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Introduction:

Why do we collect? What is about old and nostalgic items that call to some of us and not to
others?

Antiques, collectibles and sentimental family heirlooms hold a treasured spot in many of our
lives. Others — well, they’re just not as intrigued. Some may even call our collections ‘junk’.
Imagine that! The nerve.

Different people have an affinity for varying objects. Sometimes the increasing value of a rare
or old object is the attraction. Sometimes it’s the look. The item itself. The history behind it. Old
snuff tins? Eh — personally I don’t give them a second look. Others are enraptured by finding just
the ideal snuff tin to add to their collection. But show me a butter churn, old kitchen utensils, old
cookie jars and old bottles — I’m all over it. Quilts, quilt blocks and old embroidered handwork —
whenl can afford them — jump into my arms and follow me home. And then there are the other
items on the shelves — sentimental because this one is from Grandma Jones, that one came from
Grandma Cline, or my mom crocheted the edging on that hand towel. Sometimes the value is
only about what it means to our heart.

Antique stores, flea markets, and estate sales have millions of objects sitting there waiting to be
snatched up by just the right buyer. Sometimes pieces trade hands several times, sometimes in
the space of a day at a highly attended flea market. We look at something that catches our eye, be
it old bottles, or buttons, or marbles. We assess the piece and see if it’s something we think is
worth the asking price. Do we like the color? Is it in good condition? Any chips or excessive
wear? Are there more like it? Is it rare? Is it an ordinary piece, with hundreds more like it
around?

Do we ever stop to think about the stories behind these old objects we hold dear?

In Wash on Mondayve look at eight different collectible items. Each one has a story about its
history and the previous owners. Most are totally fictional accounts. A few (Lovely in Purple,
My Patsy Doll, White Tin Plates and Grandma’s Quilt) are based on tidbits of truth about the
people that owned these pieces — embellished with a great deal of fiction.



In this book, the first of a series of seven, you’ll meet seven women and a young boy. Some of
the characters are real people; some are fictional. Their stories are from varying eras.

Hannah, an early Texas pioneer, finds strength and courage as she and her family brave the
frontier to create a better life for themselves. Facing the rugged land, and all of the hazards that
Texas has, their days are a struggle. Survival is their goal. Through it all, Hannah’s handcrafted
spinning wheel survives to outlast them all.

Elsie Ackerman, from Amana lowa, is soon turning 14, the age when young girls in the
community are assigned their working role. Fearing the drudgery of cooking in the kitchens all
day, her father intercedes with the Council. She is assigned work as an apprentice making rag
rugs. Some rag balls of Amana’s indigo calico fabrics live on to tell the tale of this fictional girl
from long ago.

Astrid Sellers, a Scandinavian immigrant, finds peace and relaxation in creating precise, hand
crafted creations. A needle and thread soothes her soul as she spends her evenings embellishing
fabrics and creating beautiful pieces for her home. One of her hand stitched pieces lives on,
telling the story of the hours that a real woman, not necessarily Astrid, spent behind the needle.

Jack Olden is a fictional young boy fascinated with glistening spheres and playing marbles. He
spends his days chasing the round treasures his mom called toys. Cat eyes, agates and
corkscrews, he coveted them all. The hours spent practicing soon proved that he was the reigning
champ amongst his friends. He amassed a huge collection that would soon be relegated to tins in
the garage. It would be years before they see the day light again when an estate sale unearths
their hidden space.

Bea Bender and Pauline Washburn, two real women, live an uncommon life together when it
was not yet accepted. Bea loved purple and Pauline adored the pretty things in life. Their sets of
purple glass candy dishes and vases end up as a memento of their life together to pass along to
little Patsy, who grew up next door to them.

Iona Mae, a real girl born in Missouri and the eldest of six children, doesn’t have many — if any
—toys. Life in these Post Depression years, and with the many moves back and forth between
Missouri, California, and Arkansas is a meager existence for the Jones family. A surprise gift
from Bill Stoddard, manager of the citrus packing house, brightens Iona’s life. She keeps this
treasured Patsy doll until she passes her along to her eldest grown daughter many years later.

Amy and Edward Stayer, my great grandparents, were the owners of these white metal plates.
The tale about these plates pulls in some true to life facts about their granddaughter, Dorothy
Nolt, weaving snippets of truth into a fictional tale set in the early days of World War 1.

Mildred Cline, my grandmother, is the daughter of Amy and Edward Stayer — owners of the
white metal plates in the previous story. She shined in the role of the woman playing second
fiddle to her husband, the ‘man of the house’. But her strength was in her own interests and
passions. Quilting was only one of her many endeavors. Here is one that she leaves as her legacy.

Join us as we step back in time in these tales.
Enjoy!



Spinning a New Life in Texas

Denton County, Texas, 1886

“Hannah! Get the young un’s in the root cellar. Now!”

Years of living in the untamed Texas wilderness taught Hannah to move quickly when she
heard this urgency in her husband’s voice.

She ran and gathered up the smaller children, baby Rachel and toddler Sarah, yelling out for
Nathaniel and Marian to follow her. Noticing that the sky had a strange greenish cast to it, they
ran for the dirt mound behind the house. This wasn’t the time to dwaddle and stand gazing. One
thing Hannah had learned was that a green sky in Texas didn’t bode well.

Benjamin met them at the entrance to the underground cellar. Throughout the year it stored
preserved foods, along with baskets of potatoes, squash, and other perishables. But in moments
like this, when Mother Nature hurled her angry disposition across the land, it doubled as a
shelter, providing refuge from the tornadoes that plagued the state.

The children trembled and huddled in fright in the back corner as Benjamin struggled to close
the heavy plank door against the fierce winds that gained strength with each passing minute. He
finally pulled it shut with a thud and thrust the board through the inside handles to help brace
against the howling winds.

Small fragments of light shone through the slivers and gaps of the doors. As the sky darkened,
the light dimmed and the family was left hidden in the dark, damp hole in the earth.

A sudden eerie stillness invaded the fierceness. Hannah and Benjamin huddled together with
their arms wrapped around the children. A strange roar filled the air, a rushing whoosh that lasted
for several minutes, and then all was quiet. The family waited, unsure. After some time, when it
seemed safe, Benjamin let go of the children he clutched. “You all stay here. I’'m going to



check.” Pulling back the board from their braces, he lifted one of the doors slightly and peered
out.

“It’s past, thank the good Lord.” With that announcement, he opened the doors and lifted
himself out of the shelter. He stood, a grave look on his face as he scanned the area around their
home. Motioning for his family to come on out, he said, “At least it spared the cabin.”

The family stood around Benjamin in mute shock. The twister flattened a path through the
fields and the patch of woods surrounding the home. The log abode still stood, minus the door
that was blown off its hinges and the window missing its shutters. The household belongings
were blown about in disarray. Clothing, blankets and kitchen dishes littered the area around the
home.

“Look, mother, there’s your quilt,” Marian said in disbelief, pointing to the tattered patchwork
flag waving from the top of the post oak closest to the cabin’s entrance.

The rest of the day was spent salvaging what belongings they could from the immediate area.
Benjamin surveyed the home and began making repairs. “I’ll need to get this door and window
fixed before nightfall. We don’t want any wild critters joining us as we sleep.”

Hannah was thankful that the family was safe, with no one injured or killed. They’d lost friends
and neighbors due to many unfortunate accidents in this wild land - some even to tornadoes since
they moved here. But it was still difficult as she saw how little was left. The clothing on their
backs would have to last a while. It would take Benjamin a long time to restore the homestead.
Hannah’s task to replenish the bedding and clothing had an even longer timeline. “Fortunately
the garden has little damage and the goods in the cellar will feed us through the year,” she told
her husband with a brave face, trying not to give in to tears.

When Benjamin appeared in the doorway the next day, holding the remnants of her beloved
spinning wheel, she broke down and wept.

He held his wife as her pent up emotions fell onto his shoulders in a wave of hot, wet tears.
“My dearest, I’ll make you another one. It won’t be quite as beautiful as the one you had. I
promise you that I’ll replace what the twister took from you. You’ll be able to spin by winter.”

If there was one thing that Benjamin did, it was keep his promises. “A man is only as good as
the word he keeps,” he’d been heard to utter more than once. This promise to his wife he would
definitely keep. He worked hard, searching for just the right tree to fell. He cut the wood into
planks, to dry.

A few weeks later, at the monthly service at Lonesome Dove Church, he mentioned his project
to his remote neighbors. “I’ve got a few spare nails you can use,” one offered.

“I’d be mighty obliged.”
“I’ll drop them by your place when I head to Denton for supplies next week.”

Benjamin worked steadily in his few free moments over the next few days. He cut planks and
nailed them together to form the box base. He spent time on his primitive foot-pedaled lathe to
form the spindle. He chipped and chiseled away to form the wheel. Notching out a hole on each
support, he assembled his creation.



Hannah was thankful for her new spinning wheel. She used it for many years. No, it wasn’t as
beautiful as the one she’d lost. It was cruder and more primitive than the highly polished wheel
they’d brought with them on the covered wagon from Missouri. This box model used her foot in
a different manner, and wobbled a bit, making the spinning slower. But, every time she used it, it
reminded her of the grace that spared her family’s lives that summer day. It spoke of her
husband’s love and his commitment to her and the family. And, it reinforced to her that she had
the strength and the fortitude to continue on, despite any misfortunes the world threw her way.

She and Benjamin grew old together. One day she awoke to find Benjamin lying next to her, no
longer of this world. Alone and in her aging years, she and her few prized possessions moved in
with her youngest daughter Rachel and her husband. On Hannah’s death, several years later, her
belongings were relegated to the attic, where they sat untouched for many years until Rachel’s
death.

Children and grandchildren don’t always hold the same sentimental attachments to “old things”.
Sometimes they’re considered family heirlooms and treasured. And sometimes, there’s only so
many things the newer generations can keep. The rest ... off to yard sales, estate sales,
consignment stores ... and sometimes the dumpster.

Hannah’s wheel, the spindle broken off in one of the various moves and was carried off in an
estate sale for just a few dollars. The descendants were happy for the few extra dollars they made
on the sale. The customer was excited about the primitive item she’d picked up for so little. It sat
in her house for years, until she needed to cull out some of her many belongings. Then, the
decrepit spinning wheel was shuffled off to a consignment antique store.

It sat in the cluttered shop for over a year, feeling unloved and unwanted. Until finally a
customer wandered in, discovered this buried treasure, and bought it. She (1) thought it was a
great deal. It continues the cycle, sitting in my home now as a treasured belonging until it one
day after my passing it will once again get passed along in this endless loop.

*hkkkkhkkkhkhkkkikhkkkikk

This tale is totally fictional. The antique, hand crafted spinning wheel was discovered in a
consignment antique shop in southern California. | have no idea who this primitive spinning
wheel really belonged to or how it ended up there. Where, or when, this hand hewn spinning
wheel was made is a mystery. It may have originated even earlier than the 1888 time frame |
used in this story.

The true snippets of the tale come from research on another project. Texas, the tornado, and
families relocating from Missouri in a wagon train are historical facts for much of north Texas.
Lonesome Dove Baptist Church - now in Southlake Texas, formerly the Dove Community - was
formed in 1846 with settlers that purchased land from the Peters Colony.

Somewhere in this country, at some point, an unidentified woman sat spinning on this unique
wheel. The wear is obvious, it’s been used for hours and hours. The crude construction and old
antique nails point to a rugged birth. The maker and the user lie buried in a grave, possibly
marked, possibly unmarked. But one item survived and outlived them. This old, antique wheel,
although it isn’t used for spinning anymore, is treasured and loved, in memory of those who built
it and spun on it.



Amana Rag Balls

Middle Amana, lowa, 1890

“Aber Vater, muss ich d&sBut Father, do | have to? Elsie Ackerman asked, a pout on her
face.

“Ja,MeineTochter” Yes, my daughter, he replied. “You know that the Council of Brethren
assigns jobs to everyone in the community. Once you turn fourteen, your schooling is over and
you have a job assigned like we all do.”

“But I don’t want to work in the kitchens. I don’t like to cook and bake all day. And sewing and
mending all day isn’t fun either.”

“What you want to do meineTochteris not the concern of the Council. Their concern is what’s
best for the colonies. Most young girls are assigned to the kitchen, the gardens, or the laundry.
And with winter approaching, there is little need for help in the gardens right now.”

“I can’t help it the winters here are so cold and snowy that we can’t garden.”

“It’s very mild here. I was a young boy when the Ebenezer Society moved here from Buffalo,
New York. Now, that was a place that has a winter. This here is merely a pouf of snow compared
to what I grew up with. May I remind you that you’re lucky that I’'m in a pleasant mood this
evening, or there would be harsh consequences for you speaking back to me in this manner?”

“Es tut mir leid, Vatel’ I’'m sorry, Father,” a contrite Elsie replied. “It’s just that the thought of
working in one of the kitchens to serve three meals and two snacks a day to everyone just sounds
like so much cooking. You wouldn’t think we’d need to have fifty kitchens going. Couldn’t I go
to work at the mills with you? Working with the blue printed cottons would be much more
exciting.”

“No. The mills are no place for a young girl. Neither the cotton mill nor the woolen mill. The
work there is hard and strenuous. You’ve never been inside where the heat and the smells from
the dye vat fill the air with their fumes.”

“Vater, there are some women that work in the woolen mills.”



“No, even if the Council allowed it, I would not allow my daughter to be subjected to a life of
this type of labor.”

Elsie’s mother, Emma, entered the small front room, wiping her hands on the dish cloth tucked
into her indigo apron waistband. “Carl, let the girl head for bed now, if her studies are completed.
The bell will be ringing early in the morning.”

“Off with you then. Gute Nacht, Liebe&he said, patting Elsie on the top of her blond braided
head.

True to her mother’s word, the bell tolling from the village tower rang long before the sun rose.
After breakfast, cooked by the women of the community - a task that Elsie did not want to
emulate, she headed off for the school house. She dreaded when her school days would come to
an end on her upcoming fourteenth birthday.

On her way to worship service that day, Elsie walked slowly around Lily Lake on the way to
the small white chapel where services were held in Middle Amana. Each of the seven villages
had its own church located in the center. These were simple structures, reflecting the simplicity
of the German immigrants that had come to this new country in search of a place to practice their
religion free from persecution. The plain brick or stone buildings were void of the flashy stained
glass windows and high steeples that many of the other churches in America displayed.

The history of the colonies, starting in Germany’s villages in 1714, was well known to the 1800
residents of the seven Amana colonies. The religious movement call Pietism had many followers
that banded together in a common belief of faith renewal through reflection, prayer and Bible
study. They believed that God, through the Holy Spirit, inspired individuals to speak. This gift of
inspiration or prophecy was the foundation for the group that became known as the Community
of True Inspiration.

When persecution continued, Christian Metz led the community to a new home in a new world,
looking for religious freedom, much as the first American colonists were searching for. They
pooled their resources and bought 5,000 acres near Buffalo, New York. As the community grew
and adopted a constitution and formalized a communal way of life, they needed more farmland to
support them.

A move to lowa in 1855 gave them the land they needed to grow and flourish.

While well known to everyone, as this community history was passed down through the years,
none of this mattered to Elsie. She was conflicted about not wanting to do the work she feared
the elders would designate as her job.

During the quiet worship service, Elsie offered up prayers for a solution to her dilemma. Please
Lord, |l et there be another job f oselfism¥&out hat ' s
know my heart. But the thought of standing behind a hot stove all day long does not bring joy to
my heartShe didn’t know if her quiet pleas were heard, but her heart was eased.

The month passed quickly. Too quickly. Elsie repeated her prayer daily. At the many worship
services throughout the week, and at times in between too.

After her fourteenth birthday, she was called to the Council of Brethren. The elders sat, clearly
outnumbering her, with stern countenances.



Elsie sat in her seat, hands clasped in her lap in nervousness, yet her head held high in defiance
of the meek attitude she knew the Council expected.

“You’re of age now to work for the community I understand,” the elder said, peering over the
top of his spectacles.

“Yes, Herr Klein, I am.”

“We have no need of help in this garden at this time of year. And the laundry positions are well
filled. Typically we would assign you to work in one of the many kitchens in the community.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’s been made apparent to me,” at which he glanced at Elsie’s father sitting beside her, “that
you don’t wish to work in the kitchens.”

“No, sir. I was not looking forward to that assignment.”

“You do realize that the work everyone in the community provides — everyone — is for the best
of the community as a whole and not for the individual person. That is how we have been able to
provide so well for each other and thrive as the Amana colonies.”

“Yes, sir. [ understand that.” Elsie’s lip trembled, but she refused to give the elders the
satisfaction of seeing her cry upon getting assignment she did not want.

Herr Klein’s look softened as he gazed into her eyes. “However, I do believe we can come to a
satisfactory agreement in this unusual situation. As favor grows with our well-made goods,
especially the calico and woolen fabrics, more people come from around the area to shop at our
establishments. We are in need of a larger supply of household items to sell. Our woven rugs are
quite popular and our stock needs to be replenished with more expediency. Instead of the
kitchens, | believe we can assign you to Fraulein Helga, to aid her with her rug weaving and
learn the skill yourself.”

A smile spread across Elsie’s face, from ear to ear as her head bobbed up and down. “Oh yes,
Herr Klein. That is an assignment I am most excited about. I know some basics already ... and I

can help with anything Fraeulein Helga needs ... and I can be there at first light tomorrow ... and
[...7

The Elder held his hand in the air, with an unusual smile on his face. The other members of the
Council glanced at him with mixed looks of puzzlement and astonishment. He was acting out of
character with this unexpected wavering of tradition. “Settle down little one. You can begin your
apprenticeship at Fraeulein’s next week, the day after the Sabbath.”

“Yes sir, I will. And I’ll be the best helper she’s ever had. And I’ll learn and I’1l help the
community by making many fine rugs with good craftsmanship and care.”

“I’m sure you will little one. Tonight at worship you may want to offer extra thanks to our Lord
for this opportunity, and also for the fine loving father you have, who was willing to intercede
with the Council on your behalf.”

Elsie enjoyed her apprentice work with Fraulein Helga. At first, she wrapped many calico strips
into rag balls, readying them for the weaving process. Over time, the elder weaver began
teaching Elsie, who became a proficient weaver of her own right. Thousands of rag rugs were
created under Elsie’s steady and patient mastery of the loom until the community voted to



disband its communal society in 1932. Elsie lived out the rest of her life in Amana, in a house
overflowing with indigo rag balls and her woven creations.

*khkhkhkhhkhkhkkhkik

The history of the seven Amana Colonies and their origins in Germany, to Buffalo, to lowa is
true. Designated a National Historic Landmark in 1965, hundreds of thousands of visitors a year
visit this lowa area where the community thrived from 1855 to 1932.

Was there an Elsie, a Herr Klein, or a Fraulein Helga? Maybe not specifically by those names
nor in those roles. However, fourteen-year-old girls were assigned work in the gardens, the
laundry or the kitchens. Most 14-year-old boys were designated work on the farm, in the craft
shops, or were sent to college to be trained as teachers, doctors, and dentists.

The Amana Calico Mill was built in 1861. It grew from one building to eight buildings at its
height of production in the 1890’s. At its peak, the mill produced up to 4500 yards per day. The
British naval blockade during World War | interrupted the import of the German dyes used in the
calico production. Not able to maintain the quality of the product they wanted, the community
closed the factory. Today two buildings remain the fire and printing houses, which are used by
the Amana Furniture Shop.

And passing through time, remnants of this period of history remain. These three rag balls were
discovered in an antique store in Bedford, lowa on my journey there in 2014. (Now | wish |
would have purchased the rest of them.)

Originally, the fabric was purchased from the south and shipped to the Print Works, where it
was then dyed and processed into “blue print”. Yardage was sold locally and further out by
salesman traveling the countryside with sample books. Some calico was cut into strips, wrapped
into rag balls and used to make rag rugs. These balls were recently found in an attic in Amana.
From there they ended up in an antique shop in Bedford, where | found them. I brought them
back to Texas with me, as an lowa treasure and remembrance of a special trip.

Who cut them into strips? Whose hands touched these, as they worked with the cottons and rag
rugs? How did they get stashed in an attic to sit for eighty to a hundred years? These answers
we’ll never know. The people have long passed on before us, taking the mysteries of their lives
with them. We can see and hold the rag balls they once touched, and only imagine a fictional
story of the women or people behind these pieces of the past.



A Stitch in Time

Cedar-Riverside neighborhood, Minneapolis, 1928

“Gunther, look here, your name means ‘warrior’,” Astrid called across the room to her husband.

“Warrior? That name doesn’t fit me. I’'m the most peace loving man you’ll find. Where are you
finding that nonsense?”

“From this magazine, Anna sent me from the old country. I sent her one of our American
magazines, Woman’s Way. She sent this back to me and it has an article on what different names
mean. You are ‘warrior’ and my name, means ‘divine strength’.”

“Tell Anna not waste her money sending you any magazines. We’re American’s now. You read
American literature.” He pointed a finger in Astrid’s direction to make sure she understood.
“And you’re not to be wasteful with our hard earned money, paying postage to mail her these
women’s things. We must be frugal with the earnings. The bank ... the news I read is not good.
We must be diligent caretakers of our small savings.”

Astrid’s jaw tightened and her lips thinned. She was a careful custodian of the household’s
funds. She wasn’t a spendthrift that deserved a lecture from her husband on the necessity of
economy. Had she not been a good wife and mother, sewing the children’s clothes and patching
and mending them to extend their life? Had she not scrimped in the market these many years,
purchasing only what was necessary? Had she not gardened and canned to preserve the harvest,
just as her mother had taught her in the old country? Her mouth opened to retort, then she
clamped it shut, stopping the words from being uttered.



Gunther was a good man and had been a good husband these many years. He, too, worked just
as hard and provided for the family after they’d immigrated to the United States. Although at
times he could be stern and overbearing, he wasn’t any worse than her father had been. Both
were good Lutheran men who believed in the sanctity of their church and their marriage, even if
they did think they were the boss, the head of the household.

Astrid folded and slipped the magazine into the needlework basket sitting next to her chair.
She’d look at it tomorrow when Gunther was at work, and after her household chores were taken
care of. For tonight, she’d just let it be and let him think that he’d ‘laid down the law’. She
picked up the piece of stitchery sitting in the basket and laid it out over her lap to find where
she’d left off. Seeing her place, she pulled the needle that was threaded with the sapphire perle
cotton. She sat working on the blue border outlining the Hardanger heart set in the corner of the
fabric. As her needle flew in and out of the natural colored material, the blue and white stitches
grew, accenting the scrolls and flowers flowing throughout the tablecloth, embellished with a
heart in each corner. With each stitch, Astrid calmed. By the time she set the project aside, she
was peaceful and full of loving feelings again.

“I should have this finished in a few more evenings,” she commented to Gunther, where he sat
in his easy chair reading the newspaper. “It will be Ola’s gift on Christmas Eve. A tablecloth for
her first Christmas as a married woman in her own home.”

“It will be good to see her. Have you spoken with Sven? Is he coming too?”

“Yes. He rang up the last week and said they were coming. He requested sweet potato lefse.
Lots of it. He laughed and said that’s one thing that Gretchen doesn’t make very well. Don’t tell
her he said that! He did add that her gingersnaps more than compensate for her not too tasty
lefse.”

“Are the children joining us for Lucia night also?”

“Ola and Jeffrey will be here. He’s never heard of Lucia night, so he’s quite excited. But not
Sven and Gretchen. They are visiting her parent’s neighborhood that night. Ola’s coming over
the day before to help me make saffron buns.”

Astrid paused, unsure about bringing up the next question, after their earlier conversation about
finances and frugalness. She plunged ahead anyway. “I was thinking that I could pick up the
Swedish meatball mix at the meat market this year, the one over on East Lake Street. Unless you
think it’s too costly. I could make my own again.”

“No. No. The meat from the market is a good idea. At Ingebretsen’s? A fine man he is. The
meatballs from his mix are quite delicious. We’ll splurge a little this year.” He rubbed his
stomach. “Why, just talking about it makes my mouth water to taste one right now.”

“You’ll have to wait until Christmas Eve, my darling husband. That will give you something to
anticipate as we count our blessings through the advent calendar.”

*hkkkkhkhkkhkkhkhkkiikikkik

Astrid, or Ingrid, or Gretchen — we have no idea who stitched this lovely tablecloth, or where
she lived, or anything about her life. All we know is that she spent many hours of her life
stitching, to have the talent to embroider such a lovely piece. The precision and intricacy that this



work shows, is a testament to the many hours of practice the woman that created this beautiful
piece had.

It’s a remnant of someone’s life, passed down through generations, and at some point, it made

its way into a Texas antique mall. Not anymore. Now it graces a table in my workroom where |
can admire the work and honor the stitches of this unknown woman’s life.
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Cat’s Eyes and Shooters

Kansas City, Missouri, 1936

“Hey Jack, ¢’mon out and play,” Eugene hollered from out in the yard.

Jack slid his window up and stuck his head out from the upper story bedroom he shared with his
brothers. “I’1l be right down.”

The screen door banged shut behind him as he hurried out to meet his buddy. “Let’s go play
Gene! I was tired of looking at all that ‘rithmetic. Don’t tell my mom that I didn’t finish my
homework yet.”

“I’ll never tell. Miss White’s a stupid ole’ biddy anyway. Assigning us all that work right
before a weekend.”

“What ‘cha wanna do? Wanna go fishing?”

Eugene fiddled on his bike, twisting his front tire around in the dirt. “Naw. I don’t wanna go
fishin’ today. Besides, it’s too late in the day to dig up some good bait. Let’s go see if Harold can
play. We can play marbles and take some marbles off him. He’s a rotten marble player.”

“I don’t know. Harold loses so much that the only marbles he has are stinky ones. Last time I
saw his pouch I only saw lots of clearies and opals in there. Maybe a few slags.” “But, | have
a new shooter | want to try out,” Eugene protested.

“Where’d you get a new shooter from? Ya’ win it off somebody?”

“Yeah, I won it off Bobby after school. We were playing a game of ringer. For keepsies.” He
pulled the marbled sphere out of his pocket and handed it to Jack. “He wasn’t happy about it.”

“Keen!” Jack held it up to the sky, examining it closer. “Winners keep, losers weep. If he
thought he’d lose a gem like this, he should have played for fair.”

“Too late now,” Eugene said, holding out his hand to get his new, prized shooter back.

“Where’d he get a nice one like this from, I wonder?”



“Bobby said he got it at Hanson’s Mercantile downtown. He said Mr. Hanson got a new
shipment in last week.”

“Let’s go! Let’s go see. Maybe they have some new cat’s eyes.”

All the way to town, all six dusty blocks, Eugene slowly walked his bike beside Jack,
barefooted and kicking rocks all the way. They talked about school, their unloved teacher Miss
White, Betty Ann who they thought was cute as a bug, and Harold, who was a fun friend but
didn’t play marbles very well.

Rounding the corner on Main Street, they spotted Jack’s uncle, Uncle Chester, out front with
his cronies, swapping tall tales.

“Where ya headin’ for Jackie Boy?” Uncle Chester called out. He swatted at a fly buzzing
around his face, looking as if he’d grown into the chair he inhabited.

“We’re just lookin’. Our friend said Mr. Hanson had some new marbles.”

“Ya like marbles do ya?” He slapped his buddy on the shoulder and chuckled as if they had a
private joke. “I used to play marbles. Back when | was a kid. Got some of my best marbles off
this guy here.”

His friend hung his head and shook it back and forth. “Twenty years later and you’re still
reminding me of that.” He tipped back in the chair, lost in thought, and tugged on his long
graying beard. “This whippersnapper here, he not only took me for my best marbles, he went and
snatched my girl away from me too. Right under my very nose. | went off to fight the Red Baron
and came home to find he’d married Thelma Lou while I was gone.”

“Ha! Iffin’ I’d of known she was such a nagger, I would have left her for you,” Uncle Chester
laughed. “Now don’t be tellin’ your Aunt Thelma that I done went and said that, Jackie Boy.”

“No. No sir. I wouldn’t go and do that. I know what side my bread is buttered on!”

Eugene’s voiced echoed through the tattered screen door, out to the wooden porch where all the
chit-chat was taking place. “Jack! C’mere! Mr. Hanson’s got some new boxes of Popeye
marbles!”

The boys stood inside examining every box of Popeye marbles, and all the loose marbles Mr.
Hanson offered for sale. They held everyone up, holding it in the light, comparing colors and
twists, which had the best corkscrews, which were the prettiest patches.

“Twenty-five cents?” Jack kept repeating. “Sure wish | had me twenty-five cents. Jiminy
cricket, these are nice ones.”

“Maybe yore mom will give ya twenty-five cents.”

“Naw. Not a chance. Especially not for me to buy marbles with. She’d say I was being
‘“frivolous’. You know how mothers are.”

Mr. Hanson interrupted. “I do have some sparklers in the back room for a nickel a piece.”
“A nickel? For only one marble?” Jack was incredulous.

“Ayep. They’re prize specimens though. Made by the same company that produces these
Popeye’s here, the Akro Agate Company. Five different colors in them, iffin I recollect.” He
disappeared and came back with four single marbles laid out in his palm.



“Woohee! These sure are purty!” Jack said. He and Eugene were both enthralled with the
specimens before them. The each plucked one out of Mr. Hanson’s hand to study. “I haven’t seen
any like this before,” Eugene added.

“Akro stopped making them, oh, back five, six years ago.” Mr. Hanson rubbed his free hand
across his forehead as if in deep thought. “Didn’t make ‘em for too terribly long. Then they kinda
switched over to these corkscrews. Now cats eyes are what everyone gets excited about.”

Jack dropped the sparkler back in Mr. Hanson’s hand, a forlorn look etched on his face. “I don’t
even have a nickel though.”

“Me neither,” Eugene seconded. “Maybe we could go look for some sody pop bottles to turn
in.”
Dusk started to settle in around the edges when Mr. Hanson finally chased his two young pals

out of the store and headed them towards home. The locals hanging out on the front porches had
already eased away, not wanting to face their wife’s wrath if they showed up late for supper.

The boys searched the gutters all the way home, not finding a single unclaimed bottle lying
around to fund the nickel needed to satiate their sparkler longing.

Marbles - new marbles and winning marbles from their friends — filled their days. For the next
two years. And then, they discovered that Betty Ann, who was cute as a bug, was a lot more fun
to play with than marbles. Soon cars, dates and young women filled their lives and the pouches
and jars of marbles were relegated to gathering dust on the back burners — a fond remembrance
of their childhood days.

kkhkhkhhhhkhkkkkkkk

Collecting antique and collectible marbles is a whole art unto itself. Growing up in the sixties
and seventies, my childhood had marbles. Mostly a lot of the Japanese cats eyes that flooded the
market after many of the early American companies closed down or stopped producing marbles.

Killer Stuff and Tons of Money: An Insider Lookla World of Flea Markets, Antiques and
Collectingby Maureen Stanton, made several mentions about collectors coming through the
various popular antique shows and flea markets, many looking specifically only for marbles.
Researching a little deeper for this short story, | discovered a deluge of information out in
cyberspace, along with clubs, newsletters and many different forums for the marble enthusiast.
Goodness, who knew there was so much to learn about marbles? And some of them, the true
oldies but goodies, often go for a thousand dollars and more! For a marble!

The photograph used to illustrate this fictional story is not of antique marbles. Truth be told, |
couldn’t afford the mason jar full of marbles I saw sitting in an antique store. A bag of new
marbles from a local crafts store was used for this book. No antique marbles were harmed in the
creation of this book.

Next time you see an old jar or dish of marbles sitting around, don’t just pass it off as an old
assortment of common, ordinary marbles. They may be. And then again ... maybe not.



Lovely in Purple

Duarte, California, November 1940

“Patia Powers rang up today. She wants a dozen one pound boxes of fudge. She’d like them gift
wrapped also.” Bea stepped into the kitchen carrying her note pad and pencil.

Pauline sat a fresh pan of fudge down on the marble slab and wiped her hands on her once
pristine apron. “Does she want regular, or with walnuts?”

“She didn’t say. I forgot to ask. We started talking about Tyrone’s newest movie, Mark of
Zorro. This is his third film this year and she says that it’s one of his best. She is quite proud of
her son.”

“Ring her back and ask her, so I’ll know what to package up. Give her my regards.” A ding
from the bell over the front door interrupted the conversation and Pauline headed out to the front
room. She spoke over her shoulder as she passed through the doorway. “We need to go catch a
showing of his newest film. If things ever slow down around here. It’s been non-stop lately.”

Bender’s Fudge was the place to go if you wanted the best fudge in town. The two story house
provided a place for the fudge shop downstairs, while the two ladies lived upstairs, in an
economical move to conserve money. The bricked patio area out back had inviting white
Adirondack chairs for guests to sit and visit. The climbing roses and flower beds surrounding the
area provided a pleasant atmosphere to leisurely relax. Sitting at the base of the foothills with the
moderate southern California climate, most days were enjoyable to spend lounging in the back.

Until the time got closer to the holidays and more people desired gifts of the delicious fudge to
give take to Thanksgiving gatherings, holiday parties and as gifts for friends and neighbors.
Then, there was no time to lounge in the back. The days of sitting in the back with the dog and



the duck were over. At least for now. They would return when life slowed down after the holiday
rush.

Pauline was glad that the three ladies were quick to serve. They had been to luncheon and only
stopped by for a piece of fudge apiece. Although, as they sat at the table and laughed and chatted
for a good half of an hour over one piece of fudge, she was having second thoughts about
thinking what easy, quick customers they were.

Mercy met h at ' swokk and tahle cledning for just three bit€auline thought to herself.
At least one lady returned to the counter for a half pound of fudge to take home with her, before
they made their way slowly out the front door so Pauline could go wipe down the table.

Customers steadily dropped by for the next hour or two, before they trickled down to nothing,
as it was nearing supper time. Pauline headed to the office in the back, to see if Bea rang Patia to
confirm which types of fudge she wanted.

Bea looked up from the ledgers spread in front of her on the desk. “All plain, since she doesn’t
know who likes walnuts and who doesn’t.”

“Very well. I’ll start on her order in the morning after I make some more. There’s not enough in
the case to fill her order right now.”

“She’s said she commitments the next two days so she won’t stop by until Friday.” She slipped
her pencil behind her ear and adjusted her spectacles. “Thinking of the holidays, what would you
like? Is there anything special that you have your heart set on?”

“A new apron would be nice.”
“With roses and flowers and ruffles, of course?”
“Naturally. Roses or violets. They’re my favorite. But you knew that.”

Bea smiled. “Yes. How could I ever forget? What would my girl be if she weren’t draped in
floral chintz and pearls?”

Pauline dropped a mock curtsey, as an impish smile lit up her face. “Why, our dinner tonight
may even have a few flower petals in it.”

A groan escaped Bea’s lips. “Oh for heaven’s sake, no. Let’s leave the flowers in the garden
where they belong. I can do without roses in my stew.”

“Oh relax. It’s November. The roses aren’t in bloom right now.” She turned to leave. “I’'m
going to go lock up now.”

“Wait. Back to Christmas. Don’t you want anything else besides a new apron?”

“There is something that’s been on my mind. Remember when we were shopping in Pasadena?
That shop that had the lovely purple glassware? They had a candy dish, with a lid, that was
simply stunning. I think it would be lovely in the living room.”

“We don’t have much more room upstairs. We’ll be out of room if you keep fancifying the
place up.”

“One little candy dish would fit. It would look so nice on the William Morris side table.” She
gave a little pout. “Besides, we aren’t going to be here forever. I thought we were working
towards buying a new larger house over in the Azusa-Glendora area.”



“We are. When we can afford it, so we can sell the shop and retire. But that won’t be for several
more years. At least five more years, if all keeps going steady like it has been. Then we can
travel and see the countryside. Maybe make a trip to Europe together.”

“That would be lovely. I’m not getting any younger you know.” Pauline patted her cheeks and
smoothed out the imaginary wrinkles at the corners of her eyes. “I’m just happy that we finally
closed the shop on Catalina. | love visiting the island, but trying to keep two shops going was
wearing me down. Speaking of which, I’'m going to go lock the front door and clean up in the
kitchen.”

With the hustle and bustle in the fudge shop, the conversation never crossed Pauline’s mind
again.

The next week, Bea said, “I need to run into Los Angeles this morning and conduct some
business. Do you need anything while I’'m in the city?”

“No, not that I can think of. What do you need to do in Los Angeles?”

“I need to close out the savings I have at First National Bank. I keep meaning to since we’ve
moved from there, and never get around to it. I’d like to have it at a bank closer to home. With
interest rates rising at the one down the street, I’d like to move the money there.”

“Shall I pack a luncheon for you?”

“No. I’'ll be back home by then. If it runs later than that, I’ll stop at the café next to the bank and
get a bowl of soup.”

At one point about mid-day, Pauline glanced at the clock in the kitchen and thought that it was
taking Bea a long time to finish her business with the bank. But, if there were two banks to deal
with, that would explain it. She stayed busy with customers and checking when the newest
batches of fudge had cooled enough to cut.

That evening at supper Bea went into great detail about the banks, and the current interest rates,
and how the traffic in Los Angeles had gotten worse since they’d moved to the foothills area, and
who she’d seen at the café.

Pauline tuned half of it out. The people she was interested in. She did enjoy lively conversations
with a variety of acquaintances and liked keeping up with what was going on in their lives. But
the banking and business aspects, no thank you. The business was Bea’s end, she had the trade
acumen and talent. People and fudge — and flowers — that was Pauline’s forte.

With a whirlwind of fudge sent out the door, Christmas party invitations arriving in the post,
and the entrance of chillier days, Christmas appeared as if without warning. Pauline wrapped her
robe tighter and walked into the room they used as a living room. Four white gift boxes sat in the
middle of the table, with a shiny lavender bow tied around each one.

“Gracious!” she exclaimed. “What’s all this? And all I got you was one tiny gift.” She pulled a
small jewelry box out of her robe pocket and handed it to Bea.

“Open yours first.”

Pauline sat down and tugged slowly at the ribbon on the smallest box. It was still much larger
than the box she’d handed Bea. As the bow came undone and the ribbon fell onto the table, she



lifted the lid and gazed inside. Nestled in a bed of white shredded paper lay the purple candy dish
she’d admired on their Pasadena shopping trip.

“Thank you! Thank you!” She clapped her hands together in delight before lifting it out of the
box and sitting on the table. “You did get it for me. ’'m so happy. I just love it! It will look so
lovely gracing the table.”

“Open the others,” Bea said, a little brusque edge to her voice. She liked making Pauline happy,
but she wasn’t one for all the simpering frippery. Quick and to the point. That was her motto. No
sense making a fuss about the frilly things.

One by one Pauline opened the remaining packages. One held a matching candy dish and the
two larger boxes held tall vases, of the same purple etched glass.

Pauline was like a child in a candy store with her new glassware. And Bea, she was just as
happy, although she didn’t dance around the room as Pauline did, with her elegant, new — and
functional — pocket watch.

*khkhkhkhhkhkhkkkhkkk

This tale is one of part truth and part fiction. A kernel of truth mixed with a huge dollop of
fiction. Beatrice Bender and Pauline Washburn owned and operated Bender’s Fudge in Duarte.
There was a Benders Fudge on Catalina Island for a short time.

Bea and Pauline were friends with Patia Powers, Tyrone Powers mother, who sent them
correspondences, including letters and pictures of her new grandchildren. Patia, Helen Emma
Reaume, was an actress from Ohio with several film credits herself before she married Tyrone
Powers Sr.

At some point, either late 1940’s or early 1950’°s Bea and Pauline moved to a new house on
Glendora Avenue in Glendora, California. Which happened to be right next door to where little
Patsy would be born in 1958. The four purple glass pieces were prized possessions until their
deaths. They later went to Patsy, who also loved the color purple, and who still loves and
cherishes these pieces of the past.

Where they were bought, for what occasion and all the rest of the story is pure fiction, a figment
of Patsy’s imagination as she tries to reach back about seventy years in time, to peek in on two
lives of the original owners of the purple glassware.



My Patsy Doll

Glendora, California: Christmas, 1941

“Mae, run outside and bring your brother back in the house.”

“Yes, mama.” Mae little five-year-old legs almost couldn’t catch her brother, already up the
driveway that headed back towards the packing house. She grabbed his sleeve. “Come back in
the house.”

“No! | wanna play outside.” At three years old, Bill already had a mind of his own. This
wouldn’t change anytime soon.

“Bill, you get on back to the house or Mama’s gonna whip your hide.”

The thought of a whippin’ from Mama prompted him to action and he followed his older sister
back to the small one room place they called home.

Most people today would cringe at the idea of a family of six, with four children from seven
months to five years of age, staying in basically a one room abode; one large room, a kitchen,
and a bathroom. In 1941 it wasn’t so rare. The Jones’ were happy to have a place to stay. And
when you’re barely scraping by, working to put food in the family’s mouths and have little to no
furniture filling up space, it all doesn’t matter as much.

Many people in today’s world have baby nurseries filled with more furniture than the Jones’
owned at this time in their life. Nurseries today boast of cribs, dressers, toy boxes, changing
tables, play pens, high chairs, car seats, and a plethora of toys and clothes. Little Tom, at seven
months old, slept in a dresser drawer — as many babies in this post-depression time did.

“Sister,” Bea called to Mae across the room, “pull up an orange crate to the stove and stir the
fried taters in the skillet.”



Mae pushed a tipped up crate from the kitchen table over to the cook stove and climbed up on
it. Her ease with this task proved that this wasn’t the first time she’d been assigned such a
kitchen duty. She grabbed a spatula laying on the counter and pushed at the potatoes that
threatened to spill over the sides. “They’re stuck on the bottom, Mama.”

Bea sat on a chair holding the baby, rocking back and forth, a lullaby humming from her lips.
“Add a spoonful of lard. I’ve got my hand's full feeding Tom right now.”

Crack. Spittle. Pop. The cold lard hitting the hot skillet sizzled and popped. “Ouch,” Mae cried
out as a hot pop hit her arm. “Helen, get back, you’ll get burned.” Helen had toddled over to see
what her big sister was up to. That’s one thing that hasn’t changed in all these years. One and a
half-year-old toddlers still don’t understand the dangers of hot stoves. One thing Helen did
understand was the urgency and firmness of Mae’s voice. She bobbled away, over towards Bill,
to see what he was playing with on the floor.

Somehow everyone made it through the afternoon. Neither the potatoes nor the children got
burnt. Tom ate and fell asleep, leaving Bea two free hands to get dishes out for supper in time for
Casey to walk in the door from his job at the orchards.

After supper, Bea took the percolator and filled Casey’s coffee mug up. The children sat on the
floor in the corner playing with a few hand me down toys from some older children down the
street. “I’ve been thinking,” Casey said. “I think we should go back to the hills. Somewhere
safer, where we won’t have the chance of being bombed like we have living here on the west
coast.”

“Pearl Harbor’s clear across the ocean. The Japanese wouldn’t come this far.”

“You never know. Now that war’s been declared, you never know what they will do. Once Los
Angeles started the blackouts, all the cities are mandating them. Even Glendora. Flyers were up
downtown today looking for air wardens for the different neighborhoods.”

“But Mae just started kindergarten. I don’t want to pull her out of school to move. | want her to
get more of an education than either of us got.”

“We’ve got to think about it. We’ve got to keep safe. I think it will be safer in the hills. Either
in Arkansas with your dad or in Missouri with my kinfolk.”

“Not right now. Besides, ya trust the ole car to make the trip back in the middle of winter?”

“No puddin’, I'm a guessin’ yore right. We don’t need to be out on the road with the cold, snow
and ice. Better to stay put and stay half way warm.”

Bea took a sip of her now cold coffee. “Gonna be a strange Christmas this year. What with the
war, the black outs and all. Not that we can make much of a Christmas anyhoo.”

“A nice hot meal may be our Christmas blessing. I heard tell of a few employers giving out
turkeys to their employees for Christmas. Wish | worked someplace like that. That shore would
be nice.”

A knock at the door interrupted them. The children looked up, a startled look on their faces.
They weren’t accustomed to receiving visitors late in the evening. Bea and Casey looked at each
other with apprehension. Unexpected visitors usually didn’t bring good tidings.

Casey opened the door to find Bill Stoddard standing there, holding a box in his arms. “Well



Bill. What a surprise. What can I do ya for?”

“Sorry to bother you folks so late. | just got off my shift at the packing house. | wanted to drop
this box off. Just a little something for the family. And a special something for the little mother
over there.” He winked at Mae across the room. “Gotta run. The missus is holding supper for me.”

Casey carried the box to the table where everyone swarmed to see what was inside. He pulled
out goodies, one by one. “A fresh chicken! A quart of green beans. A sack of potatoes.” He
pulled out a towel-wrapped item and took a big whiff. “Mmmmm ... fresh baked bread.”
Everyone’s mouths were watering at the thought of the delicious meal they’d have the next day.
“Some peppermints,” he continued, “and a gift with Mae’s name on it.” He handed the wrapped
package to Mae, who looked at it with wonder in her eyes.

She tore the wrapping off as fast as her little fingers could. “A doll! A doll of my very own!”
She hugged it to her chest as tight as she could. “My very own baby doll. I’'m going to love it
forever and ever.”

“Why I do believe it’s a Patsy doll,” Bea remarked.
“A Patsy doll?”

“Ayep. Look, right here on her back,” Bea fumbled with the dolls dress. “Says right here
‘Effanbee, Patsy Jr. That’s a mighty fancy doll he brought you young un’. You be sure and take
real good care of her.”

“I will. She is my very own special doll. My very own Patsy.”

*hkkkkhkkkhkhkkkikhkkkikk

This is a story contains some facts, embellished by even more fiction. The Jones family, Bea
and Casey with children Mae, Bill, Helen and Tom, did live in a small one room home, on Grand
Avenue, north of Foothill, off of the driveway that ran up to one of the many Glendora packing
houses. Infant Tom’s bed was a dresser drawer. Upturned orange crates served as chairs. Mae,
lona Mae (Jones) Cline Burk, - or sister, as her mother often called her - did receive a Patsy doll
from Bill Stoddard for Christmas that year.

The family waited until spring 1942, when Mae had Easter break, to move back to Arkansas
and later on to Missouri, where Ida Pearl joined the family. The Jones’ would be back in
Glendora before Alvin came along as the last child.

Through all these moves, and Mae’s moves as she married and had her own family, Mae kept
and treasured the baby Patsy doll — a doll that shows how much it was loved by the wear-and-tear
she sports proudly. Many years later she replaced her baby’s dress, making one herself of pink
organza covered with minute white swiss polka dots. Until one day Mae, now known as lona,
passed the doll along to her daughter, her real life Patsy. The still loved doll now sleeps in a
wicker basket wearing the dress Mae sewed for her so many years ago.



White Enamelware Plates

Glendora, California Summer 1942

“Hop on up here Dorothy. Your oatmeal is ready.” Amy Stayer ladled a scoop of steaming
oatmeal into the white enameled dish and sat it in front of Dorothy.

“Thank you, Grandma Stayer.” Dorothy liked staying at Grandma and Grandpa Stayer’s house.
Grandma always served her something. Oatmeal in the morning. Cookies or cobbler in the
afternoon. She was glad she lived so close to her grandparents and she could visit them often.

“Grandma, it’s a good thing there’s black paper in your windows,” she said one morning. She
ate the last bite of her oatmeal, her spoon scraping on the metal dish. She sat it down and ran her
finger around the black stripe ringing the enamelware plate.

“Why child, why do you say that?”

“Because otherwise, Daddy will have to come talk to you. He’s an air warden, you know, in
Glendora where we live. He walks around at night and makes sure that all the windows are
blacked out, so the Japanese fighter planes can’t see our lights shining.”



Amy pulled her apron to her face as if to wipe off a dab of flour, smothering a grin. “Yes,
Dorothy. | knew that. He is my son after all. But I’'m glad you reminded me. I’d hate to be one to
get on the wrong side of the air warden.”

“He’s helping fight the war too. He’s too old to go fight overseas, so he’s doing his part here.”

“Yes, he surely is. Being an air warden is an important responsibility for our country’s safety.
You’re pretty smart for an eight-year-old.” Amy dropped Dorothy’s dirty plate and spoon in the
dishpan with the other breakfast dishes.

“I’m almost nine. I’ll be nine on my birthday in October. But it’s not just the air warden part.
During the day, at his factory job, he makes wooden props for the fighter planes. That’s
important too!”

“Yes, it is. So child, what are your intentions for this summer? Now that school’s out?”
“I’m going to take care of Betsy.”
“Betsy?” her grandmother inquired. “Who’s Betsy?”

“My doll. The one I got at Roosevelt school. Remember? They had the toy loan. And if you
brought back the toys in good condition, you got to pick a doll. I was good and returned all the
toys in tip-top shape my teacher said. So | picked Betsy. | brought her over and showed her to
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you.

“Ah, I recollect now. Forgive your old grandmother. Sometimes this old brain doesn’t
remember everything.”

Dorothy fidgeted in the chair. “I signed up for the summer reading program at the library too.”
“Very good. You will be a learned scholar when you’re done.”

“Scholar? What’s that?”

“A learned person. Someone smart.”

Dorothy picked up her shoulders and sat up straight in the chair. “I will be! I’'m going to read
ten books. Because if you read ten books, you get a free movie ticket. | want a movie ticket so |
can go see Bambi. It just came out at the theatre downtown.” She frowned. “Mama says that
Vance will have to walk me to the theatre. She says I’m not old enough to go to the movie house
by myself.”

“I would say that mother of yours is right.”

“I wish I could go alone though. Without my big brother walking me to town like I’'m a baby.
Oh, and can I have some lemons from your tree?”

“Lemons? Of course, you may. But where did that come from? How did we get from Bambi
and the movie house to lemons?”

“Mama and I are going to make lemonade for the servicemen. Every day convoys pass our
house, going down Route 66. So we’re going to make a lemonade stand and set it out front and
pass out free lemonade to the soldiers. Mama says we need to be proud of our ‘young men in
action’, that they are doing a noble deed in fighting for our country.”



“You do have a smart mama. My son picked a fine woman for his wife. And I’'m proud of you,
for doing your part too. Although you’d better do it now, while you have some sugar. You know
they started rationing sugar last month. And gasoline. Although you don’t need to worry about
gasoline, your father and grandfather do. But the sugar rations will affect your lemonade stand.”
She opened a cupboard door and scrutinized the contents. “If you run short, come see me. I have
a little I can spare for the cause.”

“Thanks, Grandma! You’re the greatest!” Dorothy jumped up and wrapped her arms around her
grandmother’s waist.

*khkhkhkikhkhkhkkhkik

A lot of facts. A lot of fiction.

Dorothy (Stayer) Nolt did eat oatmeal off of these dishes, at her Grandma Stayer’s house. She
got a doll at Roosevelt School for returning the toys in the toy loan in good condition. When she
moved to Ridgecrest in the sixth grade, she passed the doll along to my aunt, Ida Pearl (Jones)
Saxton. And Dorothy’s dad, Uncle Arthur (Dorothy is my dad’s cousin) was an air warden
during World War Il and worked at a factory making wooden propellers for fighter planes. The
lemonade stand, on Route 66, where they passed out free lemonade to the servicemen passing by
... true also. Dorothy shared these stories with me the day she passed along some of the
remaining enamelware plates that belonged to Grandma Stayer.

The rest of the story — fiction. How it all came about - the conversation between Dorothy and
Grandma Stayer — that is all pure speculation and invention on the author’s part.

The history behind the white metal plates, how Grandma Stayer got them and where they came
from, is lost to history. One of the plates is stamped ‘Made in Hungary’ on the bottom. The rest
is a mystery. | had originally thought to revolve the story around Grandma Stayer and how she
got the plates, but with no snippets of knowledge to guide me along those lines, | went with the
storyline in 1942 based on the few facts from that time that | had.

My apologies Grandma (Amy Royer) Stayer. Even though the story isn’t more about the plates
that you owned and used for so many years, | will keep the plates and honor your memories by
treasuring them.



Grandma's Quilt

South Bend, Indiana 1966

“... and he walks with me, and he talks with me ...” She turned a small dish slightly, turned
another in a different direction, poured a little water, and plucked a small brown leaf off of
several. “... and he tells me ...”

“Mildred, what on earth are you doing?”’ Cecil stood in the doorway, lunch pail in hand and a
puzzled expression on his face.

Sitting the little green watering pot down, she explained, “Why, I’m singing to my African
Violets.”

He shook his head as if he’d never understand this woman he’d married so many years ago.

“You know I always talk to my plants. Why do you think we have one of the best gardens in
town?”

“But that’s not talking. That’s singing.”

“If they like to hear me talk to them, don’t you think they’d like to hear a beautiful song about
the Lord too?”” Mildred tucked a wisp of stray gray hair back into her bun before continuing with
her task of caring for the small pots of violet and yellow blossoms nestled amongst the velvety
emerald leaves.

Cecil gave his wife a peck on the cheek before heading down the porch steps towards the car
parked at the side of the house. “I’ll be stopping at Nestor and Emelia’s after work today. He’s



having surgery in the morning, so | want to have prayer with him before he goes under the
knife.”

“Tell them I’ll be praying for them too.” Mildred hurried in the house after Cecil drove off. So
much to do. She didn’t go out to work anymore. She’d worked as a nurse before they were
married. But she hadn’t worked since they’d gotten married. Her ministry was in raising their
family of three boys and keeping the home clean and tidy so Cecil could concentrate on working
for an income and serving the Lord as a minister in their small farming community.

Donning her straw gardening hat and pulling an old pair of nylons up over her arms, she was
ready to face the garden before the heat of the day set in. She grabbed a few tattered baskets
sitting on the back porch, along with a hoe and set out to the huge patch of tilled land. Larger
than the house, their plot supplied much of the food they ate, with enough bounty to pass along to
friends and neighbors.

Hours passed before she returned to the house with laden baskets. Green beans filled one almost
to overflowing. Another held more tomatoes than the two could eat. Most of them would end up
canned in glistening quart jars sitting on shelves in the cellar. Some onions, a few large shiny
leaves of swiss chard, and a handful of berries filled the third. Sitting them down in the shade of
the mulberry tree, she wiped the perspiration from her brow. (After all, ladies in that day and age
didn’t sweat — they perspired.) A quick trip to the back side of the barn to check on the progress
of her rhubarb brought a smile to her face. Her mouth watered anticipating the fresh rhubarb pies
she could bake from this fine crop.

A sliced tomato on fresh bread made a tasty sandwich for lunch. A few slices of the bread and
butter pickles she’d made the week before followed the sandwich. After which she spent some
time in prayer and devotion, before commencing with the rest of the chores awaiting her.

Later, after the laundry was washed, folded and put away, the green beans were simmering in a
pot and a chicken was roasting in the oven for supper whenever Cecil arrived home, Mildred was
free to spend some time in one of her favorite leisure activities. She went upstairs to one of the
spare rooms, where her scrap fabrics and pieces for quilt blocks were spread out over a guest
bed. She picked up her template and began cutting tiny hexagons out of the scrap fabric laying on
top.

She was stringing matching hexagons onto a thread when Cecil called up from the bottom of
the stairs. “Mildred? I’'m home. Where are you?”

She dropped the strand of calico pieces onto the bed and headed downstairs. “I’m coming. [ was
just up working with my piecing for my next quilt.”

Sitting his lunch pail on the counter, Cecil stretched, getting the kinks out of his back. “I still
don’t understand why you insist on doing your quilts by hand. You have a perfectly good sewing
machine up there that you rarely use.”

“I use it for mending. But for quilts, especially when I’'m working with the Grandmothers
Flower Garden pieces, I like to piece by hand. It looks nicer and besides, it’s easier. Plus, it’s
very soothing for me, to sit with my handwork, running the needle in and out of the fabric,
making precise even stitches.”



Mildred puttered around the kitchen getting supper ready to serve, Cecil rambled on about news
from the trailer factory where he’d worked for many years in addition to his pastoring a small
church in the community. He added, “Nestor’s looking a little gaunt. He was worried when | got
there, but after I prayed with him, I think he was a little more peaceful about tomorrow’s
procedure.” The phone rang, interrupting him and he headed to his study to answer the call.

He returned to the kitchen with a huge smile plastered across his face. “Well, what do you think
about that?”

“Must be good news by the beam in your eye.”

“Yes, yessiree, it is. We’re going to have us some company. Luther, Mae and the children are
coming for a visit next month.”

Mildred clapped her hands together with delight. “Praise the Lord! I haven’t seen the little tykes
in so long. I’ll bet they’re getting so big. When are they coming?”

“Next month on the 28th. It’s a Saturday.”

“I’ve got to get the guest rooms aired out and ready. I’ll need to put my quilting supplies back
in the cupboards under the eaves. I’ll get the bedding washed up and back on the beds. We can
take the children out to Herman’s fruit stand. I think Patsy, Butch, and Susie will like that. He
has the nicest strawberries and we can make some fresh strawberry shortcake.” She pulled out a
notepad and started jotting down notes.

Cecil chuckled. “If you don’t have everyone too busy, and the little legs need to run some
energy off, I’ll send them out to catch potato bugs for me. I’ll promise them a nickel for every
potato bug they capture. The garden will be picked clean I have a feeling.”

“How long will they be here? Will they be here for church?”

“Luther said they’d be here a week. They’d leave out for home the following Sunday, after the
Singsperation at church.”

“Lovely! They’ll be here for the sing. I’1l ask the children to sing a song with me. It would do
my heart proud to play and sing a special with my three grandchildren.”

“The congregation would enjoy that, I’'m sure,” Cecil nodded in agreement. “What do you think
you’ll sing?”

“Why, In the Gardenof course. It’s my very favorite hymn.”

*hkkkkhkkkhkhkhkkikhkikkikk

The children did sing a special with their Grandma Cline, In the Gardenas she played along on
the piano. The fresh strawberry shortcake was remembered for years, although whether or not it
was a ‘Herman’ they got the strawberries from is highly doubtful. The children collected many
nickels from their Grandpa Cline, as payment for capturing the hungry potato bugs caught
devouring the plants in the garden.

And the quilt pieces? They were stored in the wall to wall cabinets build along the eaves of the
top floor. Patsy especially enjoyed looking at the colorful fabrics and examining the matching
pieces strung together on threads. She’d end up with one of Grandma Cline’s quilts, but it would
be many years before it came her way. Long after Grandma’s death, when Patsy was a mother



herself, Uncle Arnold and Aunt Phyllis delivered a hand pieced and hand quilted quilt to Patsy,
along with other keepsakes and mementos.

Most people see a quilt and think it’s just a blanket, something to give warmth. A quilt can be
much more than that. It can carry memories through the years, sending people back to their
childhood, a lasting tribute to a loved one that created it.




Thank you for reading Wash on Mondayhe first in the Forgotten Stories Series about people
and items from the past. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave a review at
your favorite retailer?

Stay tuned for the next issue in the Forgotten Stories Series, Iron on TuesdayComing soon!
Thank you!

Trisha

Trisha spends her days researching people, places, and items from the past. These connections
are important to her and she likes to share these snippets with other people that have a love for
people and days long gone.

Find Trisha Here

Web Site: www.trishafaye.com

Blog: www.trishafaye.wordpress.com

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/trisha.faye.5

Twitter: @texastrishafaye
Pinterest: https://www.pinterest.com/texastrishafaye/
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