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A heart stirring devotional you’ll want to read like a novel, My Mother’s Quilts is rich in the kind of history that makes you long for a simpler time. It’s steeped in inspiration from faith handed down from one generation to another and seasoned with application that stirred my heart to prayer and praise.


Ane Mulligan, President Novel Rocket, author of Chapel Springs Revival


The fabric of legacy—those words sum up this amazing devotional by Ramona Richards. Together with images from generations of quilts, she pieces together family stories, Scripture, and insight to produce a patchwork of encouragement and comfort. My Mother’s Quilts will hold a forever place on my nightstand.


Edie Melson, Author of While My Soldier Serves and While My Child Is Away


Through the intricate quilt patterns and simple but compelling faith of the strong women who form her ancestry, Ramona Richards traces the meaning of legacy in the pages of My Mother’s Quilts. This memoir/devotional not only celebrates the women and art they made through quilts, but the truth that “our ancestors influenced us in many unseen ways, just as we will influence those who come after us.”


Cynthia Ruchti, Speaker and author of award-winning books including All My Belongings and As Waters Gone By


Our memories often help define who we are. And tangible objects can bring those memories to life. My Mother’s Quilts offers us the chance to slip back in time, remembering the women who have been so influential in our lives. And the beauty of the quilts weaves the memories, bright with colors, bright with recollections so real the folks live again in our hearts. My Mother’s Quilts offers heart-changing devotions so real you can touch the colorful stitching.


Linda S. Glaz, Multi-published author and literary agent


Ramona Richards’s latest book is made from timeless swatches of nostalgia carefully pieced and lovingly sewn together by a master storyteller. You will surely, as I have, create a long list of those you wish to read this treasure.


Eva Marie Everson, Best-selling author of fiction and nonfiction works


In My Mother’s Quilts, Ramona Richards stitches together a charming collection of family stories, devotional thoughts, and the fascinating history of the quilts in her family. Your heart will feel as warm as if you’ve had one of those quilts tucked around you. I loved reading this book!


Michelle Cox, author of Just 18 Summers and God Glimpses from the Jewelry Box
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DEDICATION


To the memory of my mother, of course, but also to three women who made so much of this book possible: Rebecca Mason Thomas, Mary Syreze Smith, and Lori Howell Cousins—sisters under the skin




A NOTE TO THE READER ON MEMORIES AND QUILT PATTERNS


I talked to my mother a lot about quilting over the years. In fact, she talked quilting with anyone who would listen. The memories mentioned in this book, however, are my own. Most of these events and conversations happened when Mother and I were alone, but other moments involved an entire community of relatives and friends. Their perceptions may vary somewhat, as is the nature of memories and observations. But they have been supportive and encouraging about the writing of this book as a way to preserve the heritage of needlework that has been woven throughout our history. Most of the women in my family, as far back as we can trace, were quilters, either out of love or necessity.


For my mother, quilting was an art and craft she adopted with a passion. She showed me pattern after pattern; some she planned to work on, others that were in process, and a few she only dreamed of attempting. She collected hundreds from books, friends, newspapers, and magazines. She adapted more than one to whatever fabric she had or size she needed. For others, the special creations, she went shopping for bolts and fat quarters—bundles, those wide-cut quarter yards of fabric that quilters prize. She met regularly with a quilters’ guild in Hartselle, Alabama, and they traded and swapped even more.


I don’t remember all the names. I don’t remember which ones she altered to her own designs. Mostly I remember the love, the care for details, the respect for the craft, and the memories surrounding each quilt. And although some of her quilts were tagged with the name of the quilter and the pattern, many of the tags just included the quiltmaker, location, and year. My cousin, Rebecca Mason Thomas, and I have researched and queried and scoured the Internet, but some of the patterns named in this book are just our best guesses based on our research. I’d love to hear from anyone who knows an alternative name for the patterns.




Introduction


FAITH, HOPE, AND LOVE IN EVERY BLOCK


When my mother and I sat down to make plans for her funeral, we decided to use one of her quilts on the casket instead of a blanket of flowers. She chose her Butterfly Handkerchief quilt, which featured her own mother’s handkerchiefs. My grandmother carried a handkerchief everywhere she went, especially to church. Being too poor to purchase such a luxury, my grandmother made her own from any available fabric. She’d add embroidery or tat lace for the edges, although some bold prints and colors needed little more than hemming. When my grandmother died, Mother took those treasured squares and transformed each into a lovely butterfly, centered on a twelve-inch quilt block. The quilted stitches around the outside of the quilt formed their own line of precise butterflies.


It was one of my mother’s most cherished quilts. It stayed on display in her living room until she went into an assisted living facility. When I’d visit her home, our conversation would frequently drift to the quilt, and she’d share the story of one of the handkerchiefs—what the fabric had been used for originally or a special time she remembered my grandmother carrying a particular one. That spurred us to talk about the other quilts she owned.


My mother was a master quilter. It was her passion and great love. She belonged to a local guild and took trips to quilt shows. She constantly read about them, and she sought out the history of patterns and fabrics. Although Mother pieced most of her quilts on a machine, every quilted stitch was by hand, and she enjoyed finding different stitching stencils to add pizzazz to her work.


But Mother also owned a number of quilts that had been passed down to her from her mother, grandmother, and assorted friends and relatives. She even owned a quilt pieced in North Carolina during the 1830s and transported over the mountains into Alabama when our family migrated west. Once a brilliant red-and-green Carolina Lily pattern, the antebellum quilt survived the Civil War by being buried in a barn. The years underground left it a faded brown and rusty orange, but it was still intact, if fragile, after almost 180 years. After much discussion with my brother and me, Mother donated it to her hometown museum.


It weighed on her, however, that the story of the Carolina Lily quilt, and all the others, would soon be forgotten. No one but her knew their tales. So she stitched a white fabric tag to the back of most of the quilts, on which she wrote as much as she knew about the quilt’s origins. And she began to share with me the stories behind each one, accounts that not only described the beginning of a quilt but the ongoing legacy of the seamstresses in her life—their faith, their hopes for the future, their dreams, their adventures.


When the time finally came to use the Butterfly Handkerchief quilt on her casket, all those stories came rushing back to me as people asked me, repeatedly, about the quilt. I used it in her eulogy, explaining how important to her it had been not to lose the fabric of my grandmother’s life and legacy. How important it was to preserve those elements of character and grace far beyond her time here on earth. After Mother’s funeral, the quilt became the center of attention, as family gathered around. Some of the cousins there I had not seen in decades, but we were suddenly united by a quilt—what it stood for and what it meant to all of us.


It was a reminder that all families have such treasure embedded in their weaving, and I knew I had to share the lessons I had learned from my mother’s stories of seamstresses past and present. Quilts and other needlework—once necessities—now make up our legacy of faith and hope. Whether they’re a 180-year-old Carolina Lily quilt, 75-year-old handkerchiefs, or a 25-year-old Butterfly Handkerchief quilt, the stitches of our family are very much like our faith: They bind us, comfort us, and help us share the foundations of the past with the generations of the future.
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Grandmother Omie Brothers Pope, Ray, and Ramona (circa 1959)
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Granddaddy Rother Waldrop, Grandmother Ila Harp Waldrop, Mother, Ramona, and Ray (circa 1958)
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My Mother, Jimmie Lou Waldrop Pope (circa 1948)
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Mother with the Carolina Lily quilt (circa 1990)
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A Faded Pattern


CAROLINA LILY


She selects wool and flax and works with eager hands.


Proverbs 31:13


The fabric definitely dates to the 1830s or 1840s.”


I watched my cousin Becky carefully run white-gloved hands over the vintage quilt, comparing the cloth to examples in one of her books on the history of fabrics. The faded quilt, tattered and worn around the edges, lay spread over the museum table. It doesn’t look like much compared to modern quilts, with their brilliant colors and innovative patterns. The colors of the familiar Carolina Lily pattern have paled from bright red and green to orange and brown. The white background is now umber. It is smaller than recently made quilts, built for narrow mattresses of corn shucks or straw.


Becky paused over one square. “Here.” She pointed. “That one only appeared in that decade. And the wool batting puts it pre-Civil War.” The handwoven back places its construction in North Carolina, confirming the family stories of the young couple who trusted God with an unknown future on the other side of the mountains. It even comes with its own legend: In order to keep it from being confiscated by marauders and soldiers alike, it spent the Civil War buried in a trunk in the barn, along with some other valuables.


After the war, it wasn’t used much, but it was passed down from one woman to the next. My grandmother would take it out each year, air it over an outside clothesline, then lovingly pack it away, sharing the age-old tales about the quilt as she did so. Stories of love, faith, and sacrifice, such as most families have dotting their past.
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By the time my mother received it, it had deteriorated too much for restoration, so the family made the decision to wrap it in acid-free paper, in an equally acid-free box, and donate it to the St. Clair County (Alabama) Museum and Archives, where it’s displayed occasionally, a marker of the area’s history.


But it’s far more than that. It’s a faded symbol of something that never fades. While we cherish the Carolina Lily because it’s a legacy of our handicraft, it’s also a reminder that faith and family, and a belief that God will take care of us, endure in the same way: passed down to the next generation.


PRAYER STARTER


Father, You have blessed Your children across thousands of years and shown them how to disciple and love their own. Guide me as I pass my faith to a new generation of believers. Amen.




One Woman’s Trash


DUTCH DOLL
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