
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Quilted Calendar:  A Year of Quilting Tales

        

        
        
          Ronni Chavez

        

        
          Published by Road Home Quilting, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE QUILTED CALENDAR:  A YEAR OF QUILTING TALES

    

    
      First edition. April 4, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ronni Chavez.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233281372

    

    
    
      Written by Ronni Chavez.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Marnita.

Because she took us to the art museum each Christmas. Thank you for showing us the importance of pausing to appreciate life's wonders. You taught us that beauty is something we can learn to find and cherish.
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Beyond the Ribbon
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Jana ran a practiced hand over the ladybug appliques humming through her new quilt’s border. She was especially proud of the ladybugs. The quilt’s center medallion showing a gate at sunrise was stunning, of course, all her quilts were. But these tiny hand-painted and needle-turned symbols of protection would bring all the luck she needed to be awarded a blue ribbon.

Aside from the odd wedding gift quilt (often followed by a baby gift quilt), Jana crafted only a single show-stopping quilt each year. She pieced in the evenings after work and quilted on Saturday mornings. Initially, quilting had been a hobby to fill the time after her husband Liam’s passing. 

But after she received the coveted Best of Show ribbon at her first contest, Jana was hooked on quilt shows. After all, participating in the quilt contest was the best way to support her guild, as well as her newfound artistic self. 

So Jana had been rightly nervous about finishing in time for this year’s early showing. The Quilting Society of San Sylvester regularly hosted a springtime quilt show. But this year, because they were chosen to host a traveling quilt exhibit in March, her guild decided to move their annual competition into January. 

At first, Jana said she wouldn’t be able to participate in the contest. The early date robbed her of three months’ workmanship. “That won’t be fair to the rest of us,” her friend Margaret, the guild’s secretary, had quipped. “If you spend two years working on one quilt, Jana, you’ll take all the ribbons.” 

Jana smiled at the memory. Imagine, taking every ribbon in the show. How charmingly silly. 

But once Jana contemplated the opportunity the January contest offered, she couldn’t resist designing the ultimate New Year’s Day quilt. She had already completed every manner of holiday quilts, who hasn’t? The guild had used her Christmas Bells design for their last raffle project. And she still had an acre’s worth of Halloween scraps in her stash from a one-time boutique effort. But how do you quilt New Year's Day? Jana had thought long before choosing the gate. Her New Year’s quilt gradated from midnight to dawn, with an open gate of hope in the center, surrounded by a sampling of four-inch traditional blocks for stability, then a watercolor inner-border for renewal, and finally the lucky grapevine outer border with the appliqued ladybugs for protection. Won’t Margaret be surprised. 

Jana checked the mantle clock. It was still early, but everything was ready. Why not head to the quilt hanging event at the college? If traffic and parking didn’t soak up the time, then she could have a leisurely stroll through the evergreen studded campus. Stepping into the carport, Jana found the wintry day bright and crisp. 

Outside, the neighborhood bustled with the rumpus of a large scale yard sale. The Homeowners Association’s annual promotion of spring cleaning, where the gated communities were open for public participation in the exchange of household treasures. Strangers drove through the neighborhood in parade formation, seeking in every direction for a reason to stop. 

As her mission of the moment differed from the throng of visitors, Jana considered herself invisible to the neighborhood hullabaloo. She loaded her thermos in the car’s drink console. She scrubbed a spot on the windshield. When she was finally ready to leave, she stopped in her driveway to refold the show-stopping gate quilt, ensuring no wrinkle would crease the center during transport to the quilt hanging.

A battered red Toyota screeched to a halt at the curbside. A young woman with a knitted cap left the passenger door, leaning heavily on the car as she crossed the street toward Jana. “It’s beautiful!” the young woman called over her halting walk. “Did you make this?” she spread her arms wide, including the entire New Year’s Day Quilt in a wishful hug. 

“Of course,” Jana tried to sound nonchalant in accepting the stranger’s praise. 

“I’ve never seen anything so beautiful!” The young woman couldn’t contain her enthusiasm for Jana’s creation. “I’m a quilter too,” she confided. And readily pulled her phone from her back pocket and began scrolling for a quilt photo to share. 

Bemused, Jana waited, always ready to encourage other quilters. 

A worried young man exited the driver’s side of the Toyota and leaned against the door. A part of Jana recognized his timeless yet harried expression. It made her relive the last year she had cared for Liam. 

To shake the memory from her heart, she tried to focus on the younger quilter. But memory spoke there too: the girl was too thin, without eyebrows, and signs of baldness beneath her knitted cap. 

“Here it is,” the newcomer proclaimed, eager to share with the obvious master, “my first quilt!” The phone showed a rag quilt, flannel squares, alternating solids with novelty prints. Across the street, the man’s face clouded further as his companion told of planning a new quilt in pink; she would start working on it...soon. 

Jana stood silent, not trusting herself to speak. She hoped the young stranger wouldn’t notice her all too close understanding of their situation. Bravely, she smiled and murmured approvals over the flannel quilt in the phone. 

“Jim, wouldn’t this be lovely on the bedroom wall?” she called to her young man.  “I’m spending a lot of days in bed just now. I would treasure this every time I saw the hope pouring through the gate.” And she made a move toward touching the quilt’s border.

“The ladybugs are for luck,” Jana said quietly. 

“Oh, I see!” the girl was overjoyed all over again, “Look, Jim!”

Jim waved from his place, not crossing the street for a quilt.

“So how much?” asked the girl, bouncing in anticipation. Jana was frozen. “For your quilt. You’re selling it, right? The yard sale?”

“I’m afraid this quilt is...very expensive...” began Jana. She looked to Jim at the car for assistance in letting the girl down easy. How could she possibly sell her New Year’s Day Quilt? It was on its way hanging in the quilt show, where it would undoubtedly collect ribbons. But Jim completely misunderstood her pleading glance. He hurried and pulled out his wallet, holding up its entire contents of three bills.

“I couldn’t let it go... for less than... $60?” Who said that? Jana bit her lip. She wasn’t really doing this, was she? 

“Oh dear. That is a lot. Of course, it is worth it, but...” the young woman didn’t need to explain. The toyota’s condition, the obvious hospital bills, Jana knew.

Yes! Jana's heart melted in a sudden decision; she was doing this. Because she had quilt show ribbons a-plenty. Because it was New Years, and it should be, well, new and blessedly different. Because she never had the chance to make a quilt for Liam. Somehow, she just didn’t want this new quilter to face any further disappointments.

Jim stepped forward and put his three bills in Jana’s hand. “Thank you,” he mouthed silently beneath the ultimate gratitude showing in his face. 

Jana looked away, letting her arms hand over the New Year's Day Quilt to the other quilter of their own accord. But the girl’s shrieks of joy made Jana peek to see the young woman almost loose her balance in jumping up and down holding her new quilt. Jim caught her as she faltered and began to cough, although the girl never stopped smiling.

Jana was sincere as she called after the departing couple, “I’m glad my quilt found a good home!” 
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