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About Our Cover Art... 
Cathy Shoemaker

As a graphic designer, you can usually find Cathy sitting at her 
computer creating ads and layouts for print publications and social media. 
To help offset some of the damage from sitting most of the day, and for 
her mental health, she takes long walks with her camera in tow. ”Being 
able to share my adventures through my photos keeps me motivated to 
get outside and take a break even when the weather isn’t cooperating. 
Having Florida as my playground doesn’t hurt either.” 

This issue’s cover image was generated with the help of Adobe 
Express’ text to image AI app and Cathy’s imagination.  

Our Search for Cover Artwork —
Across the U.S. and Canada, you can always tell The Country 

Register by it’s cover. Our publishers seek to find cover art or photos 
from the state the paper represents. To that end, we are seeking the 
work of artists from Missouri to feature on our covers. The art must be 
in good taste and consistent with the theme of the papers. 

If you would like your work to be considered, please send an 
email indicating your interest to countryregister@hotmail.com

Be Jolly & 

Gobble ‘ til  
You Wobble!

2 The Country Register November/December 2023

https://www.etsy.com/shop/JodyHoughtonDesigns


The Country Register is a United States and Canadian network of independently owned and 
published specialty newspapers for the consumer who enjoys outstanding shopping, events,  

day & overnight excursions and specialty classes. 

Publisher’s Contact Numbers across the 
USA & Canada for The Country Register 

Send $3 to any publisher below to obtain a paper from another area: 
* Indicates these editions are available on-line at www.countryregister.com

  USA
*Arizona: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Arkansas: Lenda & Richard Brown, PO Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK, 73123, 405-470-2597
*California: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Colorado: Jan & John Keller, 11250 Glan Canyon Drive, Falcon, CO 80831, 719-866-8570
*Connecticut: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
*Delaware: Merle & Gail Taylor, P.O. Box 320, Meridianville AL 35759, 888-616-8319
*Florida: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
*Georgia: Linda Parish, PO Box 389, Lexington, GA, 30648, 706-340-1049
*Idaho (N): Kelsey Ruzicka, PO Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD, 57717, 605-568-0181
*Idaho (S): Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Illinois: Lenda & Richard Brown, PO Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK, 73123, 405-470-2597
*Indiana: Merle & Gail Taylor, P.O. Box 320, Meridianville AL 35759, 888-616-8319
  Iowa: Linda Glendy, PO Box 6, Tama, IA, 52339, 641-751-2619
*Kansas: Cindy Baldwin, 988 9th Ave, McPherson, KS, 67460, 866-966-9815
*Maryland: Stacy Lute, PO Box 115, Taneytown, MD, 21774, 866-825-9217
*Massachusetts: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
*Michigan: Bill, Marlene & Leslie Howell, 2875 Dunkirk Dr., Saginaw, MI 48603, 989-793-4211
*Minnesota: Kim & Mickey Keller, 12835 Kiska St NE, Blaine, MN, 55449, 763-754-1661
*Missouri: Lenda & Richard Brown, PO Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK, 73123, 405-470-2597
*Montana: Kelsey Ruzicka, PO Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD, 57717, 605-568-0181
*Nebraska: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Nevada (N): Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Nevada (S): Glena Dunn, 4568 Carol Circle, Las Vegas, NV, 89120, 702-523-1803
*New Jersey: Merle & Gail Taylor, P.O. Box 320, Meridianville AL 35759, 888-616-8319
*New Mexico: Jan & John Keller, 16755 Oak Brush Loop, Peyton, CO, 80831, 719-749-9797
*New York: Mike & Wendy Rothfuss, 322 E Kenwood Dr, Louisville, KY 40214, 502-468-3938
*North Carolina: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*North Dakota: Kelsey Ruzicka, PO Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD, 57717, 605-568-0181
*Ohio: Barb Moore, PO Box 37, Cable , OH, 43009, 937-652-1157
*Oklahoma: Lenda & Richard Brown, PO Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK, 73123, 405-470-2597
*Oregon: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Pennsylvania: Merle & Gail Taylor, P.O. Box 320, Meridianville AL 35759, 888-616-8319
*Rhode Island: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
*South Carolina: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*Texas: Lenda & Richard Brown, PO Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK, 73123, 405-470-2597
*Virginia: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
*Washington: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, 515 E Carefree Hwy #1128, Phoenix, AZ, 85085, 602-942-8950
*West Virginia: Merle & Gail Taylor, P.O. Box 320, Meridianville AL 35759, 888-616-8319
*Wisconsin: Scott & Jennifer Hughes, PO Box 276, Altoona, WI, 54720, 715-838-9426
*Wyoming: Kelsey Ruzicka, PO Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD, 57717, 605-568-0181

  CANADA
*Alberta: Marcy Horswill, Suite 114, 919 Centre St NW, Calgary, AB, T2E 2P6, 587-585-3545
  British Columbia: Jenifer Smith, 8726 Palmer Pl, Summerland, BC, V0H 1Z2, 604-506-4686
*Manitoba & Saskatchewan: Colleen & Kirby Gust, Box 801 Stn Main, White City, SK S4L 5B1, 306-585-0274
*Ontario: Harriet Ramos, 103-575 Lacolle Way, Orleans, ON K4A 5B6 Tel. 613-612-8465

The Country Register provides targeted, effective, and affordable advertising for the promotion of Specialty Shops 
For more information about publishing The Country Register contact Barb Stillman or Lolly Konecky  

at 888-942-8950 or info@barlomedia.com, www.countryregister.com

P.O. Box 32581  •  Oklahoma City, OK 73123  •  405-470-2597
countryregister@hotmail.com • www.countryregister.com/oklahoma

CATHY SHOEMAKER
Graphic Designer

LENDA & RICHARD BROWN
Publishers

The Country Register of  
Arkansas, Illinois, Missouri, Oklahoma & Texas

November/December 2023 Issue
The Country Register is published every other month. Copyright 

©2023. Reproduction or use, without written permission, of editorial or 
graphic content in any manner is prohibited. The Country Register is a 
registered corporation and is registered as a trade name in the state of 
Missouri. 

Articles published in this newspaper, which are contributed from an 
outside source, express the opinions of their authors only and may not 
express the viewpoint(s) of the management or staff of The Country 
Register. Such articles that are accepted for publication herein may be 
edited at the sole discretion of the publisher.

Responsibility for products advertised in this newspaper lies with the 
advertisers themselves. Though The Country Register will not knowingly 
publish fraudulent materials or fraudulently obtained materials we are 
not liable for any damages arising from the purchase or use of products 
advertised herein. Notification regarding any consumer complaints related 
to merchandise purchased from our advertisers would be appreciated 
and would assist in our effort. Copyright © by The Country Register.

Read our papers online 

@
www.countryregister.com/missouri

Targeted, Effective
Affordable Advertising

Deadline for
the January/February Issue is 

December 1st, 2023

Subscriptions
The Country Register is distributed as a complimentary gift from its advertisers, 
and we encourage you to stop by your favorite shop every two months to 
pick up your new copy. However, for the convenience of those who may 
not be able to get to a shop, we do offer subscriptions for $18.00 per 
year (Continental U.S.) to cover the cost of postage and handling. 
Name:  _________________________________________________________

Address: :  ______________________________________________________

  _______________________________________________________________

Mail form and check to:  Start my Subscription with (What issue) : ______

The Country Register 

P.O. Box 32581

Oklahoma City, OK 73123  Enclosed _________$18.00

November/December 2023 The Country Register 3



As a young girl, Maud Lewis enjoyed painting 
Christmas cards with her mother, and then trudged 
door-to-door, selling them to friends and neighbors. 
Painting brought color and joy to Maud’s life—and 
proved to chart the course of her incredible life.

Maud, born in 1903 with juvenile rheumatoid 
arthritis, had acutely sloping shoulders, curvature of 
the spine, and a severely recessed chin. Despite her 
deformities, discomfort, and teasing by children, 
she enjoyed a relatively normal and pleasant 
childhood, growing up in Yarmouth, Nova Scotia 
with her parents John and Agnes (Genmaine) 
Dowley, and older brother, Charles. Her father, 
a harness maker and blacksmith, provided a 
comfortable life for his family.

As Maud grew into adulthood, her life 
darkened.

In 1928, at the age of 19, unmarried Maud 
gave birth to a daughter. Her family told Maud her 
baby had died, but instead they put her daughter 
up for adoption and told her the child had been a boy. In 1935 Maud’s 
father died. Her mother died two years later. At first Maud went to live 
with her brother Charles and his wife Gert, but when that didn’t work out, 
she moved to Digby, Nova Scotia to live with her maternal Aunt Ida, who 
believed young women should behave with propriety and restraint.

Seeking to prove able to make a life for herself, free-spirited and 
spunky Maud answered an ad for a live-in housekeeper in the autumn 
of 1937 and began working for Everett Lewis, a fish monger and laborer 
who lived alone in a small house near Marshalltown.

It is an understatement to say Everett’s one-room house was small. It 
was tiny! To be exact, it was a 12’ x 13’ cabin with a cookstove for heat 
and no electricity or running water—only an outhouse.

After a brief courtship, the couple married on January 
26, 1938. Everett, ten years Maud’s senior, and a reputation 
for his cantankerous personality, grew up in the local 
orphanage and couldn’t read or write. Despite inevitable 
challenges, their marriage endured until Maud died in 1970 
of pneumonia when she was 67.

From these unlikely circumstances, Maud Lewis became 
a highly acclaimed primitive artist.

I can’t remember when or how I first learned of Maud 
Lewis, but when my husband and I recently took a trip to 

Canada’s maritime provinces, I knew I wanted to 
go to the Maud Lewis Memorial Garden at the 
site where Maud and Everett lived on a highway 
outside of Marshalltown. There, an open metal 
replica of the original home has been constructed 
on their home’s original foundation.

We could look through the metal slats and try 
to imagine what it was like to live there.

The structure had one small window upstairs 
in the attic area, and the larger window and door 
downstairs.

Maud, primarily confined to the main level, 
loved her window, where she could sit and work 
on her bright and colorful paintings. With no formal 
art instruction, her primary inspirations were the 
images from her youth, which she had vividly 
stored in her memory. Her father working in his 
blacksmith shop. Oxen harnessed up and plowing 
the field. The bright ocean, skies, landscapes, 
harbors, boats, seasons, trees, birds, and flowers.

Her paintings were ‘primitive’ in style but complex in composition, 
balance, and color selection. She initially painted on scraps of board or 
shingles with oil-based house and boat paint. Her inexpensive brushes 
were purchased at the local hardware store. To advertise, Everett put up 
a sign Maud painted, which simply said, “PAINTINGS FOR SALE.”

Tourists traveling the highway through rural Marshalltown, located 
between Yarmouth and Digby, saw the sign, stopped, and purchased. By 
then, it wasn’t just the sign that captured their attention, but also the bright 
adornments Maud added to the exterior of their home. In addition, she 
painted brightness to everything in the interior—from the walls and stairs 
to cooking pots and trays.

Maud began selling her paintings for $4.50. Over the years she raised 
her price, but never to more than

$10 to $15. Most of her paying customers were 
tourists who stopped in, looking for a souvenir to represent 
and help them recall their summer vacation. Maud 
sold paintings to the people who passed by and her art 
featured the scenes most popular with her customers. On 
the exterior and interior of their small abode was where 
Maud could paint images for personal joy. Their home 
ultimately became her largest canvas.

(story continues on next page)
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Oklahoma

Located in historic Osage County, Oklahoma
37 miles from Pawhuska’s Pioneer Woman

Activity Room • Bedrooms • Kitchen • Coffee, Tea & Snack Bar • Saltwater Pool • Jetted Spa • Fire Pit

918-630-7053
www.osagehi l lsret reat .com

Craft. Relax. Discover. Explore.

McCall's Countyline Quilting

201 W Rogers Blvd • Skiatook, OK 74070 
(918) 951 - 0102

mccallscountylinequilting.com

Hours : 10:00am - 6:30pm (Monday -Friday) • 10:00am - 4:00pm (Saturday) • Closed (Sunday)
Fame and notoriety increased 

after a Canadian CBC documentary 
on Maud and Everett aired in 
1965. When Richard Nixon was 
President, he ordered two of her 
paintings. Maud, who lived quite 
isolated and without electricity, 
had no idea who Richard Nixon 
was and replied that he would 
need to mail the money before 
she could fill his order.

After Maud died in 1970, Everett lived alone in the same small house 
until his death in 1979. He was 86 when a young man broke in after 
hearing stories about money being hidden in and around the house. 
Everett was killed in the encounter.

Reportedly, in addition to over $22,000 in the bank, there was 
an estimated $20,000 tucked into Mason jars and hidden around the 
property. Today, $42,000 could possibly buy one of Maud’s original 
paintings. You might think Maud’s resiliency had come to an end—but 
you would be wrong. There’s more to her amazing story!

In 1980 the little house by the side of the road was sold to the Maud 
Lewis Painted House Society. The memorial park John and I visited marks 
the site where it originally stood.

The province of Nova Scotia acquired the house in 1984 and 
relinquished it to the Art Gallery of Nova Scotia. Today, Maud’s little painted 
house by the side of the road has moved to a permanent home inside 
the protective walls of the Art Gallery of Nova Scotia in Halifax. There it is 
enjoyed by tourists who travel to see it from all over the world.

On our final day in Nova Scotia, we drove north along the east shore 
from Lunenburg, past Peggy’s Cove lighthouse, and on to the art gallery 
in Halifax.

For many years it had been a personal dream to see Maud’s painted 
house, so I almost had to pinch myself as I stood in the Maud Lewis gallery 
and tried to imagine tiny and stooped Maud smiling up at me as she 
painted in front of her big window. Both John and I were charmed, and 
in addition to the display of many of Maud’s original paintings, there were 
also a couple Everett had painted.

In ‘Maud Lewis—Life & Work’, author Ray Cronin eloquently summed 
Maud up, writing, “She is renowned for her smile and for her perseverance 
in the face of poverty, disability, and chronic pain. Her life was not always 
happy, and indeed, had many shadows in it. But despite all of that, her 
paintings remain as a testament to her optimism and courage in the 
face of adversity.” He then went on in reference to Maud’s 1965 CBC 
documentary, quoting Maud saying, “I’m contented here. I ain’t much for 
travel anyway. Contented. Right here in this chair. As long as I’ve got a 
brush in front of me, I’m all right.”

NOTE: In 2016 a movie, “Maudie”, brought Maud’s remarkable story 
to theaters. Sally Hawkins (Maud) and Ethan Hawke (Everett) were both 
nominated for Academy Awards. It can be found online.

(story continued from previous page)
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An After-Thanksgiving Teatime
The holidays are here, creating such a happy time of year!

First, we welcome Thanksgiving with feasting, football, and counting 
our blessings. Then the joy and excitement of Christmas quickly follow. 
Between these two holidays, why not plan and enjoy a relaxing “after-
Thanksgiving” teatime?

A friend shared that after hosting their Thanksgiving dinner, she and 
her daughter create a simple teatime for the two of them and perhaps a 
friend. “It’s a time to slow down, relax, and make memories.”

The foods and flavors of Thanksgiving are ones that people love 
to gobble up beyond that holiday. So why not turn your Thanksgiving 
leftovers into a quick and tasty teatime? By doing so, you can extend the 
season of gratitude and serve up a festive prelude to Christmas.

As you count your blessings, here are some recipes to consider for 
your after-Thanksgiving teatime.

Turkey Sandwiches: Take Two

Turkey-Salad Croissants
Delicious to gobble up with leftover, moist turkey.

Gather
2 cups diced turkey
1/3 to 1/2 cup diced celery
1/3 cup craisins
1/3 cup mayonnaise (more if you prefer it moister)
2 T. cream or milk
Salt and pepper to taste
Lettuce leaves, washed
Large or small croissants 

Directions
1. Mix together the turkey, celery, craisins, mayonnaise, cream or milk, 

salt, and pepper. Chill the mixture for 30 minutes to blend flavors 
or until ready to fill the croissants.

2. Slice croissants in half horizontally. Fill with a thick layer of turkey 
salad. Add a lettuce leaf.

3. Wrap and refrigerate the filled croissants until ready to serve. 
4. For large croissants, cut the sandwiches in half. Serve smaller 

croissants whole.
Makes 2 cups filling

Turkey-and-Cream-Cheese Sandwiches
My youngest granddaughter loves these made with raspberry jam.

Gather
6 slices white or wheat bread
6 slices deli turkey (or leftover homecooked turkey)
1/2 cup (about 4 oz) cream cheese, softened
1 1/2 T raspberry jam or cranberry sauce (whole berry or jellied)
Butter

Directions
1. Mix together cream cheese and cranberry sauce or raspberry jam.
2. Spread three slices of bread with the cream cheese mixture. Place 

2 slices of turkey on each.
3. Spread butter on the remaining three bread slices. Place them on 

top of the slices with turkey to close the sandwiches.

4. Wrap and refrigerate the sandwiches until ready to serve.
5. Before serving, trim the crusts. Then cut each sandwich diagonally in 

both directions to make 4 small triangles.
Makes12 tea sandwiches

Variation: Turkey Rollups: Substitute three or four 8-inch flour tortillas for the 
bread. Spread each with the flavored cream cheese, add sliced turkey, 
and roll up. Wrap and refrigerate until ready to serve. Cut each rollup 
into six pinwheels.

Festive Cranberry-Orange Scones
My daughter-in-law transforms an ordinary scone mix this way.

1. Using your favorite scone mix, replace the liquid in the recipe with 
orange juice.

2. Add 1/4 cup white chocolate chips and 1/4 cup craisins.
3. Prepare and bake according to the directions.
4. Optional: While scones are warm, drizzle with a glaze made with
   1/2 cup powdered sugar, 1 tablespoon orange juice, and 1/4 

teaspoon vanilla. Garnish with small slivers of orange peel.

Praline Pumpkin Pie
Our son’s favorite pumpkin pie. 

Transform an ordinary pumpkin pie recipe by adding this praline layer 

on the unbaked crust.
Praline mixture:

1/4 cup butter, melted
1/3 cup brown sugar
1/2 cup pecan halves
Combine butter and brown sugar. Cook and stir until the mixture 

bubbles. Mix in pecans.

1. Spoon the praline mixture onto the unbaked pie crust.
2. Pour the pumpkin filling over the praline mixture in the crust.
4. Bake according to recipe directions.
5. Chill. Serve with whipped cream.
6. Optional: For a new flavor twist, add 1/4 teaspoon maple extract to 

the whipped cream.

Teas to Please
Consider fall and holiday flavors of tea, such as pumpkin, cranberry, 

apple, Republic of Tea Ginger Peach, and spicy flavors such as chai. Brew 
at least one decaffeinated tea. Our family’s favorite herbal tea is Celestial 
Seasonings Country Peach Passion.

‘Tis the season to share a cup of tea with family and friends. Won’t you 
join me?

Lydia E. Harris is a tea enthusiast, grandmother of five (Grandma 
Tea), and author of In the Kitchen with Grandma: Stirring Up Tasty 
Memories Together, Preparing My Heart for Grandparenting, and her new 
release—GRAND Moments: Devotions Inspired by Grandkids. Her books 
are available through bookstores and online.
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Central/Eastern MO

1 Block E of Lowes on Hwy 42, Osage Beach
M-F: 10-5; Sat: 10-2 / 573-348-1972

www.lovetosewboutique.com
tamara@lovetosewboutique.com

Celebrating 22 Years  
in Business!

• Janome Holiday Promo
• HQ ProStitcher Event: November
• New HQ Training Sampler Series
• Kimberbell Demo Days in December
• Hoopsisters Splendid Star in Jan 2024

Fabrics, Patterns, Kits, Notions, Etc.

September/October

Book GiveAway WinnerBook GiveAway Winner
Janet Tucker, from Fort Scott, Kansas

is the winner of the book  
GRAND Moments: Devotions Inspired by Grandkids  

by Lydia E. Harris.
 Congratulations and Enjoy!

Thank you all for entering. If we didn’t pick your name,  
don’t give up, try again.

This could be your ad with rates beginning 
at $95 for 2 full months of advertising. 

Published both in print and online. 

What a deal!

The Christmas Trees That Could 
Not Be Sold

by Nancy J. Nash

Many years ago, my father operated a Christmas tree business in 
Massachusetts. Every October, he would drive his old Studebaker car to 
rural Vermont or eastern Canada, keeping an eye out for stands of tall 
and shapely balsam and spruce visible from the road. He was seeking 
batches of trees he could line up to buy wholesale in early December.  He 
and a few hired men would return to cut them down, bundle them (wrap 
twine around the branches to keep them from jostling), and transport 
them back home to sell in open lots in a nearby city. For now, he drove 
along and kept watch, and when he spotted a promising patch of trees, 
he would go looking for the owner.

Usually, he found these evergreens in pastures belonging to nearby 
farmers. Dad offered them a small amount to purchase the trees, coupled 
with a promise to return in December with a truck and a crew to cut down 
the trees and take them off the farmers’ hands. They were eager to sell 
and delighted to have more land freed to plant their crops – sparing 
themselves the tedious and risky work of felling the trees on their own.

One October was different. Driving past an attractive set of trees, Dad 
pulled up his Studebaker to the closest farmhouse. Stepping out of the car, 
he noticed the quiet all around him. The porch was dilapidated. Poverty 
hung like a shadow over the house.

He knocked on the door, and moments passed. A cat ambled by on 
the porch. Finally, the door creaked open, and an old man with a long, 
white beard appeared. My father offered to purchase the stand of trees 
he had spotted, but the man quietly refused.

Too stunned to speak, my dad gazed at the person in the doorway. 
The man was scrawny, and his clothes were faded and threadbare. 
Nonetheless, he had the kindest eyes my father had ever seen. It was a 
kindness that welled up from the depths of his being, at once gentle and 
steady. Time stood still in the face of the old man’s peaceful certainty. The 
words my father had planned to say slipped away unspoken. He thanked 
the man and left.

Still puzzled, Dad headed into town for a bite to eat at a small 
restaurant, where he struck up a conversation with a local resident.

“Why?” Dad asked. “Why wouldn’t the old farmer sell his trees? I’m 
sure he needs the money.”

“I know what you mean,” came the reply. “But you see, his wife is 
very ill. Poor woman has been bedridden for a few years now. He looks 
after her the best he can. Folks hereabouts take turns dropping by with 
good, hot meals. They’ve been helping that way for a long time. He 
can’t afford to pay them, so when Christmas rolls around, he gives these 
families their pick of trees from his woodlot. It’s the only way he knows to 
thank them, I guess. Saves them money they don’t have.”

At last, my father understood. He never forgot the old man with the 
long, white beard and the threadbare clothes and the kindest eyes he 
ever saw. 

© Nancy J. Nash 2023, Nancy J. Nash is the author of Mama’s Books: 
An Oregon Trail Story. and Little Rooster’s Christmas Eve, each available 
on amazon.com and barnesandnoble.com. She has a B.A. in English 
composition from Mount Holyoke College and an M.F.A. in Writing for 
Children from Simmons College. She can be reached at nancynash341@
gmail.com
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Arkansas

WIT AND WISDOM

O Christmas Tree!
Last Thanksgiving, when the talk turned to decorating the Christmas 

tree, my grandchildren gleefully offered to help. I gently declined 
their enthusiastic invitation and carefully steered the conversation in 
another direction. Last year I vowed our tree would be perfect – no 
haphazard, lopsided hanging of ornaments here and there. I envisioned 
a “sophisticated” tree, one to rival a magazine picture -  perfect – with 
every bauble, bead and bangle arranged just so.

While our children were growing up, our holiday tradition was to put 
on a Christmas movie or music, make hot cocoa and then let the children 
have free reign in decorating the tree. When the grandchildren came 
along, they happily continued the tradition of trimming our tree. 

But that tradition was about to change. After studying several 
magazines, I placed an order for eighty glittering gold and sparkling silver 
ornaments and a tree skirt trimmed in winter white. While I awaited their 
arrival, I sorted through totes of stored ornaments, giving away many that 
wouldn’t fit my “gold and silver” theme. Others, because of sentimental 
value, I tucked back into the totes for another year or to hand down to 
my children and grandchildren.

The ornaments and skirt arrived in all their sparkling splendor. When the 
day arrived to decorate the tree, I was home alone with my ornaments. 
Carefully, as if I were performing surgery, I strategically hung each globe, 
one by one, upon the boughs. And no colored lights; just strings of star-
light white, there would be no departing from my  theme!

Lights up, decorations hung just the right distance apart, I added the 
tree skirt and then stood back to admire the results.

The tree was sophisticated. It was coordinated and symmetrical.

It was also sterile. Lifeless. It lacked spontaneity and authenticity. It 
needed something . . . hauling out the tote of old ornaments, I chose 
a few to add among the branches. Just a few . . . a stained-glass tree 
ornament edged in gold, a porcelain manger scene my mom painted 
decades ago; a tiny silver basket with antique holly berries that belonged 
to my Brooklyn granny, three mini-knitted stockings created long ago by 
our pastor’s wife,  three tiny, crocheted balls created by a now-departed 
friend, a green and white jeweled ornament from a friend’s missions trip to 
the Ukraine, beaded ornaments I made years ago, a sequined pumpkin 
and a plastic smiling moose head. Then I added ornaments our children 
had made from foam and felt and popsicle sticks, a blue 3-D Christmas 
card ornament, a mouse nestled in a walnut shell my sister had made; 
a needlepoint “Peace” ornament my other sister had made 
and a raccoon ornament hand-painted by my sister-in-law. 

Before I knew it, the tree was literally covered with all 
the ornaments I thought I had outgrown in my sophistication. 
After I added all the touches from years’ past, I again stood 
back to admire the results. This time I smiled. The tree was 
mismatched, ornaments were hung a big lopsided, but it 
was homey, filled with memories and beautiful! 

Forget the glossy magazine pictures, this year I will 
not only let my grandchildren help me decorate, I will 
make an event of it like we used to with our own little 
ones.

-Judyann Grant and her husband, Don, live in 
the snow belt region of eastern Lake Ontario in New 
York State. 

The Christmas Wish
by Deb Heatherly 

Ok, I’ll admit that Little Sam is not the most original name, but what 
else do you call a cat that looks exactly like another except for size? Little 
Sam just seemed to fit.

I’m not sure exactly when he made his presence known, but I clearly 
remember he was very aloof, coming near only when he knew it was 
dinner time. For a year he watched me, hiding under bushes and watching 
my every movement in the yard. At the same time, I watched him and 
wondered if I would ever be anything but a free meal. 

Finally, the day came when I was allowed the honor of petting his 
head while he ate. Eventually I was allowed to pet him for longer lengths 
of time and even hold him for short intervals. Still, it was very clear that this 
feral would always be guarded and that snuggling and cuddling were just 
not in his nature. I was ok with that and happy to be his caretaker.

His boundaries defined; it took me by complete surprise when Little 
Sam brought home a friend. Actually, more than a friend. Little Sam 
brought home a kitten and decided to play mother. The tiny gray and 
white bundle of fur seemed almost attached to Sam’s side as they walked 
in the yard, and most afternoons I’d see them curled up tightly as they 
slept in the sun. Male or female, I had no clue for the mere sight of me 
sent the little one under the house with Sam in hot pursuit. Where Sam 
was, the kitten was. These two were never far apart. 

Sam was a good teacher and the kitten paid close attention. I 
watched from the window as Sam taught him to chase bugs, climb trees, 
and use my car tire as a scratching post. He also learned quickly to go in 
and out of the kitty door of the heated shelter we had on the property. 
This building had been built for the feral cats we fed and looked out for 
and it was on one of the kitten’s visits to the shelter that I thought it was a 
good idea to teach him about human contact. 

Let’s just say that I was the one that did the learning that day. Although 
armed with leather gloves and determination, I was no match for Sam’s 
little student. After much hissing, spitting, and growling the little one, who 
I named Spitfire because of this encounter, jumped out of my hands and 
out the kitty door he flew. 

While I did hold him briefly that day, he was too mad at being caught 
to realize that I only wanted to show him love. Love was not something 
he desired or something I could force. It was then that I realized that I 
might have finally met my match. I would have to learn patience if I ever 
wanted to earn his trust. 

Several months passed and Spitfire was becoming a handsome 
young man. Each day he came closer to me, and seemed to be learning 
that I meant no harm, but any wrong movement or loud noise sent him 
into a hasty retreat.

(story continues next page)
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On-line Shopping at www.citysedgestudio.com
In store and Curbside Pick-up available.

Give the perfect 
gift of creativity 

with a new 
Janome. We 
carry sewing 
machines for 

beginners thru 
advanced sewers.advanced sewers.

• FREE Start up classes and more 
with every machine purchase

•Edge to Edge Quilting Services - Quick Turnaround
• Quality Fabrics, Patterns, & Notions

AUTHORIZED DEALERChristmas was quickly approaching and my only wish that year was 
for our young charge to like me, or at least tolerate me enough to allow 
me to touch him. I did not desire presents, just the feel of this sweet kitty 
under my fingers. I shared this wish with my family, but no one gave me 
any hope. 

Christmas arrived that year with bitter cold and a cutting wind. Late 
in the afternoon I ventured outside to wait for my ‘present.’  He always 
showed up around the same time knowing I would feed him but today 
there was no sign of him.  

Fooled again I thought. He was the smart one, probably curled up 
in the kitty shelter out of the cold while I sat on the backsteps shivering. 
Three times I rattled the food bowls and called which had always worked 
in the past but not today. On this chilly Christmas evening he was nowhere 
to be found.

With cold hands and a sad heart, I was about to give up when finally, 
I caught a glimpse of him out of the corner of my eye. Then, as if he had 
lived there all of his life, he marched right up to me, looked at the food 
dish, and loudly demanded his dinner. Much to my delight, he was far too 
busy eating to notice when I simply reached down and picked him up. I 
thought for a moment that I was dreaming. 

I snuggled, I kissed, and I whispered soft words to my furry captive. He 
glared at me and then settled into the ‘torture.’  I was thrilled with each 
glorious second, but I could almost hear him thinking: “Ok, I’m putting up 
with this but only because its Christmas.”

I’d like to tell you that after that night we were best friends, but Sam’s 
kitten, like Sam, had a mind of his own. I was allowed to pet him when it 
suited him and on other days, I was back to being a free meal. 

In the end, I decided I was ok with him being the boss. Watching him 
mature and seeing the love between him and Sam was a gift in its own. 
I would love him on his own terms and be content in the knowledge that 
Sam had taught him the most important lessons of all - where to find 
food, where to find shelter, and where to call home. 

Authors note: Someone recently asked me if I had a favorite Christmas 
memory which brought this story to mind. Although this took place many 
years ago, I will always remember it as one of the best Christmas days of 
my life. Each year I reflect on what my family deemed as my impossible 
wish and what I fondly recall as my furry Christmas miracle. 

Deb Heatherly is a designer for Creative Grids® rulers and the author 
of eight popular pattern books. Creative Grids® fans are invited to join 
her Facebook group, “Grids Girls,” for tips and inspiration. https://www.
facebook.com/groups/770429649800457/. Shop Owners are invited to 
join her group just for you, “Grids Girls for Quilt Shop Owners Only” https://
www.facebook.com/groups/273593657256524.  

Visit Deb’s website at www.Debscatsnquilts.com.

              3 ingredient Peanut Butter cookies
1 egg
1 cup peanut butter
1 cup sugar

Mix all 3 ingredients. Roll into walnut sized balls. Flatten with a fork 
dipped in flour or sugar, crisscrossing on the top.

Bake at 350 degrees for 13-15 minutes. 

Thanks to Deb Heatherly for sharing this easy and delicious recipe!

(story continued from previous page)

Shop Local.
Eat Local.

Spend Local.
Enjoy Local.

It Takes YOU to Start the Trend
Support the local businesses who support the area  

where you live, work & play
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20% OFF 
ALL FABRIC

20% OFF 
ALL FABRIC
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We are a QUILT SHOP & 
OVERNIGHT RETREAT CENTER 

We have over 25,000 Bolts of Fabric, Sewing Machines, 
Machine Service, Longarm Quilting Service, 

Hand Embroidery, Sewing Notions, etc.

Monday - Friday 9am - 5pm Sat. 9am - 3pm
18130 Renken Rd • Staunton, Il 62088 • 618-635-2429

www.itchntobestitchn.com

https://www.facebook.com/okiesfabricstash/
https://www.sewbargain.com/
http://www.mercantilegatherings.com
https://www.itchntobestitchn.com/


Kansas / Oklahoma / Missouri

Locally Owned and Operated Since 1985. Owners: Eric Nelson and Amy Reilly

(North of Columbia Mall, exit 124 south, across from Target)

HOURS: MON THRU SAT 96, CLOSED SUNDAY

We have LOTS of  FABRICS & PATTERNS to choose from 
including MODA, Robert Kaufman, Tula Pink, a wide selection of Batiks, and many more!

www.SewNatural.com
710 N. Main St., Newton, KS | 316.284.2547

OPEN: M-F 10-5, Sat. 10-4

• Read BLOG online for all shop 
happenings 

• Block-A-Month SAMPLERS 
available in-store & online

• In-store SERVICES include 
MACHINE QUILTING & BINDING

• Fridays at 1 p.m. BARGAINS on • Fridays at 1 p.m. BARGAINS on 
FACEBOOK LIVE

• Open 6 days a week

Sign up today for the new, DOOR 
BANNER Kit of the Month Club. 

Designed by 12 different talented Riley Blake 
designers, the kits which include the pattern 

plus fabrics for top & binding, are packaged in 
unique keepsake boxes.
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Open M,T,TH, F 8:30am-6pm • Wed Noon-6pm • Saturday 8:30am-noon 
129 E. Walnut • Nevada, Missouri • 417-667-7100

www.ninepatchnevada.com

November 17-18 • I-49 Reindeer Shop HopNovember 17-18 • I-49 Reindeer Shop Hop
 4 Shops • Door Prizes 4 Shops • Door Prizes

Check FB page for hours around Thanksgiving! Check FB page for hours around Thanksgiving! Hours will vary.Hours will vary.

Maranda Jones’ new book Random Acts 
is now available at amazon.com  

TThhee  bbooookk  iinncclluuddeess  hheerr  rreeaaddeerr--aaccccllaaiimmeedd  aarrttiicclleess  ffrroomm  tthhee  llaasstt  ddeecc--

Pieces From My Heart 
by Jan Keller 

Eat Well, Laugh Often and Love a Lot 
A popular French saying: Mangez bien, riez souvent, aimez beaucoup!  

John and I have been married 55 years and it seems we’ve taken the above 
French advice to heart throughout our marriage, as well as during our recent 
celebratory trip to the French-speaking Canadian province of Quebec—except 
in reverse order, we’ve Loved a Lot, Laughed Often, and Eaten Well. 

As with any lasting marriage, it has been critical for us to ‘love a lot’ as we’ve 
faced and maneuvered through a wide variety of life’s challenges. Compromise 
has often been necessary. Related to our trip, I’ve always wanted to visit France, 
but John didn’t—so our trip focused on Quebec and the maritime provinces of 
New Brunswick, Prince Edward Island and Nova Scotia, including Cape Breton 
Island—but this column focuses on Quebec City. 

When we embarked on this trip, we got up at 4:45 a.m. and headed to DIA   
to catch our flight to Toronto, and then on to Quebec City. Anyone who has 
flown lately knows things rarely go as planned. We arrived at the airport in time 
to eat breakfast prior to boarding. After that, nothing went as planned as we en-
dured lengthy delays. We finally landed in Toronto with the knowledge we had 
missed our flight on to Quebec City. We were able to catch the last flight out 
headed to our destination. We finally arrived in Quebec City at 11:45 p.m., 
where we had a rental car reserved and only had 15 minutes to get off the 
plane and figure out which way to go. John took off hoping we were in time to 
get our  reserved car while I headed to baggage claim. Finally, at 1 a.m., we   
arrived at the Fairmont Le Chateau Frontenac Hotel. Now, that we’re home 

again, we’ll look back at this experience 
and ‘laugh often’. 

Overlooking the St. Lawrence River, 
our hotel is perched very visible and 
high upon a hill and reportedly is the 
most photographed hotel in the world. 
From its founding in 1608 by French 
explorer Samuel de Champlain, Qué-
bec City has seen many battles and 

sieges. To defend against attacks, a wall was built around Québec City in 1690. 
The town was conquered by British forces in 1759, the Citadel was built be-
tween 1820-1832. Quebec is Canada’s only French speaking province and 
Quebec City is North America’s only ‘walled’ city and today is so European in 
feel and flavor I felt like we were in France. 

We started our days by visiting the hotel’s breakfast 
buffet, including decadent French Croissants. Yum! 

On our first morning we went on a guided city bus 
tour, including ‘Place Royale’, the site of the first com-
mercial street in North America. Here the city pays hom-
age to its French beginning, complete with a statue of 
France’s King Louis XIV in the center of the square. We 
also drove a few miles north to Ile d’Orleans, with beau-
tiful fields of red strawberries, and Montmorency Falls. 

Our last evening in 
Quebec City we returned to the various shops 
along the narrow cobblestone streets of Lower 
Old Quebec City, which happens to be North 
America’s first commercial district. We delighted at 
every turn with incredible sights, like this street, 
Rue du Petit-Champlain with colorful umbrellas 
suspended above. There were also the sounds of 
street musicians and agile acrobats!  

Hungry for pizza, we went to “Sapristi,” with its 
delightful outdoor patio. 
Soon we were seated at 
a small table where we 
could watch the people. 

When the waitress came, we ordered our pizza, only 
to have her ask, "And do you want French Fries?" 

John and I, a bit puzzled by the question, declined. 
As we waited for our pizza, I noticed EVERYONE, 

no matter what they had ordered for dinner, had 
added French Fries to their meal. As I considered and 

pointed out this realization to 
John, and not wanting to miss out on anything special, 
we decided we better add fries to our meal, too. Served 
in a mini cast iron skillet, which kept them hot, along with 
mayo and ketchup, the French Fries were AMAZING! 

Those French Croissants and French Fries were indeed 
‘eat well’ culinary delights we'll long remember! 

We only scratched the surface of all Quebec City, a 
UNESCO World Heritage Site, has to offer—and it would 
be wonderful to one day return!

©2023 Jan Keller  No reprint without permission  Jan shares other pieces of her life in her books, 
Pieces From My Crazy Quilt, and The Tie That Binds  These books can be ordered by calling  
719-866-8570, or writing: Black Sheep Books, 11250 Glen Canyon Drive, Peyton, CO 80831 

Random 
Acts 

by Maranda K  Jones 

      Special 
   Assignment 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Today I asked my first grade class to think of a special place. 
Quiet moments filled the room before they raised their hands to share. 
They sat and pondered their favorites with smiles on every face. 
They happily listed locations they had considered with great care.  
Their ideas filled the board as I wrote their thoughts out loud. 
Some said their homes, some said school, and others specified states. 
Each person’s point of view made someone else think “Wow! 
I’d like to spend some time there too. I can definitely relate.”  
Now the first graders may not have said those exact words… 
But the sentiment was sincere. 
“Hey! Me too!” is what I actually heard, 
And the conversations took off from here.  
Each child had a reason as to why they chose that place. 
What makes it so special? Is it the ‘who’? The ‘what’? The ‘where’? 
Each child had an idea of how to state their case. 
They shared stories of swimming pools, Grandma’s house, and their favorite 
chair.  
The kids talked about camping and about playing with cousins. 
Some chose the mountains, and some chose the beach. 
One chose our classroom where we read books by the dozens. 
One selected space because it’s just so far from reach.  
We listened and smiled at the special places brought to mind. 
I listened and smiled at the young children being so kind. 
We did not get the writing done but we discovered common ground. 
It feels like this assignment itself is a special place to be found.  

© 2023 Maranda K  Jones

Rulers & Patterns, Machine Quilting Quilts & 
Quilt Tops, Notions & Material, Craft Supplies & 

Gifts, Quilting Classes
Purchase a total of $50.00 and draw for a SURPRISE 

DISCOUNT during the 1-49 Reindeer Shop Hop

Hours: M-W-Th-Fr: 9am-4pm
Tuesday: 1-4pm

Saturday: By Appointment

Joyce Mitchel
PO Box 48 • Rockville MO 64780

phone: 660.598.2222
joyce@dbarjquilts.comjoyce@dbarjquilts.com

A different project kit will be available at each shop.

11th Annual 
I-49 Reindeer HopI-49 Reindeer Hop

Quilt Shop Hop

Blue Top Quilt Shop 
61 SE 1st Lane 

Lamar, MO
417-681-0330

www.bluetopquiltshop

DbarJ Quilts, etc
405 1st Street
Rockville, MO 
660-598-2222

www.dbarjquilts
Nine Patch Quilt & Fabric

129 E. Walnut
Nevada, MO

417-667-7100
www.ninepatchnevada

Rocking Chair Quilt
21 N. Main
Butler, MO

660-200-2226
www.rcquilts

NOVEMBER 17th-18th, 2023  
 9AM-5PM

Have your passport stamped at all four locations for a chance  
to win 1 of 4 (and more) Door Prizes
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------------ in SPRINGFIELD, MO ------------ 
1333 S. Glenstone • 417-881-4966 • Mon-Fri 9am-5pm, Sat 9am-4pm

1241 E. Republic RD • 417-889-0528 • Mon-Fri 10am-5pm, Sat 10am-3pm
online www.thefabricoutletonline.com

Over 15,000 Bolts of High QualityFabric at Bargain Prices! 

2 Locations, 3 Ways to Shop!
Over 15,000 Bolts of High QualityFabric at Bargain Prices! 
----------FABRIC OUTLET----------

•Fabric•Notions
•Books•Patterns

•Classes•Clubs•BOM
•Kits and more

At The Lake Quilt  Shop
Great Price Fabric •  Notions •  Fat Quarters 

& Make Your Own Jellyrolls!  
Look for me on facebook 

@ At The Lake Qui l t  Shop and l ike me 

Hours:  Tues.-Fr i .  9am-5pm • Sat.  9am-2pm
31958 Wildcat Dr.•  Warsaw, MO 65355
 (south to HWY 83, corner of  HWY 83 & MM) 

660-223-2175

The Quilt Shoppe
@Newcomb Hardware

Come in and see us, we would love to meet you!
2350 HWY 17 • Iberia, MO 65486 • 573-793-2009

Like us on Facebook

Longarm Services, Custom or Digital E2E
Fabrics • Wide Backings • Glide Thread • Patterns 

QS Rulers • Notions • Supplies

Southern MO

Solution on p. 17
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I watched as my 33-year-old son Ryan bent way down under 
the dusty shelves in the back of the storage room. We had finally 
found a day to be together to start unpacking the basement 
chaos. It had been 3 trying months since my husband’s funeral 
and my two boys and I were continuing the unsettling process 
of sorting through their dad’s things. The emotions on some days 
were taking their toll, and tackling one roam at a time kept us 
guessing at what we would uncover. At only 59, Bill had accumulated a 
ton_of_stuff. Or should say mem-o-ries. Ryan called for me to hand him a 
flashlight. I searched and found one in the vast pile of camping equipment 
and handed it to my youngest son, 26-year-old Jeremiah. He crouched 
down near the shelf ledge next to his brother.  I watched them each from 
behind, and a few sad happy tears welled up in me as I marveled at their 
broad shoulders. They both so resembled their father, the love of my life 
since I was a young girl. My 6’7” sons unfolded themselves and lifted out 
the first of marry boxes. My husband had been an avid collector of almost 
everything. Not only was he an Eagle Scout and a detail-oriented rocket 
scientist, but the other side of Bill’s brain carried a deep passion to beat 
the heck out of his massive drum collection. A talented musician from the 
time he was 12, Bill had developed a love of all kinds of music, it was a 
common bond we shared from the early years of our relationship, and 
we had various instruments and amplifiers sharing space with the boxes, 
all strewn across the basement carpet. I watched the boys continue the 
heavy lifting and let myself stop and remember back to the beginning 
before our family was born.

At 16, I would sit on Bill’s twin size bed in his disheveled typical 
teenage boys room, listening to old records and watching as he sat 
behind his drums and prepared to play along with The Four Seasons, 
Herman’s Hermits, and Herb Albert and the Tijuana Brass. Bill transformed 
from his usual quiet shy demeanor into a different person when he started 
to drum. He would pull out his albums from the box next to his stereo, 
(it’s a stretch to call it a stereo), find the song he wanted, and place that 
little needle arm carefully along the record’s edge. I remember being so 
impressed with how many songs he knew. From oldies to the Bee Gees 
to Boston, “More Than a Feeling”, and the popular theme song from 
“Hawaii-Five-O’ were his favorites, and he rocked them. I fell in love with 
him drumming to those two songs.

Bill and I had grown up in everything together, so going through all 
of this was a cascade of emotions for me. My sons had followed suit with 
a love of music, and our basement was a percussionist’s dream. Bill would 
play his drums whenever he needed a release. He was very committed 
to all his various interests and a sentimental giant to boot. It seemed 
everywhere we looked there was a crate or a bin with a story attached 
to it, and an unspoken desire that he would get back to it “someday?. 
I pushed those thoughts aside, pulled myself together, and watched the 
boys peer back underneath the metal brackets to grab another worn box 
that had been pushed back against the concrete wall, There were three 
incredibly heavy cardboard boxes that had likely been put there the day 
we moved in ages ago, The boys carried the massive weight of them out 
into the main room, being careful not to let the heavy treasures inside fall 
out the bottom.

I knew what we had found. I smiled to myself as we opened the tops 
and started to blow the dust off the old vinyl albums. Not only Boston and 
Hawaii-Five-O, but all the albums from his youth and the early years of 
our marriage were in those boxes. There were records from my childhood 
and classics from my parents’ eclectic country collection. Bill had said we 
should never get rid of any of them. Johnny Cash and Kenny Rogers 
would’ve been honored to know the place they held in my basement. 
We didn’t even own a turntable anymore, but it didn’t matter, Just looking 
through the albums brought back many more memories of great music 
and hopeful dreams for a long future together. Record covers, song 

melodies, and liner notes with lyrics of passionate men and women 
pursuing each ether. Love found and then often lost. I ironically 
pulled out “Big Girls Dort Cry”. Wow, we had accumulated quite 
an extensive collection

I flipped through the record titles and figured some might 
be valuable to others. Bill and I had loved going to antique and 

vintage stores and perusing the albums there. That was one of our 
many favorite things to do. We’d search through the piles and say. “Do 
we still have this one?”. Well_here they were. The Beatles, and some Elvis, 
those might be collectibles? But America? One Rod Stewart, and some 
of my dad’s classic Hank Williams? Probably not so much. I was a lover 
of David Gates and Bread, Dan Fogelberg and John Denver. Most were 
priceless only to me because they brought back 45-year-old feelings of 
falling in love anxiously waiting to be able to be together always. “Carry 
on My Wayward Son” was the first song I ever awkwardly danced with a 
boy to_and The Beach Boys’ “Wouldn’t it be Nice”, exactly described our 
teenage courtship, “Hooked on a Feeling” by BJ Thomas, was our song, 
and let’s just be honest, the Eagles “Peaceful Easy Feeling” carried Bill and 
me out into the desert and pursued attentions that certainly could have 
gotten us into trouble but mainly made us inseparable.

These records brought this all back to my mind and tugged at my 
heart. I found my favorite album ever, of which I also embarrassingly 
owned not only the cassette but the CD too. And these days it’s frequently 
number one on my Apple play list. England Dan and John Ford Coley_
remember them? “I’d Really Love to See you Tonight” and “Nights are 
Forever Without You”. We must’ve played that album 1000 times. Bill’s 
high school garage band had played a pretty good rendition of “Sister 
Golden Hair”, and the gentle side of Bill loved everything Karen Carpenter. 
I bet he was happy to see her in heaven. We uncovered Seals and Crofts’ 
“I’ll Play for You” and my absolute favorite song of all time, “We Will Never 
Pass This Way Again”. Those two songs alone now embrace my being in 
a whole new way. The emotions took over and memories of 1979 and 
sitting on Bill’s bed rose again in me, and my two big sons enveloped me 
in a loving bear hug. Their dad had certainly taught them to love their 
mom well.

Now that BilI is gone, I can’t seem to stop listening to all these songs. 
And even more so now that he’s gone, I’m thankful he made us keep 
these old albums_even if just to look at them and reminisce. I remember 
dancing at Ryan’s wedding to “Amarillo by Morning” and ironically, 
Jeremiah has his own band now and can play ALL these songs. He DOES 
own a vintage turntable and was thrilled to add these records to his vinyl 
collection, or at least the ones I was able to part with once we finished 
reorganizing that crowded storage room. Everything else is new again. 
Chicago, Simon and Garfunkel_ the list goes on and on.

The fact that I can now easily pull up any genre and song I want to 
and listen to it on my phone at a moment’s notice is almost unreal. Is 
the memory the same? Sometimes_maybe. I don’t have that emotional 
answer right now. But I will admit I often have Mama Cass singing along 
with me in my deep_you gotta “Make Your Own Kind of Music”. Yes, it’s 
a different life for me now than I ever imagined it would be. I wouldn’t 
trade the memories that came back as we uncovered these boxes. I 
know my husband and I fulfilled every lyric of every true love song ever 
written, and I am eternally grateful to him for that.

And now, often when one of our songs comes on that Apple play 
list_I call my sons_just to tell them how much I love them.

DAYLYN MILLER is a Denver, Colorodo writer who loves road trips in 
the rain with coffee in hand_listening to music and podcasts while driving 
through the mountains or absolutely anywhere. Before her husdand Bill 
died in November of 2022, they built their teaching and You Tube ministry, 
RedeemingDoy, which she carries forword, somewhat sentimentally in his 

VINYL MEMORIES
 by Daylyn Miller
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Northern MO

Mon. - Sat . 9am - 5:30pm  Sun. 12-5pm

Locally Owned

Follow Us on Facebook @ Waverings Ben Franklin
Check out our current ad at benfranklinshop.com

Huge Selection of Quilting Fabric
Floral . Crafts . Home Decor

DMC Floss . Stamped Needle Art
Check out our Clearance Fabric Section

CUSTOM LONGARM QUILTING • FABRIC & KITS
Mon.-Wed., Fri.-Sat. 8:30-5, Thurs. 10-4, Closed Sun.

Fabrics ~ Notions
Quilt Books & Patterns

660-684-6720
21914 State Hwy 190 • Jamesport, MO 64648

Memories with Santa Claus  
by Kerri Habben Bosman

Towards the end of a year, I sit for a bit and contemplate Santa 
Claus. Not the one visiting from the North Pole at the mall and not the 
new decorations in the stores. I just look across the living room and study 
the form of a 14” stuffed bearded, velvet figure who emerges every 
December. He spends the rest of the year in a cardboard box that held 
cans of food 40 years ago. 

This Santa has been a part of every Christmas I have ever known. 

My great aunt, Aunt Wilma, brought him home in the early 1920’s. 
She was in her early 20’s, age-wise. Home then was an apartment in a six 
family house in Brooklyn, New York that she shared with her mother, three 
brothers, and a sister, my grandmother. Her father had died suddenly in 
1919 when she was 17. She and my grandmother worked as winders in 
a small knitting mill. Their economic situation was far from prosperous, but 
somehow there was always enough. 

Around the corner from where they lived was a store I’ve only heard 
referred to as “the Junkies.” I assume it was something 

like a thrift store. There she found our Santa Claus. 

Santa was there the Christmases of 1929 
and 1930 that Uncle Henry had to be away at the 

tuberculosis sanitarium, and he was there through the 
Decembers my Uncle Bill struggled with a brain tumor 
in the late 1930’s. 

Santa listened to the tap of my Uncle Henry’s 
typewriter as he wrote his Christmas correspondence 
at the dining room table. He was there as my 

great-grandmother, Nanna, baked and cooked 
for the holiday. Santa was also there the Christmas 
of 1958, the first one she wasn’t there for. 

He was there as the family had grown with 

marriages and children arriving. One of those children, of course, was my 
mother. Santa was there for her first Christmas and every Christmas after. 
He sat upon the piano as Mom played carols and hymns every December 
growing up and into early adulthood.

In 1967 Aunt Wilma and Uncle Henry moved from the home that 
our Santa had known for over 40 years. When Aunt Wilma wanted to toss 
him out, Mom rescued him. Thus, he has been a part of every Christmas 
I have ever known.

He was there during my first Christmas in 1973, and he moved 
to North Carolina with my parents, grandparents, and myself in 1978. 
He was there through all the changes a few decades bring, including 
Mom’s last Christmas in 2017. Thus, he was saved during the purging of 
possessions when my husband, Wayne, and I sold my childhood home.

Now Santa has been there for our Christmas celebrations. Wayne’s 
five grown children and their families gather at our house, and we all 
treasure being together. Santa has seen everyone open their presents, 
including the knitted and crocheted gifts I make every year with extra 
love in them. 

Our Santa has indeed seen better days. The velvet of his suit is flat 
and worn, its burgundy red perhaps a bit faded. The once white trim on 
his clothes is a dull brown in some places and entirely gone in others. His 
beard is now matted and a yellowish gray, no longer fully glued to his 
face. 

Yet, he exudes more spirit than all the untested, brand-new Santas 
out there. His fabric face retains every feature with that customary twinkle 
in his brown eyes. His cheeks are as rosy as if he just arrived on his sleigh. 

Our Santa is vibrant with the many decades of December memories 
that he carries. This Christmas, he will again see what he has seen ever 
since Aunt Wilma brought him home. He will see love.

Kerri Habben Bosman is a writer living in Chapel Hill, NC. Her email 
is 913jeeves@gmail.com.
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Building Harmony

Harmony Christmas
The Effort

by Jeff Cappis

Well, it’s Christmas again. I love the traditions and the way it brings 
people together. Usually you know what to expect. Snow on the ground, a 
big turkey dinner, family and friends dropping by, and the usual collection 
of Christmas songs playing over and over. (And over and over...) There are 

presents to buy and excited 
children. Inevitably some one 
knocks over the Christmas 
tree. Despite all this I find the 
routine very comforting.

It is a lot of work. Every 
year, Cathy and I pull out the 
boxes marked “Christmas” 
from storage and decorate 
the house. On this particular 
day we put up garnishes, 
set out ornaments, stockings 
and wreaths. After hours 
of decorating and drinking 
eggnog, we finally got to the 
main event: the Christmas 
tree. I have to admit, by that 
time I just want to sit back and 
watch a good horror movie, 
but the boss keeps me going.

We were just about done 

when I asked Cathy, “It’s a lot of work and we’ll only be pulling it all down 
and putting it away in a couple of weeks. Why do people go to the 
trouble to put up a tree in the house anyway? When you think about it, 
this is a very strange tradition.” Somehow I wasn’t sure Cathy heard me. 
“Do you think this is all worth the effort?”

Cathy just smiled as she pulled the very last tree ornament from the 
box. The ornament appeared to be made of crystal. The lights from the 
tree danced sparkles all different colors through the glass. The ornament 
had its own small rainbow around it. This wasn’t any ordinary ornament 
and Cathy always put it on last.

You see, Cathy grew up as one of six children. Every year her mother 
would make six shopping trips (one with each child) so that everyone 
could keep their presents secret. Cathy loved that time with her mother. 
You can imagine that being one of six children doesn’t afford you a lot of 
personal alone time with her.

When Cathy was five, her mother bundled her up with a scarf, coat, 
snow pants, mittens, boots and a hat for the trip to the department store. 
It was a chilly day and the trip would take two different buses. Cathy could 
see her breath on the bus’ glass window as she watched the houses go 
by. It was exciting!

When they got to the department store, she found it was filled with 
wondrous things. There were clothes and toys and jewelry. They looked at 
it all. Just her and her mother. Cathy thought she was having the best day 
ever. But it wasn’t over just yet.

They finished shopping and were heading to the door when something 
caught her mother’s eye. There was a small crystal ornament sitting in the 
middle of a bunch of other odd Christmas items. It somehow stood out. 
Cathy thought it was beautiful. They both admired it.

“Can we get it for the Christmas tree mommy?” Cathy asked with 
wide eyes and a big smile. Her mother puzzled for a moment.

“Sorry sweetie. We only have enough money for the bus. If we get 
this, we’ll have to walk home.” Cathy didn’t think about it, she just put on 
a great big smile and hugged her mother.

So, they set off. It was probably only a half hour walk, but the air 
was cold. To Cathy it felt like they were going on an expedition across 
the north pole. The sun would be going down soon. She had to keep her 
little legs going faster so they’d get home in time. Their breaths hung in 
the winter air. The snow crunched beneath their feet. All the while Cathy 
clutched the bag with the ornament in it. Her mother carried the other 
twelve. She still managed to hold her daughter’s hand. 

“It’s O.K.,” Cathy thought. “Mom is with me.” The last ten steps were 
the hardest. The sun had just gone down, it was cold, snow had blown 
across their front steps. That front door couldn’t get close enough. But they 
made it. Stepping into the warm house, her mother put down all the 
bags then smiled at her.

She saw Cathy was still clutching the bag with the ornament. Cathy 
smiled back at her proudly. They pulled it out and thoughtfully hung it on 
the tree.

“Was it worth the effort?” her mother asked.

“Oh yes!” Cathy replied. She stroked the ornament then she turned to 
look at me as if she’d just come back from somewhere. I could tell it all 
from the look in her eyes. We clinked our eggnog glasses, she curled up 
in my arms and we admired the Christmas tree.

Yes, it’s all worth the effort.

Merry Christmas from Jeff and Cathy at Harmony Acres.

© Jeff Cappis 2023 jcappis@telus.net
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Long sunny harvest days are over. The sunflowers, beanstalks, and 
pumpkins are gone now.

We’ve raked and spread the gardens with layers of the brittle brown 
leaves that were once upon a springtime, the “new leaf” we eagerly 
turned over. Hedgerow trees so lately dressed in voluptuously swaying 
jade ball gowns are now standing naked and exposed to chilling northerly 
winds.

November tries desperately to retain his identity; some call him 
“autumn,” and some call him “winter.” Madison Avenue has made 
great strides in making November disappear altogether between the 
Halloween ghosts and the Christmas angels. At Sweetmeadow, we try 
to keep November all about thankfulness and gratitude. Though some 
planning is in progress for the fast-approaching holiday season, November 
brings a restful quietness for hunkering in and valuing time for peaceful 
introspection. Stepping out on the back deck at nightfall, I understand 
the conundrum of this beloved “between” month of November. I can be 
relishing in the smoky smells of a bonfire one moment, and the next, I 
catch a subtle scent of snow on the wind. Autumn? Winter? Indeed.

We are bird lovers and find great delight in keeping several bird 
feeders filled faithfully from November until March. I enjoy mixing up and 
freezing blocks of homemade suet that lasts all winter. We have a stout 
concrete birdbath equipped with a little warmer to ensure a supply of 
water that will not freeze. We know all about the debate as to whether 
this practice is beneficial to wild birds who should know all about the 
business of how to take care of themselves. But who among us does not 
like the benefits of having a little easier time when providing for our basic 
needs? Anyway, we feel the variety of birds that come to our backyard 
give back to us way more joy than we can ever begin to give to them. 
Bless their little hearts.

As the year winds down, many of us look more closely at all those 
folks who have given us reasons to feel thankful and blessed during 2023. 
We think of the neighbor who took care of our place while we went on 
short getaways, the doctor who relieved the pain, the church friends who 
brought friendship and love. We appreciate community volunteers and 
organizations that generously give time and money toward areas of deep 
need. We value all the service persons, from the guy who delivers our 
propane to that mechanic who discovered the problem. We endeavor 
always to be grateful for all the helpers roundabout and make THANKS-
LIVING our aim.

Despite our effort to keep Christmas at bay until after Thanksgiving 
Day, we do enjoy the colorful lights and festivities that others generously 
share with the community. I had a friend once who, along with her young 
family, would drive around and keep a tally of the houses they thought 
were the best decorated, and close to Christmas Day, they would deliver 
to the “winning” homeowners a small gift of cookies and candies to say 
thank you for the joy their holiday spirit gave to them. I think that is a 
lovely gesture.

In November, my farm kitchen at Sweetmeadow ramps up the 
holiday baking, as it takes about six weeks to make everything on The List 
in time for Christmas! I enjoy decorating gingerbread cookies in a wide 

variety of shapes and sizes. In memory of a delectable old-fashioned 
dessert my mother made – gingerbread cake with hot lemon sauce – I 
like to add lemon extract to the royal icing I pipe onto the cookies. It 
seems to elevate the taste from kinda ordinary to a “Yum! What’s different 
about these?” For decades, I’ve kept a little red binder of all the recipes I 
make annually: the goodies that “it would just not be Christmas without!” 
Nowadays, these holiday treats are mailed to family members far and 
wide, who will be reminded that I wouldn’t think of skipping this way of 
showing my love to them.

As I stand before the frame that holds my prettiest calendar (have 
you seen the LANG, Field Guide, by Susan Winget?) and physically 
change the page from November to December, I contemplate the depth 
of meaning in the symbolic and scriptural phrase: To everything there is 
a season, and a time to every purpose under heaven (Ecclesiastes 3:1). 
I marvel that the trite phrase, time flies, has become more deeply true 
the older I get. Back in our 30s and 40s, we would hear all the old-timers 
throw this comment around at family gatherings, but we had no idea 
what they were talking about, nor did we really care! It seems that this 
is just another one of those generational topics we learn to keep on the 
down-low when we are in the company of our 40-something kids and 
grandchildren. They wouldn’t really understand either, nor should they 
have to, as their lives are in full, long-day summer mode! But I digress.

I turn the page to the artistic December cardinals page and pause 
to ponder the beauty of crisp, wintry days ahead. I choose to see the 
blessings of all that is to come. The holy moments of advent devotion and 
the bright expectations of familial togetherness. I envision peace on frosty 
nights sitting by the fire with hot tea (Bigelow’s Salted Caramel!), a hygge 
lap quilt, and a good story book (by Laura Frantz!). I imagine the twinkling 
starshine and milky moonbeams spreading over a light skiff of snow on 
the meadow. I foresee the white-flocked Christmas tree covered in years 
of collected redbird ornaments and bright silk poinsettias. I anticipate 
celebrating the O, Holy Night, the night of our dear Savior’s birth – the 
thrill of HOPE so this weary world can REJOICE! I pray I’ll fall on my knees 
and hear the angel voices. I invoke His law of love and His gospel of 
peace… that chains shall break and all oppression shall cease. I pray we 
all, a grateful chorus, shout hymns of joy and praise His holy name: Christ 
is the Lord; O praise His name forever!

Sweetmeadow Farm is located in the beautiful Missouri Ozarks. Lori 
and her husband are semi-retired and enjoy relishing the seasons on their 
small farm. Lori can be contacted at sweetmeadow812@gmail.com.

Solution to puzzle on p.13
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Become Inspired 
Decorating, Entertaining and  

Living in the Early American Style
by Annice Bradley Rockwell

In the month of November, the leaves on the trees have lost their 
luster and the days are some of the shortest of our year. As the vibrant 
colors fade, there is a cold snap in the air signaling a clear seasonal shift. 
As our landscape changes right before our eyes, we are naturally drawn 
indoors where the glow of candlelight paired with a crackling fire in our 
fireplace happily warms us and welcomes us home. We are entering into 
a spectacular season of anticipation where we begin to plan for festivities 
intended to share joy.

Joyful Intention
Often associated with being fast-paced and frenzied, the holiday 

season can actually be a time of quiet creating and planning when 
we plan with caring intention. Designing a perfect family dinner that 
honors time-tested family recipes can be a soulful experience bringing 
up wonderful memories of childhood joy. Taking the time to recreate 
and share that magic with those you love is one of the most worthwhile 
endeavors. While the meal simmers on the stove and all of the finishing 
touches come together, we tend to become grateful for having the 

opportunity to bask in the comfort of family.

Sacred Traditions
Our efforts to create holiday magic are seen in our home’s as well. 

Our sacred traditions to highlight the splendor of the season are a special 
gift to share with family. Whether we are spending an evening together 
making festive evergreen wreaths for our barn and home, or whether we 
are assembling a traditional gingerbread house to be lit and enjoyed by 
all on Christmas Eve, there is a soulful joy in the keeping of traditions.

As our families and friends gather together to share in the wonder 
of this special time, there is a sense of deep satisfaction that comes with 
knowing it was planned with joy and love. A Christmas Eve surrounded 
by the warm glow of candles in every window of our country home and 
Christmas trees nestled in all of our favorite spaces, we are reminded that 
the sharing of what we create for others is perhaps the greatest gift of all.

Annice Bradley Rockwell is an educator and owner of Pomfret 
Antiques. She is currently working on her book, New England Girl. 
NewEnglandGirl2012@hotmail.com
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                                                RecipesRecipesFavorite HolidayFavorite Holiday
Candy Cane Crispies
From Lydia’s Recipe File 
Crisp and buttery cookies that melt in your mouth.

Directions:
In large mixing bowl, mix together butter, 1 cup powdered sugar, and vanilla.
In another bowl, stir together flour, oats, and salt. Add to butter mixture and blend.
Mix in 1/4 cup crushed candy canes.
Shape dough into one-inch balls. Roll balls into remaining 1/2 cup powdered sugar. Place two 
inches apart on greased baking sheet (or use parchment paper).
Flatten cookies with fork, making a crisscross pattern. Sprinkle with additional crushed candy 
canes and sugar crystals.
Bake at 325 degrees for 18 to 20 minutes, until edges are lightly browned.
Cool on baking sheet for 2 minutes. Use spatula to transfer to cooling rack. Store in airtight 
container. Makes about 30 cookies.

Ingredients:
1 cup butter, softened
1 1/2 cups powdered sugar, divided
1 1/2 teaspoons vanilla
1 1/3 cups flour

1 cup rolled oats
1/2 teaspoon salt
3/4 cup coarsely crushed peppermint 

candy canes, divided
red and green sugar crystals, optional

Easy Thanksgiving Stuffing
from Nancy J. Nash

Directions:
Finely chop the onion.  Saute in oil in a frying pan.  Occasionally stir the onion while melting 
the butter or margarine in boiling water in a pot on the stove.  
Pour the stuffing mix into the water, then add the onion.  Add a generous amount of seasoning 
and stir the entire mixture before covering and removing from the stove.  Let it stand for five 
minutes before serving.
I use this recipe for 3-4 people.  If you have a larger group or want more leftovers, add more of 
everything.
It may not seem like the onion and seasoning would be necessary, but I find they add extra 
flavor and freshness, and I get extra compliments!

Ingredients:
2 packages of stuffing mix (and whatever amount of butter or margarine is specified) 
1 large or a couple small onions
garlic and herb seasoning

Peanut Butter Classic Christmas Cookie
from Marty Druck

Directions:
Cream butter, sugars, peanut butter and eggs; set aside.  Mix flour, baking soda and salt in a 
bowl; add to creamed mixture just until it is mixed in.  Form into 1” balls and put into mini 
muffin tins.  Bake for 8 minutes at 375.  Remove from oven and immediately press 1 peanut 
butter cup into the center of each.  Let cool 10 minutes and then remove to wire rack to cool 
completely.  Makes approximately 4 dozen.

Ingredients:
1/2 C butter, softened
1/2 C white sugar
1/2 C brown sugar
1/2 C peanut butter

1 egg
1 1/4 C flour
3/4 tsp baking soda
1/2 tsp salt

Candy Cane Pie
from Judy Sharer

Directions:
In a large bowl whip the heavy cream until stiff peaks form. Set aside
In a medium bowl cream together the powdered sugar and cream cheese.
Add the food coloring and vanilla and peppermint extract to the cream cheese/powdered sugar 
bowl and mix until a uniform color.
Mix in the 1/2 cup of peppermint candy bits with the cream cheese/powdered sugar.
Add the powdered sugar/cream cheese mixture to the bowl of heavy whipping cream and mix 
together on low speed until combined.
Pour mixture into Oreo crust.
Top pie with Cool Whip and crushed peppermint. Chill for 1-2 hours or until ready to serve.

Ingredients:
1 Oreo pie crust
1 cup heavy cream
1 1/2 cup powdered sugar
2 8-ounce packages cream cheese softened
10 drops red food coloring

2 tsp vanilla extract
1 tsp peppermint extract
1/2 cup peppermint candy canes or mints 

crushed
1 tub Cool Whip
Crushed peppermint candy for decoration

Quick Cake Mix Cookies
from Janet M. Bair

Directions:
Heat oven to 375 degrees.
In large bowl, combine cake mix, oil and eggs; stir by hand until moistened thoroughly.
Shape dough into 1 inch balls.  Place 2 inches apart on ungreased cookie sheets.  
Flatten to ¼ inch thickness with bottom of glass dipped in flour.
Bake for 6-8 minutes.  (These spread into nice circles, so leave enough space on your tray)
When cooled, frost and sprinkle with Christmas sprinkles.
While I Love to bake cookies, sometimes you just run out of time.  These have worked well for 
me over the years and they look nice without too much fuss.

Ingredients:
1 box of cake mix (chocolate works well)
1/3 cup oil
2 eggs

Banana Bread
from Janet Young
 Instead of a cookie, quick breads are easy to freeze and keep on hand for unexpected company.  
Sliced in small square it can be used as a dainty dessert for a tea tray.

Directions:
350 Oven. Smash bananas. Mix melted butter into bananas in a large bowl, Mix sugar, egg, and 
vanilla.  Sprinkle baking soda and salt over the mixture, then mix in. Add flour last, mix. Pour 
into buttered 4x8 loaf pan. Bake 1 hour. Cool on rack. Remove from pan.        

Ingredients:
3-4 bananas, smashed
1/3 cup melted butter
1 cup sugar (if want less sweet use 3/4 

cup)
1 egg, beaten
1 teas. vanilla

1 teas. baking soda
Pinch of salt
1 1/2 cups flour

Mom’s Corn Relish
from Kerri Habben Bosman
Before I was born, my mother created this recipe after enjoying a local restaurant’s offering. She 
tested and tweaked until she felt she’d duplicated it. Her corn relish appeared every Thanksgiving, 
and it still tastes like the holiday season to me. I make it every year and share it with friends and 
family between Thanksgiving and Christmas. Of course, it never tastes quite as good as it did when 
she made it.

Directions:
Cook celery in corn liquid for 10 minutes. Meanwhile, combine all but last two ingredients. Add 
to celery, mixing well. Cook, covered, over medium heat, stirring often, for 20 minutes.  Add 
catsup and simmer on low for 10 minutes. Add cornstarch mixture and cook for 1 minute over 
high heat, stirring constantly. Store in refrigerator-it lasts a long time. Makes approximately one 
quart.

Ingredients:
3 stalks celery, diced
2/3 cup liquid from cans of corn
3 cans kernel corn
1 ½ T. dried onion, soaked in water  

and drained
4 oz. jar chopped pimentos

1 ½ t. celery seed
½ t. dry mustard
½ t. salt
½ c. plus 1 T. sugar
½ c. cider vinegar
2 T. catsup
1 T. cornstarch, dissolved in 4 T. water

Soft Oatmeal Christmas Cookies
from Donna Jo Copeland, Breezy Manor Farm
An old family favorite.

Directions:
Soak 1 cup of rolled oats in 3/4 cup buttermilk overnight on the counter.
You can add chopped nuts or raisins if you like. 
Drop by teaspoons full onto parchment paper lined cookie sheet. 
Bake 15 to 20 minutes at 350 degrees.
These are a soft cookie.

Cream together 
1 stick butter
1 cup sugar
2 eggs

Add 
Oats
2 T corn oil
1 t. Cinnamon 
1 t baking powder 
2 1/4 cups flour 
Mix well

Happy HolidaysHappy Holidays
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