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“No, Minnie. I’ve told you no before and I mean it. We can’t afford it.” Harold ran his hands through his
hair in an exasperated manner and then took a deep breath as if trying to calm himself down. “I’ve told
you a dozen times that I can’t afford to get you a new range. You’ll just have to make do with the old one.”
The fire that flashed from Minnie’s eyes showed what she thought of her husband’s answer. “You haven’t
told me a dozen times. You’ve told me two times. How about for my birthday? It’s coming up and a
Monarch range would be the perfect gift for my twentieth birthday. Mr. Watson has one in his store for
only sixty dollars.”
“Sixty dollars? For a cook stove? That’s the most ludicrous thing I’ve ever heard. Why…that’s double the
price of any other decent range.”
Minnie turned towards the hutch and started getting the dishes down she’d need for supper. She stayed
silent, a somewhat rare occurrence, with her lips pursed. She turned and set two china plates on the dining
room table and proceeded to take the silverware out of the flat, wooden chest that held the utensils she
kept polished to a shiny gleam. Laying the plates, spoons, forks, and knives out in the proper arrangement
for their dining later, she thought about how to approach the argument in a new manner.
Harold stood in the doorway, his hands on his hips, as he watched his young wife in busy preparation.
Laying down the last spoon at its outer left position, Minnie turned and raised her chin in rigid defiance
to the negative answer she’d received. “I know Monarch’s cost more than the other models. But they’re
well worth the asking price. Why, they received the gold medal at the Lewis and Clark Exposition in
Portland in 1905, and again at the Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition in Seattle in 1909.”
“Yes, dear. You’ve told me that before. In fact, I think each time you bring up the subject you inform me
of that momentous achievement again. But as grand as that may be, that still doesn’t put the dollars in
my pocket to buy one.”
“Think how much we’d save though, over the life of the range. The construction is superior to other
ranges. It’s more airtight and made of better materials. It will be more economical on fuel, saving on the
coal bill every year. It won’t crack or break. The top requires no blacking. And the lining…this is the only
range that has the triple wall construction with asbestos lining. Mr. Watson told me that the asbestos
lining doubles the life the range and makes the Monarch the quickest operating range. He said it can go
from a cold range to a hot baking oven in just ten to fifteen minutes. That’s a record. And think how much
coal we’ll save in that alone.”

Harold pulled out a chair from the small oak table set in a nook in the kitchen. He plopped down on the
seat, his shoulders slumped in fatigue. “I understand that the Monarch is an economical piece of
equipment. And there’s nothing more I’d dearly get you. If we had the financial wherewithal. There are
simply other things that have a higher priority right now than a new oven.”
“But, dear, you’re making more money now. Didn’t Mr. Ford increase your basic wages at the plant in
January? I thought everyone was getting five dollars a day now, instead of the $2.40 you got before. For
a shorter day even. Only eight hour days now.”

Leaning his elbows on the counter, Harold buried his forehead in the palms of his hands and rubbed his
furrowed brow. “You’re right. He did. But someday wouldn’t you like one of those Model T’s I work on
building every day? What happens when we start our family? You can’t keep riding your bicycle while
you’re in the family way. And the little ones will need clothes and want baby dolls and marbles and oranges
in their stockings for Christmas? That all takes money. That’s why I’m working so hard. I’m trying to save
money for our future. Not to squander it way on frippery.”
Knowing he had a valid point, Minnie stopped her current argument. For the moment. She turned to the
cupboard and retrieved the skillet and pot she needed to prepare dinner. Her hands worked on automatic
pilot, staying in thoughtless motion, performing the actions to prepare their hot meal. Her mind though
was anything but still, racing in circles. She bent to stoke the fire with only one thought in mind. I want
that range. There had to be another way to convince her husband about the merits of purchasing the
shiny black monster she salivated over.
As the meat sizzled in the skillet, she prodded it with her tongs, plotting and scheming. A vague idea
fluttered at the edges of her mind. Tomorrow, once Harold was safely at work at the Highland Park Ford
plant, occupied at his assembly line job, she’d pay a visit to the mercantile and try to put her next plan in
play.

The next morning Harold barely lifted his last forkful of breakfast to his mouth and Minnie appeared at
his elbow reaching for his now empty plate. “What’s the rush?” he grumbled. “Can’t a man finish his meal
in peace without you rushing in to grab the dishes?” He handed her dirty fork and glared as he did so,
hoping to make his displeasure evident.

Minnie brushed off his gripes and proceeded to drop the dishes and silverware into a suds-filled dishpan
sitting in the sink. “Oh…you know…so much to do…trying to get a jump on the never-ending household
chores…” she rambled vaguely, not wanting to fill him in on her true intentions for the day. She felt a wave
of relief once he stood and grabbed his hat from the hook inside the door. Giving her a peck on the cheek,
he left for work and Minnie raced through the rest of the kitchen tidying. Dashing upstairs, she settled her
best hat on her dark tresses and pinned it securely in place.
She was downtown and waiting outside the mercantile door when Mr. Watson unlocked it from the inside.
“Mornin’ Mrs. Ludlow. You’re out and about awfully early this morning. Pressing errands?”
“Now, Mr. Watson, isn’t every woman’s tasks for the day of utmost importance?”
The proprietor chuckled as he stepped aside and shut the door once Minnie had passed by him. “You’ve
got me there. Mrs. Watson would surely have my hide if I tried to tell her otherwise. Suppose you women
folk have to stick together. Anything special I can help you with today?”

“Well, yes, Mr. Watson. There surely is.” Minnie laid a gloved hand on his forearm and batted her
eyelashes as much as she dared without being too presumptuous. “You know that Monarch range I’ve
been admiring?”
“Certainly. Certainly. You and the Mr. ready to step up and make the purchase?”
She cast her eyes down at the dusty toes of her leather footwear and sighed. “Not yet. Alas, Mr. Ludlow
is on the fence right now. I’ve almost got him persuaded. Just one more little nudge and he’s ready. But I
was thinking…you know that cookbook that you showed me a few weeks ago that goes with the range?”
“Ah yes, nice little bound volume, isn’t it?”
Minnie reverted back to her direct look, softened by more fluttering eyelashes. “It is. A lovely cookbook,
if I recall. I was wondering if perchance I could leaf through it again. Maybe spot a new recipe that my
husband would enjoy and write it down? You know, to give him that one little push to help him decide.”

Mr. Watson leaned back slightly and squinted his eyes. “Now Mrs. Ludlow. I don’t know about that. Those
recipes are for the proud owners of a new Monarch range. I can’t be letting every housewife in to examine
the cookbook and use it freely without purchasing the equipment.”
“Just this once? Just one little recipe?” Minnie simpered a bit and patted the store owners arm again,
trying to pull out every womanly charm she knew how to employ. “Just to persuade Mr. Ludlow about the
merits of owning such a fine new range. To show him how much it can improve his life with the fancy
elegant new dishes I can prepare by having the cookbook that goes along with the Monarch.”
Mr. Watson shook his head in resignation and stepped away towards the counter. “Only this one time.
And you can’t be telling your friends about my breach of propriety. I can’t have them inundating the store
expecting the same favor. But for you, since you’ve been such a valued customer. And since you’re so
close to getting the new stove you’ve been desiring.”
He handed the green bound hardcover cookbook to Minnie. She stroked the cover lovingly. It was
embossed ‘Monarch Cook Book – Published by Malleable Iron Range Co. Beaver Dam, Wis.’ She skipped
the first pages that discussed the merits of the Monarch range and had illustrations of all the different
models available. Getting to the recipes, she took her time, running a finger down each page as she
examined each recipe.
Mr. Watson busied himself with tasks behind the counter, all the while keeping a diligent watch on Minnie
perusing the cookbook.
“Carrots!” she exclaimed out loud. “Why, they’re Mr. Ludlow’s favorite vegetable. I’ve often teased him
that I thought he could eat them every day and he’d soon turn into one. They have Creamed Carrots,
which I often make for him. But here’s one I haven’t seen before. Carrot Charlotte. Why I do believe this
could be the one that turns the tide.”
She laid the book down on the counter, open to page 80, which boasted the carrot recipes. Opening her
reticule, she retrieved a folded piece of paper and a pencil stub, proceeding to write down her find.
Carrot Charlotte
Wash and scrape young carrots and boil them three hours with a slice of onion; season
with butter, pepper, and salt; mash very fine and beat; pile lightly into an oval dish and
(preferably with pastry bag) roll a border of whipped cream around the base.

Knowing how her husband enjoyed his quiet Sunday’s, relaxing after a busy work week, Minnie schemed
to make this special dish then. Harold would be in a more enjoyable frame of mind, and while he was out
for his Sunday morning constitutional, she could begin preparing the Carrot Charlotte. “Do you have any
cream, Mr. Watson? It should last until Sunday in the icebox, shouldn’t it?”
“Long as you’ve got a good block of ice it should. Today’s only Friday. Cream’s fresh. Mr. Lutz just delivered
this morning before we opened.”
“Excellent. I’ll take a pint of cream please.” Minnie mentally ran through her cupboards, comparing her
pantry to the items she needed. Speaking out loud, more to herself than to the shopkeeper, she continued
on down her list. “Carrots. Got enough of those. Butter. Have that. Oh…an onion.” Raising her voice she
added, “You’ve got a nice onion?”

“Indeed, I do.” Reaching down in a bin below the counter Mr. Watson pulled out a round, yellow globe in
its papery skin. “This one large enough?”
“Yes. That will do. I supposed that’s all I’ll need. Add it to our account?”
“Certainly. I never mind charging items for you. Mr. Ludlow’s very prompt with coming in and paying off
the account each payday. Wish I could say the same of all my customers. You’ve got a fine man for a
husband. Responsible. Upright. Conscientious. I’m proud to do business with you both.”
Taking the onion and the pint jar from Mr. Watson, Minnie grinned. “Hopefully, if all works out as planned,
we’ll soon be doing more business when I convince him to come purchase this fine stove.”
Saturday passed like any other regular day. She was still getting used to having her husband home and
underfoot on Saturdays. Some days she almost preferred the six-day work week that he’d had before Ford
changed the work schedule. But it wasn’t really too bad. Harold stayed busy taking care of routine tasks
and catching up around the house. He was quite proud of the apple trees he’d grafted in the backyard
and spent a few hours pruning and trimming, admiring the shiny fruits that were growing larger. Then he
sat in his office going over accounts and doing Lord knows what all he did in his office all afternoon. Minnie
frittered around the house, making sure that instead of merely neat and tidy, it was immaculate.
When he left the house Sunday morning, off for his long, leisurely stroll, Minnie hurried to the kitchen.
She stoked the fire and sat a few extra pieces of coals on the glowing embers. Knowing the carrots needed
to boil for three hours, she made sure that the flames were in full force before she started peeling and
chopping the vegetables.
Once the carrots and onion were simmering, she rummaged through the pantry to see what else she could
make to go with the Carrot Charlotte for a more festive meal.
Before she decided, Harold burst through the kitchen door and slammed a folded newspaper on the
countertop. “That’s going to make a mess of it. Glad we live here and not in one of the European countries.
This isn’t at all good. Hoodlums. Stirring up trouble. Austria won’t take this laying down.”
“What in tarnation are you rambling about?”
“Archduke Ferdinand and his wife, Duchess Sophie. They’ve been assassinated. Shot in cold blood.” He
opened up the paper and held it up in front of her.
Minnie’s hand flew to her throat and she fiddled with the pearl broach pinned at her neckline. “Oh my.
Gracious. What a horrendous event.” She leaned in closer to read the article.

Running her finger down the page as she read, she muttered here and there. She tipped her head up with
a perplexed look in her eyes. “But I thought she wasn’t allowed to be at his side in public. Isn’t that what
I’d read before? How is it that they were together in the horseless carriage together, side by side?”
“They weren’t allowed to appear together in public. Except when the Archduke was acting in a military
capacity. They were in Bosnia to observe military maneuvers, then went to Sarajevo to open a state
museum. That’s why they were allowed to sit and ride together.”
“Poor Duchess Sophie. Put her right in harm’s way, being in the open carriage by her husband’s side. I’m
so glad you work for Henry Ford and that’s not something we have to contend with.”
The boiling carrots were all but forgotten as the couple mulled over the tragic event and discussed it
amongst themselves. Mostly Harold pontificated and Minnie listened. Until the rattle of the cast iron lid
on the pot caught her attention. She turned back to her meal preparation, but with the murders so in the
forefront of their minds, even though they’d taken place thousands of miles away on a different continent,
she knew that her ploy of bringing up the stove purchase after a delicious, relaxing meal was now history.
Although Minnie was perfectly able to read – in fact, she was a voracious reader when she had a chance
to sit down in the evening after all her household tasks were completed – she didn’t need to read the
daily papers to stay abreast of what was taking place halfway around the world. Over the next few weeks,
Harold informed her every evening about the rising tensions in Europe.
Harold was so obsessed over events taking place that Minnie found herself starting to fret over it. She
caught herself worrying as she dusted the parlor. While kneading the bread dough, her mind wandered
to what would happen if the United States went to war too. With all of these thoughts tormenting her,
she almost even forgot about how badly she wanted a new Monarch range. She broached the subject one
evening, once Harold spouted off his nightly report and quieted enough that she could speak up. “Do you
think we’ll end up at war?”
“Nonsense. Not a chance. It’s all happening across the ocean. The escalating actions won’t reach our
shores. Besides, President Wilson has been proclaiming that we’ll stay neutral in regards to the European
conflict.”
A week later, when Austria-Hungary declared war on Serbia for failing to meet conditions set after the
assassinations of Archduke Ferdinand and Duchess Sophie, Minnie and the neighbors in the small village
of Highland Park weren’t as confident. There for a while, she’d quietly rolled her eyes when her husband
began his nightly tirade, but now she avidly awaited the news when he walked in the door. She repeated
her query again. “You don’t think we’ll go to war?”
“Nope. Not going to happen. It doesn’t involve us.”

That Tuesday evening, August 4th, Harold walked in brandishing the newspaper over his head like a
winning banner. “See? Told you. We’re neutral!” He laid the newspaper open to show that the State
Department sent a draft of a Proclamation to the White House for President Wilson and the Secretary of
State to sign.

With the threat of war banished from her mind, Minnie resumed her quest for the new Monarch.
She tried sweet cajoling.
She tried begging.
She tried pleading.
She tried cooking and baking all of Harold’s favorites.
Harold had only one standard reply. “Forget about it!”
All she had to do was start to speak. “Dear,-“
“Forget about it.”
“Harold,-“
“Forget about it.”
“Don’t you think-“
“Forget about it.”
It got to where she almost hated to go downtown for the routine shopping. After all her going on about
getting the new range, she hated to walk into the mercantile and have to admit defeat. But, one morning
she had to go shopping anyway. The larder was looking mighty bare and soon she wouldn’t be able to
come up with a decent meal if she didn’t replenish some of their supplies.
“May as well get it over with,” she muttered to herself as she spruced up for her errand.
She dragged out her walk into the village, strolling slowly, examining all the houses along the way. She
stopped and chatted with neighbors. She stood on a corner and watched a squirrel run up and down an

oak tree as if uncertain about which direction it wanted to go. She stopped to watch two jay’s fighting
over an acorn.
Soon she couldn’t linger any longer. Mr. Watson’s store was in front of her. She took a deep breath and
opened the door, cringing slightly as the tinkling bell announced her arrival.
Mr. Watson stood behind the counter, no other customers in sight. “Good morning, Mrs. Ludlow. Haven’t
seen you in a coon’s age. You and the Mister been out of town?”
“No…no…simply busy…household duties, you know.”
“Indeed I do. I think Mrs. Watson keeps running from sunup to sundown maintaining the household.” He
scratched at his chin as if unsure about his next comment. “Any good news from Mr. Ludlow? He come
around yet on the new Monarch?”
Minnie cast her eyes down to the plank flooring and nudged her toe across an invisible blemish.
“Unfortunately, not yet. Not that I haven’t been doing my best to sway him. You know how desperately
I’ve been wanting it.”
With a twinkle in his eye and a lopsided grin, Mr. Watson nodded his head. “That I do. That I do. However,
I do have some good news that may interest you.”
Minnie’s head snapped up and her eyes opened wide in curiosity. “What might that be?”
“You know the cookbook that I’ve been saying comes with the purchase of the range? I erred in that
proclamation. Mrs. Otis was in last week browsing through the cookbook, as she’s interested in possibly
purchasing one too. She brought it to my attention. Right there on the front page. The sale price is $1.00.
You can buy the cookbook by itself.”
Excitement coursed through Minnie’s veins like a shot of white lightening – not that she knew what that
felt like, being a teetotaler herself. “Can you put it on our account?”
“Certainly.” Mr. Watson reached under the counter, pulled out the forest green-bound volume and laid it
on the gleaming walnut surface. He grabbed his book where he tallied the purchase in. “Anything else
you’re needing Mrs. Ludlow?”
Minnie restrained herself from rushing over to the counter and snatching the small book. She eyeballed
it, wanting desperately to have it in her hands pursuing new recipes. She calmly took a deep breath and
acted as if she had nary a care in the world. “Just a few items I’m needing to restock the pantry. I’ll just
browse awhile.”
She purposely lingered on each aisle a bit longer than she typically did, even though it took a lot of effort
not to rush back to the coveted cookbook. As she passed by the handsome black beast with ‘Monarch
Malleable’ engraved on the shiny polished steel plates, she paused and trailed a gloved finger across the
surface. The longing that she been tamping down for all these weeks resurfaced with a vengeance. She
wanted that range. She closed her eyes, imagining it positioned in her kitchen instead of the back corner
of Mr. Watson’s store.
Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, she resolved to come up with a better plan of attack. She
wandered back towards the front of the store, the crook of her left arm filled with several items. “This will

do for now. I know when I get home and go through the cookbook, there will be several recipes I’ll want
to try out. I know I’ll have to come back tomorrow so I can get a few more sundry items.”
After tallying the additional purchases, Mr. Watson stuck his pencil stub behind his ear and began
wrapping the goods in a piece of brown paper he’d torn off the roll. As he tied a string around the parcel,
he stopped for a moment as a new thought came to him. “There’s one for certain you’ll want to try.
Grandmother’s Steamed Fruit Pudding. The Mrs. made it last week and it was mighty tasty. I do believe
Mr. Ludlow will enjoy a nice dish of it too.”
Grandmother’s Steamed Fruit Pudding – Minnie kept repeating the recipe name to herself on her walk
home. She wished that the cookbook hadn’t been already wrapped in the parcel when Mr. Watson
thought to recommend that recipe. She would have preferred to be able to look at it there in the store
and see what ingredients she needed. She could have made it that evening. But, she supposed it was just
as well. Especially since she’d have to return to the mercantile the next day anyway. One more day before
trying the new dish wouldn’t matter.

She was so deep in thought trying to remember the recipe name, and wondering what other delights were
buried in the pages, she didn’t notice Mr. Cleborne at the edge of the property, almost hidden from view
by a towering shrub. When he spoke, she almost dropped her parcel in fright. “Goodness me, Mr.
Cleborne! You shouldn’t be out lurking about, startling the wits out of unsuspecting pedestrians.”
He chortled and tapped his cane on the ground in front of him. “Teach you, young women, to pay mind
where you’re walking. Got your head in the clouds this morning?”
“Not hardly. Just lost in thought. Composing a list of what all I have to do when I get home.”
“Better pay mind to your travels. So many people in the village nowadays. Why, did you know we have
over four thousand residents now in Highland Park?”
“Yes, it is getting quite populated now, isn’t it? Both Highland Park and Hamtramck Township.”
He raised his cane in the air and shook it towards the heavens. “All that new-fangled automobile industry.
Curses to Henry Ford. Building that plant and bringing all those people here. Highland Park used to be a
peaceful berg, an excellent place to live and raise a family. Why I remember before it even incorporated
as a village in 1889. Before that, it was a small settlement – went by the name of Whitewood. In those
days-“
“Mr. Cleborne. I hate to cut you off and rush by. But I simply must get home and get this butter in the ice
box.” There wasn’t any butter encased in the paper wrapped parcel, but Minnie had listened to Mr.
Cleborne’s litany before. Several times. Many times She simply didn’t care to hear it all again. She had her
own agenda for the afternoon. Sifting through pages of recipes. Her plans for the afternoon didn’t include
hearing the history of Highland Park one more time. Especially not the way Mr. Cleborne’s mind tended
to wander these days. He’d repeat stories that he’d just told you a mere five minutes earlier and wouldn’t
even know he was repeating himself.

Once she finally extricated herself from the monologue Mr. Cleborne was gearing up for, Millie quickened
her pace towards home. She felt like a woman on a mission. She carried a jewel in her wrapped parcel of
goods and excitement to see what treasures lay on the printed pages of the hard volume.
Hurrying into the kitchen, she grabbed the sturdy kitchen shears from the crock filled with utensils and
cut the binding string. She put the few purchases in their rightful places – neglecting the fictitious butter
– and opened the stove to poke at the embers laying under a thick coat of ash to see if there was enough
life to rouse up a small fire. A nice cup of hot tea would be a delightful accompaniment as I read through
the cookbook. She giggled as she spoke the next words aloud, trying to mimic her friend Harriet’s English
accent. “A spot of tea for the lady.”

She added a small piece of coal to the glowing embers she’d stirred into existence and sat down to read
while she waited for the teapot to sing. Gracious! I’d forgotten how much advertisement is in the front of
the book. Why I’m clear on page 36 before I get to the Contents. She ran a finger down the list.







Introductory
Foods – What to Eat and Why
Cook by Rule – The Chemistry of Cooking
Menus – Color Effects – Diet Balance
The Model Kitchen
Soups and Soup Making

Here we go. Finally to the recipes. She was turning to the proper pages for soups when a noise at the
kitchen door startled her. She looked up as the door started opening. Fright jumped to her throat, she
started to stand and tipped the chair she was sitting in backward to the floor with a crash.
The doorway darkened with a silhouette and then her husband stepped into the kitchen.

“Harold! I declare you frightened the dickens out of me. What on earth are you doing home in the middle
of the afternoon? You didn’t lose your employment, did you?”
“Calm down, Minnie. Nothing like that.” He sat his tin lunch pail on the counter, wiped a brow and
staggered to the table where he pulled up a chair and plopped down. “Not feeling well. Couldn’t work.
Think I’m feverish. Going to wipe down with a wet cloth and go lay down.”
Minnie stepped around the table and felt his forehead. “Warm and clammy, indeed. Let’s get you tucked
in. A day or two of sleep will be good for what ails you.”
As she helped her husband disrobe and get in his night clothes, she chattered away. “We’ll get you taken
care of and on the road to recovery. Tucked under a thick comforter. Best place to break that fever. Not
the first time I’ve cared for a sick husband. Won’t be the last. Got just what the doctor ordered for you.
Got a new cookbook today. Was just looking at it. Saw the last chapter had recipes for invalids. Going to
go look and see what they have as soon as you’re settled in.”
As soon as she returned to the kitchen, she righted her upset chair, moved the screaming teapot off of
the burner, and passed up all the tempting recipes. She went right through meats, fishes, salads, pastry,
pudding, desserts, breads, and beverages to the last chapter.
She read each selection aloud. “For Invalids. Beef Tea. Beef Broth. Beef Juice. Mutton Broth. Veal Broth.
Chicken Broth. Flaxseed Lemonade. Oatmeal Gruel. Currant Jelly Water. Apple Water. Slippery Elm Bark
Tea. Toast Water.”
Which one to try? Which one would be best for her ailing spouse? But more importantly, which ones did
she have the ingredients for?
Apple Water first, she decided. She scanned through the instructions.
Mash a baked apple and pour over it a cup of boiling water. When cool, strain and sweeten
to taste. Add a little lemon juice if permitted.

She had apples, but they weren’t baked. Since the coals were still hot enough, she decided to put some
apples in to bake, then later that evening she could make the Apple Water.
Minnie searched through the bushel basket for apples without a blemish. Giving them a quick polish with
her dishcloth, she sat them in a baking dish with a splash of water and placed in the oven to bake. She
refilled the teapot which had almost boiled dry while she was helping Harold get to bed and put it back
on the stove.
She hung her washcloth back on the pegged rack and sat back down to enjoy her new cookbook. Again.
She penciled notes on the back of an envelope with different recipes she wanted to try. Soon it was filled
and she had to turn it over. Then she got to the Jellies and Marmalades section. It was like a treasure hunt
and she kept finding more treasures than expected. Her ill husband laying sick in the bedroom was
forgotten. The only things that existed now were her and her new Monarch Cookbook.
There are some new ones here. Peach Marmalade. Doesn’t that sound just delightful? Grape Butter. Never
heard of that. I make Apple Butter every year. Never thought of using grapes. Won’t be able to make these
while Harold is home sick. I’ll have to wait until he’s recovered and back at work. Nope, I’ve tried preserving

when he’s home. In and out. In and out. Always needing something just when I’m elbow deep in
preparation. Think I’ll try the Peach Marmalade first.
She read the directions carefully, making notes of ingredients she needed to purchase.
PEACH MARMALADE
Select ripe, well flavored fruit. Peach marmalade should be made when canning peaches,
using for the marmalade those which are too soft for canning. Put into a porcelain kettle 1
quart of water and boil the stones in it for 20 minutes; then add the peaches quartered
and a little more water if needed (water should half cover the fruit). Boil fruit 30 minutes
in the water, stirring almost constantly from the time peaches begin to be tender. Add
sugar in proportion to ¾ of a pound for 1 pound of fruit which was measured before
cooking. Continue to boil and stir for an hour or more and put up in sterilized jelly or fruit
jars, covering with brandied paper and sealing with paraffine as for jellies.

Over the next few days, Minnie didn’t get a chance to get to any jelly making. Not with a sick man in the
house. She barely got anything made other than the oatmeal gruel and toast water to try to keep
sustenance down her husband’s parched lips. Her daily household cleaning took a back seat too. Every
time she’d pull out a dust rag, or the carpet sweeper, a feeble voice would ring out from the bedroom.
“Minnie….”
And off she’d go again, tending to her ill spouse. By the third day, she heeded the patient’s call and
muttered under her breath with every step towards the bedroom. “Good thing my hairs up in a bun, or I
declare I’d pull it all out from frustration!” By that afternoon, although Harold was weak, she had him up
and sitting at the dining room table. “No, you’re going to sit in here and eat it yourself. You’re doing better
and I’m not going to spoon feed you anymore. I’ll soon be kicking and screaming myself if you think I’m
going to pander to your every need when you’re perfectly able to do it yourself.”
“Now listen to your talk. Getting all high highfalutin on me, your beloved husband.”
“I don’t really think that’s the word you want to use. That means pretentious or fancy. Maybe pompous.
But I don’t think that me standing up for myself and saying that you’re feeling well enough now that you’re
capable of doing something for yourself is pretentious.”
And the fight was on. Harold began sputtering and protesting, off in a tirade about not being treated
properly and not being taken care of as a proper wife would care for her husband suffering the effects of
his illness.
The strained lines around Minnie’s eyes tightened as her anger deepened. “Look at you go on. Thinking
the world revolves around you, the ‘man’ of the house. You, you, you. Not caring a whit about what I’ve
been through as you convalesce. It’s always about you and your needs. Not a care about what I need. All
the tasks I have to get done to keep the household in tip-top shape while running back and forth trying to
accommodate your every need. But yet, when I have a need, something that would help me in my wifely
household duties – like a new range – you dismiss it without even thinking about how it would benefit
us.”

“Here we go again – you harping and that dratted range again. Woman, there are days I declare that I
lament my role as a husband. Why next thing you know, you’re going to be joining forces with Mrs. Otis
and clamoring with that bunch.”
Minnie was incensed. “And just what does Mrs. Otis have to do with any of this? Other than the fact that
she covets the same range…and is most likely to get one long before I ever do.”
“Of course she’ll get one first. The woman’s a harpy. I feel sorry for poor flogged Mr. Otis, having to live
with that harridan.”
“She’s not a bad sort. A bit opinionated-“
“A bit? A bit opinionated? Do you know how much trouble she’s stirred up in households in our village
with all her talk and pushing the suffrage movement on the spineless women that listen to her? How many
of our wives went with her to Washington D.C. last year to march in the Woman Suffrage Parade? Far too
many. You women with your silly idea about wanting to vote. It’s nonsense. That’s what it is.”
Minnie’s eyes narrowed as her steely glance pierced through Harold. “Nonsense? You think us wanting to
be able to cast our vote, standing alongside you in the ballot box, is nonsense? Nonsense? Do you ridicule
our desire to have an equal say in the governing of our cities, states, and nation? You…” Her voice raised
an octave before she paused to calm herself.
Grasping the back of the dining room chair in front of her, she tightened her hold until her knuckles
showed white. She inhaled and filled her lungs with oxygen before continuing, pacing her words slowly.
“You know how I feel about it. We’ve discussed this subject at length before. You also know that I wanted
to go to the march in Washington DC with the other women. But…you wouldn’t let me go.”
“Of course you couldn’t go. Your place was to be here with me, taking care of the household while I slaved
away in the factory all day, making a living, to support you as is my duty. And your duty is to be here
supporting me, not off marching for the right to vote.”
“But-“
“No buts about it. The subject wasn’t up for debate. You asked. I said no. That’s the end of the subject
and all that needs to be said. You are not going to be a party to the Suffrage movement and all it entails.
You’ll not be spending your time with Mrs. Otis, nor her cronies.” The firm, taunt lines in Harold’s face
were as those carved in granite.
“Some of those ladies you are maligning are my friends,” Minnie protested.
“Friends or not, it is no matter of mine. It is my place to take a firm stand. It appears that the New York
Times was correct in its assessment and its dire prediction.”
“What? New York Times? What in tarnation are you speaking about, Harold?”
Harold rose from the dining room chair where he’d been seated throughout the escalating argument. It
seemed that the tension and fury revived him and he no longer appeared to be the weak, feeble invalid
he was not too much earlier. He started to leave the room, then looked over his shoulder to toss back an
admonishment to his wife. “Stay right there. I’ve got the clipping in my drawer. I’ll be right back.”

Minnie was angry enough that she was tempted to leave the room, just to spite him. But her curiosity got
the better of her. She was confused about what article her husband thought so highly of that he’d cut it
out and kept it.
Harold returned, waving the newsprint page in front of him. “Right here. In 1912. The editorial predicted
that with suffrage women would make impossible demands. They want to…” He paused to look at the
clipping and read from some of the underlined phrases. “Says here – serving as soldiers and sailors, police
patrolmen or firemen…and would serve on juries and elect themselves to executive offices and
judgeships’.” He scanned the article further. Warns us right here…women could get the vote ‘if the men
are not firm and wise enough, and it may as well be said, masculine enough to prevent them’.”
“If men are not masculine enough to prevent us from getting the vote?” An icy steeliness encased Minnie’s
words. “And I take it that is what you believe also?”
“Most certainly. Why what would become of the world if you women started trying to take over and
preside in the roles that are meant for men? Just the thought of it. You’ll be voting. And then, as the
editorial says, you’ll want to be soldiers and firemen and judges. Absurd!”

Minnie was most happy to see her husband well enough to return to his employment at the Ford factory
the following day. She made his breakfast and packed his lunch – as usual. What was missing from the
morning's interactions were her normally bright, cheerful smile and her encouraging words as she shooed
her husband out the door.
And what’s the best tonic for an aggravated and furious wife? Either cleaning or cooking. The kitchen won
the tossup without a moment’s hesitation and before Harold even arrived at work, Minnie was elbow
deep in a huge batch of Orange and Rhubarb Marmalade, which, of course, she discovered in her newly
treasured cookbook.
Orange and Rhubarb Marmalade
Select tart, heavy, smooth-skinned oranges. Peel in fourths and cook until soft in boiling
water to cover. Drain, scrape out the white portion of peel and cut the yellow part into thin
strips by laying several pieces together and slicing with a sharp knife. Remove adhering
white skin from the peeled oranges, divide into sections and remove seeds. Put into a
porcelain kettle and for each good sized orange allow 1 cup of rhubarb which as been
stripped and cut into ½ inch lengths. For each orange and cup of rhubarb add 1 ½ cups
of sugar and a tablespoon of lemon juice. Heat to boiling and cook slowly for an hour and
a half. Then stir in ¼ cup of chopped nuts (blanched almonds, English walnuts or pecans),
for each orange used.

Several hours later, after the jars filled with shimmering marmalade were topped with their protective
layer of paraffin and sat cooling on the counter, Minnie also felt somewhat cooler. Only somewhat. A layer
of frustration still covered her heart and she knew she would have to address this issue with Harold later.
But for now, she was determined to squelch her annoyance and use more subtle methods to try and sway
her husband to a more tolerant and understanding attitude.
Maybe I’ll invite a few of the women over for tea one afternoon, and feel them out as to how they’re
handling the suffrage issue in their home. Maybe get a few tips or ideas.
For now, she decided to keep that thought in the back of her mind and concentrate on working on Harold
for the new range. After all, if he wanted his wife at home and in the kitchen – not off marching the streets
for the right to vote – then he should provide the proper equipment for her to use in fulfilling this wifely
role.
Not knowing how to proceed, since nothing else had worked so far, Minnie fell back on her tried and
usually true method of cajoling Harold into something she wanted. Begging and pleading. It had worked
before. And even though this round was proving more difficult to obtain than some of her other desires,
she thought that increasing her pleading might break him down.

A week later Minnie had to concede that the escalated efforts in the begging and pleading department
had failed. All Harold had done was to dig in his heels and become more obstinate about not getting the
coveted range.
Minnie decided to try a new tactic. It wasn’t one that she’d used before. If anything, words had no trouble
flowing from Minnie’s lips. But it was time for drastic action. The silent treatment might be the key.
Harold arrived home that evening and followed his typical routine. He dropped his tin lunch pail on the
counter, walked over to where Minnie stood in front of the sink peeling potatoes and gave her a peck on
the cheek, and plopped down in the chair to remove his shoes. He stretched his feet out in front of him,
groaned softly and flexed his toes.
Minnie kept peeling potatoes.
After several minutes of quiet, Harold glanced up with a puzzled expression on his face. “Are you alright?”
“Yes.” She dropped a now white surfaced potato in the pot of simmering water on the stove and plucked
up another oblong russet.
Five minutes passed. No conversation. Only the occasional splash of water as another vegetable met its
final fate in the cauldron.
A perplexed frown deepened the furrows on Harold’s brow. “How was your day today?”
“Fine.”
Peel, peel, peel, splash.
“You have a headache.”

“No.”
Harold either gave up or didn’t care. He picked up his shoes and exited the room.
Minnie grinned to herself when she heard him shuffle out to the parlor. It may take a few days of this.
He’s not used to my lips being zippered shut. He’s probably confused right now. We’ll see…we’ll see…

The next morning once the house was tidied, the floors swept and the dishes washed and put away,
Minnie made herself a cup of tea and settled in with her now favorite cookbook.
I still haven’t asked the ladies to tea. I’ll have to do that this afternoon.
And then, the printed pages pulled her into another world and all that existed was Minnie and her precious
tome. She’d been so excited to read the recipes and find new dishes to prepare that she’d rushed right by
some of the more instructional chapters. ‘Foods – What to Eat and Why’ now drew her attention. She
started reading.
“The ideal diet is that combination of foods which, while imposing the least burden on the body, supplies
it with exactly sufficient material to meet its wants”
Disregard for this standard will surely prevent the best development of our powers – and unnecessarily
impoverishes the purse.
While in most foods some waste is unavoidable, the loss in cost can be diminished by buying those kinds
on which there is least waste, and by carefully utilizing portions often thrown away but which contain
considerable nutrition.
The chief sources of waste are: Eating more than can be utilized by the body – the American tendency is
to overeat, serving more than can be eaten and not utilizing the portions left; wasting in preparation – by
thick parings of fruits and vegetables, or throwing away bones and meat trimmings which contain nutritive
ingredients. Many good bones and trimmings (which you have paid for) are left on the butcher’s block,
and he often sells them again for soups and stews.
She kept reading, forgetting the cup of tea growing colder.
Diet should be varied and well balanced…
The appetite must be stimulated…
Protein is the great building material…
The starches, sugars and other carbohydrates and all fats will furnish the heat and energy required…
And then a sentence went straight to her heart. “Refinement in food habits is as desirable as in other
phases of our daily life.”
Minnie turned the page and finished the chapter in front of her. But her mind kept flipping back to the
statement about refinement in food habits. As desirable as in other phases of our daily life. She thought
about how these words pertained to her current situation. Her unabashed desire for a new appliance. Her
insistence that Harold gets her the Monarch. The rough patch they seemed to be going through at the

present moment. Her yearning to be more involved with the other women in the struggle for their right
to vote. The right to be able to do more with her life than simply be a housewife – if she chose. Not that
she necessarily wanted to do anything different, but she recognized that having the ability to make that
choice if one so desired was the key component.
I just want it all. I want nice, new things in the house. I wish my husband weren’t so rigid and set in his
ways. I want to be able to vote for our leaders. I want to have a say that matters. I want it all. Is that bad
of me?
Shaking her head and returning to the cookbook in front of her, Minnie decided that was enough
contemplation for the day. She skipped ahead to the desserts, looking for a new dish to try. With the
thought of all the healthful eating information, she’d just read still strong in her mind, she decided on Sea
Moss.
I’ll have to dash to the store and see if Mr. Watson has any Irish moss in stock. It will make a nice dessert
for tonight – and it’s healthy too.
Sea Moss
1/3 cup of Irish moss
1 quart milk
¼ teaspoon salt
1 ½ teaspoons vanilla or 1 teaspoon of lemon juice
Soak moss in water to cover, about 15 minutes. Drain, pick over, removing all sprays which
do not look clear and clean, rinse again, drain and add to the milk; cook 30 minutes in
double boiler; add salt, strain through a wire sieve, pressing some of the sea moss through,
if the flavor is liked. Flavor and fill a mold or individual molds which have been wet in cold
water; chill, turn out upon a shallow dish and serve with sweet cream. Sliced banana may
be served around the blanc mange. – (Fannie M. Farmer.)

Fortunately, Mr. Watson had a nice supply of Irish Moss and Minnie was soon home concocting the unique
dish. She wasn’t sure if Harold would fancy it or not. But that minor blip didn’t faze her. Thoughts about
what she wanted in life kept running through her mind, even as her hands busied themselves in cooking.
She decided that she’d move forward with her idea about having a few of her friends over for tea. Once
the Sea Moss was chilling in their molds in the cold water, she pulled out a piece of paper and began
penning a list of names of those she wanted to invite.
Mrs. Otis, for sure. Clara Reynolds. Bessie Holigan. Debra Miles. Mrs. Prout – maybe. Minnie shuddered
at the thought of spending the afternoon in the company of Mrs. Prout. She’s such a loud-mouthed,
obnoxious boor. Minnie penciled in a question mark next to her name. She’d think about it further before
inviting her.
Minnie drew a line down the page and wrote ‘Menu’ at the top of the column. Then it was back to her
trusty Monarch Cook Book.
“I know they had menu ideas in here for teas,” she spoke aloud as she leafed through the pages. She
stopped at one page and read down the page. Three menus – but they’re all for Sunday Evening Teas.
Can’t do that with Harold around. It’s got to be an afternoon tea. During the week when he’s at work!

Even though the possible menus ideas were for a day and time that Minnie didn’t intend on having her
tea, there were still enough selections that she could pick and choose from the ideas to create her own
menu.
Soon her list included Hot Tea Rolls, Tomato Preserves, Pecan Sandwiches, Olives, Ginger Crisp, Sunshine
Cake, and Monsoon Tea.
A little of this and a little of that. I doubt Monarch will care that I didn’t follow their recommendations to
a ‘T’ and mixed and matched to create my own luncheon. Now, just to invite the ladies.
Mrs. Otis was the staunchest advocate for women’s suffrage, so Minnie decided to drop in for a visit with
her first. She’d make sure and plan the date around a time that Mrs. Otis would be able to join them. She
stood and peeked around the doorway to the grandfather clock ticking away in the foyer. Seeing it was
already after two o’clock, she knew not to try to get primped for a visit, walk to Mrs. Otis’, visit, and then
get home in time to begin supper preparations. It would have to wait for tomorrow.

After Minnie visited with Mrs. Otis the following day and they agreed upon a date good for the both of
them, it was full speed ahead on planning. Minnie penned a set of invitations and stopped by each
woman’s house to extend the offer to tea to each lady personally.
She’d wavered about inviting Mrs. Prout, who was so annoying, especially in a crowd. The more people
that were there, the louder Mrs. Prout got, as if trying to be heard by the entire room. But, good manners
forcing themselves over personal preference, Minnie invited the dragon lady anyway. And then had to
squelch the song and happy dance that threatened to break loose when Mrs. Prout declared she’d be
unable to attend, as she’d be out of town that week.
Mrs. Otis, Bessie Holigan, Debra Miles, and Clara Reynolds all seemed excited about the afternoon tea.
Especially Clara, when she announced that her sister, Evelyn, would be visiting that week and Minnie
invited her to tag along with Clare.
After days of scrubbing the house from floorboard to eaves, ironing all
the linens, and baking up a storm, it was time for Minnie’s grand day.
The women all arrived promptly at eleven o’clock, within minutes of
each other.

Minnie joked with them as they dispatched their parasols and satchels
and gathered around the gleaming oak table laden with goodies. “It’s
like you all watched out your windows and didn’t leave until you saw a
friend passing by on the way here.”
Naturally, with most of the women in the room having the same
independent mindset, and Mrs. Otis, the staunchest suffragette
supporter, the talk soon turned to the progress being made on women
getting the right to vote.

Mrs. Otis turned towards her hostess and gestured in the air. “Minnie, haven’t seen you around as much
at the meetings and the local parades.”
A sigh escaped Minnie’s lips and she paused before answering. “It’s Harold. I declare, the man makes me
batty sometimes.” As she saw her friend’s expressions starting to firm up, and the fire light in their eyes,
she hastened to add to his defense, “But, he’s a good provider. I can’t fault him for that. “It’s
just…well…he’s not so happy to see me as involved with the movement. Says its unladylike behavior for
his wife to exhibit.”
Well, wasn’t that statement like the spark being dropped into a bucket of dry tinder? The women burst
out into agitated exclamations all at once, each getting a little more boisterous as the conversation
continued. Minnie shook her head, silent, almost ashamed at herself for even saying the words.
The women chattered on, the familiar refrain stated over and over, “Voting is our right!” Each time
another woman repeated the phrase, the decibels rose, as if saying it louder and more vehemently than
before made it truer.
When the furor died down to a mild uproar and there was a quiet pause between, Minnie’s dear friend,
Debra, spoke up. “Minnie, have I shown you the quilt I just finished? It’s called ‘Wild Goose Chase.’ I made
it up in blues and greens. Looks right nice, if I do say so myself.”
Minnie realized what her friend was doing in trying to change the subject to a more hospitable topic for
an afternoon tea. She mouthed a silent ‘thank-you’ to Debra across the table before replying. “No, you
haven’t shown me that one. I haven’t heard of that pattern. What’s it like?”
“Lots of geometric shapes. It about drove me batty. I’m happy to be done with it. Found the pattern in
The Farmers Wife last year.”
The talk soon turned to quilts and stitchery, with each woman boasting of their current progress and the
beauty of their handiwork. Clara declared that she was hard at work on a crazy quilt and had just finished
working a piece with an intricate spider web and she hoped to be able to find a spider charm for
embellishment. One of the women muttered beneath a gloved hand, “Crazy quilt. You’d think that’s what
Mrs. Prout would be stitching. That woman’s crazy as a loon.” Several giggled softy, except for Mrs. Otis,
who raised an eyebrow in surprise.
Mrs. Otis lifted dainty cut triangle of a pecan sandwich. “Minnie, these tea sandwiches are simply
delightful. You will share the recipe with me, won’t you?”
“I’d be charmed. All the recipes are from a new cookbook made for the Monarch range. I’ve been lusting
after the newest model that Mr. Watson has in his establishment. I want one so bad I could cry, but Harold
says it’s too dear and he won’t buy me one.”
Debra’s head jerked up and she stared pointedly across the table. “Now, Minnie. If you want something
so badly, don’t wait around for Harold to give it to you. We’ve been having all this talk about women’s
rights and our right to vote. It’s time for you to grow up and start thinking about how you can make your
own money. You’ve been making all these delicious new jellies and marmalades. Instead of giving them
away to all your friends, start selling them. Sell some to Mr. Watson, I’m sure he’d buy some from you to
sell in his store.”

Minnie stared back at Debra, mute.
“What? No answer to that?” Debra paused and waited. When Minnie still didn’t answer, she spoke again.
“Did I offend you in offering my opinion?”
“No…no…” Minnie shook her head in protest. “Nothing like that. It’s simply that my head is spinning right
now, thinking of the possibilities.”
“You’d never thought of selling your jams and preserves?”
“Never crossed my mind.” Minnie picked up her spoon and dropped a teaspoon of sugar into her cooling
tea, stirring mindlessly as ideas kept flowing through her brain.
Jars, she had plenty of those. For now. But if she were going to sell her goods, she’d need to stock up on
more.
What flavors? Which would be easiest? Which ingredients would be most economical to purchase?
How much to charge? She’d need to calculate her own costs. Then see how much similar products were
selling for. Since she made her own, she’d never really looked at the prices.
Where to sell? For sure Mr. Watson would be her first contact. But she’d need more than one outlet if she
were going to make enough to buy the coveted range. Maybe she should take the cost of the Monarch
and divide it up to see how many jars she’d have to sell. Oh my, was her mathematics even up for this
venture?
Sugar. She’d need lots of sugar. She’d better start buying up as much as possible. How much could she
wiggle into her household budget without Harold throwing a temper tantrum?
Harold! Could be the fly in the ointment of this grand scheme. How would he cotton to the idea of his wife
becoming a businesswoman making some of her own pocket money? Would he be angry, thinking that it
made it look like he couldn’t properly provide for her?
Hearing her name, Minnie jerked her attention back to her guests. She was deep in the midst of jams and
jellies that she had no idea what they’d even been discussing. “I’m sorry. What was that? I fear I got
momentarily lost in thought.”
“Bicycles,” Mrs. Otis answered. “We were
discussing women riding bicycles and if they were a
help or hindrance to our cause.”
“I see women freely flying around town on one.
Seems like it might be great fun. Not that I’ve ever
been on one myself. I suppose I never connected
bicycles to voting.”
“Oh yes. Not voting specifically, but mobility,
freedom, emancipation. Why it was Susan B.
Anthony who said bicycles had "done more to
emancipate women than anything else in the

world.” I quite agree with her.” Mrs. Otis looked around the table, the look on her face daring anyone to
contradict her.
Quick to champion her support, Debra piped in. “Not only Susan B. Anthony. Elizabeth Cady Stanton
thought so too. In one of her speeches, she said that "Woman is riding to suffrage on the bicycle.” Not
that I have one myself, but I’d so enjoy having my own to ride around town.”
Minnie giggled at the thought. “Oh, Debra, I can just picture you wheeling around town, one hand holding
on tight to the handlebars with your other hand grasping at the floppy hat brim trying to keep it on your
head.”
“With a scarf flying in the breeze behind her.” Mrs. Otis joined in the gaiety, giving the ladies a rarely seen
peek at her less serious side.
While the women were off and running with their own commentaries on women and bicycling, and if the
newest sensation was a boon or a detriment to their united cause, Minnie’s thoughts drifted back away
from the conversation. She couldn’t believe that the idea of earning a little of her own pin money had
never crossed her mind before. Why, if she’d been doing this all along, she may have accumulated enough
money that she could be marching down to Mr. Watson’s and dropping a bag of cash on his counter to
purchase the stove right now.
She wanted in the worst way to jump up from her chair, grab a pencil and a scrap of paper and begin
making notes on her new venture. She sighed and glanced up at the clock perched on the oak mantel. She
wondered how much longer she’d have to endure being the gracious hostess before she could usher them
out the door, leaving her alone to make plans before Harold arrived home from the factory.
Debra must have sensed her friend’s mental leave. After several furtive glances in Minnie’s direction, she
stood and announced loudly. “Minnie dear, this has been a lovely afternoon, but I simply must take my
leave.”
“So soon?” Mrs. Otis uttered in protest.
“Alas, I promised my dear Alfred his favorite roasted chicken for supper tonight. It’s his birthday today,
you know. So I must be off to go do my own toiling in the kitchen.”
As she retrieved her flamboyant hat, perched it firmly atop her head and then proceeded the tedious task
of pulling her best gone-to-calling gloves over each finger, the other women began to stir and also ready
themselves to leave.
The door has hardly clicked shut behind the last lady before Minnie dashed to her shiny walnut writing
desk tucked in the corner of the parlor. She settled in on the tapestry-covered chair, covered with a
needlepoint design her mother had created many years earlier, pulled out a tablet and pencil and
proceeded to jot down notes that had been racing through her mind since Debra first introduced the idea.
She scribbled fast and furious, each jotting bringing up another idea, another topic to research, another
source of supplies or another outlet for possible sales.

She was so involved she wasn’t even aware of the afternoon light turning to early dusk. She jumped when
the kitchen door slammed shut and Harold’s raised voice from the kitchen questioned, “What in tarnation
is all this?”
Minnie rushed to the kitchen, tucking her hair back into her bun and smoothing her skirt quickly before
she entered. Harold stood staring at the mess and Minnie realized what the jumble looked like – plates all
over the counter, half-eaten plates of goodies that now looked dried and abandoned, not near the tasty,
delectable offerings that had greeted her guests so many hours earlier.
“The tea for my friends…I told you…didn’t I? Sorry…got busy and didn’t get things cleaned up…lost track
of time-“
“Lost track of time doing what? Certainly not tidying up.” Harold dropped his lunch tin on the table, which
promptly fell onto its side and startled the flies buzzing the fruit into a quick retreat.
“I’m so sorry, dear. I’ll get right on it. Go sit and put your feet up for a few. By the time you’re rested a bit,
this will all be clean and tidy again and I’ll have your supper ready.”
Harold shook his head slowly in resignation. “I remember now. You did tell me about the tea you’d
planned. I’d simply forgotten it. But when you’ve entertained before, you always have the house back in
shape by the time I’m home. I never even realize you’ve had company. This-“
He spread his hand out about the room as if Minnie would be unsure about what he was talking about, “is so unlike you.”
Minnie rapidly scraped food remnants off the plates into a bowl, stacking them next to the sink into a pile
that teetered dangerously. When the table was cleared, she dipped a washcloth into a pail of water and
wiped the oilcloth clean. She shuddered to think what the dining room table mess looked like.
Harold remained standing in the kitchen, the anger gone from his face and replaced by a look of utter
confusion. “So what got you so occupied that you neglected to clean up? You always tidy the kitchen as
soon as your guests go. Are you feeling alright?”
“I am. It was something Debra said when she was here. About making some of my jam and jellies and
selling them.”
“Selling them?” The furrows in Harold’s brow deepened. “Whatever for?”
“To make a little pin money. To go towards buying the Monarch range I want so badly. I was doing some
planning, on what I needed, and how much I could make, and how many jars I had to sell, and who I could
sell them to, and what-”
“Whoa. Slow down, Nellie.”
Minnie straightened her shoulders, looked her husband square in the eyes, and spoke in a frosty voice.
“My name is Minnie, not Nellie.”
“I know that. Just an expression, dear. When the horse gets going in too fast of a trot and you’ve got to
rein it in.” A grin snuck in, and his eyes lit up in merriment. “Not that horses – or Nellie’s – will be much in
our future. Not with all the Ford’s that we’re rolling out every day.”

His look sobered again. “You think you have to make your own money? I’m not a good enough provider?”
“You are, dear.” Minnie hastened over and patted his shoulder in reassurance. “You’re a fine provider.
We have a wonderful life here and you’ve given us a beautiful home. You provide very well. But, you said
there wasn’t enough money in the household account for that new range. And so I was thinking…” She
trailed off, unsure how to proceed in a tactful manner that wouldn’t hurt his feelings any further.
“No. Absolutely not. I won’t have my wife working like a common woman.”
“But, dear-“
Minnie thought she’d come off a bit chilly in her earlier retort. It was nothing compared to the icicles that
dripped from Harold’s next words. “You will not work. Your job is here in the home. End of subject.”
He stomped away, but stopped in the doorway and looked over his shoulder. “Besides, with all this mess,
I’d think you have your hands full cleaning up after your day of lounging with your friends. I don’t possibly
see how you think you have the time to dabble in the kitchen to try to earn money.”
The temper flared in Minnie’s nostrils. Now she understood the comics where it showed steam coming
out their ears. She knew that she looked the same. She set about straightening the kitchen and clearing
the rest of the disarray from the dining room table. Once she had the water heated enough to wash the
dishes, she tackled them, scrubbing each dish with a fury.
Her fuming finally abated. Some. But not enough to be civil. She prepared supper but left Harold eating
alone at the table.
“You’re not going to join me?”
She didn’t dignify his question with an answer. She straightened her back, threw back her shoulders and
turned and left the room.
The week drug on. The silence in the house was deafening. Harold attempted several times to rectify the
situation. Before he’d complete a sentence, Minnie would leave the room. As the days passed, Harold’s
demeanor lightened up, no longer the staunch ruler of the house.
Minnie wasn’t having any of it. She performed her typical household tasks by rote habit. She fried his eggs
for breakfast. She continued filling his tin pail with a hearty lunch every day. She had a nutritious hot meal
on the table each evening. His clothes were washed, pressed and starched with the sad iron, and hung
with care. But a conversation between and husband and wife? It didn’t exist on Blossom Street anymore.

One evening, a week later, Harold walked in the side door. Minnie sat at the kitchen table, peeling
potatoes and dropping them into a pot of water.
“Minnie is it-“
She laid a half-peeled potato on the mound of browning peels and started to stand.
“Please don’t go. Please hear me out.”
She paused, half risen from the chair and sat back down.

“Is the new range that important to you?”
“Yes. Yes, it is. But, so is the way you treat me. You are not the king and lord over me. You are my husband.
Not my boss. You can’t ‘lay down the law’ and demand what I can or can’t do.”
“I realize that. This whole suffragette tide is taking us men by surprise. And sometimes we…I…don't handle
it well. But I’ve been thinking…”
Minnie didn’t utter a peep. She looked up expectantly but waited for him to continue.
“First, I apologize for how I spoke to you last week. I’ll try to remember that you aren’t my chattel and I
can’t command your actions or thoughts. Am I forgiven?”
A slight nod, very slight, showed her reluctant acceptance.
“My next question. Back to the range. We don’t have the funds available to purchase one right now. But…”
Harold held up his hand as Minnie started to stand again. “But…if you’re willing to spend your days making
your jams and jellies – they are quite tasty and I know others would love them too – then I have a
proposition for you.”
Minnie leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms, curiosity showing on her face. “Yes?”
“You start up your little business. You’ll have to do a proper accounting of it. You know, the jars and fruits
and sugars have to be considered, so not every sale will be entirely profit.”
She started to show some annoyance but brought it back under control. “I understand that. I’d been
figuring for that when I started thinking of the idea.”
“Good. Good. Once you account for the cost of supplies, then I propose that for every dollar you earn
towards the stove, I’ll match you.”
A bright smile lit up her face as if the sun burst from behind clouds on a dreary day. “Dollar for dollar?”
Minnie jumped up and hurried over Harold, embracing him in a tight hug. “It’s a deal!”
Harold left the kitchen with a jaunty step and a grin as brilliant as his wife’s.
The next morning Minnie couldn’t wait until Harold
was out the door and on the way to the Ford plant.
She pulled out her secret stash of notes that she’d
tucked inside the linen-bound cookbook, intent on
finalizing her business plan. As she leafed through
the cookbook, looking for the recipes she’s
earmarked as possible choices, she stopped at the
chapter entitled ‘The Model Kitchen.’
Maybe I should re-read this since I’ll be cooking in
here now to make a few extra coins.
‘The northwestern exposure is usually considered
the more desirable for a kitchen…’

She glanced at the windows facing the east. Well, I expect you can’t have it all.
‘…a large kitchen is preferable and in the plan here given, the kitchen is 15 by 15 feet. It could be 12 by
12…’
She looked around. Well, maybe not quite that, but it shall have to do.
‘Insist that the sink shall be 36 inches high to the top of its rim…’
Hmmm, the sink is fine.
‘Over the left drain board should be a small closet, preferably built in, for soaps, silver, brass and stove
polishes, etc. Back of the stove and across the front of the chimney, a shelf about on a level with the yes
is attractive and convenient…’
Another glance around the kitchen made her shake her head and sigh. We’ll just have to do with what we
have.
‘Now, let us go back to the working corner. The cooking table should be covered preferably with zinc,
nailed neatly to the edges. This is non-absorbent and can be kept immaculately clean. The next best thing
is a covering of oil cloth, cut just large enough to tack over the edges of the table…’
Zinc? A zinc lined working table? Hmm, I believe Mr. Watson had some of that in his mercantile…
And off raced her thoughts. She didn’t even have her coveted Monarch range yet when another luscious
goodie entered her horizons.
I just can’t help it. I want a new stove. I want to vote. I want to make some of my own money. I want
Harold to treat me with respect. And now…I want a zinc-lined table. I can’t help it. I simply want it all!
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