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Chapter One
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Sylvia supposed all brides-to-be considered eloping at some point during the engagement, but she had never expected to feel that way herself, and certainly not a mere few weeks after agreeing to become Andrew’s wife. She shook her head as she flipped through the magazines someone had left on the desk—Bride’s, American Bride, Country Bride—and dumped the whole stack into the trash can. Unless they came out with an edition of Octogenarian Bride, she would leave the pleading overtures of the bridal industry to the younger girls. Surely she could fend for herself when all she and Andrew wanted was a small, private ceremony in the garden.

The door to the library swung open, and in walked her young friend and business partner, Sarah McClure, neatly dressed in jeans and a button-down shirt, the glasses she wore only reluctantly tucked into the breast pocket. She carried a small white box in one hand. “Do you have a moment?”

“Yes. I was just doing some light housekeeping.” Sylvia gestured to the trash can. “Are you responsible for this?”

“Are you kidding? After you scolded me for offering to take you shopping for your wedding gown?”

“I’m glad you learned your lesson.” Sylvia frowned. Who could it have been, then? All of the Elm Creek Quilters had free run of the office. Summer spent more time there than anyone other than Sarah, but she was not the bridal magazine type. “Diane,” she declared. “Just yesterday I overheard her say that this will be her only chance to plan a wedding because both of her children are boys. Do you suppose she forgot the magazines or left them deliberately, hoping I would be caught up in the wedding planning frenzy that seems to have captivated everyone else around here?”

“Ask her yourself,” said Sarah, smiling. “She and Agnes are coming over to discuss new courses for next season.”

“Already? Elm Creek Quilt Camp won’t open until spring.”

“Would you rather have them work ahead on next year’s classes or plan your wedding?”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“You can’t blame us for being excited. After you turned down Andrew the third time, most of us gave up hope that you two would ever get married.”

“If you were disappointed, it was your own fault for treating our relationship like a spectator sport.”

Sarah laughed. “I wasn’t disappointed. I always knew it would happen eventually. In fact, I’ve been saving something for you for months with this occasion in mind.”

She set the box on the table.

“What is it?” asked Sylvia, wary. “I distinctly said we did not want any engagement gifts.”

“This doesn’t really count.”

“How could it not count? It’s in a wrapped box; it’s quite obviously a gift.” But Sylvia smiled and unwrapped it. Inside was nestled a pair of silverplated scissors fashioned in the shape of a heron. “My goodness.” She slipped on her glasses and studied the scissors, astonished. “My mother had a pair exactly like these. Where on earth did you find this?”

“In your attic, earlier this summer when we were looking for your great-grandmother’s quilts,” said Sarah. “You ordered me back to work every time I got sidetracked, so when I found them, I set them aside to show you later. When you found the quilts, I forgot about the scissors in all the excitement.”

“In the attic. Then—” The weight and shape of the scissors felt so familiar in her hands that, even with her eyes closed, she could have described the pattern of nicks on the blades. “Then these must be my mother’s. I should have known them immediately. Did you know these were given to her by the woman who taught her to quilt? An aunt, or someone. My mother was just a girl when she used these scissors in making her first quilt.”

“I thought you might like to use them when you make your bridal quilt.”

Sylvia nodded, scarcely hearing. She could picture her mother slicing through fabric with a sure and steady hand, cutting pieces for a dress or a quilt. She remembered sitting beneath the quilt frame as her mother and aunts quilted a pieced top, eavesdropping on their conversation, watching as they worked their needles through the layers of fabric and batting. The weight of her mother’s scissors as they rested on the quilt top made the layers bow at her mother’s right hand, the depression vanishing and reappearing, accompanied by a brisk snip as her mother trimmed a thread. Those were the same scissors Sylvia and her elder sister, Claudia, had fought over as they raced through their first quilt project, each determined to complete the most Nine-Patch blocks and thereby earn the right to sleep beneath the quilt first. It was a wonder the scissors had not been damaged beyond repair that wintry afternoon, the way Claudia had flung them across the room in frustration when she tried to pick out a poorly sewn seam and jabbed a hole through her patches instead.

“What pattern are you going to use?”

Sylvia looked up. “Hmm?”

“What pattern are you going to use for your wedding quilt?” Sarah regarded her, curious. “You are planning to make one, aren’t you?”

“I honestly hadn’t thought about it,” said Sylvia. “Do you think Andrew expects a wedding quilt?”

“‘Expects’? No, I don’t think he expects one, but don’t you want one? You’ll need something for your new bed anyway, unless you’re planning to squeeze both of you into your bed or Andrew’s.”

“Oh, of course,” Sylvia said. “You’re right. We’ll need something.”

Sarah’s eyebrows rose. “Did you forget about that part? Most married people, you know, cohabit. Unless you were planning on twin beds a discreet distance apart?”

“Our sleeping arrangements are none of your business.” Then Sylvia paused. “Actually, I suppose this sounds foolish, but I forgot we would be sharing a room.”

Sarah put an arm around her. “I know it’s probably been a while, but there’s nothing to be nervous about. Especially with Andrew. I’m sure he’ll be—”

“No, you don’t understand,” said Sylvia. “I’m not talking about what you think I’m— You’re going to force me to say it, aren’t you? Very well, then. Sex. I’m not talking about sex. I said share a room, not share a bed.”

“I think you should be prepared to do both,” said Sarah carefully. “Andrew might be disappointed if you don’t want—”

“I said I’m not talking about sex,” exclaimed Sylvia so forcefully Sarah jumped back in surprise. “Andrew and I will be fine in that department, and that’s the last I’ll say on the subject. My concern is with my room. I haven’t shared a bedroom since—well, since James passed. Before then, even. Since he went overseas.”

“I see. You’re used to having a room of your own. Your own space.”

“Precisely.” If her bedroom didn’t reflect Andrew’s tastes and interests as well as her own, he would feel more like a visitor than an occupant. Hardly anyone but herself ever entered the adjoining sitting room, one of her favorite places to read or sew when she wanted solitude. Would she have to shove her fabric stash aside to make room for Andrew’s fishing gear? “I don’t think there’s enough space in my suite for two people.”

“Didn’t you manage to make room for James when you married him?”

“That was different. I was younger. I didn’t have so many things, and neither did James.” When Sarah looked skeptical, Sylvia added, “Besides, when James came to live at Elm Creek Manor, I left my old bedroom and we moved into the suite together. That made it our room, not merely mine.”

“Why don’t you and Andrew do the same? You could move into the master suite on the third floor.”

“I couldn’t. That was my parents’ room.”

“But it’s just sitting there empty and it’s the largest suite in the manor.”

“I suppose,” said Sylvia, reluctant. But that would not solve the problem. She was content with her room as it was. It was private and it was hers. She did not want to change it or move somewhere else, but what was the point of getting married if they meant to leave things exactly as they were?

Sylvia stroked the heron scissors with a fingertip and carefully returned them to the box. She would just have to get used to the idea. If she told Andrew how she felt, he might think she was having second thoughts about marrying him.

Whatever they decided about the room, they would still need a quilt. Sylvia could no longer sew as swiftly as she had before her stroke, and she did not want a half-finished quilt covering their bed on their first night as husband and wife. She could ask the Elm Creek Quilters for help, or—

“I know just the thing.” Sylvia rose from her chair, tucking her mother’s scissors into her pocket. “Thank you, Sarah. Your gift has inspired me.”

“Where are you going?”

“Up to the attic, to look for my mother’s bridal quilt.”
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Sylvia stifled a laugh, amused by Sarah’s baffled expression. It was nice to know that, in spite of their closeness, Sylvia could still surprise her young friend.

Sylvia went upstairs to the third floor, then climbed the narrow, creaking stairs to the attic. Rain drummed on the roof as she fumbled for the light switch Sarah’s husband, Matt, had only recently installed. The overhead light illuminated the attic much better than the single, bare bulb it had replaced, but even now the sloped ceiling and the stacks of trunks, cartons, and the accumulated possessions of four generations cast deep shadows in the corners of the room.

Directly in front of her stretched the south wing of the manor, added when her father was a boy; to her right lay the older west wing, the original home of the Bergstrom family, built in the middle of the nineteenth century by her great-grandparents and her great-grandfather’s sister. Only a few months before, Sylvia had searched the attic for the hope chest her great-aunt Lucinda had described, the one containing her great-grandmother’s quilts. One of those quilts, the family stories told, had acted as a signal to runaway slaves in the years leading up to the Civil War, beckoning fugitives to the sanctuary of a station on the Underground Railroad. Sylvia had found the hope chest and much more, for it had contained three quilts made by her ancestors and a journal, a memoir written by Gerda Bergstrom, her great-grandfather’s sister. Within its pages Gerda confirmed that Elm Creek Manor had indeed been a station on the Underground Railroad, but the particular circumstances differed greatly from the idealized tales handed down through the generations.

Despite these new uncertainties, Sylvia still knew much more about her father’s side of the family than her mother’s. Until that summer she had excused her ignorance as a consequence of growing up on the Bergstrom family estate; naturally her father’s family tended to talk about their own. Her mother died when Sylvia was only ten years old, and the few stories her mother had shared about her youth were almost certainly edited for a young girl’s ears. Her mother spoke of strict, wealthy parents who raised her to be a proper young lady, and since this was the very sort of well-behaved child Sylvia invariably failed to emulate, her mother’s stories seemed like dull morality tales. Sylvia eventually decided that the Bergstrom family was far more interesting than the Lockwoods and paid little attention when that distant look came into her mother’s eyes as she remembered events long ago and far away.

The events of the past summer had pricked Sylvia’s conscience, and for the first time in her life, she regretted neglecting an entire half of her heritage. Sarah’s gift—the silverplated scissors Sylvia had so often seen in her mother’s hand—had flooded her mind with images and conversations long forgotten and a warmth of remembered love. Mother had tried to pass on more than quilting skills as she taught Sylvia how to work a needle. If only she had paid more attention to her mother’s reminiscences, she might feel as if she had truly known her, and known her family. Now all Sylvia had were her memories and the incomplete list of names, birthdates, baptisms, marriages, and deaths recorded in the Lockwood family Bible.

She surveyed the attic. Somewhere in one of those trunks or cartons were her mother’s quilts. Claudia must have stored them up here, for upon Sylvia’s return to the manor after Claudia’s death, only a few of Mother’s most worn utility quilts had been spread on beds in the rooms below, awaiting guests who never came. Her mother’s bridal quilt was sure to be among those that had been put away for safekeeping.

“Now, where to begin?” mused Sylvia. The search earlier that summer had focused on a specific hope chest, so she had ignored those that did not fit the description. Still, she had opened enough, just in case, to detect a pattern within the clutter. The newest items were closest to the stairs, as if Claudia or her husband had merely stood on the top step and shoved the boxes inside. Moving deeper into the attic was like stepping back in time, with an occasional object from another era juxtaposing the past and present: an electric lamp missing its shade rested on top of a treadle sewing machine; a pile of Sylvia’s schoolbooks sat on the floor beside a carton of clothing from the seventies. For the most part, however, the pattern held true, and since Sylvia had found Gerda Bergstrom’s journal in the deepest part of the west wing, possessions from her mother’s era ought to be somewhere in the middle of the south wing.

She chose a trunk at random, tugged it into the open, and had just lifted the lid when she heard the stairs creaking. She turned to find Agnes emerging from the opening in the floor. “Oh, hello, dear,” Sylvia greeted her. “Did you finish your business with Sarah and Diane?”

“We didn’t even get started,” said Agnes, touching her curly white hair distractedly. “Once Sarah told me what you were up to, I came right upstairs.”

“If you came to help, you’re a brave soul. It took me weeks to find Gerda’s hope chest.”

“Sylvia.” Agnes hesitated, removed her pink-tinted glasses, and replaced them. “About your mother’s quilt—”

“Oh yes, of course,” exclaimed Sylvia, suddenly remembering. “You’ve seen it—the burgundy, green, black, and white New York Beauty quilt. It was on the bed of your guest room when you visited us that first time.” She chuckled at the memory. “We used it for only our most important visitors, but you apparently had no idea how we had honored you. The next morning, when you complained about how cold you had been all night, I wanted to snatch it off your bed and give you a few scratchy wool blankets instead. I would have, except my brother would have been furious.”

“I don’t remember complaining...” Agnes shook her head and began again. “Sylvia, dear, I hope you don’t have your heart set on using your mother’s bridal quilt.”

“I don’t plan to, not every day. Just on our wedding night.” She sensed Agnes’s dismay and amended her words. “I wouldn’t damage an antique quilt just to indulge a whim. If it seems too fragile, I’ll just display it at the reception instead.”

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible, Sylvia.” Agnes took a deep breath. “The quilts aren’t here.”

“Of course they are. They must be.”

“I don’t mean they aren’t in the attic. They aren’t in the manor. Claudia sold them.”

“What?”

“She sold them. All of them, except for the utility quilts.”

“I don’t believe it.” Sylvia steadied herself with one hand on the trunk, then slowly closed the lid and sank to a seat upon it. “Not even Claudia could have done such a thing. Not even Claudia.”

“I’m so sorry.” Agnes worked her way through the clutter and sat down beside her. “After the family business failed, the money ran out. Claudia and Harold sold off the horses, acres of land, furniture, anything to raise cash. I—I did, too, of course, but mostly to keep them from selling off the rest of the land and the manor with it.”

“She sold Mother’s bridal quilt?” Sylvia repeated.

“And the others, her other fine quilts.” Agnes took Sylvia’s hands. “I would have prevented it if I could have. I wish you knew how hard I tried.”

“I’m sure you did.” Sylvia gave Agnes’s hand a clumsy pat and pulled away. She rarely allowed herself to imagine what life in Elm Creek Manor had been like after her angry and abrupt departure, but for Agnes, it must have been a nightmare. Sylvia suspected she owed the survival of what remained of the estate to her sister-in-law. Agnes never spoke of those days, which Sylvia considered a kindness. What she imagined pained her enough.

She never should have run away.

“When Claudia made up her mind, there was no reasoning with her,” said Sylvia. “The quilts were hers to do with as she wished, since I abandoned them. It’s not your fault she sold them.”

“But—”

“It’s not your fault.” Suddenly the attic seemed dark and confining. “It’s mine.”
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Sylvia left the attic without another word, without looking back. She retreated to the sanctuary of the sitting room adjoining her bedroom. Ordinarily she preferred to quilt in the bright cheerfulness of the west sitting room on the first floor where friends came and went as they pleased, but she was too distressed now to welcome company. She brooded as she worked on her Tumbling Blocks quilt, piecing the diamond-shaped scraps together and thinking about her sister.

The fading light reminded her she had spent too much time alone with her thoughts. Tonight was supposed to have been her turn to prepare supper for herself, Andrew, Sarah, and Matt, but Agnes’s revelation had driven all thoughts of eating from her mind. Finally, she set her quilting aside and hurried down the grand oak staircase, across the marble floor of the foyer, and down the west wing toward the kitchen. When camp was in session, they served breakfast in the banquet hall off the foyer, but in the off-season, they preferred the intimacy of the kitchen.

Andrew and Matt were setting the long wooden table for four when she entered. “Glad you could join us,” said Sarah as she took a steaming casserole dish from the oven.

Andrew took her hand and kissed her on the cheek. “Are you feeling any better?” he asked in an undertone.

“Who said I was feeling poorly?”

“You shut yourself in your room all day,” said Andrew. “That’s usually a pretty accurate sign.”

“It’s nothing,” she said, giving his hand a pat and forcing a smile. “I’ll explain later.”

But Sarah’s curiosity would not wait. They were barely seated when she gave Sylvia a searching look and said, “Did you and Agnes have an argument? She came down from the attic upset about something, but when I asked what was wrong, she just shook her head and asked Diane to drive her home.”

“We didn’t argue,” said Sylvia, and told them what she had learned about the fate of her mother’s quilts.

“Oh, Sylvia,” said Andrew, his brow furrowed in concern. “That’s a real shame.”

“It can’t be helped,” she said briskly when Sarah and Matt nodded in sympathy. “What’s done is done, and I have only myself to blame. If I hadn’t run away—”

“Don’t blame yourself,” said Sarah.

“Oh, don’t worry, dear. I’ve set aside plenty of blame for my sister, too. I don’t understand how she could have parted with our mother’s quilts.” She waved her hand, impatient. “I’ve sulked about this enough for one day. May we please change the subject? I’d rather talk about anything else, even the wedding.”

“That’s good,” said Sarah, “because Diane wants Andrew to find out how many of his grandchildren are coming in case we need to set up a special playroom for them during the reception.”

“She’s moving right along, isn’t she?” said Sylvia. “I suspect she’ll have my dress picked out soon.”

Andrew looked dubious. “I think my grandkids are too old to be interested in a playroom unless it has video games, but I’ll ask.”

“I suppose we ought to set a date before Diane does,” said Sylvia. “Did you find out when the grandkids will be out of school for the summer?”

Andrew shrugged. “I forgot to check.”

Sylvia gave Sarah and Matt a knowing look. “What he means is that he still hasn’t summoned up the courage to tell his children we’re engaged.”

“That’s not the kind of news you spring on someone over the phone,” protested Andrew.

Sarah’s eyebrows rose. “You say that as if you don’t expect them to be happy for you.”

“They will be,” said Andrew, “once they get used to the idea.”

Sylvia patted his arm. “I love you, dear, and I promise I’ll marry you with or without your children’s blessing, but I think we should tell them soon, before they hear about it from someone else.”

“I want to tell them in person.”

“Do you really think that’s necessary?”

Andrew nodded.

“Very well. Shall we break the news together?”

“I’d like you to travel with me, but I’ll tell them myself, alone. Bob first, and then Amy. Bob knows how to keep a secret, but Amy would be on the phone to her brother within five minutes.”

Clearly he had given the matter a great deal of thought. “I’m sure we’ll have a lovely visit and they’ll be delighted for us,” said Sylvia. She smiled encouragingly and squeezed his hand, wishing she felt as certain as she sounded.
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The next day, Sylvia attended to her household chores and made mental notes about what she should pack for the upcoming trip. Bob lived in Southern California, which at this time of year meant warm, sunny days and cool evenings. If they left tomorrow, as Andrew wished, and took time to see the sights along the way, they would arrive the following Friday.

After calling his son to arrange their visit, Andrew spent the day working on the motor home, checking the engine and purchasing supplies. He and Sylvia kept so busy that, except at lunch, they barely had time to exchange a word. Sylvia found herself uncomfortably relieved by their separation. She knew she shouldn’t take Andrew’s concerns personally, but she couldn’t help it. If Amy and Bob were going to be unhappy, how would telling them in person change anything? They had no business giving Andrew anything less than their wholehearted support of his decision to remarry.

Just when she had worked up enough irritation to tell him so, Andrew appeared at the door of the laundry room and said, “Sylvia, may I speak with you a moment?”

“You certainly may, but I want to speak first.” She closed the lid to the washing machine and was just about to give him a piece of her mind when she saw that Summer Sullivan, Sarah’s codirector of Elm Creek Quilts, had followed him into the room. “Oh, hello, dear. I didn’t know you were working today.”

“I’m not,” said Summer, smiling. The youngest of the Elm Creek Quilters, the auburn-haired beauty was also their Internet guru and most popular instructor. “I came over to help you look for your mother’s quilts.”

“Look for them?” Sylvia barked out a laugh and punched the buttons on the washing machine. “Didn’t anyone tell you? They aren’t here. They’ve been gone for more than forty years. Nearly fifty. We’ll never find them.”

Andrew placed a hand on her shoulder. “You ought to hear what the young lady has to say.”

Sylvia frowned at him, but he and Summer looked so hopeful that she gazed heavenward and sighed. “Oh, all right. If you make it quick. I have work to do.”

“I’ll help you with the laundry after,” said Summer, taking Sylvia’s hand. With Andrew bringing up the rear, she led Sylvia to the library, where the computer was already connected to the Internet. Summer pulled out the high-backed leather chair and motioned Sylvia into it. “There’s this awesome Web site—”

Sylvia raised a hand. “You know I don’t do e-mail. I appreciate what the Internet has contributed to our business, but I will not drive another nail into the coffin of the fine art of letter writing.”

“No one will force you to send e-mail.” Summer guided her into the chair. “This is a Web site. It’s different.”

“Go on,” urged Andrew. “It’s important.”

Sylvia sat down, slipped on her glasses, and peered at the computer. The title at the top of the screen read, “The Missing Quilts Home Page.” Down the left side ran a list of phrases: “Home Page,” “Help Find Missing Quilts,” “Report Your Missing Quilt,” and “Reunions! Quilts Found.” Other quilt-related topics followed, including articles about protecting quilts from theft and how to properly document quilts—which had long been one of Sylvia’s pet causes.

“Perhaps this is worth a look,” she admitted.

Summer slid the mouse into Sylvia’s hand. “Use this to move the pointer over the links, and if you want to read the article, click the mouse.”

“I have used a computer before, dear,” said Sylvia dryly, but she did as instructed. First she read the page about documenting quilts and was pleasantly surprised to discover the author provided a clear and thorough description of the appropriate steps. Next she clicked on the “Help Find Missing Quilts” link. On the screen appeared the names of at least fifty quilts, accompanied by pictures too small to be seen clearly even with her glasses.

“Click on the thumbnail.” Summer took the mouse and clicked on the first tiny picture. That took them to a new page, which included a larger photo of the quilt, a list of the quilt’s dimensions, colors, pattern, and fabric, and a brief narrative describing how it had disappeared from the quiltmaker’s car after an accident. The quilter had been taken from the scene in an ambulance, and by the time she could arrange to have her possessions secured, the quilt was gone.

“How terrible,” exclaimed Sylvia. “What kind of person would steal a quilt, especially from someone in such circumstances? It’s outrageous.”

“Keep reading,” said Summer, and used the mouse to direct Sylvia to the previous page.

From there, Sylvia linked to each of the missing quilts in turn and read about quilts taken from summer cottages, vanished from the beds of residents of nursing homes, fallen from baby strollers or left behind at schools, stolen from quilt shows or lost in the mail en route to and from quilt shows, and, perhaps most troubling of all, more than two hundred children’s quilts made by a Michigan church group for an orphanage in Bosnia, taken in the theft of the truck hired to transport them to the airport.

“It’s tragic,” muttered Sylvia, shaking her head. All those precious quilts so lovingly and painstakingly made, separated from their proper owners, perhaps forever. “Please tell me there’s some good news.”

“Try that Reunions link,” said Andrew.

Sylvia clicked on “Reunions! Quilts Found,” which linked to a photo gallery of quilts that had eventually found their way home. The stories of their discoveries were comforting, but few.

“They don’t find many, do they?” said Sylvia, pushing back her chair and removing her glasses.

“But they do find some,” said Andrew. “That red-and-white one was missing for thirty years, and it was finally found.”

“My mother’s quilts have been missing longer than that.”

Summer sat on the edge of the desk. “You’ll never find them if you don’t look.”

“Chances are I won’t find them this way, either.”

Summer frowned. “You know, you sound exactly the way you used to, before Elm Creek Quilts, back when you first returned to Waterford. Contrary and negative and pessimistic about everything.”

“I most certainly do not. Not now and not then. I’m just being realistic.” Indignant, she added, “How would you know anything about my temperament back then? We didn’t become friends until months later.”

“True, but I worked at the quilt shop, remember? When you came to Grandma’s Attic to buy supplies and to sell your quilts on consignment, I would overhear you talking to Bonnie. ‘I don’t know why I bothered to bring this quilt downtown. No one will want it.’ ‘I have no business buying so much fabric. I won’t live long enough to use it up.’”

“Sylvia,” protested Andrew.

“I never said any such thing,” declared Sylvia, but she remembered, vaguely, entertaining similar thoughts, and it was possible she had given voice to them. “Even if I did, I have changed considerably since then.”

“That’s a relief,” said Andrew.

“Then don’t be such a cynic,” said Summer. “If you really want to find your mother’s quilts, let’s look for them.”

Sylvia pursed her lips, unconvinced, but wavering. “They were never photographed that I can recall.”

“We don’t need photos.” Summer pulled up a chair beside Sylvia’s and took over the computer. “I’ll use my drawing software to create illustrations based on your descriptions. You write down everything you remember about your mother’s quilts—colors, sizes, any unique identifying marks—”

Suddenly, with a flash of insight, Sylvia remembered: “My mother always embroidered her initials and the year on the backs of her quilts. She wrote with a pen, then backstitched over the writing with contrasting thread.”

“Perfect,” said Summer, typing rapidly. “That’s a start.”

“This might take a while.” Sylvia glanced at Andrew. Now that she had decided to proceed, she didn’t want to delay the search until they returned from California. “I still have to pack if we’re going to leave tomorrow.”

Andrew smiled and patted her shoulder. “I think this is important enough to delay our trip a day or two.”

Sylvia placed her hand over his and thanked him with a smile.
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At first Sylvia wanted to concentrate on her mother’s wedding quilt, but Summer soon persuaded her that by broadening their search, they increased their chances of finding at least one. While Summer produced an illustration of the burgundy, green, black, and white New York Beauty quilt from notes she jotted as Sylvia described it, Sylvia carried a pad of paper and a pen to a chair beside the fireplace and tried to coax memories of the quilts to the forefront of her mind. Eventually the clattering of Summer’s fingers on the keyboard became a distraction, so Sylvia went outside to the cornerstone patio where she could be alone.

She was glad for her sweater. The day was sunny but cool, and the leaves on the trees surrounding the gray stone patio had already begun to turn. The cornerstone patio had been her mother’s favorite place on the estate, but Sylvia’s memories almost always placed her there in spring, when the lilacs were in bloom. The door leading to the patio had once been the main entrance, back in the day of Sylvia’s great-grandparents. The patio’s name came from the cornerstone Hans, Anneke, and Gerda had laid in 1858, when the west wing of the manor was built. Sylvia’s grandfather added the south wing when her father was just a boy, after the hard work of their immigrant forebears had paid off and the family prospered. Now evergreens and perennials hid the cornerstone from view, but every time Sylvia visited the patio, she recalled the passage from Gerda’s memoir that described how her ancestors had built their home upon it.

Sylvia seated herself on a teak armchair, pen in hand, and let her mind wander. Her mother had made so many quilts over the years, most of them simple utility quilts pieced from scraps. Some she had given away to charities sponsored by her church; others had kept Sylvia and her siblings warm throughout the cold Pennsylvania winters. Her mother’s skill truly shone, however, in her five “fancy quilts,” as Sylvia had always called them. Mother devoted years to their making, and often purchased fabric especially for them rather than selecting from her scrap bag.

The first, the oldest of the five, was a Crazy Quilt of silks, wools, brocades, and velvets, heavily embroidered and appliquéd. Mother had displayed it draped over a small table beside her bed, but since Sylvia was only rarely permitted to enter her parents’ bedroom, she remembered little except its dark, formal colors and its heaviness. She closed her eyes and concentrated, willing the vague impressions to clarify.

She wrote down all she remembered: the diamond-shaped blocks covered with crazy patchwork; the appliquéd horseshoe, chess piece, and the silhouette of a woman; the embroidered spider-web and initials; the one block cut from a single piece of fabric, a linen handkerchief monogrammed with the monogram ALC. The L surely stood for Lockwood, but Sylvia had no idea what the A and C represented, since she had found no A. C. Lockwood listed in the family Bible. Although she could not recall her mother telling her so, she knew, somehow, that while the Crazy Quilt appeared to be the work of an accomplished, experienced quilter, it was one of the first her mother had completed. Her grandmother had disapproved of it.

Sylvia sat stock-still. The idea had sprung into her head from heaven knew where, but Sylvia was certain it was true, albeit mystifying. Why would Grandmother Lockwood have disapproved of such a beautiful piece? It was impossible to believe she had found fault with her daughter’s handiwork. Crazy Quilts by their nature were more for show than for warmth or comfort; had Grandmother Lockwood thought her daughter’s efforts would be better spent on a more practical project?

Sylvia frowned and tapped the pen on the arm of her chair, wishing she knew.

Eventually Sylvia decided to set that puzzle aside for another time. She turned to a fresh page on the pad, and, although she had already told Summer most of what she knew, she jotted a few additional notes about her mother’s wedding quilt. Given the complexity of the pattern and the length of time Mother typically devoted to her showpiece quilts, she had probably begun the New York Beauty by 1904 in order to have it finished for her wedding in 1907. But had she even known her future husband then? She would have been only fourteen. Sylvia wished she knew for certain. She wondered if her mother had dreamed about her wedding day as she hand-pieced the hundreds of narrow fabric triangles into arcs. As she set the quarter-circles into the arcs, she might have imagined embracing her husband beneath the finished quilt. Perhaps she hoped the quilt would grace their wedding bed throughout the years, as she and her husband grew old together.

“Sentimental nonsense,” scoffed Sylvia, ignoring a twinge of guilt that perhaps she had wronged Andrew by not indulging in such romantic daydreaming. She reassured herself by noting that her mother probably hadn’t, either. Most likely, the New York Beauty was already in progress before Father proposed. Knowing she would not have enough time to start a new quilt from scratch, Mother had simply decided to make the New York Beauty her wedding quilt. It was an option Sylvia would do well to consider.

Sylvia’s notes on the New York Beauty filled only half a page, but Summer’s computer illustration would supplement them. Summer would need better drawing skills than Sylvia possessed to create a picture that would do justice to Mother’s third quilt, a white whole cloth quilt. A masterpiece of intricate quilting, it was so much smaller than the others that Sylvia might have assumed it was a crib quilt except that no infant had ever slept beneath it. Sylvia’s memory and the quilt’s pristine condition concurred on that point. It could have been intended for a fourth child wished for but never conceived, or even a grandchild, but Mother had completed it several years before Claudia had been born. Sylvia had always wondered why Mother had not given that beautiful quilt to her eldest child, and why she had not embroidered her initials and date on the back, the last, finishing touch she had added to all her other quilts. Perhaps it was not a crib quilt at all, but a stitch sampler where Mother had practiced her hand-quilting and auditioned new patterns. If that were true, Mother might have thought a practice quilt too humble to commemorate the birth of her first child, despite its beauty. Claudia certainly would have been offended if she had learned of it, so perhaps Mother made the right choice.

At the top of a fresh page, Sylvia started to write “Sick Quilt” before she caught herself and wrote “Ocean Waves.” Better to call it by its traditional title, since no one else would be able to identify her mother’s blue-and-white quilt with the nickname Sylvia and Claudia had given it. Sylvia was not sure how the family custom developed, but whenever children in the family fell ill, Mother would take the Ocean Waves quilt from her cedar chest and allow them to use it on their beds until they felt better. In hindsight, Sylvia assumed the privilege of using the special quilt was supposed to boost the sick child’s spirits and thereby hasten recovery, but she recalled that when she was particularly queasy, the arrangement of blue and white triangles resembled an ocean’s undulating surface enough to make her feel worse rather than better. She would kick off the quilt rather than look at it, but Grandmother Bergstrom, her father’s mother, would replace it while Sylvia slept. Grandmother Bergstrom never admitted it aloud, but she seemed to believe the quilt had miraculous curative powers. Sylvia once asked her mother if this were true. Mother said that Grandmother’s ideas were merely harmless superstitions, and Sylvia shouldn’t let them trouble her. Then her eyes had taken on a faraway look, and she said that she had prayed for the safety of her family every moment she worked on that quilt, and perhaps an answer to her prayers lingered in the cloth.

Sylvia turned to a new sheet and sketched the Elms and Lilacs quilt, smiling as she worked. The Elms and Lilacs quilt was Sylvia’s favorite of all her mother’s quilts; indeed, it was quite possibly her favorite out of all the quilts she had ever seen. A masterpiece of appliqué and intricate, feathery quilting, the Elms and Lilacs quilt displayed her mother’s skills at their finest. The circular wreath of appliquéd elm leaves, lilacs, and vines in the center gave the quilt its name; a graceful, curving double line of pink and lavender framed it. The outermost border carried on the floral theme with elm leaves tumbling amid lilacs and other foliage, and intertwining pink and lavender ribbons finished the scalloped edge. The medallion style allowed for open areas, which Mother had quilted in elaborate feathered plumes over a delicate background crosshatch. Then an image flashed in Sylvia’s thoughts: her mother quilting the Elms and Lilacs quilt in the nursery while Sylvia, Claudia, and baby Richard played nearby.

Sylvia laughed, remembering how her father and Uncle William had struggled to disassemble the quilt frame and carry it up the stairs. The Elms and Lilacs quilt had been a gift for Father on her parents’ twentieth anniversary, and Mother had brought it to the nursery so she could work on it unobserved. It was a wonder she finished it in time with Sylvia at her elbow begging to be allowed to contribute a stitch or two. Sylvia hesitated, her pen frozen in mid-stroke. She vaguely remembered that Mother had, in fact, allowed her to work on the quilt, and Claudia, as well, but something had brought their work to an abrupt halt. Perhaps it was an argument; many a quilting lesson had ended prematurely thanks to the sisters’ rivalry. Or perhaps their mother had been too ill to continue for a time. Mother’s slow decline had already begun by then, and she had been forced to set aside many of her favorite pastimes. Quilting had been among the last she relinquished. She had quilted until the very end, when she could do little more than sit outside on the cornerstone patio and admire the garden Father had made for her.

Sylvia finished her notes on the Elms and Lilacs quilt with a description of its colors and fabrics and an estimate of its size. She wrote down all she remembered. She had her doubts about Summer’s Internet, but the tiniest detail might prove to be the key to locating the quilts and determining their identity. And if, through some fortunate turn of events, the quilts could be restored to her, Sylvia might learn more about the woman who had made them.



Chapter Two
1899

Eleanor stole down the hallway past her sister’s room, where Abigail and Mother struggled to open Abigail’s trunk. Eleanor heard Mother wonder aloud how the latch had acquired that peculiar dent, but she did not hear what excuse her sister invented. She doubted Abigail would admit she had kicked the trunk when she could not close the latch. Eleanor had been standing on the trunk at the time, helping her sister compress her clothing enough to squeeze in one more dress, more than willing to postpone her own packing and delay their return home.

She raced down the stairs to the front door and darted outside, picking up speed as she ran down the length of the porch. She scrambled over the railing and leapt the short distance to the lawn. The grass was damp on her stocking feet; it must have rained that morning. At the summer house, the morning had dawned clear and breezy, with no hint of autumn.

Eleanor felt a pang that had nothing to do with her bad heart. She missed the summer house already, and it was only their first day back in the city. Mother permitted things in summer she allowed at no other time—dancing, brief games of badminton or croquet, long strolls outdoors. The previous three months would have been perfect if Eleanor had been allowed to learn to ride horseback. Abigail had learned when she was two years younger than Eleanor was now, and Eleanor had hoped and prayed that this would be the year Mother and Father would relent. Every Friday evening when Father joined them at the summer house, Miss Langley had tried to persuade him, but he returned to the city each Sunday without overruling Mother’s decision.

A cramp pinched her side. Eleanor dropped into a walk, gasping for air, sweat trickling down her back. Her stockings itched; her long-sleeved sailor dress felt as if it had been woven from lead. Mother dressed her daughters by the calendar, not the weather— “Or common sense,” Miss Langley had murmured as she tied the navy blue bow at the small of Eleanor’s back—and September meant wool. Her short sprint had left her faint; she blamed the sultry air and her heavy, uncomfortable clothing. She refused to blame her heart.

Everyone knew Eleanor had a bad heart. They called her delicate and fragile and, when they thought she wasn’t listening, spoke of her uncertain future in hushed, tragic voices. Eleanor did not remember the rheumatic fever she had suffered as a baby and did not understand how her heart differed from any other. It seemed to beat steadily enough, even when she woke up in the night fighting for breath. If it pounded too fiercely when she ran, it was only because she was unaccustomed to exerting herself. Sometimes she placed her head on Miss Langley’s chest and listened, wondering how her own flawed heart would compare to her nanny’s. Her imagination superimposed the wheezing of steam pipes and the clanging of gears.

It was Miss Langley’s responsibility to make sure Eleanor did not run, or climb stairs too quickly, or overexcite herself, or take a fright. Miss Langley was English, and before coming to America to raise the Lockwood children, she had traveled to France, Spain, Italy, and the Holy Land. Eleanor thought New York must seem desperately dull after such exotic locals, but Miss Langley said every land had its beauties. If Eleanor learned to find and appreciate them, she would be happy wherever life took her.

Eleanor agreed with her in principle, but everyone knew she would never be strong enough to go anywhere, except to the summer house for three months every year. It was a fact, just as her bad heart was a fact.

If Miss Langley had not been occupied unpacking her own belongings, Eleanor could not have slipped away. She regretted deceiving her nanny, since Miss Langley was her only ally in a household that expected her to collapse at any moment. If not for her, Eleanor’s life would have been even more limited, since Mother had not even wanted her to attend school. Mother had feared exposing Eleanor to the elements and the jostling of her more robust classmates, even when Miss Langley reminded her that Eleanor’s fellow pupils would be from the same respectable families as the young ladies in Abigail’s class, well-bred girls unlikely to jostle anyone. When Mother would not budge, Miss Langley ignored the sanctity of Father’s study and emerged twenty minutes later with his promise that Eleanor would be permitted to attend school. Eleanor doubted Mother ever learned about that clandestine visit; if she had known Miss Langley had persuaded Father, Mother would have yanked Eleanor from school just to spite her.

The cramp in Eleanor’s side eased as she walked. She had fled the house not caring where she went as long as it was away from Mother and Abigail, and now she did not know where to go. They had chattered about the upcoming social season all the way home from the summer house, and Eleanor couldn’t endure another word. She was not jealous, not exactly, but she was tired of pretending to be happy for her sister.

She saw the gardener and quickly veered away before he spotted her. Ahead, the stable seemed deserted; by now the horses would have been curried, watered, and fed, and the stable hands would have left for their dinner. No one would think to look for her there, since she could not ride and was not even allowed to touch the horses’ glossy coats. Only when no one else could see did Miss Langley let her brush Wildrose, the bay mare Father had given her for Christmas. Mother had called the gift an extravagance unbefitting Miss Langley’s position, but her friend Mrs. Newcombe had said Mother could not get rid of the horse without raising uncomfortable questions.

Eleanor slipped inside the stable, took two apples from the barrel near the door, and tucked one into her pocket. “Hello, Wild-rose,” she called softly, polishing the second apple on her sleeve. She heard an answering whinny from a nearby stall—but no stern questions from a lingering stable hand, no alarmed shouts for her mother. Emboldened, Eleanor approached the mare, who poked her head over the stall door, sniffing the air. Eleanor held out the apple, and when Wildrose bent her neck to take a bite, Eleanor stroked the horse’s mane. “I’m sorry we had to come back to the city. You and I like the summer house better, don’t we?”

Wildrose snorted, and Eleanor blinked to fight off tears. She would not cry. She might be fragile, as everyone said, but she wasn’t a baby, crying over rumors. “Father would never sell the summer house,” she said, feeding Wildrose the rest of the apple. “We’ll go back every year until we’re old, old ladies. You’ll see.”

Wildrose whickered as if she agreed—and suddenly Eleanor felt a prickling on the back of her neck. She glanced over her shoulder to find Jupiter watching her.

She quickly looked away, then slowly turned again to find the stallion’s deep, black eyes still upon her. No one but Father rode Jupiter, and only the most trusted stable hand was allowed to groom him. “That’s what the Lord can create when He’s had a good night’s sleep,” Father had proclaimed last spring as he admired his latest purchase. Only Eleanor saw the disapproving frown Mother gave him. She disliked blasphemy.

Father said Jupiter had gained a taste for blood in the Spanish-American War and would rather trample a little child beneath his hooves than take a sugar cube from Eleanor’s palm. She fingered the apple in her pocket—and jumped when Jupiter tossed his head and whinnied. She caught her breath and took one soft step toward him. She drew closer, then stretched out her hand and held the apple beneath Jupiter’s muzzle.

He lowered his head, his nostrils flaring, his breath hot on her skin. Then he took the apple from her hand and backed away, disappearing into his stall.

Delighted, Eleanor lifted the latch to the stall door to follow— and then felt herself yanked back so hard she nearly fell to the ground. “What are you doing?” cried Miss Langley. She quickly closed the stall and snapped the latch shut. “You know you’re not allowed near your father’s horse. You could have been killed.”

“I only wanted to feed him,” said Eleanor, shaken. “He kept looking at me, and I felt sorry for him, since none of us ever play with him—”

“Jupiter does not play, not with you children or anyone else.”

“Please don’t tell,” begged Eleanor. “I won’t do it again. I know I should stay away from the horses. I’m delicate.”

“Jupiter is a proud creature, and very strong. He is not safe for children. I would have given Abigail the same advice though she is four years older.”

“You wouldn’t have needed to. Abigail’s afraid of him.”

“Don’t be saucy.” But Miss Langley almost smiled as she said it, and she brushed a few stray pieces of straw from Eleanor’s dress. “Your father is a formidable man. Don’t cross him until you’re old enough to accept the consequences.”

It had never occurred to Eleanor that anyone might intentionally cross Father. “How old is that?”

“I suppose you’ll know, if the occasion ever arises.”

Miss Langley took Eleanor by the hand and led her outside.

As they returned to the house, Eleanor looked up at Miss Langley and asked, “Do you really think Father will sell the summer house?”

“I know he does not want to.” Miss Langley absently touched her straight, blond hair, as always, pulled back into a neat bun at the nape of her neck. “However, it would be more frugal to maintain only one household.”

Eleanor had hoped for something more encouraging, but Miss Langley never lied, and Eleanor knew her father was concerned about debt. She had overheard him say that the family business had never completely recovered from the Panic six years earlier. It would surely not survive another unless he took on a partner.

“If he has to sell a house, I wish he’d sell this one,” said Eleanor.

“You might find the summer house rather cold in winter.”

“Mother would bundle me in so much wool I’d never notice the cold,” said Eleanor, glum, then stopped short at the sight of her mother, holding up her skirts with one hand and approaching them at a near run.

“Miss Langley,” Mother gasped. “What on earth are you doing?” Abruptly, Miss Langley released Eleanor’s hand. “Walking with Eleanor.”

“I can see that.” Mother knelt before Eleanor, held her daughter’s face in her hands, and peered into her eyes. “Why would you bring her outside after such a hard day of travel, and without a word to anyone? My goodness, where are her shoes? Have you given no thought to this poor child’s health?”

Miss Langley drew herself up. “Mrs. Lockwood, if I may, moderate exercise has remarkable curative effects—”

“Curative? Look at her. Her face is flushed. She looks positively ill.”

“She does now. She did not before you arrived.”

“Your impertinence might pass for the voice of experience if you had children of your own.” Mother took Eleanor’s hand. “Use better judgment in the future or you shall convince Mr. Lockwood that our trust in you has been misplaced.”

Mother led her daughter away without giving Miss Langley a chance to reply. When they reached the house, Mother told Eleanor to go to her room, finish unpacking, and rest until supper.

Eleanor did as she was told, listening through the closed door for Miss Langley. She had to pass Eleanor’s room to get to her own, the smallest bedroom on the second floor and the farthest from the stairs. Although only a wall separated her room from Eleanor’s, Miss Langley moved about so soundlessly that Eleanor rarely heard her. Miss Langley must have been able to hear Eleanor, though, for if Eleanor was ill or had bad dreams, Miss Langley was at her side almost before Eleanor cried out. Still, it sometimes seemed as if the nanny simply disappeared once she closed her door on the rest of the house.

Eleanor had been invited into Miss Langley’s room only a handful of times. The furnishings appeared neat but not fussy like Mother’s parlor. A few framed portraits, which Miss Langley had identified as her parents and a younger brother, sat on a bureau; leafy green plants and violets thrived in pots on both windowsills. Displayed to their best advantage were two embroidered pillows on the divan, a quilt draped artfully over an armchair, and a patchwork comforter spread over the bed. The room was very like Miss Langley herself: no-nonsense yet graceful and elegant.

Eleanor waited and listened, but Miss Langley did not come. Heavy-hearted, she put away the last of her dresses and climbed onto the bed, wishing she had not run off. She lay on her back and studied the patterns the fading daylight made on the ceiling, wondering if she should risk upsetting Mother a second time in the same day by leaving her room to find Miss Langley.

She must have drifted off to sleep, because suddenly Abigail was at her side, her long blond curls swept back from her face by a broad pink ribbon. “Why is Mother angry?” asked Abigail. “What did you do?”

Eleanor wasn’t sure if it was more wrong to lie to her sister or to expose Miss Langley’s deception, so she said, “Nothing.”

“You must have done something, because I know I didn’t.”

Eleanor sat up and made room for her sister on the bed. “I went outside without asking Mother.”

“Is that all? You must have done something else to make her this mad. Come on, tell me the truth.”

Eleanor shrugged. Mother didn’t know about the horses, so that didn’t count.

“You should have just finished unpacking, as Mother told us to.” Abigail climbed onto the bed and sat cross-legged beside her sister. “If you would just obey her, you wouldn’t get in trouble so often.”

“I can’t help it. I forget.”

“You don’t forget. You just don’t think you’ll get caught.” Abigail smiled, showing her dimple. “Maybe I should go downstairs and break some dishes or kick Harriet in the shin. If Mother’s mad at me, she might forget what you did.”

Eleanor was tempted, especially by the image of Mother’s maid howling and clutching her leg, but she shook her head. “It wouldn’t work.”

“I suppose not.”

“I wish we had stayed at the summer house.”

“Not me. I hate that place. The bugs, the wind messing my hair—and I hate seeing Father only on weekends.”

They saw him so little on weekdays that Eleanor saw no difference between the summer house and home in that respect, but she knew better than to seem to criticize Father in front of Abigail. Eleanor hesitated to say anything negative about him at all, as if her very words would make him appear.

“I bet the walk was your idea,” said Abigail airily. “Miss Langley wouldn’t dare defy Mother except for you. You have her wrapped around your little finger. She treats you much nicer than she treated me when I was your age.”

“She does not.”

“It’s true. She lets you do exactly as you please because you’re the baby and you’re...”

“What?” Eleanor fixed a piercing gaze on her sister. “Go on, say it. I’m going to die. Right? That’s what you were about to say.”

“You’re not going to die.”

“You and Miss Langley are the only ones who think so.” But Eleanor knew Abigail didn’t really mean it.

Timidly, Abigail said, “You won’t tell Mother I told you?” Eleanor sighed and sat up. “No.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I think Mother’s more angry with Miss Langley than you.”

That was nothing new; Mother became displeased with Miss Langley over the littlest things, while Harriet could oversleep or lose Mother’s best gloves and Mother would forgive her. Once Eleanor overheard the cook say she thought it a wonder that Miss Langley had not resigned long ago, but Miss Langley did not seem to mind Mother’s tempers as much as Eleanor did.

Eleanor remembered her warning and asked, “Do you think Mother will send Miss Langley away?”

Abigail shrugged. “She might. You’re too old for a nanny, anyway.”

“Maybe they want her to stay in the family in case they have another baby.”

Abigail giggled. “I don’t think that’s very likely.” “Why not?”

“If you can’t figure it out, you’re not old enough to know.” Then a puzzled frown replaced her grin. “I wonder why Mother said Miss Langley had no children of her own.”
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