetugh for carding my own filler for a quilt.

| haven’t decided what my next quilt pattern widl, b like most any choice. The scrap bag will
need to provide whatever fabrics | have to use.snaps make into lovely quilts, plus it's fun to
look for the prints from my dresses and apronsherfinished quilt, as well as now some from
Ruthie’s clothes. My Log Cabin quilt is on the framow, | will lower it from the ceiling this
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evening and quilt another block or two by candlalid take great pleasure in the pretty colors
and in making something attractive from the varigtjeftovers. Something from nothing is a
popular saying in these parts.

g \
LN ¢
B
. .
)

The rolling store is due to come by this afterndéfe watch
for Hal to drive up, then look over his stock fbat day. | need
| sugar this week to do my baking for Sunday. My egjgsuld
be enough to trade and get some fruit too. Sugastaated to
come packaged in bags with colorful prints, Rutind |
certainly look forward to that, what a delight. Shiks she is
really special when she gets to ride on the wagdim Rop for a
trip to the feed store. Not only her time with Pbpt now she
can pick from the prints that are recently packggire feed.
Then she is anxious for me to make her a new ditessly

1 takes one feed sack for a dress for her. She lmdregses, one
. for church and one for school. Maybe next fall sae have
two for school, it would be much easier than wagland
ironing a dress every night for the next day. Shgrowing so
fast, she’s seven now.

The children look forward to Saturday when we getyard
and house ready for Sunday guests. They sweemtdeq smooth the dirt with the brooms Pop
made with the limber dogwood branches. We haveoreg ready for the spring, they usually
only last one season. We just pluck out the gtagse isn’'t enough to have a green yard. At
least it looks neat after being swept and they naaggame out of it. We all look forward to
neighbors stopping by after church; we get lonely work hard here all week. We can see the
Maher’s on the hill across the valley and the Hsghdown a piece from them. They say the
telephone and even electricity will be coming o@ayvgoon.

Hal is rounding the bend, the children will comaming when they hear the pickup approaching.
Visiting with him and looking over his wares is axcitement for the week. I'll reminisce again
when | find time to relax on the porch.
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The Absolution

by Teddy Pruett

Mariah cut a length of thread from the spool, ldkikre end, and slid it expertly through the eye
of the needle. She took one stitch in the quidged gently til she heard the quiet thunk
indicating the knot was pulled through, and tooteadle full of stitches.

“Pooch, | never done no harm nor no disrespetitabman. Me
an Hilly been married nearly five year now, andsheéen a good
husband. Hard workin, and a clean man, God feBuhhe gits
drunk and thinks its fun to tickle me, and him &p. bmay be
hard as a pine knot, but there ain’t no meat orbones and it
hurts me. Time | git the garden picked and the elirmooked and
cleaned up, then can the day’s pickin, I've use@luthe good the
dinner done me.” Mariah fumed aloud to the cur daded up
near her foot. He rolled over, edging just a bdemthe quilt
frame. She moved her elbow up the quilt and tuhrexchand to
quilt toward herself.

“But | got him good last night, | did. Him and Stpgngot tanked
up at the Sawdust Trail on the way home from thadaa auction.
He throwed me on the bed, just a ticklin me andsoreamin and
beggin him to stop. Finally, he passed out, anccRolodon’t
know what got into me. | straddled him, and grabbied by that curly head of hair, and

scooched him over til | got him to the nightstaadd | just clanged his head up and down til |

run outta breath. That old Big Ben fell on the flamd went off, and the alarm didn’t even wake
him up! This morning | left his coffee and grits the stove and come on out here to the pack
house, quiltin’ to calm myself down. Seems like wheick up this needle, troubles just melt

right off and | can get me some good, clear thirdone.” She made a back stitch, ran the needle
across to a seam line, pulled it up and cut thesithr“You really ain't supposed to tie off like

that.” she informed the dog. “ It's the lazy waydo it.” She pushed her chair back a bit,

admiring the quilt. “This here is called Caesari®@n. | do love a yella quilt. | cain’t think of a
happier color than yella.”

“Hay! Y’all out here?” Hillsman called, walking tawd the pack house. Pooch shot to the door,
tail wagging. “Hay Pooch. Your mama out here, bdy® asked.

“Go away! You know you ain’t sposed to come in liekéariah warned. “You promised me
you wouldn’t come out here til | told you it wasayk You stay where you are!”

She stepped out on the limestone boulder that isutiest for steps, took a look at Hillsman, and
burst into laughter. He rubbed the back of his hgaaly, his hair wild and unruly. His left ear
showed signs of blood, his face and neck were édyiand he moved carefully. She was
ashamed of what she’d done, but couldn’t stop langgh

“Baby, I think | mighta had a little too much toirgk last night.” He was sheepish, apologetic. “I
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aint never woke up so beat up before. | done lo@iteéde pickup, it ain’t wrecked or nothing.
What the hell happened?” Mariah attempted to cbh&golaughter, but the more she tried to
appear sympathetic, the harder she laughed. Sh@benat the waist, hands on her thighs,
laughing, laughing. “I'm sorry, Hilly. I'm so sorrp laugh, but you look so funny....” Mariah
lifted the bottom of her pink feedsack apron angedi her eyes. “You was high as a kite when
you come home. You parked that truck easy as lpég, tome right up the porch just fine, but
you passed out in the kitchen. You clunked yer hgratty hard on the fireplace bricks when you
went down.” She had never lied to her husband kdjat she continued. “I had a awful hard
time getting you to the bed. | knowed how bad kot was.”

“You took care of me.” he said humbly.
“Yes.” she fibbed.

“You're a good woman, Mariah.” He looked down, grading to be occupied with the dog.
“Now that five years is comin up, | been thinkirngt | aint never give you nothing special. I'd
like to say it's on account of that depression ttadly about on the Philco, but that don't really do
us no harm nor no good here. | reckon | coulda hbygu a purty with the money | spent last
night to git drunk, and this morning | am mightyhamed and | got to ask your forgiveness.”

Guilt washed over Mariah. “You give me plenty, Millshe said gently. “Here. | got something
to show you. | was savin it, but now’s a good tirGever your eyes til | tell you.” She took his
hand and led him into the pack house. She posdibdira to see the quilt in the best light.
“‘Now.”

Hillsman didn’t say anything for a moment, thenessed the quilt, expelling a long, soft sigh.

“You give me all this, Hilly. You give me the quartto mail Progressive Farmer for the pattern.
All that yella come from feedsacks you brung hofifeem round pieces was scraps you brought
from your mama’s. Them blue pieces is the tailgaafr old shirts. And you give me time to

work on it and don't fuss if | work straight thrinder, and if I'm a quiltin and fergit to put water
in the pens you do it for me. There ain’'t nothiratk forgiveness for.” Mariah said.

But she knew that wasn't true. “Come here. | seresbruises needs kissin’.
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The Little Box
by Delaine Gately

Edna was born in 1922 on a remote farm in Michigdre came from strong Norwegian stock.
Growing up in the depression, she learned to makar dlo without. Edna never talked about the
hardships of farming in rural Michigan. They endlhard times, yet Edna only talked about how
wonderful it had been to be a child growing up loa farm.

Edna’s daughter Dora held her hand as she toolastereath and whispered “Tom.” No one knew
who Tom was, so they brushed it off thinking it vjiast a reaction to the pain medicine.

Edna learned to quilt with her mother and she thlideout playing under the quilt frame and listening
to the gossip. She had quilted all her life. Dogger understood her passion for quilting. No nmatte
what the weather, every Tuesday morning she woal# % meet her quilting group at the Lutheran
Church. She never missed a day. Her quilting craileed thousands of dollars for charity.

Edna had made many quilts for the family over tearg. She would say, “When | die | have set aside
a special quilt for each of you; there will be mghting” They found four quilts wrapped in

pillowcases, each tagged with a daughter's naméeAmemorial service, they placed them around
her casket. The beautiful quilts were like rainbmifove. Edna’s life long quilting sisters satla¢

back of the Church, dabbing their eyes and snifflifhey silently stood and walked with the casket
like honor guards. So many people loved Edna.

After the funeral, there was much to do. The houas a prime piece real estate and it sold in lees t
a week Dora and her three sisters gathered to olgiaime house. They were together for the firaeti
in many years, sharing much laugher and tearsegsrémembered many stories. It was a good
reunion. Then they drew straws dividing the hdmgseooms giving each their assignments. The
laughter stopped and the house fell silent as wet about their duties.

Dora’s job was to clean out her Mother’s bedroohe 8nished the closet and cedar chest. Then
sitting on the edge of the bed, she cried a bitlaokied at the high-boy. Family pictures stoodam
like sentries watching over Edna’s bed. There vegght drawers. She started at the bottom and
worked her way up.

Drawers are mysterious places; stuffed with many
different memories. One drawer had pictures froen th
farm, great grandmother’s lace dollies and some of
grandmother’s linens. Drawer by drawer, Dora
removed the remnants from the past. It must be

. universal for all women to save pretty lace nightgs,
" and silky under things. Did she ever wear any e§é?
. There were boxes of jewelry, fancy handkerchiefs,
pretty nightgowns and a tell tail round plastic tbat
once held a diaphragm, was now full of buttons and
. pins. Private little secrets neatly folded andact
away. Dora had a stash just like it at home.
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Finally, inside the last drawer was a pillowcadédtibaby boy clothes that looked almost new and
pushed to the back was a little box. A mysterioos with a small lock like one of those Crackerklac
locks from long ago. Did it hide some mysterioughrabout her mother? Could it be jewelry,
treasured keepsakes or secret letters? Dora’s liemdbled as she put the mysterious box on the bed.
Something told her it held a secret.

A wiggle of a bobby pin and the lock opened. Inste found two locks of hair tied with blue ribbon.
A man'’s high school ring, ticket stubs from the nesy hand written love letters, poems tied neatly
with pink ribbon and strips of snap shots from oh#éhose old photo booths. Edna looked so young
and in love, sitting happily on a young man’s I[Bmzen in time they were being silly, laughing and
kissing it was obvious they were in love. Then hitu@ary dated August 2, 1940 for Tom Anderson,
told about a terrible tractor accident, at the dgsan Farm. Johansson was Edna’s maiden name.
Tom must have been working on grandfather’s fatinderneath that, wrapped in a black silk scarf
she found a baby’s picture, a birth certificatehmtiny footprints and a death certificate all fdoaby
named Thomas Anderson.

Tears were running down Dora’s cheeks. Suddenlksbe her mother’s story. Pieces of past
conversations came together. Her Mother had lowed @nd she had his love child. How could she
keep that secret all those years?

The story told was that Aunty Ester needed Ednel Wwith her tenth pregnancy. So in the Fall of
1940 Edna packed up and went to California. Shemeturned to the farm. The baby was a boy
named Tom; sadly, he died at six months from metisngedna had always kept a picture of the baby
on the high boy. There was always something oddtaibe stories of baby Tom. Dora put the pieces
together as tears of sympathy overwhelmed her.

It was shortly after the baby’s death that WWIlkem@ut. Edna joined thdSQ She met Dora’s
father John at BSOdance. It was a whirlwind courtship. John hasteg on theArizonaand he had
survived Pearl Harbor. John adored Edna, but slsealveays a bit reserved in her affection towards
him. Something was missing. Dora often wandefrédn mother ever loved him.

When there was a death in the family, Edna nevedcshe always seemed so brave, sadly she had

met death before and she carried that secret tgraee. The little box held a secret hidden forrove
sixty years; it held a broken heart and a tragke Istory. The little box told the rest of the gtor
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The House of Nasturtiums
by Joan Kiplinger

She took one last look at the apartment rooms, mibaefinal inspection but not without nostalgiadaaped
a note on the door to the new custodian to re@am®ken spring on the Murphy indoor-bed and thhatbha
plug. Seven years of hard toil she and George hah gs custodians, each holding down two jobsad&en
ends meet. Children were not an option; sometirhesxas thankful to
be spared that precious gift of life in these Depi@n-starved years.

They had left the small Ohio strip-mining town 831 to come to ,
Cleveland where George’s brother and his wife gfiedjto keep their =8
small grocery store profitable. There was livingsp above the store §
with a spare bedroom to house them until theyctatfbrd their own .
place. George was lucky to find work driving a hedativery bakery
truck and doing odd jobs. She helped out at thee gtnd took in
mending and sewing as word of mouth touted hiélsskhe aspired
to turn that talent into a business. Her treasprsgessions were an
old Singer treadle and her mother’'s embroideretun@sm blocks
intended for a quilt.

Within the year they were selected from a longdistipplicants to be custodians for a small apantritea
commercial section of the city. The bonus was &hiad rooms and free rent in return for their sexic
George was up early to stoke the furnace befoneggoi work, and at night emptied the incineratorg a
took care of building maintenance and tenants’ dam{s. She cleaned the hallways and stairs, kept t
doors shined and walkways shoveled and took oveeémrge when needed, yet managed time to sew for
appreciative customers.

When the bakery went bankrupt, George found teargqobs ranging from making stove parts to clegnin
homes and public outhouses. Despite the freeireatdme was barely adequate. Oranges were sky high a
10¢ each, and eaten only once a month duringuimengr months.
Library books were their entertainment. She dugifaént a few dollars
every several weeks to her and George’s parerislpowith bills as
many of the mine operations were at a standstill.

Yet, compared to many who were homeless or joldlesdelt that she
and George were fortunate, despite their work-weandies, sore
muscles and scraped hands. Rare was the day werenwhsn't a
knock at her door from aging maimed ex-WW!I servieancripples
and dissolute souls who were unable to work, preathr a quarter to
buy food. She wept for those who lost their saviisgie and George
being so young had none and had lost nothing winemiarket
collapsed. Their youth and optimism were asseés, tad not yet
experienced that disillusionment which comes frdeid hard knocks.

© 2009 Women On Quilts’ Creative Writing Challengéttp://WomenOnQuilts.blogspot.com



Changinign€s: Women'’s Stories 1902-1942
23

Life took an upbeat turn when two years later thegame custodians of a nicer apartment in a better
neighborhood. An affluent widow across the hallte$ her often. One day she spotted the nastuiiocks
on a table waiting to be boxed. In their many tatitee learned the couple wanted a home but savimgyn
was difficult even though prosperity was becomingality by 1937. George was with the WPA now,
working on city projects. And she found time to egee in a few hours a week to work at a nearby dry
cleaner repairing clothes. The owner saw her sgdlential, urging her to take free fashion desigarses at
the local adult education work hall.

In November of 1941, one of her customers who we#mg her deceased mother’s house offered it to he
for $500. Excitedly she told the widow the good seshe needed only $50 more to meet that amount.
Without hesitation, the widow said she would buy trasturtium blocks for that price if they were sate. It
would be a present for a friend. Despite protdsds the widow was foolishly and extravagantly oestipg,
a sale was made.

A home of their own although it would be severalnting before they could move in due to repairs. ©n a
emotional high, she and George planned their fuendlessly singing Happy Days Are Here Again Hobyri
out of tune but with Caruso fervor.

And now it was time to go. She picked up her tiger
striped cat and walked out the door into the tredbl
times of that cold March of 1942. On her way to The
Home, she reflected the new challenges to be fadesl.
war had changed everything, bringing turmoil and
heartaches. George had been drafted immediately,
not having the chance to live in the house he wibdae
hard to acquire. Which left her she mused still a
custodian, this time with a house to manage alané,
she smiled at life’s little ironies. With foresighmnd FIND YOUR 'WM! JOB 4
fortitude she had registered with Civil Defensééoa In Industry - Agriculture - Business
street warden and with the War Labor Board to takeomers, persons who swamped industrial cites t
work in the war factories. And she herself wouldibea job in one next week as a welder traineevii@g
and fashion, she sighed, would have to be put thfbothe duration.

“Ive found the job
where 1 fit best!”

The widow waved to her as she left. While she vealts see the couple move, she knew she had dene th
right thing in helping them out. Oh, God, thoseyugsturtiums; they weren’t worth 10¢ . But on ttleer
hand they did buy happiness.

Epilogue
One day in 1975, a shopper riffling through &kstaf marked-down items at a thrift store foundoth
battered box held together with a rubber band. @genhshe found 15 large muslin blocks of embroéde

nasturtiums in pristine condition. Being a quilteng knew they would be come in handy someday. Agaz
the happiness one could still buy for 25¢ .
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An Ohio Girl's Life in the 1930s
by Dora Phelps

“Please, do | have to wear these again?” It wa® E9@l | was getting dressed for school on a
cold, blustery winter morning. Mother insisted lavdong underwear. | asserted that no other
girl in the fifth grade had to wear those ugly lgdhings under their stockings. They made my
legs look fat and wrinkly, but, unfortunately, Ichtb put them on. That was the last winter,
however, that | wore long underwear.

It wasn’t always easy being a middle child, anddhky girl between two boys. My older brother
teased me, and the younger one was a pest thdttb ha@ok after.

| grew up in the country in a small house that amhér
built when | was a toddler. | lived in that sameube all
my growing-up years, until | was seventeen. Wediva
a relatively short country road with homes on jhst
west side. Farmland was on the east side. Thesethver
Depression years, and my father worked only a faysd
a month in the steel mill in Youngstown, Ohio. Tkst
of the time he spent summers either working on our
gardens or helping farmers with their planting. Wis,
he was able to work in a small local coal mine \ehe
earned the magnificent sum of a dollar per day.lYet
never thought of us as being poor — we just ditlaite
any money.

Food was never a problem because Mother canney fuérand vegetable she could get her
hands on. We also had chickens for eggs and eatimgetimes we had a few rabbits, usually a
pig to be butchered in the winter, one year a dwat we kept for a farmer friend. And, believe it
or not, for about three years | had a goat namexidld even milked her in the morning before |
went to school and in the evening before dinner.\We&ee never without milk at our house. (I
really believe the good bones | have today canma tiat good creamy milk | consumed so
much of when | was young.)

Also, there was really no place to go except tamsethnd church, so a lack of cash really was not
a problem. As a teenager | babysat for a neighlhar mad two small girls.

Now listen to this: | washed dishes after dinnesrgwveeknight for this family and then put the
girls to bed. | also babysat for them on Tuesdal Saturday nights. For this | was paid $1.25 a
week. And, | always had money in my piggy bank.

| enjoyed my high-school years because | had skgiese friends. One is still my friend today.

We are in our eighties, and we've taken trips tbgeand travel to see each other several times a
year. There were always games to go to, plus lamase tumbling team that performed between
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halves at the basketball games. There was timgtdiolying and athletics, for earning spending
money, and for creativity: | was the “Mystery Woramour senior play.

| did all the things that other girls my age didlwe 1930s, except
(and this is dig except), | was not allowed to date while | was in
high school. After | became a parent | understogdather’s
reasoning a little better.

At the end of my junior year our family left thewrdry and moved
to a larger home in a residential area. Just twekwafter we
moved, my older brother was killed at age twentg-oman
automobile accident. He was not the driver but daak for a ride in
a friend’s new car. Because of this, my father bexzaven more
protective and would not let me ride in a car with friends.
Though, in his defense, Dad took me to all the etk and
football games and many times to the roller rinkdschool skating party as well.

\ A

Fast forward a year and now it is 1938 — | havelgated from

high school. Girls did not have the opportunitiesdcholarships like
they have today. Though | was third from top in chgss, no one
said anything about my going to college. | wouldénbiked to go to

a “Beauty Cultural School,” but my father did nppeove of that. |
Since | was only seventeen and still lived in tbardry, there were
not many job opportunities for me. So | finally dksd, with .,_._
financial help from my grandmother, to go to Youioga College’s '
School of Business. That meant getting a ride witteighbor into
Youngstown and then walking about two miles uptoilthe college.
| took a Greyhound bus in the afternoon to get bawke. | earned
what, today, would be considered an associate’seédg business.

Gosh, itis 1940 — my best friend is married witheautiful baby
girl; I have a steady boyfriend and a job. | am mgl$45 a month. -
Without giving it much thought or planning (who dos that age?), my boyfriend and | deC|ded
to get married. That happened on June 21, 1941.

My husband was making $Il0 per month; naturally,dicenot have enough money to buy
furniture or rent an apartment. So, it was bunith good, old Mom and Dad.

Then, December 7, 1941 happened. TIME stood BIREAMS were put on hold.
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Momma’s Alteration
by Sharon Pinka

May 13, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

Momma said to tell you not to ask about Daddy. éfetb go live with that lady in
Bexley. Momma says good riddance, but | think sh&aid. She doesn’t cry but she doesn’t say
much.

Last night she stayed up late to work on my ramlgailt. | looked down the stairwell
and saw her sitting in the dark by the phone. Tiig light came from Daddy’s green brass
reading lamp.. | guess he doesn’t need it in hvg Ineuse. Momma says there’s plenty of light
for quilting.

Did I tell you about my rainbow quilt? Momma boughe blocks downtown at
Woolworth’s. She sews the pictures on the blockallithe colors of the rainbow! | really like
the teddy bear and the little bonnet girl. Mommygssae can call her Sunbonnet Mary since
that's my name. | hope she gets it done for myhbday. | will be 12..

Love, Mary

(P.S. Write back.)

June 27, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

Thank you for the pretty hair ribbon. Momma saiddll you we have to wait to come
visit until she gets money from Daddy. She sayslddy in
Bexley must have Daddy on a tight leash. | dondarstand.
Daddy’s not a dog.

We got a package from Grandma Fulton in
Washington Court House. She sent some big bagisirki
momma called them feed sacks. Momma said she kan ta
them apart and sew a dress for me. | like the bhes best.
Momma said she would make an apron from the yellow
sack.

b

Did you hear President Roosevelt on the radio last ,'1
night? He wants everyone to not be afraid. I'm afohid o )
when Momma is here. | wish Daddy was here, too.

Love, Mary (P.S. Write back.)
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August 14, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

Guess what! Daddy came to visit! He gave me atquand a new doll baby. Momma
said | can learn to make some doll clothes.. Ske gee some scraps from her rag bag and some
white buttons. They look like shiny seashells.

Daddy said that lady in Bexley doesn’'t sew. Heedsdlomma to sew a button on his
shirt. Momma handed him a needle and a spool eathand went outside to sneak a smoke. |
know Momma smokes because she chews Sen-Senstasteyunny.

Only one more month until my birthday! Will youroe to my party?
Love, Mary

(P.S. Write back.)

August 28, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

I’'m sorry you can’t come to my birthday party. Tika so much for the pink sweater.
Momma said you knit it yourself. | wish | could teghow to knit. The needles look so long and
sharp. Momma doesn’t knit. She says the only nedtbecan handle is a sewing needle. She
says it's probably a good thing we didn’t have tng needles around when Daddy left.

Momma is sewing my rainbow quilt now. She hagrégtshed across the frame on the
back porch. She says it's too hot to quilt in thede. She finished my blue dress for the first day
of school. | will be in sixth grade.

Daddy wrote Momma a letter and sent her some mdias put it with the money she
gets from sewing other people’s clothes. She diithe bottoms of the pants and the skirts and
sews them up again. Sometimes the clothes havmehthat says Lazarus Department Store,
Columbus, Ohio. Momma says we can go shopping zdriug when our ship comes in. | don’t
know how a ship can sail up the Olentangy Riveryaoia?

Love, Mary

(P.S. Write back.)
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Sept. 15, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

| want to tell you all about my birthday partywas lots of fun. All of my friends and
cousins were there. Lavina brought me a greenvpilith a lady’s face embroidered on top. |
put it on my bed with my new doll baby. Cousin Bilext door gave me a hanky with my
initials on it. Momma said | have to put it in ngptdrawer and only use it for church.

Momma finished my quilt! She wrote her name oanidl
my birthday. It says Chloe May Roberts - Sept.1885. My
favorite block is Sunbonnet Mary.

Daddy sent me new shoes to wear with my blue dress
Momma said the money he spent could have boughtaceries
for a week.. Sometimes Momma buys us White Castle
hamburgers to eat. They cost a nickel each. Ithkepickles. |
like my new shoes, too.

Momma said we will come to visit you before Chmss.
She says times are hard but family is importantweadvill find
the extra money for the street car somewhere. Wistte gets
tired of sewing for other people but they bringraxdlothes and
scraps for her rag bag. Momma says we will makeébadowhat?

Love, Mary

(P.S. Write back.)

Oct. 6, 1935
Dear Aunt Elsie,

Guess what? Momma got a job! She works at Lazdwirg) alterations. (that's my new
spelling word!) She got all dressed up in her nswy and took the street car downtown. She
took my blue dress and the rainbow quilt to shovathgood sewer she is. Now she goes to
work every day. | go to Cousin Billy’'s next dooteafschool until Momma gets home.

Daddy stopped by to see us. When Momma told hioutalher new job, he said there
have been a lot of changes around here since thdleima said the only change she sees is the
color of the leaves on the trees. | think Mommadd her own alteration.

Love, Mary
(P.S. Write back.)
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Rosie the Riveter

by Barbara J. Woodford

% |t was a tiny house, with two teeny bedrooms, inciwibeds barely
. fit; when you walked in the front door (maybe itsamhe back, in
.. vacation home territory one never knew what wastfor back)

' you immediately entered the kitchen and squeezaucea the

sink and the small eating table.

Across the back of the house was a porch wheré3ktiss
(appropriately named because of his hobby, butdseawgentle
outdoorsman, a game warden in our section of Lakeny) where
he stuffed his animals. The odors of taxidermy agithroughout
the porch and, of course, the walls were hung ewtry species of
animal, no longer animate. | was fascinated bybiel of glass
eyeballs on his counter. He had live raccoons gesaut in the
yard.

The Grosses lived across the road from us in al s@ehtion community with only three permanent
residents. Luckily Patty Gross and | were the sageeand spent those glorious years of childhooddmst
six and ten playing with each other.

Mrs. Gross seemed young, was very sli
and very sinewy. She always wore jeans
even though most women in the early
forties did not do so. She worked at
Orchard Field, now O’Hare Field of
Chicago, as a riveter, making planes for
the anticipated entry into WWII. Just as i
vintage photos of U.S. women who took
up men’s jobs in those days, she wore a
snood and brought home her riveting
glasses. She was tough, direct and of
Midwestern farm background. She wore
lipstick on her upper lip in the shape of a
bow. She could chop the head off a
chicken in a second.

It seemed that she did not pay much attentiongssgnightful two girls out in the yard, but expede
showed that she certainly did. She kept her eydbhase two girls who got too close to the fascimati
raccoon cagedr. Gross was the only one who could let one out lzeve it sit on his shoulder.
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When | indeed sprightfully, daringly and stupidtet to tight-rope walk on the hammock in theirdjdrfell
down and broke my arm, and she was right there.nmiefather came home from driving his car intoest
and staggered to our house with his head all wihppe | didn’t want to go home. Mrs. Gross made me.

Mrs. Gross quilted and smoked, an odd combinatisappose the two
occupations were double attempts at reining irsthess of being poor.
Her quilts were simple and made of leftover fabrizklike to say that
they copied the animal forms that her husband predebut they did not.
She made one patches, four patches and nthgheccasional nine patch.
vividly remember her sitting in a rocker and piggiher cigarette on
standby off to the side. Sometimes | would coméouper and watch her
deft hands pushing the needle in and out and sees#ulting smooth
seam. Then a puff on the cigarette.

In Patty’s tiny room was a set of bunk beds andhallsdressing table that | coveted. We spent mayg d
trying to make ourselves into Esther Williams oriBd®ay, dressing up in both mothers’ clothes.

My mother’s brother, Billy, lived with us, and heas/my friend and playmate, even though | was 7ha&nd
was 13 years old. | looked up to him as an oldethar, of which | had none. He and | sailed smaditb in
the local pond and caught frogs and tadpoles. Wingparents were out for the day, we played raucous,
housebreaking games. We hung from the upper dzoasitl dropped to pillows on the floor. We useddhan
mirrors to look only at the ceiling as we walkadpped and tumbled through the house. We moved the
furniture around to make forts. Once | had the gpéonor of being given a ride on his bicycle ¢haol.

Then life was sweet.

When | was seven a terrible thing happeriallly played the tuba, of all things, in the schbaind. One

night there was a concert and my mother, her mpBiky and | rode to the occasion in my borroweshes
car. When we came home, as my mother waited fty ®ilopen the manual garage door, my grandmother
hopped out of the front seat (for what reason waatdknow) and did not close the door tightly. Uaagvof
this, my mother pulled forward just as Billy stuuis head around the garage doorframe to see & thas
going to be enough room. The car door, hingedeabttk edge, as 40’s cars were then, opened fullha
Billy on the back and side of his head. He dropjeithe pavement.

| can never forget his body on the concrete, thedlcoming out of his nose and ears due to thé skul
fracture and his improbable stillness. He soon.dis@rything immediately after that is all confusedny
mind.

At some later point | remember ending up in theldopk of Patty’s bedroom with one of Mrs. Gross’
multicolored quilts over me. | cried all night. MiGross came in to comfort me several times. cbled the
quilt and it soon became quite wet. | could ndt &bout this tragedy for many, many years. | becéhee
quiet one”. But | often remembered Patty’s upperihihe comforting handmade quilt and the kindrodss
Rosie the Riveter, the quilter.
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Thinking Back...
by Maretta Miller

Ginny had enjoyed a full and satisfying life, sumded by loved ones and things she loved to
do. Now approaching 70, she could count nearly@filds she had crafted for family, friends,
and those in need. And to think how that all si@irt

Watching her three younger brothers was not Ginfaysrite responsibility, but it was
important — and time consuming! Mom was now taldlagses at The American School of
Beauty in Des Moines due to the farming accidenthich Dad had been hurt. It had been
horrible, the day Dad had lost his arm in the thirgg machine, but the whole community had
rallied around the family to help out with the fadmores in the aftermath, and she was grateful
for that. Now Dad was working the gas statiorowrt, and even managing a little one-handed
tinkering under an automobile hood or two — hid peesion rather than farming, but it was not
adequate to support the family. Mom would soomalie to add to the family income.

Ginny loved her brothers, ages 11, 9, and 4, =yt Were a handful with all their pranks and
mischievous acts which usually ended in gleefujbang. Fortunately, she had been Mom’s
sidekick in gardening and cooking and she felt artable with those aspects of contribution to
the family needs. Sewing, and mending in particdae did not care to do — she’d leave that to
Grandma Fisher, who was handy with the needle iae®rsed by scores of quilts and dresses
and other clothing made for the families to whora belonged.

Sometimes she had to referee the squabbles thegboysio, but mainly she either just kept
track of them or instigated some activities to kdegm busy. There was the stream where they
could fish, or swim, or sail boats roughly madenirtwigs and odd pieces of wood, crowned
with small pieces of colorful cloth contributed vd@andma’s scrap bag. Getting them to help
weed the garden and other chores was another matter

Then it happened. Absorbed in gathering up cansupgplies in the cellar, the panicked words
for help from the two older boys broke through bensciousness. Lids tumbling, she bounded
up the steps, into the house, past the two widé-byethers, to see smoke coming from her
parent’s bedroom. “Where’s Jimmy?!” she demanded,they pointed, beginning to cry. Into
the room Ginny swept, calling his name. A whimpgame from the corner near the closet.
Quickly she approached the closet, all the whilsiag Jimmy with calming words. Suddenly
he was beside her and she maneuvered him to tliediaxting all three brothers to go outside.

The curtains were in flames, with the bed at riskrgulfment. Grasping the closest thing at
hand, she beat out the fire. When the last cihddrdied and she was surveying the damage, she
realized what she had used to claim victory. Nowas scorched and burned in places, that
lovingly-stitched special quilt Grandma had madehfer daughter’'s wedding. How could she
have used that prized possession of Mom’s?

That evening there was much talk around the sugajpée. There were the reprimands for the

boys, of course, who had been playing with matchaesd.there was praise for Ginny’s quick
thinking and brave work to kill the fire. Althoudhom was saddened to see the charred result
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of the fire fight, she was happy for the safetyef children. Trying to lift Ginny’s spirit she
offered the thought that a quilt could be replasije her precious babies could not.

The following weekend, when Grandma Fisher camasity Ginny engineered a private
moment with her to ask if the quilt could be repidc

“Well, Ginny! Why don’t we do that together?” ask&randma Fisher.

In her eagerness to replace mom’s prized possessiony completely dismissed her dislike of
needlework. She beamed. She giggled. And sh&eamadma Fisher made secret plans.

Throughout the next eight months they collaborated R
on a quilt — not the same pattern as the fire-singe. = e ”
survivor (for Mom would not give it up), but just a : AR
lovingly made. Instead, Ginny chose the periwinkle
pattern, a 4-pointed star she planned to fashimm fr
sewing scraps on a white muslin background.
Surreptitiously she collected fabrics from family
and friends. Grandma Fisher guided her through;
the mysteries of making templates, marking and £
cutting fabrics, piecing the top, and finally ginty _:"_“'l-;’,(.‘-' : ._,, : e
and finishing the quilt. Ginny was so proud she [ = s e A
nearly burst when the last stitch was in place, but = SR
she still had two weeks to wait as she and Grandma

planned to present it to Mom on her birthday.

e

June 22 finally arrived, bright and sunny, and Giams busy making the special birthday cake
Mom loved — sponge cake with peanut butter frostifigat evening the family gathered to
celebrate the event, complete with homemade ia@ntend gifts. How Mom delighted in each
of the presents, from the colored picture from Jimiathe delicate china cup and saucer
adorned with dogwood from Dad. The final packages wrapped in white tissue paper and blue
ribbon, and Ginny gently placed it in Mom’s lap.oM carefully untied the bow, and as the
paper fell back, an unbidden “Oh!” erupted as glesvahe quilt to her cheek. She looked at
Grandma Fisher with grateful eyes and words, ban@ma placed her hands on Ginny’s
shoulders and announced that Ginny had made thteugder her tutelage. Ginny could feel her
mother crying as they hugged. Her mother keptnggyi don't’ believe it!” All around them,
family members investigated with awe Ginny’s harafikv

But even greater gifts had been given. To GranBisizer, Ginny had bestowed the opportunity

to teach her love of quilting to a granddaughtend to Ginny, Grandma provided the basics of
how to quilt, which Ginny learned to love and whlmcame her lifelong passion.

© 2009 Women On Quilts’ Creative Writing Challengéttp://WomenOnQuilts.blogspot.com



Changinign€s: Women'’s Stories 1902-1942
33

Matte’s Quilt of Many Colors
By Delaine Gately

Matte Meyers Gately was born in 1873, she waséhersl of twins and she was plain in compassion
to her sister Mary. She grew up on a prosperaus fia Dakota, Oklahoma. Harvest time brought
young men from neighboring communities to help ¢piimthe crops. Her future husband Ernest was
one of these men. He first had courted Matte’esidglary. When she announced her betrothal to
another he rebound to Matte and they soon married.

Matte would have a hard life. Ernest turned outda stern
man. He became a circuit preacher and they were. ple
was not a good farmer and they struggled to keeattm
going to subsidize their income. Matte gave biatls¢ven
children; the first two died shortly after birthhd&ir names
were Alvin, Edith, Edna, Esther and Ernest. Ttigadilt
births and hard work weakened her, and she became
consumptive. Her daughter Esther was one of the gbyer
life. Matte had always quilted, she made many suidut the
one she made for Esther was her last and very best.

Quilting Bee’s were wonderful times of fellowshhyt not
for Matte. Ernest would not allow it. He felt itas just
twiddling and gossiping and she “ had work to d&d’Matte
quilted alone. She bartered and traded to getativecfshe
needed and when it was time to put a whole clotk loa her
last and finest quilt, she paid dearly for it.

Matte gave Esther the quilt from her deathbed.&tEbeen waiting for Esther’'s marriage, but knew
she would not last another cold winter. Matte diexvember of 1936.

For Esther, the quilt was her comfort when harcesrmame; she would wrap in it and do her crying as
if in her mother’s arms. Sixty years later, a widavth no children, Esther asked me to be her
executor and that is when | first saw Matte’s quiltvas magnificent. Esther told me her mother’s
story and made me promise that Matte’s quilt wakdays remain in the family.

Three years later when friends from Berughters of the Nilgroup came to visit, they found Esther
gravely ill and rushed her to the hospital. Sheeneame home. She went directly to a nursing home
and died six months later. As | closed Esther’atestMatte’s special quilt was nowhere and no one
knew what happened to it. Matte’s quilt had singlisappeared. | could only assume Esther had
given it to some one else.

Esther had been Queen of thaughters of the Nileg Masonic order, when she fell ill. As closed her
estate | contacted Betty, one of her Nile sistersegotiate the sale of her Queen’s ring. Skedas
how everything was going? | said fine and | off tagly mentioned the missing quilt. Betty bought
the ring, but nothing more was said about the quilt
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Weeks later | received a call from that dear won&dre said she had a surprise for me and could |
come by? As it turns out Betty was one of the fix@man who had taken Esther to the hospital. She
remembered Esther would not go without her quiltr&y has wrapped her up in it to take her to the
hospital. She spent hours in the ER and later @wasteed, when she never came home, the quilt was
forgotten. Dear Betty, not wanting to get my hoppswent back to the hospital and searched the los

and found where she found Matte’s quilt waddedngb@ushed back in a corner. Matte’s quilt of
many colors returned to her family.

Today | show Matte’s quilt as often as | can. Etwte | tell her story | unfold the quilt of many
colors and there is a gasp in the room. The gbtight and beautiful, and | say, “Matte may
have had a hard life, but she had pizzazz!” Hoewhs able to collect so many colors, and put
them together with such a rainbow effect, is an@zitatte and Esther loved each other so, and
that quilt was their love connection. Whenever Estieeded her mother’s love, she would wrap

up in the quilt. Everyone who knew Matte told of geod and gentle spirit. Sadly they are both
gone and only Matte’s quilt is left to tell thetosy.
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Wheel of Fortune
by Suzanne Hardebeck
Background —

five miles west of Perry, Oklahoma at the tail-
end of the Dust Bowl (1932-1938). Fannie
Mae Sanders Barker came to Oklahoma in a
covered wagon in 1900 when she was 10
years old, seven years before Oklahoma :
became a state. She raised seven children in
one-bedroom, three-room frame house that
had no insulation, indoor plumbing or
electricity.

The story takes place July, 1938 on a farm I

Fannie's Story

Fannie paused in the kitchen, wiped the sweat fienforehead on her apron and took a long
drink from the metal dipper sitting in the waterckat. It was hot and dry outside and like an
oven inside. Fannie had finished her morning andh chores and had a couple of hours before
starting the evening chores.

She hurried into the bedroom and pulled out a bec@aps from under the bed that had been cut
into pieces and were ready to sew together. Skewaking another scrappy double wedding
ring quilt. The current quilt had been hung over window to keep blowing sand out of the
house and had nearly been shredded by the sareddorible wedding ring was her favorite
scrappy quilt pattern of all time, however, now slas excited over some material she would
buy this weekend.

She put a handful of the scrap pieces in her apogket along with needle and thread. She
thought about looking over the patterns she hadeuof theOklahoma Farmer Stockmabut
she had looked at them so many times recentlycshiel review them by memory while she
pieced.

Fannie was 48 and had never had enough matenadke a two-color quilt. Of course, she was
very fortunate, she reminded herself. Her two tiéergin-laws sewed and gave her their fabric
scraps. But this coming weekend when she andusdramd took eggs and cream to the
Farmer's Exchange and Lindenman’s Grocery in Pstrg,would have enough to buy the lovely
pastel mint green material.

Fannie decided to sew under the pear tree nedattieen where it would be cooler. As she left

the house she passed by the metal wash tub whetedgoungest sons’ overalls were soaking

with lye soap, nearly tripping over the dog andesalvhens looking for crumbs and scraps. The
rest of the items she had washed were already inguogi the clothes line. With the wind and
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heat it would not take long for the overalls to-eétghe would hang them on the line in a little
while.

It was nice to have a little peaceful quiet tintéhe last time she saw her husband he was
heading toward the barn. Her youngest sons wergrgufor rabbit or squirrel for supper. She
hoped that if they killed a squirrel it would bewmer and more tender than the last one. Either
way they would not go hungry. They were very foete this year. There had been heavy rain
in February and some off and on since so that tiaglynot had to carry water to the garden like
they had the last five or so years. They had plehsweet corn, potatoes, carrots, green beans,
onions and tomatoes. No one would go hungry, a&fioré long the pears would be ripe. Fanny
licked her lips at the thought of pear pies and@nees.

Actually the garden was doing so well that she \wdake some corn and tomatoes to a few of
her less fortunate town friends when the family itertown this weekend.

Suddenly Fannie was brought out of her meal anld pjanning reverie by smoke and fire in the
grass near the barn. If the wind shifted eveitla,lithe barn, hay, and feed inside would be
engulfed in seconds. Fannie grabbed the two drgppiet overalls out of the metal tub and
headed for the barn at a run calling for her hudlenshe ran.

Fannie reached the barn as her husband came atmunther side. Together they beat the
burning grass and bits of hay with the wet overalisidently her husband had cleaned out his
pipe in an area that normally would have been s&feere was very little hay and grass to burn,
but with the high winds and dry earth, the embegsavable to catch hold this time. They were
very fortunate that the fire did not reach the barhere would have been nothing they could
have done but watch it quickly burn to coals.

Fannie walked slowly back toward the house, hegraalin still pumping, her hair falling out of
its usual neat bun, and her clothes and body smdike smoke. She put the overalls back in
the wash tub to soak, and headed back to the peeatat retrieve her quilt pieces that the wind
had scattered about when she had run toward e fir
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The wind had widely scattered her neatly cut aodead pieces of fabric. The dog was chewing
on the largest sewn piece, and one of the henpaasng and clawing smaller pieces
determined to find one that was tasty. Fannieectdld the blowing fabric pieces as quickly as
she could and shouted at the hen to no avail. hEhecontinue to peck and claw each piece she
could find and most irritating of all, she lookeélligerently at Fannie as if daring her to stop
her. Fannie seriously considered ringing the haatk and having her for supper. However,
chicken was reserved for Sunday’s and special amtaisnd thus the hen received a reprieve for
a couple of more days.

Heading back to the house, Fannie counted heribfgssand made up her mind on the pattern to
use with her soon-to- be-purchased light mint gfeénic mixed with white fabric. She would
use the pattern called “Wheel of Fortune” to cedgdher family’s great fortune.
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Memories
by Sharon Reeve White

As | look out on the fog filled night, I'm rememtigg that today
would have been Russell's 33rd birthday. | havediover his
short life and tragic death many times in my miidh very sad
tonight.

Jonathan Russell, we named him. He came into tnkel\Wicking
and screaming! He always loved to be outside hglpis father
on the farm, and he learned so quickly. He wasettn in 1910,
when his father died leaving all of us adrift astiand unsure
which way to turn. Russell quickly recovered andairaged me
and his siblings to continue the daily busineskvaig. All |

could think about was, what am | going to do wiits indiana
farm? How am | going to pay the expenses, and whaarth am
| going to do with that section of land his fathest had to have
hundreds of miles away in the Texas Panhandle®@vkohin with
friends and gradually learned to live each dayteAdll, there were still seven children to feed
and clothe.

| remember Russell just couldn’t wait to join hider brother in Texas. He loved the land from
the very first time he laid eyes on it. Gettingittio write a letter back home to me in Indiana
was like pullin’ teeth, but when he did write, hesters were full of enthusiasm for his new way
of life. Soon he was encouraging me to bring tiieobrother, Mark, and three unmarried
sisters to live in Texas.

Well, sure enough in about 1918, that's what we dMk found somebody to take up the
mortgage on the Indiana farm, and we picked upraogded to what seemed like the middle of
nowhere. | will never forget the day we arrivedlexas! The sand was blowing ninety miles an
hour, and the first thing we saw when we got off titain was that the men were dipping cattle.
Everyone from the whole countryside was helpinthendipping process because they had to Kkill
the ticks and fleas. | can remember the stinkefdip and feel the sand blowing in my eyes as
if it happened yesterday. Well, we finally got doitwhat we called, The Ranch. | don’t even
remember my first thought when we got there. nkHiblocked that scene out completely.

| do remember, though, after getting rested up sona | looked up, and there was Russell
riding his old horse up to the front door with g lgrin on his face that said, “Welcome”. That
made the whole trip worth it, and | had enough i pans to cook with and a little furniture.
Most importantly | had my sewing and my books, &aéw the kids and | would make it.

We had good neighbors, too, and there was a chuitchivn that welcomed us with open arms.
Their first building had burned, so we joined irgdieg to raise money for another. We ladies
made a quilt and had everyone embroidery their saondt so we could sell raffle tickets. The
boys even signed their names.
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There was a good school, too, and since | useshtthtl was very glad that the kids who hadn’t
graduated would have a place to go. We had log@oél community gatherings there.

We had been in Texas for about five years whenspniag it started raining. Rain was always a
blessed event, so we were feeling on top of thédwvdrhings were really looking up. The new
church building was ready to be dedicated, sofals@xcept Russell and his younger brother
were planning to go into town to attend the dedcat The boys were going out on a small boat
in a playa lake to repair a telephone line. Beeaighe heavy rains, the line wasn't as
accessible as it usually was.

Anyway, | knew that Russell was a good swimmer, tliedake couldn’t have been that deep, so
the girls and | went on to town. Then the bottompgired out of my world. As we were finishing
up a big basket dinner at church, and the sped@twbeen made, someone came riding up fast
saying that my boys had drowned. | couldn’t bediewy ears! | sat in stunned silence until the
girls finally got me on my feet, and we made ouywat to the lake. | kept hoping against hope
that what they were saying wasn’t true. It wasorig before nearly every man, boy and several
of the ladies and girls from town were at the lake.

Finally, though, after the men had spent most efday night and Monday dragging the lake,
they found the bodies of Russell and his brotheFuesday afternoon. | can still feel the shock
and sadness. A cousin who witnessed the accidpotted that Mark fell in the water and
couldn’t swim, so Russell tried to save him. Apmdly he was trying to encourage Mark to
cling to the boat. Anyway, | eventually had todahe reality that both boys were gone.

| picked up the pieces, and with the help of fanai friends and faith in God, | not only
survived but thrived. | kept every note of sympyadind encouraging word and reread them
often. | even became a member of the school baraddserved as its president.

My next to youngest daughter married and movedaid@@nia, so the youngest and | soon

joined her. That’s how I find myself looking outer a crowded city and foggy night instead of
a rain swept plain. In my mind’s eye, | can stdke Russell as he welcomed us “home to Texas”.
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Maggie’s Diary
by Judy Breneman

October 27, 1941

Jim got a raise today! What a blessing, now hasanough to support our little family, our
baby will be born late in July. We have a lovetifd home here on the desert. It's made of
adobe in a box shape. Perfect for hot Arizona saram

Yesterday we drove among the Organ Pipe CactusAlite and Charley Grant. What a grand
time we had driving about the desert and stoppang fpicnic in a shady wash. We are so lucky
to have a car. Charlie drove Jim to Californigitck it up. A cute well used Model T.

My dear Jim built an ocotillo fence around our tygrd. It will keep the coyotes out when we sit
outside on warm summer nights. A cozy safe placéhie three of us. | do worry about
scorpions and spiders though. No fence will kéegot away. But Jim says we can keep a net
over the crib so our baby will be safe.

December 7, 1941

We were driving back from an excursion to Mexicahathe Grants yesterday when a patrol car
waved us down. We couldn’'t imagine what he watgicthere on that lonely road. He didn’t
act as if he was going to give us a ticket. lhégr out he had alarming news. America has been
attacked by Japan. How could that be? At firstheeight he must be joking but he continued
on dead serious.

We hurried home where we could turn on the radiarfore news. It happened in Hawaii, so far
away but still American. We have no idea how thils change our lives.

Tomorrow | will sew. I'll soon need maternity chas and | want to make some little gowns for
the baby. Something to keep my mind off my fedmnqiust not think about what might happen
... that Jim may have to go to war. Too frighteniogonsider.
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February, 20, 1942

I’'m now wearing the maternity tops and skirts | mad’hey make me feel so special. Jim and |
so wanted a baby. | made two skirts, one for eleyyand one for good. | ordered some
cheerful prints from Sears for the tops. It wasmaech fun picking out which fabric to order.

The really great news is that Jim won’'t have ta@uwar. It turns out that copper is needed for
the war effort. Since Jim works in a copper mieenhll be exempt from the draft. I'm so
relieved. I've been worried for so long.

April 15, 1942

| went to my doctor appointment today. The doseems to be concerned about my blood
pressure. | need to eat carefully and stay away Balt. I'm sure if | follow his instructions [I'll
be fine. | won’t let myself fret about it. 'mall the company has a hospital here in town, so
assuring that care will be close by.

Alice came with me and afterwards we sat out orldhe in the commons. People like to picnic
there as it is the only grass for miles arounde &bdmpany store sits at the end of the square so
after relaxing we went by the store and boughtadgeoceries.

If it weren't for the company there would be nogado buy things we need but | suspect they

charge more than is right. Fortunately I'm googuatting a meal together at little cost. Since |
love to sew we don't have to spend much on clotleitiger.
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June 25, 1942

We had quite a fright last week but it ended wekst Tuesday my left cheek went numb. [ still
have a little trouble speaking. The doctor saidats toxemia. They rushed me to the hospital
and gave me something to make the baby come early.

Jim and | were so anxious but a baby girl arrivafegly. She was over a month early and just
over 4 pounds but she seems to be well enough.tehingerature inside the hospital is over 100
degrees which is lucky as our little Sally needbdédkept warm. She and | will be here in the
hospital for another week where we will have goatedrom the nurses.

Sally is so small that she swims in the little rtigk | made for her. We had ordered diapers from
Sears but they haven’t come yet. Jim is tryinfirtd someone who has diapers they can loan us.
What a mess! | tried so hard to take good carayself but | should have done better.

July 3, 1932

Mother isn’'t here yet as we never dreamed our vadyd be born so early. But we are home
and looking forward to her coming. We are so lutkhave two bedrooms, room for mother to
stay for a while.

Jim took a photo of her on the quilt my grandmotede for our wedding. She looks so sweet

but seems so thin in that big diaper. | need tgkeeanind that the doctor says she is doing fine.
What a miracle to have her safely here with us.eWimother arrives I'm sure all will be well.
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The Writers’ Statements

| asked each writer for a bristatement describing what inspired her story ordesire
to enter this challenge. | encourage the readesmtountil after they have read the
stories to read their statements. This is why ¢gdthem alphabetically at the end, wjth
their city and state, so as not to let what infeexheach writer effect your experience|of
the journey they created and mapped out with therds. Let their words influence
you to awake to the dawn of a new day, a roadaka@rt, a stranger becoming known

Miss Jordan Anderson- The Art of Apple Pie Westminster, CO
The inspiration for this story came from a memonmave of my grandmother. She had two
biscuit recipes, "the easy way," and "the hard w&he wouldn't give me the "hard way" recipe
until I was older because she had a few secrete8un that recipe that she didn't want to get
out. But as she taught me to roll out the dougld, iasisted at least 10 times that | only use a
certain size and shaped biscuit cutter, she albriee stories of when her mom taught her the
recipe, and how careful she had been all thesesywaprotect it.

As | wrote this story, | realized how unique, yeiversal, the language of cooking is as part of
a family history. Even the most humble and simplaegredients, such as those in an apple pie,
can carry with them the stories that are passedrdfyam generation to generation.

Judy Breneman- Maggie's Diary Green Valley, Arizona
| joined this challenge as | had never writtenibaotand wanted to stretch my possibilities. The
story was based on stories my mother told me abefore and when | was born. It is mostly
fictional beyond that.

Delaine Gately- The Little Box - Gig Harbor, Washington
First and foremost | love a challenge, Six years agr family went thru the process of cleaning
out my mother-in-laws house after a flood, | hadledroom | didn't find a box and there was
no deep dark secret found, but the experience emsmoving and it inspired the story

And

Matte's Storyis based on fact with a little stretch here andréh | love a challenge; it inspires
fresh ideas and my creative spirit gets fired ughirk up and create outside my box, | am past
worrying about the critics in this world; they dmbt hold me down. lit was my own fear of
failure, but no more. Win or lose | am going to juand let my creative juices flow. Besides it is
fun.
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Suzanne Hardebeck- Wheel of Fortune Austin, Texas
The story was inspired by my Grandmother, Fannied8es Barker who quilted mainly scappy
quilts. She lived on a farm and raised seven ofiildn a one-bedroom house. The basic facts
are true--putting out the fire with wet clothes baim unsure of the exact dates. All her children
felt their home was the center of the universe.

She is a great inspiration to me but this is tihgt Btory | have written and several times decided
not to send it in. My sister and aunt enjoyeddtoey, however, so one evening | pushed the
send button figuring no one would know--not everhasband.

Joan Kiplinger- The House of Nasturtiums Mentor, Ohio
This is a tribute to my parents and their genenaticho endured the Depression, asked not for
charity nor handouts and sacrificed to make a lrdife for themselves and their children. Most
of the incidents in the story are based on theregiences and some of my recollections as child.
Ironically, it took another human tragedy, WWIl,liong prosperity and end the Depression
years.

Rita Larom- Maizie's Hope Lopez island, Washington
When | heard about the story challenge with his@rfocus, | immediately felt myself as a child
back in my grandmother's house, tracing piecesasrghilts and remembering where they were
from. Her aprons, my dresses, my brother's shifteeappeared in the quilts from scraps she
had saved. And | heard her tell about a quilt gegndmother made by intertwining her son's
Civil War Union blue uniform with Confederate gralyknew he died but it was years later when
| learned he was a twelve-year-old drummer boy sinmxzumbed to pneumonia at Shiloh. When
| lost my own daughter, | gained so much more agpt®n for the pain and resolve that Civil
War mother went through as she pieced the quittoter of my grandmothers lost six children
to diphtheria. Not an unusual happening at thentaf the century. | accepted the challenge to
commemorate all those sturdy women who went before

Maretta Miller- Thinking Back.... Janesville, Wiscansi
The moment | read the challenge something insidstimed, and | knew | would write a story
to submit. For me, genealogy, quilting, and st®aee intermingled through a strong
inspiration from my great-grandmother Opha Nevad®¥es Fisher. At first glance this may
seem strange, since she died when | was but faus ydd. But she left evidence of her passions
— genealogy notes, hand written stories, manygjulhd most importantly, the love of family —
and | found them!

Though based loosely on a variety of family memltlbescharacters in my story are fictitious,
with most of the incidents based on real events imoy family history.
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Patricia J. Perry- Elizabeth’s Quilt Challenge Waterford, Maine
Although this story is about a woman living ie ti.S., | actually learned about this writing
contest from Susan-Claire Mayfield, Gourmet Quijlteno lives New Zealand. After reading the
criteria for the story, | was interested becausg®mdl just recently read about the Sears Quilt
Contest at the Chicago World’s Fair and the stoghind the winning quilt.

| wrote this story using memories of my granépas’ frugal ways, and also my mother’'s Aunt
Mary who lived very much like “Elizabeth” on an digrm in rural Maine. | have wonderful
memories of trips there, and her home was the fotusy story. | enjoyed writing this story and
it was sort of a “trip down memory lane” as | retadl many memorable happy times.

I am a quilter, and | also used to sew my owithas, and those of my daughter using parts and
pieces from several different patterns to createomy designs.

Dora M. Phelps- An Ohio Girl's Life in the 1930s Bradenton, Florida
Why did | decide to write this story? My daughtlamice, brought this contest to my attention
and reminded me that | had entered a short fictiditle in a contest some years ago. After a
little thought (two minutes), | decided to let freing people of today know what life was like for
their grandparents and great-grandparents in thdye&900s. We did not have all the
electronic equipment, designer clothing, etc. ttaldren and teens have today. And our
parents, while not having money, also did not hdefets. | would not like to go back to those
times, but | also don't like what is happening to country today.

Sharon Fulton Pinka- Mamma’s Alteration Bellville, Ohio
| chose to enter this challenge as a way to exphoydictional writing. | am always doing
research and writing non-fiction and this was a fuay to be creative!

| also saw it as a unique way of writing aboutmgther and grandmother’s situation during
the 1930s depression. Much of my story was basdédod. My grandfather left my
grandmother for another woman (he came crawlingkiadhe 1940s!) leaving my grandmother
to support two children on a very limited inconfdthough not a strong seamstress, she did
piece work and took in laundry to make ends mesaw evidence of this strength years later in
the ways my grandmother and mother tackled lifefarttier hardships. My grandmother took
my grandfather back into her life, but on herms, and | admire her character and
perseverance.

The lesson | wished to impart was to make thedfesbad situation and find your good
moments in the things and the people you love.

Teddy Pruett- Lake City, Floaid
The inspiration for'The Absolution"was a bit of gossip | overheard as a child. ©@heny
mother's friends, a tiny woman who reminded meliwe@yl, actually attacked her big bear of
a husband in exactly this way, for exactly thissma There's nothing like the truth for
inspiration! She is still alive - | wonder if 1 shld show her the story.
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And

"My Name is Sinal'is a story that had been rumbling in my head ferhale, but the name was
different, and | was displeased with it. Fortuisty just the week before the call for stories
came out, | appraised a quilt from 1853. The makeame was Sinai - | loved it immediately.
The other name, Siney, was that of an elderly faoman who lived near my aunt. We worked
tobacco with her when | was a child, and | alwaysdered what Siney's real name was. So |
paired the two and the name was perfect to illustthe universal struggle for power between
daughters in law and the husband's mother.

Ruth Rhoades- The Musings of a Mother Eastanollee, Georgia
Merikay Waldvogel is the first reason for my st@fe was a member and attending the 1997
meeting of the American Quilt Study Group wherespnted my paper on Feed Sacks in
Georgia. Therefore | feel a connection specificaliyh her. During my presentation | referred to
an ugly green that appeared on the feed sack piimtseveral years and showed a sample. |
was embarrassed that afternoon to see Merikay wgaaiblouse of nearly the same green. Also,
because of my research on feed sacks, | have iafmmfrom a variety of people about life
during the years 1902 — 1942 that | like to shdulg.story includes only true statements which
came from many sources.

Sharon Reeve White — Memories Fajarexas
When | read about the Women on Quilts' CreativeySthallenge, | immediately thought of
Great Grandmother, Adaline Reeve. There are mtmes waiting to be written about her life,
but | focused on this particular one because oéatry in one of her numerous diaries. In this
entry, she mentioned the death of her son. Alsayé wanted to find a way to share her life
with our granddaughter who is named -- Adaline.

Barbara Woodford- Rosie the Riveter Hanover, lllinois
| did not need to be inspired to write this stdrive with it and have lived with it every day for
65 years. The only incitement to write it was thatll for a story coincided with my sudden
willingness to speak publicly of the tragedy, anddte it in one evening.
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The Tasters and Their Choices

We’'ll begin this section with Tracy Jamar’s wordsrh NYC. She sets the stage as she begins
her thoughts with an overview of the content ofsteies submitted:

It was a pleasure to be part of this inauguraltoreavriting event. Each story gave form to the
various ways women cope and pull themselves andftimilies together in difficult times; they
were about the strength of everyday women doingyelay things. These stories contributed
collectively in acknowledging women'’s resiliencydafiortitude.

Most of the stories took place in farming commustor small towns, settings long associated
with extended families, communal awareness andWwarll. Many of the entries had tragedies
or injuries and explored how families and indivibudealt with the consequences; several
stories turned a difficult situation into a lifdiahing one.

The activities mentioned, whether sewing, gardenmngooking, were used not only as daily
needs required but also as means to find solace@ntbrt and as a connection to the past.
When sewing and quilts were referenced they weed as memory markers, reminders of the
past brought to the present and passed on to tineflEven if used in a commercial sense they
held much more than fabric and stitches.

Women were seen in all aspects of life from honsetdo working in factories and going to
school. They were the ones to step in and pickyphatever form the family or community
needed. Some stories had moral attachments, atleeesslice of life vignettes and others
expressed how traditions are transferred to thé geaxeration. | did find it interesting that men
and boys were not usually shown in the most congitary light.

It was a pleasure and an honor to be asked tapeate in the “Call for Fictional Stories”. | hope
this is the first of many “calls” to come.

First Place: “Maizie’s Hope”

This story defines an ineffable life spirit. Howeaanily’s children, tragically lost, are
remembered in a creative and life affirming wayha form of a quilt.

Hand sewing this quilt helped the mother refocudifeeand alter the sad past into a loving
memory for the present. The result is a mnemoriiagade to honor the children and as a family
signifier for a child born after the loss. It beagsras much a connector to the past as a
comforting support in to the future.

This writer captured the essence and emotional powerent in our everyday belongings. By
using the clothing in a quilt she makes apparemiriimate immediacy that is more powerful
and near than might be found in a photo book dpaledtescription.

Women'’s legacy is often passed on in the form efdfe@vork, handed down within families and
speaks of much more than can be seen in the lprgits and pretty designs.
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My choice: “Thinking Back...”

The author sets the story up well and lays ouititachl responsibilities of the female characters
and the relationships within the family. A neanggic event provides the opportunity for a
young girl, Ginny, to learn how to make a quilt.iGd by her grandmother, this quilt making
experience endows Ginny with skills that bring plerasure throughout her life.

Though the mother acknowledges that the loss ofjtiileis far better than the loss of her
children she also recognizes that the damagedmpthas a documental value of its own, for
she does not want it “fixed”.

Here an unfortunate situation is turned into atpasiife affirming learning experience, which
bonds the generations more closely by passing adragition and heritage in both emotional
and physical form. The author beautifully substaes the essential, personal and intimate
meaning inherent in a family’s handmade quiltsoAnf of historical documentation not often
recognized, as it is not in the form of mortar @&nidk but in an oral and handcrafted tradition
that is understood on a visceral and intimate level

Writing

Writing is very much like making a quilt, knittiregsweater or hooking a rug. You have all the
components and designs but it doesn’t really meachnuntil you put it all together. With each
writing exercise skills are improved and ideastareed and brought in to greater focus.

| remember someone commenting on another perstatengent that they knew what they meant
they just didn’t know how to say it. It was pointedt that they really didn’t know what they
meant until they could express it. A good way tgamrize and formalize one’s thoughts and
ideas is to write them down.

Writing creatively is a wonderful way to sort ohibughts and opinions through examples rather
than by directives. It expands a writer's perspectind helps relay the idea that nothing is ever
really simple and yet it is all basic. Many needd desires are universally shared even if the
modes [of expression} are different.

My childhood was spent primarily in Minnesota, Dinland Minneapolis, with summers at a
19" century log cabin built by my maternal grandfatifeéank Lynam, in northwestern
Wisconsin. An interest in crafts and antiquesrteglto sell my handmade items at craft shows
and become an antiques dealer in Minneapolis dun@do0s.

My horse, Arrow, and | moved to NYC in 1979. As tied restoration and conservation services
for the well-respected gallery, America Hurrah Aues, | had the opportunity to handle and
work on a wide variety of the finest American tédi | opened my own restoration business in
1985.

In the fall of 2006 | decided to finish a collegegdee | had left hanging and found that making
my own creations with fiber is a path | need tdde more fully. Having cared for countless
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antique handmade textiles | now want to be pathefcontinuum of women who leave their
mark with a needle and thread.

Some of my works can be seerhéb://www.tracyjamar.com

Next are the comments from taster Karen Portendimear Baltimore, Maryland:

Reading the stories was a joy. | come from a lamg éf handworkers, and was lucky to have
learned how to sew and crochet from my grandmahdraunt. | taught myself to knit. When
my grandmother passed, she left me her mother'sigdvox and which held several small
knitted items, so | suppose the predisposition gesetic.

| saw the joy that handwork produces, the pridedcomplishment and the meaning it adds to an
item. We will never know each woman'’s story butdmed) an item a woman made tells us
something about her. In times when a woman’s wwelh measured by societal standards, many
women found they could shine by creating sometbpegial to eat, wear, decorate their home,
or keep a family member warm.

In telling the stories of women, the writers shidnar gift for storytelling. Through joy and
laughter, tragedy and tears, women have done stehmy could for themselves and their
families, whether it was during the depressiorhef30’s, the Great War, or World War Il. We
can learn from our grandmothers and mothers, kaepriorities straight and see our families
through the current trying times.

| loved the story “Thinking Back...” Ginny used hepther’s quilt to put out the fire and was

able to sew a replacement with her grandmothelis fidne connection of the generations
through quilting rang true and made the story r@dle Little Box” touched my heart because it
was my task to go through my mother’s possessindsiatribute them along with some of my
grandmother’s possessions. | did learn things amgtstood some things better as a result.
“Maizie’s Hope” was a delight. The story of a faywias captured in a quilt. Maizie designed

and made the quilt and when she told her daughéestory of each section, she passed down the
family history along with the physical quilt. Thdtg of women, the quilts, pies, sweaters and

the stories about them; we are richer for them.

Karen Porter authoredonscious Choices, An Evolutionary Women's Guidéféo

A fiber artist, she used to quilt and giving mamytage pieces a second life. Karen co-founded
Children in Commorin 1992 and waknitter's Magazine€Knitter of the Year" for 2007-08 for
using knitting to help children remaining in ingtibnal care in the former Soviet countries.
Today she writes and knits and continues to coatdiorphanage relief efforts. You can read
aboutChildren in Commomt http://www.childrenincommon.or@he shares her thoughts and
writing at http://www.thepeacesisters.org/karenporter/blog/
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Last but not least, is Susan Wildemuth, (those 8Whames often place you last, | know) living
in southern lllinois:

First Choice- Maizie’s Hope

Ask any mother what the worst pain on the facénefdarth is and she will tell you -outliving
your children, it simply is not suppose to happ#&faizie’s Hope is a tale about a woman who
suffers that heart-wrenching loss and details thmjey back from the pain.

It is the richness of the characters that makestoisy so appealing. Maizie could have laid
down and no one would have blamed her, but indteaduthor showed us how she slowly made
her way back to herself by doing for others andokegeher hands and mind busy creating a
memorial quilt to honor her children. 1 also litkee author’s use of Mrs. Wright in this piece.
Wouldn't it be nice if each grieving soul had afrd like that in their life, someone who lets you
be what you need to be for a spell, but then quasttourages you to “move past it?”

This story was well thought out and written. I'tadjto see that the author of this piece only
used a “dash” of regional language (‘cause andichasderstanding that the overuse of
regional language could have bogged down her wdulderiting. Bravo for making that
decision!

This story is true to the idea that when one démses to us, another is opened. Maize was
blessed with the gift of another child at the affody. We, the readers, were blessed with a
good story and can find comfort in the theme —ahgrlways hope.

Taster’'s Favorite -Elizabeth’s Quilt Challenge

This judge’s favorite was Elizabeth’s Quilt Chaljen |1 like the story on many levels. It was a
well thought out solid piece of writing which kaply interest from the opening paragraph to the
end. This author painted a picture with her plea eal 1930s Midwestern farm wife of modest
fortune who worked hard and loved her family. idiilg ingenuity, a “can-do” attitude, and
creativity, she found a way to bring beauty into life and coin into the family coffers through
her love of quilt making.

| think the thing I like the most about this piegas Elizabeth herself. This woman knew she
was poor, but she did not dwell on it or becomengef by it. | like this passage, “There would
be roses from pink fabric left over from the dreke made for her daughter’s first day of school,
bluebells from her son’s romper, and buttercupmfy@llow fabric for which he bartered a
couple dozen eggs. The pure white background faagpurchased with money earned by
sewing a dress for her daughter’s teacher.” Elittabsed what she had, but when she needed
fabric, she created a plan and figured out howotalgput getting it done. There was no “woe is
me” or “victim” in Elizabeth’s personality, she poe foot in front of the other, constantly
moving towards a goal until she accomplished whatset out to do — create a quilt. That is
what women who live “in spirit” do — they take awti

The ending paragraph ties the whole piece up intelbcrafted package. “Elizabeth stood
proudly by her prize winning quilt as the othershgaed around to congratulate her. The
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countless hours she has spent painstakingly stgaach piece of the quilt had been rewarded
ten fold. The prize money was a bonus — the maard was the heirloom quilt she would pass
on to her daughter.” Well done — very well done!

If | were able | would award a Second Place Honlerdention to Thinking Back... by Maretta
Miller.

Why do | write?

| write fiction and non-fiction and | do it for vedifferent reasons. | write non-fiction to
educate and to give a “voice” to those, who migttatherwise be heard. My specialty in non-
fiction is quilt and needle art history and | alinadout “telling the story” of the “quiet ones”gh
men and women who created these works of art, wdre wot necessarily in the limelight. |
write fiction because | simply must, it is someththat pours out of me.

| have known, since the moment | picked up a #Zpen fourth grade and wrote the short
story called “Why Peter Got His Cotton-Tail?,” theking quill in hand” is what | was meant to
do. Writing both fiction and non-fiction also gvene a voice and a forum to be heard.

| come from a family of wonderful left brain — agiatal thinkers who make their living in the
military or as police officers, mailmen, lawyeradegEMTS. | suppose someone thought it
would be funny to slip a creative right brain thenknto the mix and so here | am. | love to
create — therefore | quilt and write.

Sue Wildemuth is a writer and quilt maker who liwesan lllinois grain farm with her husband,
son, and Nicky the dog. Her writing and photogsablve been featured in numerous national
quilt and non-quilting publications. Her websitiinbis Quilt History: Quilt History from the
Midwest, was established in 2008 and can be fotnd@//www.illinoisquilthistory.com She

is active in the Humane Society, several quilt argations, and has a deep love of libraries.

My personal last words....

Although I was not involved in the judging, | falithe storyMama’s Alterationby Sharon
Pinka, brought joy to my heart and made me laughomadl. It is written in a rarely seen style, a
series of letters which authentically portray tbhafasion a pre-teen girl of divorced parents in
the 1930s might experience, and leading her tée@dh another close adult figure, her Aunt.
The story told through the little girls lettershigtersweet and darn right funny.

Which story spoke to you?
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The Original Call for Stories Posted on my WOQ Blog
As a fundraiser for The Quilters Hall of Fame J2009
induction ceremonies of , Women On Quilts
is sponsoring an invitation to women to write aatinee story
about growing up as a female, between 1902 and*l@4Be
us.
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Contact: Kimberly Wulfert by emailinterviewsbykim@gmail.com
or snail mail to me at 226 West Ojai Ave., Suitd #2007, Ojai CA, 93023
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