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My sister and I were decorating the 
house for the holidays. We needed more 
holly to finish the wreath we were 
making. We knew the best holly grew 
next to the old abandoned house across 
the orchard. 

Mom yelled at us as we bounded out 
the door, "You had better bundle up. It 
snowed last night and it's cold." 

We ran across the pasture, and 
through the old orchard. Laughing, we 
threw snowballs at each other all the 
way to the holly trees. 

We started cutting some holly sprigs, 
when we heard a strange sound coming 
from inside the house. We quietly 
crossed the old creaky porch to the door 
swinging in the icy midwinter breeze. 

An old woman appeared at the 
door. "The children will be home any­
time. You can wait inside where it's 
warmer." 

The old woman took us to the living 
room which was filled with old pictures 
and books. On a small table sat an old 
Bible and a large scrapbook that were 
evenly coated with dust. The curtains 
were torn and faded. The room was 
covered with a thick layer of dust. In 
the corner sat a sad Christmas tree 
with brown strings of popped corn and 
shriveled berries. Candles were at­
tached to the ends of drooping 
branches; on top sat a homemade cloth 
angel. 

Underneath the tree were a few 
dusty packages, their ribbons browned 
with age. Opening the scrapbook, I 
started leafing through the brittle 
pages. Every page was covered with old 

newspaper clippings, locks of hair, and 
handwriting in the old syle with lots of 
curves and swirls. The old woman 
pointed to different items on the pages 
and told us stories about them. 

The shadows began to stretch long 
with the coming of evening. It was 
getting late. We left promising to re­
turn the next day when the children 
would be home. 

Over dinner, we told Mom and Dad 
about the old woman staying in the 
abandoned house. 

Mom said, "Homesteaders were there 
a long time ago. It has been empty for 
over fifty years." She got out a book on 
local history and read the page about 
Bear Creek Valley. 

"In 1875, the James family moved 
onto the old Wilson homestead. N orval 
James and his new bride- to- be 
Minnie. They had six children. In the 
winter of 1890, Norval James and the 
three older children were killed by an 
avalanche while Minnie and the 
younger children were in Deadwood 
caring for her sick mother. In the 
spring of 1889, the remaining children 
of the James family were stricken with 
Cholera and died soon after. Minnie 
was said to have died a year later, still 
grieving her children." 

"I hear old Minnie is still there wait­
ing for her children to return," Dad 
said, winking at Mom over the table. 
"That just might have been old Minnie 
you met," he chuckled. 

Laughing, Mom said, "Tomorrow I'll 
go with you to get that holly you need." 

The dawn light glinted on last night's 

fresh fallen snow. Long icicles hung 
from the eaves shimmering with their 
cold wetness. The snow crunched under 
our feet as we started on our way. Mom 
buttoned up the top of her coat against 
the morning chill. Our breath made 
white clouds in the air. We made new 
trails as we trudged through the snow 
working our way to the house. 

We knocked on the door, but no one 
answered. We went into the house 
calling, "Hello, is anyone here?" My 
sister and I heard the woman calling to 
us from outside. We turned and ran, 
leaving Mom standing alone in the 
dusty room. 

Outside, the old woman stood in a 
small clearing as she called to us again. 
Just as we sprang off the porch, the 
house began to creek, pop ,and shake. 
Mom ran out of the house just as the 
roof fell in. She was white with fright. 

We turned back towards the clearing. 
The old woman was gone. We saw a 
shaft of light falling across a small 
graveyard. There were two large and 
six small graves. All of the graves 
except one had the same packages 
lovingly placed on them, that we had 
seen under the dead tree. On the last 
grave sat the Bible and scrapbook from 
the old house. 

All together we said, "Minnie has 
finally found her family." Quickly we 
clipped some holly and placed it on 
each of the graves as we left. The walk 
home was very quiet. We each knew 
what the others were thinking. Minnie 
was finally at peace with her family. 
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, , '· , , e~ e~ looked like (Ocean Spray from Maryland on We awoke Christmas Day to find snow! · • • , , ·, 
the label), so she could remove them from the While I cooked our Christmas dinner, I 

, . . ·•· freezer to thaw for the feast. Stuffing fixings suggested Dennis take our company for a 1. , 
Dear Mary, were easy as our American sage recipe is walk. Our village is very nice, and down the 

. , · I'm taking a break with a cup of tea as I essentially English and the plum pudding had lane is a small path leading through the fields , • 
look out the kitchen window at the blue tits been soaked in booze for some time. I'd put in to the Broads. The Norfolk Broads are a series 
feeding by the cherry tree as I recover from the 0rder with the milkroundsman for extra of shallow lakes and rivers enlarged over the 

. the perils of an English Christmas, which was bottles of milk, bread, cheese, yogurt (no sour centuries by the removal of peat for fuel. They 
"over the top" as they say. cream available) and bangers. That dear man are just a few miles from the North Sea, and 

As you know, Dennis and I went to Austria who delivered milk was like a life line to the are full of herons, swans, and English tits who 
the week before to savor the elegance of outside world during the enforced holiday nest in the trees on the shore. We love to walk 
Vienna and the earthy exuberance of seclusion. All my friend needed to do was take there. When Dennis returned, he told me that 
Salzburg. It's so easy to get to the continent the turkey and cranberries out of the freezer they hadn't enjoyed it since they were not 
from our country world here in Wroxham, near on Christmas Eve day so when our gueSts walkers, and being from California, thought it 
Norwich in East Anglia, so the plan seemed from California arrived, all would be ready·· was far too cold out to be enjoyable. 
simple. But the gods indeed must be crazy, for or so we thought. The plot sickens. Dinner went well. I served the turkey and 
the postman brought us the news that we had Well Mary, we had a nice time in Austria. dressing, plus my plum pudding , which had 
California acqaintances coming on the 24th Saw·where Motzart was born, married, and enough alcohol to make anyone smile even if 
via Gatwick to spend the holiday. hurried, went to a production of Handel's they weren't happy. Dennis served a very good 

It's only been four months since we left Messiah at the Opera House, and stayed at an French wine plus some brandy, and it looked 
sunny vistas of Central California, but we elegant hotel right on the Stephensplatz. as if we could salvage the holiday after all. 
have entered another world -- a slower, easier Cozy cafes and beer halls. Museums every- Beforehand, I got out the Christmas crackers 

, world with different customs and different where. We returned to England and met Pete and explained that in England it is traditional 
concerns. Our community here is more and Barbara in London. Then we took the to do this prior to eating Christmas dinner. 
concerned with making than buying, with train from Liverpool Street Station from The cracker is actually a cardboard tube 
quiet as opposed to chaos, so the Great London to Norwich together and then on home covered with Christmas paper and containing 
Holiday was more focused on creating a feast to Wroxham. Before we had reached a paper hat, some streamers, and a small toy. 
than purchasing it, more concerned with Wroxham, Barbara had already expressed her When you pull it at both ends it makes a 
people than things in this simple, small dissatisfaction with the cold and dampness, popping sound. Dennis showed them how to do 
village. Our acquaintances, despite our the quality of the tea and coffee, the necessity it, and then we donned our Christmas hats, 
warnings, were expecting the conveniences of walking places, and the porter's rough ate the dinner, drank the wine, and had a very 
and contraptions of a London Christmas. treatment of her Samsonite. She ought to nice English Christmas Day. 

Although we told Pete and Barbara from have been grateful the people had the self Thank God they are gone! They did nothing 
California what the reality of an English control to avoid treating her head with the but complain that it was boring here. Perhaps, 
country Christmas was like, it was not same irreverance that they treated her they should have stayed in California or at 
communicated. England shuts down for luggage! The muscle's in Dennis' jaw were least only visited London. Some people should 
Christmas. No public transport in our area, already starting to tense, a sure sign that the not be allowed outside their own country. 
snow, no shops open for four days, no great Great War would begin soon. Dennis and a friend from college went to the 
showing in Norwich of the great Norman We finally arrived home where the warring Norwhich City versus Ipswich football match 
Cathedral and Fortress, William the parties could retreat to their seperate corners. in Norwich on the Bank holiday and enjoyed it 
Conqueror's legacy from 1068. Just simple The milkrounds man had delivered what I a lot since Norwich won. 
country hospitality. Christmas Day at home needed; my turkey and cranberries were It is nice to have the house to myself while 
feasting and the following day, Boxing Day, resting comfortably in the sink, and our Dennis goes to the green grocer and the news 
out visiting friends and exchanging gifts, housegueSta from hell already started com- agent down the lane. I think I'll make a suet 
toasting and "letting our pants down," which plaining there was nothing to do. Perhaps, if I pie for the birds out in the back garden and 

. , the English do rarely (but when they do it, stuff them as well as the turkey, they will be then bundle up and go over to my friend 
they do it in a big way!). OK. 1 suggested we all go to Midnight Mass, so Linda's across the road and have a cup of tea. 

The logistics in preparing this Christmas these two thwarted tourists could see the Maybe later a good read and a nice winter's 
feast were overwhelming. The turkey did not inside of Norwich Cathederal. It's 700 years nap. 
fit in our mini-freezer (the size of one in a old, and very English, and Americans are Well, that is all the holiday news from 
small RV in the States). I had to store the facsinated by its stYle and history. The Wroxham where the men are quiet, the women 
sacred bird at my friend's across the lane who evening was a success as the service was very are hearty, and the children are well-above 
has a deep freezer, and I looked high and low high English, the choir was in good voice ,and average. 

f for cranberries, a seeming unknown in this the whole place was filled with poinsettias and 
neck of the world. After locating the holiday lights. Pete thought they used too much 

• • d d d th Love, Kate 
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berry at the health food shop in nearby mcense, 1t was too crow e , an e commun-
Norwich, I had to show my friend what they ion wafers were a bit stale, but overall the 

evening was a success. 
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Deft l-tattbs pl\1 tl-tc shittitt5 blabc, 
Skillful Clfts sever stems from roots, 
Splashitt5 waters remove the broH, 
lttvi5Matitt5 carcfu11'1 sclcctcb 5rcctts, 
Bite si:cb bits of crispttcu. 

Rcb 5lobcs of rabish attb tomato, 
Oratt5c icicles of carrot, 
l'ittk capital C's of shrimp. 
BroWtt attb tatt jwlicttttcs of meat, 
Pwrplc 0-ritts, of ottiott. 

from att olb famil'1 secret, 
£tttrwstcb to tl-tc chosctt few, 
Carcfw11'1 compowttbcb brcHitt5, 
Oils. herbs, vittcsars: flavor, of Earth, 
Jwst mow5h sarlk rwbbcb itt the bowl. 

Glcamitt5 rivwlcts, piqwattt attb fra5rattt, 
Crisp ttcw brcabf, mellow olb cheese, 
Compatti0tts, c0ttvcrsati0tt, chablis, 
Simple, swccwlattt, swblimc, 
Salab. 

Two 5rattbc bams. we qwcmcb 
lttto bittttcr. 
lttdtitt5 spcC1tlatiott 
from tl-tc other passctt5crs. 
"Arc thc'1 ro'1alnf? 
£wropcatt tllm stars?" 
The captaitt kisscb \10Wr hattb 
Attb before he hat, a chattcc 
To bcttb over mittc 
1 5lowcrcb attb left the table 
ltt a swirl 
Mwttcritt5 abowt 
"Hwmiliatitt5 me 
With CVCf'\1 hattbsomc matt." 
ltt owr stateroom we rollcb, law5hitt5 
HccblcH of owr attdmt bottcs, 
Memories of other jests 
Crowbcb tl1c room like champa5ttc. 
Thctt we sat ott the floor. 
like tcctta5crs 
Or cr0ttcs arowttb a b0tttlrc, 
Attb plottcb how we wowlb embarrass 
Owr 5r attbchtlbrctt at their wcbbitt9. 



A flock of sattbpipcrs flies b\j tatt. 
flips over like sloops attb turtts all wl1itc, 
attt, soars strai5l1t up, tacks tatt a5aitt, 
tl1ctt spitts, 5oes wl1itc itt raitt\j li5l1t. 

We wat,c alott5 tl1c soakitt5 ct,5c 
of att airport ruttwa\j itt tl1c raitt. 
We fittt, a poittt to sit ott itt tl1c sct,5c, 
attt, a ·flock of sattt,pipcrs flies b\j tatt. 

1 track tl1cm witl1 bittoculars 
l1opitt5 to sl1ct, a little li5l1t 
ott l1ow tl1c\j steer like fcatl1crct, stars, 
flip over like sloops. attt, turtt all wl1itc. 

Thc\j t,isappcar a5aittst tl1c sk\j, 
bri5l1t attb ittvisiblc itt tl1c raitt. 
Just as 1 wottbcr if tl1c\j 're low or l1i5l1. 
tl1c\j soar strai5l1t up, tack tatt a5aitt. 

Do tl1c\j si5ttal or t,o tl1c\j tl1ittk 
as tl1c\j swirl up all itt ottc fli5l1t? 
1 follow tl1cir flock utttil itt a wittk 
it spitts, 5oes wl1itc itt raitt\j li5l1t. 

£ttvoi: 

l'vc lost tl1cm itt tl1c silver H5ht 
like sweet beliefs tl1at ttow arc 5ottc. 
Sut,bcttl\j, tl1c\j swoop to m\j si5l1t: 
tl1at flock of sattbpipcrs flies b\1 tatt. 
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Sttow fallitt5 throu5hout the air 
flitt5itt5, rollitt5 ittto \jOUr hair. 

i lookct, out m\j wittbow 
to a bleak lattbscapc 
moott colt, 
cttt, of witttcr t,csolatc, 
attt, \jOU came 
with scct,s for the 5arbctt, 
a quilt for tl1c bet,, 
wicket, stcpmotl1cr apples, 
attt, a slim volume 
of Diattc Wakoski's podr\j. 
we sat ott tl1c bet, 
rcabitt5 podr\j attb catitt5 apples, 
foi5ttitt5 bcatl1 tl1rocs. 
later \jOU prcssct, a for5ct-mc-ttot 
bctwcctt "m\j trouble .. 
.,M1t, "the mirror of a ba\j cl1imitt5 mari5olt, ... 
i,fowttb it as:aitt 
the ba\j after \jOU left. 
\jOU arc a supreme flctiott. 
i bream ott 
itt a lattbscapc tto lott5cr t,csolatc. 

Sttow blittbitt5 itt the bri5htttcss of white 
lattbitt5, mcltitt5 upott the lattt, of sprites 
Sttow, chilt,rctt of water, bccomitt5 ottc with the lattt, 
Humatts comitt5 out attt, pla\jitt5 with her cl1ilt,rctt at l1attt, 

Specks of sttowflakcs fallitt5 itt tl1c air 
fl\jitt5, fallitt5 ittto Her ripplitt5 waves of hair 
Her cl1ilt,rctt comitt5 home attt, bccomitt5 ottc with her. 
Sttowflakcs, specks of white, balls of kc 
Sttow comitt5 from the dout,s so hi5l1 itt tl1c worlt, of wittbs 
Her chilt,rctt, so t,car to her, she loves tl1cm attt, kisses 
their awakcttitt5 mittbs. 
Sttow fallitt5, fl\jitt5 throu5hout the air 
f1itt5itt5 rollitts ittto \jour hair. 

( 



I recently stopped at an antique shop in Mt. 
Hood, Oregon. Among various objects, I saw a 
beautiful old quilt hanging on the wall. Most 
would divert their attention to the quilt simply 
because of its beauty, but this quilt compelled 
me because I saw the powerful processes in­
volved in the making: the traditional craft, the 
material companion, the project itself, and the 
memento value. 

To comprehend and respect this folk art, I 
looked into the quilt rather than just at it. It is 
folkart because it resulted from a traditional 
process within a traditional framework. For 
example, the design and colors the quilter chose 
were most likely ingrained by growing up with 
quilts and associating with fellow quilters in the 
community. According to Suzy Jones" ... the 
quilter is working within a folk aesthetic that is 
part of the cultural inheritance," thus providing 
and preserving practical knowledge. Even 
something as simple as the pattern which was 
the "Pinwheel" preserves folk aesthetics and 
reinforces community values by the tradition of 
the pattern. 

Although in good shape, the quilt looked 
heavily used. The stitching in places was com­
ing out, a few panels were missing, and there 
was what looked like a grape juice stain. The 
quilt looked as if it had been a material compan­
ion in someone's life, and not just a decorative 
blanket to hang on the wall. The quilt was 
probably stimuli for reminiscence due to its 
regular use and presence in the life of the previ­
ous owner. I'm sure the quilt accumulated more 
meaning with each year. You could look at the 
tear and suddenly be brought back to the time 

and place it occurred. 
Looking at the detail of the tiny hand­

stitched seams made me envision the 
actual project of making the quilt, and the 
hours of time and devotion poured into the 
stitching. The quilt could have been 
created for any variety of reasons, to 
distract from problems and relieve bore­
dom, to gain respect and esteem from 
peers, to express creativity outwardly. The 
quilt could have been made by a single 
person to deal with a void or need not 
fulfilled in her life. It could also have been 
made in a large social context, by a group 
of quilters, as a chance to get together for 
conversation and fun, thus maintaining 
group solidarity and coherence. In any 
case, the process of making the quilt was 
probably more important than the actual 
finished result. 

The more I looked at the quilt, the more 
I could not believe that someone had given 
it up. All other aspects aside, the memento 
value of it would be reason enough to save 
it. I envisioned a great grandmother 
quilting it for her baby who in turn passed 
it down to hers. It seemed to have its own 
aura about it, even in the fabric itself. One 
panel could have been a grandfather's tie, 
another a daughter's favorite dress; all 
these pieces holding much sentimental 
value as reminders of past experiences or 
absent people. 

Needless to say, I could not afford the 
asking price of the quilt and regretfully 
could not buy it. Having seen and touched 
the quilt, I felt somehow I shared in its 
rich history. 

A quilt carries traditional meanings from generation to generation. It is also 
a craft handed down through many families. 

When I was a little girl, my mom made quilts for my older sister, younger 
brother, and me. The quilt for me was made out of my favorite drawings. My 
father put the making of my quilt into a video called "Kids III." The quilt was a 
bit of a project for my mom because she was doing other things in her life, but 
over about three months, she made the quilt for my birthday. 

My mom asked me what color I wanted the quilt to be. I chose pink because 
that was my favorite color. She used batik to put my drawings on the quilt. 
Then mom began sewing all the different pink square patches together. She 
had hand sewn the pieces just as her aunts and grandmothers had done. 

The quilt offers a warm protective cover; it was made with scraps of an outfit 
my mother made for me, mixed with important self portraits from my young 
hands. Like other quilts, it is a traditional craft handed down through the 
family. 



Coffee Sta"b 
b1'ive tJ,,-w mod,a te"t 
pla"teb i" the 5,-avel 
ti"f oil coveJ'eb •t\fJ'Of oam 

"ext to the wet co"c,-ete wall whe,-e 1 
•poke to \f OW a"b the f ow"tai"• 

a• l waiteb to w.e the pho"e be.ibe 
the c,-ackeb slaH boo"•· 
Colb ha"ble. "ext to the pho"e book 
with the pase. 1'ippeb out. 
Afte,- \fOW w.e the pho"e· the 1'eceive,- i• 
wa1'm a"b ,-eab\f. a"b 1 bial the "wmbe,-
bwt tlte th,-ee bwtto" •tick• attb beep• 
itt m\f ea,-. bwt it meatt• ttothitt5 to me a• 1 
•ta,-e at \fOW walkittS AWa\f 

•oakeb attb WJ'ittkleb itt the 1'aitt. 
blwe f eatt• attb b,-owtt boot, 
with leathe,- lace, \f OWJ' beab\f elf H catt ,ta1'e 
me boWH attb wp. 
1 boH't ca,-e what 1 •howlb bo. 
M\f e\f H a1'e 1'eb at'lb m1t haiJ' 
i• tw1'Hitt5 o1'attse attb 1 
look like a ,wpe1' he,-o without 
the ti5ht •wit. 
Ukt that SW\f with the to,-ch ott hi• heab. 
Keep me to5ethe,-. 
Vow,- ,kfrt• aHb ,-wftle. 
cove,- me at'lb m1t e1telib• 
wttbeJ' dte 51'aH attb tJ'eH with 
,-oot, itt m\f ea,-, aHb potato bws• itt m\f 
mouth CJ'awliHS bow"' m\f th,-oat to m\f bab 
,tomadt wke,-e m\f wke,-
wowlb act wp. at'lb 1 wowlb 
tkiHk of \fOW iH tht coffee teHt. 
attb kow tke caffeiHe 
kwrt ffl\f ,tomack. 
tke wa\f \fOW bo ever\f ba\f. 

Gee,e J.to,-,k steat:>il\f sowtl1 
i'1 a cool. sappl-tire eve'1i'15 sk\f. 
Cet:>ar smoke coils a'1b t,a,-,ces 
upwart:> tl1rou5h crimso,-, leaves. 
The river murmurs its frost\f 5oot,,-,i5ht. 
We sit dose to5ether 
as stars slitter above. 
Vowr face. rubb\f. slows as \fOU 

t:>ream before tl-te fire. 
M\f fi,-,5ers. wl-tisperi,-,5 tl1row5l1 \fOUr J.tair. 
leave sparkli,-,5 trails of t:>uire. 
1,-, tl-te back of mi'1b 
1 l-tear tl-te sm,5-
a '1 a'1de'1t mdob\f, witl-towt sow'1b, 
bloot:> beat of m\f li'1e. 
Vowr arms e,-,folt:> me 
with pauio,-,'s 5e,-,tle 5ift. 
furs a'1b bark,-,us cover us. 
for o,-,e last Autum'1 eve'1i'15. 
Wi,-,ter waits. 

Spillht5 tteOH WOJ'b• 
ittto tke wittteJ' bowttpow,-h,5 1'aitt. 
tke cit\f owt.ibe m\f wittbow 
blittk• back ittto m1t blattk 
aHb 01'pkatteb ,tare. 
tke bi,tattdHS, worb-wea1'\f worlb. 
tke koveriH5. l~pe,- dtowskt• 
of a mwck ove,-writteH worlb 
How ,t,-wck bwmb. 
Pleabitt5 Hi5kt tkowsku 
,twtter pwl,e beat,. 
at'lb tti5'1t ,weat• to ,ee \f OW 

a5aitt attb a5aiH towckiH5 tke worlb 
tkrowsk fiH5ereb worb• 
attb ,ilettt. 51"ievitt5 t\ftl-
to qwe.tiott all tke itttricate 
overwrow5kt attb ,pokett worlb 
ittto wktck \f OW will Hot ,tep to ,peak. 
Hope J'Wtt• before fear 
to •a'f: ,tattb. attb walk 
ottto tkat trowbleb attb wttreab pa5e. 
Step it'lto tkat ,pokett worlb. 



Quilts: trabitimal folk Cl'aft. compattiotts of 
pcopl,fs lives. tl1cl1 cmbob\1 tl1c maker attb 
ettsl1rittc memories itt tl1c patcl1work of 
fabrics. "There. tl1at was a piece of \iOWr 
Grattbfatl1cr's sl1irt," a \10Wtt5 pcrsm mi5l1t be 
tolb as att dbcr poittts to the browtt 
stripcb cctttcr of a patchwork star, 
attb a storli bc5itts. 

Quilts wettt west witl1 tl1c Orc50tt 
Kttlcrs, ca"l1itt5 cmbroibcrcb ttamcs of bear 
friettbs attb ttcl5l1bors wl1o probablli wm't 
meet asaitt. Quilts still 5rcct ttcw babies attb 
celebrate marria5u. Thcli cmbob\1 
political attb social protest itt 
their S\imbolic commwtticatiott. 
These short cssalis cvolv@ owt of att itttrobwc­
tim to Folklore attb Mlitl1 class. wl1icl1 I tcacl1. 
ThC'1 arc like a Quilt, a patcl1work of Cl'aft. 
flasl1u of bcawt\1. 

Littba t. Datticlsott 

This is the history of the quilt that my 
grandmother made for me when I married for 
the first time. I was twenty-one and marrying 
a much older man. I am sure that Grandma 
did not entirely approve. This may explain 
why there was no note or card in the package 
when the quilt arrived in the mail. Grandma 
hated to write, but this was a little much even 
for her. I recognized her handwriting, and the 
postmark was from the small town in Ne­
braska where she lived. I would have known 
upon opening the package anyway. Here were 
the housedresses and aprons I remembered 
from childhood. 

For Grandma, making this quilt was a 
traditional craft, which I know dates to her 
childhood. The quilt is a simple block pattern. 
I am not sure of the name of the design or if it 
even has a name, but to me it is special. The 
quilt was used for about fifteen years, at times 
on my bed and at times in the spare room. 
After my son was born and had graduated to a 
''real" bed, the quilt spent time on his bed. 

I stopped using the quilt as regular bedding 
a year or so ago. I had repaired it a number of 
times since I received it and when my son had 
cousins spend the night, the week, or in one 
case, the summer, it took a beating. My 
grandmother passed away in 1987, and I 
realized one day that although I have other 
things she has given me, there is nothing that 
means as much to me as the quilt. In some 
way it represents Grandma to me like nothing 
else ever will. So I put it away and hope some 
day to convey to my son why this well-used, old 
quilt means so much to me. I learned to sew 
and make quilts from my mother and although 
I haven't used those skills in a while, I am glad 
I knowhow. 

When I was a baby my Grandma Mac made a quilt for me. She was not a very crafty woman, 
and this is one thing she had made which she was very proud of. This quilt is white, pink, and 
blue, with lambs playing on it. It's definitely a quilt made for a baby. 

I never got to have this quilt until quite recently when my mother pulled it out of her box of 
"sentimental crap." For a long time, I thought my mother had lost it. I would always ask for it 
when I was younger. ''My Grandma Mac Quilt," I called it. My mom had said that when I 
learned to make my bed everyday she'd get it out for me. Needless to say, I never made my bed; I 
still don't. But I guess she figured that at 25 I could be responsible enough to take care of the 
quilt. 

My Grandma Mac was my favorite grandma. She spoiled me rotten, but died when I was very 
young. This quilt is very special to me because it reminds me of my grandma. I am comforted in 
having this quilt to remember her by. 



K,J. ~~,eJ/e,i 

My great-grandmother (we called her 
"Granny'') used to make very large quilts. My 
great-great grandmother taught my great­
grandmother, and she taught my mother (who 
would make quilts if she had the time) and so 
on. A patchwork, embroidered quilt was made 
for me when I was a baby. I used to have it in 
my crib and even in my bed for a while. I can't 
remember exactly when I stopped using it, but 
it was a very prominent material companion for 
a long time. I would take it on trips, and to 
Grandma's house when we went to visit. It is a 
souvenir/memento because it has my birth date 
embroidered on it, my family's first dog, and all 
the members of my family represented on it. It 
was a project because it took planning before 
starting to actually make it. Doing the intricate 
embroidery also took much time. Unfortunately 
my brother and I are the only children, so I am 
afraid there will be no passing of traditional 
quilt making from my mother to us. We still 
have about four or five very large quilts that 
have been around longer than I have, and I am 
sure they will last for years to come. 
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<J'f .fee Bow;J,lo,,, 
Traditional craft, material companion 

project and memento - the slave quilt was 
all these things for the slave family. Dur­
ing slave times, most white owners didn't 
want the slaves to be able to read and 
write. Many slave families wanted to keep 
a history of their family because it was all 
they had. They couldn't just write a story 
because they did not know how to read or 
write. These families started quilts, 
making certain patches and pictures 
standing for different people and events 
that happened to them through the years. 
This quilt would be passed down from 
mother to daughter and from generation to 
generation. Each time the quilt was 
passed, the story of all the patches and 
pictures was also passed. They are 
projects because they are still being added 
to. Every generation keeps adding to the 
quilt - a patch or a picture standing for 
somebody and some event that has hap­
pened. It is the prize possession of many 
families and is also a project of many 

generations. These quilts are tradi­
tional crafts because they used their 
traditional ways to make the quilt; they 
were a material companion in the fact 
that they stayed with the people all 
their lives and meant so much to them. 
They are mementos of a period of his­
tory. 



1t, pe1'fwme ,eep, owt AHb fiHbf dte whole 1'oom. 
01'AH5e polleH bwtt b1'op, OH the white table cloth 
f,-om 100,e-heabeb bee l,,-w,he, AHb cHtu, the fab1'ic. 
1t, ,ix petal, cw,-ve back like A tplit bell. 

11,,-ee A1'e 1A,-5e1' thaH fiH5e,-,. th,-ee A1'e ,mall. 
11tei1' fleth if liHeb white piHk 01' pw1'plc 
bot, AHb z:oHet tplA,heb like A fictioHal mw1'bc1' ,ceHe 
01' timple jwice ,pill. Thi, lil" it cvibeHce to p1'ove 

whatevn it it people with to p1'ove abowt love. 
lt it beep. it CAH be wei1'bl" beawtifwl. AHb HothiH5 
,atitfiet like love. 01' ,o AH 01'ieHtal lfl" fA"'· 

1 WfC- it to p1'ove m" Att1'ACtiOH to "ow. 1 cwt 
tt, stem AHb stick it iH a piHk pitche1'. 1 sHiff. 
1 follow the thick ,ceHt bowH this flowe,-·s t1'ail. 

'Wlule U.. IJJUUJ, Rua 
IJ,,J. ~I.e. /Jvu/4 Qa/Juv,, 

Sometimes. wheH the tti5ht is vn·" loH5. 
Attb the paitt comes itt spasm, 
like the shiftitt$ Df tectottic plates. 
the st1'w55le to live seems ove1'wei5hteb 
b" the Heeb to sleep. 
Attb dtett 1 reab abowt a womatt 
who has throwtt her two small soHs 
from a brib5e attb joitteb them 
becawse the thirtcctt visits b'i the police 
bib ttot ,top her hwsbattb'• abwse. 
or hear abowt a womatt locket, 
itt a barreb room. withowt clothit15, feb ot1l11 
cvcr'i three ba11s b'i her hwsbat1b. at1b 1 thit1k 
Somcot1e has to swrvivc 
for them. 
Somcotte has to walk it1 the fielt, 
attb sather wilt,flowcrs 
attb cat t'1e first blackberries 
ri5'1t off t'1c cat1cs. 
Someot1e has to lcart1 to pla\i the piatto 
Wit'1 '1attbs that mwst be soaket, 
itt cpsom salts. 
Somcottc '1as to bake breab at three a. m. 
attb sit ott the vcrattba 
s'1arit15 it with the birbs 
as the swt1 rises. 
Somcot1c '1as to sitt5 the first ,tar it1to the sk" 
for t'1em. 
SomcoHe has to tell the trwth 
attb kill the He that we are happ11 
it1 owr veils. 
Someot1e ha, to etch. 
"'Oot1 't let the bastarbs 5et \iOW bowt1." 
ott t'1c closet walls of owr live,. 
Attb so. 
1 rcat, Mila11 at fowr a. m. 
W'1ilc the brcab rises. 
at1b the birt,s 5at'1er. 

Shtce the bawtt womett '1ave come '1ere. 
The attciettt trail. soft attb bwst\i, 
climbs to t'1e crowtt of t'1e '1ill. 
Sacreb Birch trees whisper 5olbett . 
f'rost-5low attb fireli5ht itt sapp'1ire bwsk 
5arlattbs of late-swmmer flowers 
swa'i itt low brattc'1es. 
Offeritt51 of cortt. pome5rattate, '1ot1e\i, attb water 
'1ave beett revel"etttl'i placeb 
abowt t'1e eb5e of t'1e Circle. 

Womett of all 11ea1"s '1ave come 
l"osebwb mowths wttbel" 5olbett cw,-ls. 
lws'1 '1ips attb bl"easts p1"odaimitt5 1'ipetteu. 
at1b wl"ittklet, faces smilit15 1oftl11 
betteat'1 w'1ite '1alos of wisp11 '1air. 
Maibett - Mothe,- - Cl"otte. all have climbet, 
t'1e hill to battce t'1cir t'1attks. 
to sitt5 t'1eir love. 
to offe,- the frwits of t'1e '1a1'vest 
to the Mot'1e,- Gobbeu who births ws 
w'1o ttow1'is'1cs ws . . . 
s'1e leab• w, owt of this life at it, ettb 
ittto t'1e ttext l"ealm. 

Ott this tti5ht the veil is t'1itt 
betweett the wo,-lb of the flesh aHb the spirit. 
The moott l"ises. 
The womet1 swa11 at1b chattt. 
liftitt5 theil" hattbs to l"eceive He,- li5ht 
attb He,- love . . . 
opettitt5 al"ms to welcome the ttew 'ieal". 
Hottol" attb t'1at1ks al"e swtt5 at this time. 
as the £a1'th p1'epa1'eb 
fo,- wittte,-·s deattsitt5 sleep. 

(October 31, 1996) 
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I was given a handmade quilt by my late mother-in-law Inez, which I believe demonstrates 
how a quilt could encompass traditional craft, material companion and project. 

Inez grew up poor and learned to quilt from her mother, who learned the traditional craft 
from her own mother. When she and John moved from Tennesee to-California, she packed as 
much of her quilting items as she could and what she was unable to pack, she obtained while 
shopping with her new quilting ''buddy" in California. Before her death, she had spent years 
saving materials, learning and re-using patterns, working with a quilting frame, and creating 
wonderful quilts. She created quilts using handmade stitches, up to the last two years of her 
life until her hands couldn't do the intricate work she loved so much 

My quilt has been on my bed since I received it 17 years ago. It has been a material compan­
ion through my divorce, several moves, sickness and life's challenges. The hand crocheting 
around the edges was torn on one side the day my cat had kittens, and I accidentally ripped it 
trying to get to her. In all these years, I've never fixed it because when I see the tear I smile. 
My quilt has become a bit faded from so many washings, but it is still the warmest and most 
comfortable blanket I own. 

When I was married, I spent a great deal of time talking with Inez, either in person or on 
the phone. We spent time together in the garden, canning vegetables, baking pies and bread, 
telling stories, and chasing after goats, dogs and cats. She was my fantasy of the mother I 
always wanted and did not have. I loved her very much. One day, she showed me a quilt she 
had made and told me the stories behind the different pieces of cloth. I was amazed and 
delighted not only by her talent, but by the stories. That Christmas she gave me my own quilt, 
and I've often wondered if she had it hidden that day she showed me the other one. My quilt 
has patches of material, most of which corresponds to someone in Inez's life. I have part of a 
blanket from my ex-husband's boyhood bed, patches from an old favorite skirt of Inez's, patches 
from the same material as a dress she made for my step-daughter, patches from squares her 
family in Tennessee sent, and patches from my ex-sister-in-law's night gown. These patches, 
plus others, all come together in a nice color combination that looks as though it was planned 
from the start. 

Needless to say, I will never part with this memento of Inez because when I lie down at 
night, I feel as though she is with me still. 

.. . .... .,_;:,. ___ .. 

B~ K,wk,, 

I remember going to Grandma's house 
over the holidays and watching her quilt. 
I always wondered how she could keep 
herself focused on stitching. She could sit 
there and talk to us grand kids and still 
''keep a stitching." 

One day I asked Grandma how long 
she'd been making quilts. She told me 
ever since she was a little girl. She 
started out by cutting patches for her 
grandma and mom from old discarded 
clothes. They were poor, so they made 
quilts for everyone in the family to keep 
warm. 

When she was married and started 
having children, she made a quilt for each 
of her own kids from material she received 
from her mom - old clothes and bed 
sheets from her deceased grandparents. 
For as long as I could remember, grandma 
always had a quilt in the making for 
someone in the family. After my 
grandfather's death, she started making a 
quilt. 

I asked, ''Who's the quilt for, 
Grandma?" 

''This quilt's for me, honey." 
''Why?" I replied. 
I remember looking at all the 

material she was using -
Grandpa's ties, suspenders, fishing 
hat and shirts. I asked her why 
she was using all of Grandpa's old 
clothes. 

Her reply was ''This is a 
Grandpa quilt. He might have 
passed on, but he'll never be 
forgotten. Every time I use this 
quilt, Grandpa will still be here 
with me." 

I didn1t understand at the time 
what Grandma meant. Grandma 
has passed on, but her memory 
lives on. I still have the quilt she 
made for me when I turned 10 
(she always tried to give her 
grandkids a quilt when they 
turned 10). The quilts in the 
closet are ready to fall apart. I 
used my quilt so much growing up. 
I wanted to throw it away one 
time, but my mom wouldn't let me. 
Now I know why. Every time I get 
that old quilt, I think of Grandma. 

---- i 

'\ 



Characters: 
Child 1 
Child 2 
Child 3 

William Sinedo- hostage and ghost. 

George- crook, kidnapper, and killer. 

Paul- crook, kidnapper, and killer. 

Master- maniac who used dead people's 
body parts. 

Servattts of the Master: 

Andrew 
Randy 
Egour 

Rabbit- rabbit's foot that got cut off. 

Man- person who cut off rabbit's foot and 
killed it. 

Scene One: A dimly lit empty warehouse. 
Three kids are sitting next to a fire. The 
spotlight lands on the first child as he tells 
his spooky story to the others. 

Child 1: You know what? A man had been 
killed here. They say that his ghost still 
haunts this warehouse. If you listen 
carefully, you can hear his howls and 
wails. I'll start at the beginning. 

(As the child began his story, the spotlight 
moves from him to the warehouse, now 
with three people in it: Two crooks and a 
hostage.) 

George: ( yelling out the window) If you 
don't give us a get-away car and 500,000 
dollars, this person will die! 

Police: Okay, okay, we'll get you the stuff, 
just don't hurt the hostage. Give us half 
an hour, and you'll have your get-away car 
and 500,000 dollars. 

Paul: (whispering to George) Hey George, 
our plan is working, huh? What will we do 
with the guy after we get our car and 
500,000 dollars? 

George: We'll kill him after we get the 
stuff, Paul, clean and simple. (They walk 

_ toward their hostage who is tied up in the 
chair) 

George: Hey dude, what's your name? 

Prisoner: My name is William Sinedo. 
Why did you take me? I didn't do anything 
to you guys. I don't even know who you 
guys are. 

George: Okay, here's the hostage. So long 
William, it's been swell. (He shoots Will­
iam and then throws the body out). 

C 

Police: Open fire! Open fire! 

Child 1: The crooks got away and William 
was buried here in the warehouse. You 
can see his ghost haunting here. (The 
spotlight returns to the child as he finishes 
his tale). 

Child 1: What's that? Shhh, I heard some­
thing. Look out! It's William's ghost! 

(the children scream and child I laughs). 

Child 1: (giggling) You guys are scardy 
cats. There is no ghost of William Sinedo. 
I made the whole thing up. 

Child 2: Very funny. Now it's my turn. 
You might not want to eat anything. This 
is a gross tale. (As the child tells his story, 
the spotlight shows a cemetary and two 
guys digging up a grave). 

Randy: How come we have to dig up a 
grave in the middle of the night for Mas­
ter? 

Andrew: We have to because the Master 
doesn't want his other arms to fall off, and 
he needs our help to get new arms and 
legs. 

Child 2: They kept digging throughout the 
night till they reached the body, chopped 
off the arms and legs, and went toward 
their Master's house. 

Andrew: Boss, we got you the body parts 
that you need. Where do you want them? 

Master: Put them on the table. You are 
dismissed. 

(Randy and Andrew leave as the Master 
looks over the new arms and legs). 

Master: Egour! Bring me the needle and 
thread. 

Child 2: He tears off his other arms and 
legs. Egour brought him the needle and 
thread. 

Master: At last. I finally have the use of 
arms and legs again. 

Child 2: He sews th~ arms and legs over 
his other ones. 

Master: Egour, to the laboratory ... we 
must hurry, or these arms and legs will be 
ofno use. 

Child 2: The master went to use his new 
arms and legs, but they fell off after sev­
eral tries. He then died with no arms and 
legs. What's that on your arm? It seems 
to be a piece of thread! 

(Child 2 pulls a thread off of child 3 and a 
fake arm falls off. Child 1 screams, Child 
2 and 3 laugh.) 

Child 2: Don't worry. It's a fake arm, isn't 
it? 

(Child 2 touches it and the arm moved. He 
screams.) 

Child 3: Ha Ha! Got you back. Now it's 

my turn to tell a story. This is about a 
rabbit that lost its foot to a man who killed 
it, and was from the Good Luck Rabbit's 
feet company. 

(As the child begins his tale, the spotlight 
shows a road with a rabbit sitting in it and 
a car is coming towards it). 

Child 3: A rabbit was hopping down the 
road, when a car raced by, and a man 
reached out and cut its foot off. The rabbit 
screamed in pain. The man drove off with 
no feeling of sympathy. 

Rabbit: Curse you. I curse you that my 
spirit won't rest until I get my foot back. 

Man: Forget it. I don't believe in curses. 

Rabbit: You'll wish you did and take 
warning. 

Child 3: The rabbit soon died from loss of 
blood. 

Man: Imagine, a rabbit cursing me. Well, 
I don't believe it. HA! I'll show him. 

Child 3: The man went to sleep, thinking 
everything was okay. He'll wish he had 
taken precaution. The rabbit's ghost crept 
up on him and breathed a foul smell over 
the man. 

Man: Oh! What's that smell? 

Child 3: The man woke up but didn't see 
anything. He went back to sleep. The 
rabbit came again and breathed on him. 

Rabbit: Where's my foot? Where's my 
foot? 

Man: I don't have it. I sold it. 

Rabbit: Give me my foot! Give it to me 
now! 

Child 3: The man was so scared that he 
gave the rabbit its foot back. As he did so, 
the rabbit's spirit disappeared. 

As Child 3 finishes his tale, they leave the 
abandoned warehouse. We then see three 
characters come up. 

William Sinedo- I'm glad that I'm dead. 
those tales were spooky enough to make 
my skin jump off. 

Master- I agree with you. That tale of me 
using dead people's limbs was absurd!! 

Rabbit- I'm just glad that I got my foot 
back. It doesn't feel right however. 

As we leave the scene, the Master had 
arms and legs hanging by a thread, Will­
iam had a hole in his stomach, and the 
rabbit had his foot on backwards (next to 
where it was originally cut off). 
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would again indulge in opening _of presents. morals are something that pe?ple carry ·!- • 
The next day, we repeated the ritual at my inside themselves. If you don t carry 'It . · 
Uncle's. Christmas lasted three days in my them with you all the time, then just .a .... 
family. going to service, singing songs, and 

We celebrated not just with the stuffin~ of nodding your head at the sermon isn't 
ourselves with turkey, ham, and _cranberries. going to make you a better person. We 
We just didn't indulge in the obvious exchange would talk about the meaning of the birth The celebration of Christmas was done 

in an unconventional manner in my 
family when I was young. The accepted 
manner in our community was decorating 
the house with colored lights. Setting up 

of material possessions. First of all, the spread- of Jesus and the other symbolism from 
ing out of the holiday over three days made the around the world for this time of year. I 
magic last longer. This was sheer joy to a feel this gave me a rather well-grounde~ 
child's mind. Halloween, Thanksgiving, Easter, attitude about different religions. It 
the Fourth of July, and birthdays were holidays made me realize that the world is full of 
that lasted one day. The sun came up, yo~ did positive beliefs and people. 

a tree and adorning it. Going to church 
service on Christmas Eve, or morning, 
depending upori one's faith. And finally, 
the opening of presents on Christmas 
morning. 

your thing, and the day was a memory. Did you We would also do some of the more 
miss it? Too bad, wait till next year. Christmas, mundane things, too. We would decorate 
though, could be savored like a fine import our house with colored lights. We would 

When I say that my family celebrated 
in an unconventional manner, I don't 
mean to say that we debased the spirit of 
the Holiday. Nor, did we seek to cause 
shock and outrage amongst our neigh­
bors. What I mean is that we celebrated 
in our own way. We celebrated Christmas 

chocolate. Or, if you were a kid, you could drive around the neighborhoods where a 
overdose (but in a wholesome kind of way). whole street would gaily decorate their 

The next thing was that Christmas was houses. When I was a child, the concept 
spread around f-a-m-i-1-y. Nowadays, there are of wish tree gifts for poor children hadn't 
people who blow words about family values,. caught on yet, but we still helped out by 
but they don't often walk the walk. My family giving to food drives and joining groups 
wasn't worried about being politically correct, that would sing carols at nursing homes 
though. We spent the holiday season with each and the like. 

' in a manner that had meaning to us. Not 

• 

to spite anyone, or to cause calmity, but to 
give the season a flavor that would linger 
in our memories. 

other because it felt right and it felt good, Now that I'm a parent myself, I've 
period. The children were out of school, the passed on a lot of the things that made 
adults took time off from work, and everyone Christmas special for me to my own 

.~ We spread out Christmas amongst the 
" households of the families that lived 

within driving distance. Christmas eve 
was at my house. My Father, Mother, 
Sister, and I would have a special dinner 
and then open the presents we got each 
other. Christmas day found us going to 
my grandparents' house for the offical 
family Christmas dinner. Afterwards, we 

had time to reaffirm the ties that bound us children. I see the same reactions in 
together. them that the season brought out in my 

We didn't attend church, but we still recog- sister and me. However one celebrates 
nized the spiritual aspects of Christmas. In the mid-winter season, it should be a time 
our community, there were so many people who of special memories. A strengthening of 
only attended services on Christmas, or family bonds and a reminder to children 
Easter. As my Mother would say, "Sin like hell and adults that the world they're in is a 
and then once or twice a year go to church and wonderful place full of pleasures and 
ask God to forgive you!" It wasn't that we felt positive things. 
that we were more religious than everyone 
else; it was that in my family, religion and IJ'I': KevJ IIJ.o4iel,, 

... _ ii.,...., .£-Iii.iii:.: .. ;;,... • ... 

,li · lld I · 

!/11, ~lie, q~ 
1 am itt the sarbett. lt is all Hallows £ve. 1 

have sathereb itt the last of the seas0tt, pre­
pareb the 5rowttb for wittteritt5 over. There is 
a pile of beab beatt vittes attb com husks attb 
other bcbris reab\.f for a b0ttflre. 1 remember 
t'1at itt olbrn times upott this tti5ht a matt 
was put ittto the fire as a sacrifice 
to ettswre a 500b harvest for t'1e 
followitt5 \.fear. £vetttwal1\.f that 
pratice fabeb attb people bwrttt their 
scarecrows each \.fear. The\.f for5ot 
the meattitt5 behittb this Sl,fmbolic act 
attb thett for5ot to bo the act. 

1 take the scarecrow from his pole. 
'1olbitt5 '1is ra5 stuffeb bob\j ttext to mitte. A 
wittb comes up. blowitt5 \.fellow leaves from 
the apple trees. 1 battce with the scarecrow. 
'1wmmitt5 "loch lomwttb." I sitt5 the 
worbs "but I attb ml,f true love will 
ttever meet a5aitt. . . . " 

The leaves settle 0ttto the 5rowttb. 1 la\.f 
t'1e scarecrow boWtt itt the pile of beab vittes 
attb husks attb rutt ml,f hattbs over it. If I 
cowlb weep 1 wowlb, but 1 lost t'1e 
abilit'i to cr\j lott5 a50. M\.f el,fes 
'1ave beett br\.f, without release, for 
a lott5, lott5 time. 

The scarecrow is a beab thitt5, a ttever 
was alive t'1itt5, a ttever moatteb at m\j touch 
thitt5. I mabe it from his clothes. I 
stitcheb it attb stwffeb it attb 
paittteb its wttsmillitt5 face ott the 
lott5ut tti5ht of t'1e \jear because 
tti5ht is d,e ottl\j truth I have ttow. 
1 kiu the wttsmilitt5, paittteb face 
attb li5ht a match from the box h1 mic 
pocket. 1 w,eb to li5ht cattble, itt 
the room at the top of the house. 

the room we sarbcttcb each other itt. Their 
li5ht wowlb bl.ue like a bottflre. attb we 
wowlb plow attb seeb eacJ, other wtttil the 
cattble tapers 5rew small attb fittall\f make 
Otte last explosive leap, leavitt5 us itt ·,J.,e 
barktteff. 

I loveb the barktteu witl1 him. 
Now 1 am alwal,ff itt the barktt , u. It 
is alwal,f f beab Awtwmtt: the fro ;t 
bwrtts everl,fthitt5. 

The pile of sarbctt bebris is rnv, lopeb 
itt flames. The scarecrow writhes itt the Are. I 
ftattb ttear. but I am ttot warmeb. Before: the 
fire bies bowtt, 1 pull up otte of the 
5arbett chairs attb sit, watc'1itt5 the 
flames eat tl,e remattt of the 5arbe?tt. 
There are two chairs. I wottber some­
times wh\.f 1 keep two sittce 1 am the 
ottl\.f otte itt the 5arbett ttow. We wseb 
to lie ott the ttewl\.f twrtteb earth attb 
settb our shwbberitt5 cries beep ittto 
t'1e soil. Attb thett, w'1ett is was time 
to harvest, we slept itt the 5arbett, 
wrappeb itt quilts. t'1rowitt5 t'1em off 
attb meltitt5 the moott with our heat. 

I rock back attb forth itt the chair. lt is 
colt, itt the sarbett. 1 sa\.f his ttame. over attb 
over, a chattt. a pral,fer. att ittvocatiott, att 
offeritt5 of ml,f soul. The flre bums boWtt to 
the coal,. If the bla:e hab 5ivett me 
att\.f warmth, it woulb be past ttow. 1 
watch t'1e slettber tettbrils 5low 
harvest moott oratt5e attb t'1ett fabe to 
ash. 1 was harvest moott bwrttitt5. Now 
1 am ash. £vett colt, coal, catt holb a 
seeb of fire beep wit'1itt. £vett colt, 
coals catt be qwickctteb, witl, tl,e 
ri5ht wlt1b, the rt5ht breath. 

1 watt ltt the 5arbett. 
8o,u/a. RuuJuui 
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Dan Armstrong- would like to live in 
a society where a poet could become 
president. 

Dan Bail- I would just like to relax, and rest 
during this winter break. .. 

Brad Bush- I'm not scared of you, 
I just don't like you. 

Gail Clarson- LCC student 

Linda Danielson-Teaches folklore Native 
American Literature and writing at LCC. In 
her other life she plays fiddle in several local 
Celtic bands. 

Taryn Alves- I'm 24 years old, and have 
lived in Springfield for almost 3 years. I'm 
currently working my way towards a degree 
in foresty. When not attending classes or 
working, I enjoy spending my time outdoors 
or with my family. 

Karl Foster- Is a Computer Network 
Operations student at LCC. He is a 
civilized savage with nerdish 
tendancies. 

Peter Jensen- Peter teaches writing 
and literature at LCC and LBCC. He 
will teach Writing Poetry winter term 
at LCC. ijis third book of poetry 
(written with two other poets) was a 
finalist for the Oregon Book Award. 
Recently he had poems and a short 
story published in the Oregon English 
Journal. 

Ty Lee Boughton- I'm a twenty year 
old student here at Lane. I was born in 
Indiana, but raised in Grants Pass Or. I 
can honestly say I am one of the few 
black people that can say that. This is 
my second year here at Lane, I am a 
history major and I want to be a his­
tory teacher. 

Jessica Bragg- I go to school and I 
have two cats, Nug Z and Sir Bastard 
(Sir B. for short). 

Bea Graff- I grew up in Oregon but 
have lived in Alaska, Washington, and 
California. I am back in school after a 
fifteen year's absence. I have one son. 

Blair Krohn- Has served time in the U.S. 
Coast Gaurd. He enjoys traveling and hang­
ing out. He has attended LCC for the past 
two years. He's currently employed with 
U.P.S. and hopes to open his own business in 
the future. 

Marlika O'Connell- I was born in Ontario, 
Oregon. I am a third year student at LCC. 

Laura Wright- First year at LCC. Planning 
on pursuing a major in Fermentation (wine 
making). Constantly questing for the mean­
ing of the cosmos, and my place in it. 

Rhonda Morie- I am a mother and a 
priestess. I speak my truth and walk 
in honor. 

ML N- Since I can't do what I used 
to do, I came back to school to find 
out what else I want to be now that 
I'm grown up. 

Bonita Rinehart- Has recently been 
inducted into the Q Continuum. 

In the Spring issue of '96, there were several mis­
takes made concerning a Sabrina Hobson. First off, 
her name isn't Sabrina it's Sarina. Secondly, an 
Untitled poem was given wrong credit. The poem is 
Sarjri~·s not Cindy Ingram. And thirdly, in her bio it 
said that she worked for PSRB. She has never 
worked for PSRB in her life. 
We at Denali apologize for these mistakes concern­

ing her. 

Bonita Rir,et,art 
ftssotiate tditor 

Kart ,enser, 
Pboto tditor 

Peter,er,ser, 
Literarq ftdt1isor 

l<qfe Wbeffistor, 
Or, Lir,e tditor 

Dar, Baff 
tditor 

Lane tommonitq cor,ege 
4000 tast 3otb ftae. 
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Dorotbq Wearr,e 
Prodattior, ftdt1isor Simor, Wisner 

Work Stadq Stader,t 

Well, this marks the first issue for Fall '96. 
This year also marks Denali's 26th "Birth­
day." I am happy to see that this issue is out, 
despite our late start. Even though this is like 
the Spring '96 issue, there are certain differ­
ences. For example, we have color in this issue, 
and more different designs. 

I'd like to thank everyone who submitted 
for this issue. Without you we wouldn't be 
here, making your work be in print. The 
theme for Winter term will be Native Ameri­
can and other culture folklore/mythology. the 
deadline for this is February 12, 1997. 

Anyone 7ho would be interested to be part 

of our staff is encouraged to call me, Dan Ball, 
at 747-4501 x2830. I look forward to meeting 
you! 

Well that's all I have to say for this year. 
See ya in 1997, and in 60 days. 
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