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My quilt square shows «Hunca Munca Housewife», a 
Beatrix Potter character. I did this embroidery many 
years ago and found it at my mum’s when my sisters 
and I were cleaning up her place after she moved to 
a nursing home. In her prime my mum was a redoub-
table housekeeper, and Hunca Munca Housewife ho-
nours her.

Glenna Janzen
Hunca Munca Housewife

- Dundas, ON



Mary-Eileen McClear

The Story Barn

This block was made by Beverly Matson, one of the 
multi-talented members of The Storytellers’ Guild of 
Baden. It shows The Second Story Workshop aka The 
Story Barn - a centre which promotes storytelling as an 
art form and an education tool. This year, 2006, marks 
our 18th anniversary of storytelling gatherings in the 
barn, and, in that time, thousands of people have been 
touched by the stories told or heard here. Beverly in-
sisted that I sign the block because the barn belongs to 
me, but in fact, what makes the barn so special is that 
everyone who comes out to it feels as if it is his or her 
own space. We’re just waiting to welcome you.

- Dundas, ON - Baden, ON



A quilt square built on the green of a newly sprou-
ted wheat field and the blue of the sky that carries a ‘ 
prairie wind’. I wanted this quilt square to represent the  
province in which I learned to tell stories - my home 
province - Saskatchewan. It was also important to 
me to represent Saskatoon - my birthplace - because 
this is where the next SC-CC conference is going 
to be held. Saskatchewan - my home - the land my  
grandparents chose to come to. The land that looked so 
much like their homeland but had the added attraction 
of FREEDOM! Each of the decorative touches - the key 
chain, the pins and the sun catcher - is designed to be  
removed with ease for laundering purposes. 
I designed easy to remember clues to help the quilt 
winner put these Saskatchewan reminders back in the 
correct places, too. To whomever wins this year’s quilt... 
come along next year to really enjoy the great wheat 
fields, huge granaries, beautiful Prairie Lilies, and won-
derful warm sun that can shine in Saskatoon - all ‘On a 
Prairie Wind’.

Kathy Bennett - Saskatoon, SK

Saskatchewan Grown



Anne Nagy

I took inspiration this year from your decision to rotate 
the square to make a diamond. Tumbling the squares 
made me think of tumbling down a passageway or 
tunnel (something like Alice down the rabbit-hole!) 
to find a door opening to a land of marvels. If we give  
ourselves to a tale, if we allow ourselves to tumble, 
wonderful things await. 

- Saskatoon, SK - Ottawa, ON



I call this square «Love in the Turnip Patch»
Nels Mogensen and Dagny Margrethe Munk met in a 
turnip field in Jutland, Denmark in about 1925. It was 
the first chance they had had to loose their tongues 
and have a conversation. It was love at first sight for 
Nels. In truth, he had noticed her before as she served 
sweet buns to him when he and the other young men 
of the district rode from farm to farm on horseback  
singing songs in exchange for homemade treats 
during the days of the Danish love festival called  
Fastelavn.

Dagny’s interest in him peaked when he mentio-
ned his dream of coming to Canada. She was a girl 
in search of adventure and he was ready to leave the 
old world and the old ways behind to seek out new  
opportunities across the Atlantic.

Nels and Dagny Mogensen are my father’s parents and 
my grandparents.

I made this square in tribute to them. The turnip is 
heart shaped to represent to love they found as Dagny 
hoed turnips in the neighbour’s field to earn a little  
pocket money. The greens are reaching away to the west 
(if you hold up the quilt the right way) to represent the 
new life they would make for themselves and for their 
family in western Canada.

Their parents were justified in being fearful to let 
them go. The depression hit not long after they  
arrived in 1927 and ‘29 and they would not have the 
means to go home to see their families until after their  
parents had passed away. Dagny and Nels Mogensen’s  
children and grandchildren have made a good life here in  
Canada and they appreciate the ties that they still have to  
Denmark. Those ties are strengthened through story.

- Calgary, ABKaren Gummo
Love in the Turnip Patch



- Calgary, AB - Ottawa, ONMarva Blackmore

My Story-save quilt square came after much 
thought and discussion with my daughter, who also  
cross-stitches, since there was a two-fold problem 
- not only did I have to have an idea that jived with 
what I wanted to say about storytelling, but I also had 
to find a cross-stitch pattern that mirrored that idea.  
I had many ideas - but few patterns that met the need.  
Until I came up with the butterfly «model» ~ then came 
the finding of the butterfly pattern that would fit on the 
square appropriately. I found this one with the Chinese 
theme and it just seemed perfect. As a «newer» teller,  
the butterfly symbolized the teller emerging from 
her cocoon in the final realization that what she had 
been doing all her life in her many occupations and vo-
lunteer activities was storytelling - but it had not had 
a focus and a life and beauty of its own. The Chinese 
character are especially appropriate this year since  
I will be telling Sky Burial at the Fourth Stage of the Na-
tional Arts Center in February 2007 with Jan Andrews. 
The story is an epic tale of Tibet but the main character 
is Chinese. The four Chinese characters are, starting at 
the top and going clockwise: Happiness, Healthy, Bles-
sing, and Peace. I must also confess that my wonderful 
daughter had to finish the piece for me since I simply 
was running out of time, and she took the project over 
and completed it for me. I was, therefore, reluctant to 
put just my name on the square since she did complete 
a large part of it. Her name is Beth Blackmore and she 
lives in Medicine Hat, Alberta.



The earliest stories I remember are the ones my  
mother told me. They were almost all tales from the 
Brothers Grimm that she told in German. Her versions 
were all pre-Disney so they included all the gruesome 
parts. In Cinderella, toes were lopped to make a foot 
fit a slipper as easily as you might remove a hangnail, 
and in Snow White the wicked queen had to dance in 
boots filled with hot coals. I used to wonder if her cries 
of pain didn’t spoil Snow White’s wedding, but my mo-
ther shook her head and said, «No, she had it coming.» 

As I recall there were always ‘lessons’ in my  
mother’s stories. More than once she pointed out 
that it was the poor girl who was good, and kind, 
and generous, and worked without a word of  
complaint that ended up rich and married to a prince. 

Anyway, one of the stories I liked the best was 
Briar Rose ... called Dornröschen in German. The 
only painful ‘message’ in that story came with the  
scullery boy who got a box on the ear for being lazy. 
The princess didn’t have to do anything. She just 
went to sleep until the prince found his way to her 
door. And all the time there were roses filling the air 
with their fragrance. What could be better than that? 
So here it is. My quilt square, in memory of Briar Rose. 

And just so you know, this was my very first and pos-
sibly my last attempt at appliqué. The square wouldn’t 
have happened without the wise and generous help 
from my friends Sib Korulis and Sharon Holland who 
found the pattern and donated the fabric scraps, and 
my mother of course, who told stories while she taught 
me to sew.

- Toronto, ONAnna Kerz



- Calgary, AlbertaCheryl Corman

No story available

- Toronto, ON



I wanted to do a square with an image from the  
natural world. We had a snowfall in mid September; 
maybe this is why I started thinking about snowflakes. 
When the sun hits a new blanket of snow it glitters 
like millions of diamonds spread out around you, but 
snowflakes are much more rare and precious because 
each flake is different and last just a short while before 
it changes or melts away.

A snowflake begins as a tiny particle of ice forming 
around a spec of dust. Water vapor condenses on the 
surface of the ice particle, a hexagonal prism develops 
and branches form from the 6 corners of the hexa-
gon. The snow crystal grows as it gets blown around 
inside the clouds, being shaped by the different  
temperatures it encounters. Each flake is unique 
because each takes a different path through the clouds.

Like snowflakes, stories take time to form; they start as 
kernels and grow into complex and beautiful things as 
they travel through tellers and listeners. The storysave 
project is about preserving some of those rare and  
precious stories along with the experienced voice of 
the dedicated tellers. It is an amazing thing to examine 
a snowflake in your hand; you have but a second to 
take in its beauty and intricate design. The storysave 
project allows us to hold onto stories and voices so we 
can cherish and learn from them.

- Kananaskis, AlbertaChristina Pickles 



- Kananaskis, Alberta - Corner Brook, NLElinor Benjamin

I love long-leggity beasties and things that go bump in 
the night. And, I love Norse literature and mythology. 

Here is a Norse beastie. He is appliqued on a metallic 
fabric background and embroidered with chain and 
outline stitch. The background is textured with French 
knots. I love making French knots. I was once give a 
beautiful embroidery by the Obasan of a young Ja-
panese woman who lived with us for a year, and was 
so impressed to see all the French knots, I squealed, 
«French knots!». Smiling and nodding, Obasan, who 
spoke no English, enthused back «Flenchu notsu», 
just one of the many foreign words that have been 
absorbed by the ever absorbing Japanese. 

Because this quilt is made to raise funds for SC-CC’s 
StorySave project, I made this square in recognition 
of the release of last year’s StorySave CD «The Laxdala 
Saga and other tales» by Carol McGirr. I listen to the CD 
regularly. Thank you, Carol.



I would definitely have to include Lake Superior. The City of 
Thunder Bay lies along its coast. I would ... (gasp!) draw a 
sketch ofthe Terry Fox monument that is displayed 7km east 
of TB at the head of the lake, where Terry finished his leng-
thy run for cancer research.

Oh, yes! And I’d include the ‘Sleeping Giant’, Nanabijou, the 
legendary Ojibway Native who was great protector of the 
Anishnabwa people and friend to West Wind, and who’s 
large stone figure lies along the shores of Thunder Bay as 
punishment for defying Gitchi Manitou’s (Great Spirit) ins-
tructions to welcome the ‘white-faced’ people arriving by 
canoes to the new land. Legend has it that Nanabijou had 
found silver in the rocks on the island and fearing the strange 
people would take their riches, he had his people hide the 
silver on a near-by islet and then caused a great storm that 
overturned the canoes and drowned all the newcomers. 
Gitchi Manitou was furious and turned Nanabijou to stone. 
He fell back along the shores of Lake Superior where he now 
lies with his arms folded across his chest. You will see him if 
you are standing on the shores of the City of TB and looking 
across the water. He is resting while the spirit of the Deep 
Sea Water, (Gitchi (big) Gummi (lake)), glares at him.

This WAS going to be a visual masterpiece to show  
EVERYONE the richness of Thunder Bay’s culture!

But, as if I had no choice in the matter, this «spirit» of the 
Deep Sea Water’s voice called to me many times saying, 
«’Tell’ them your stories little by little. Relax, shape them 
and define the details so that they are imprinted in your 
mind, just as I am imprinted in your mind.» He pushed and 
prodded and stuck his great form in the forefront of my 
mind until every scrap of material I was handed, or looked 
at, pieced together a design on the square until Nanabijou 
sighed and lay back down. Thus, my ‘masterpiece’ became 
an abstract of the Sleeping Giant resting over a bird’s eye 
view of the Great Lakes. Lake Superior is marked with a 
‘titch’ of silver to show where Thunder Bay is on the lake. 
The Sleeping Giant is trying not to gloat.

The story of the Sleeping Giant has many versions. This was 
one of the first native stories I heard as a young child. It is 
believed to be true for it is «where the truth lies» right there 
in my hometown! Nanabijou now welcomes everyone who 
comes to the city.

- Whitby, ONHeather Whaley Holly Gilmour

I ‘finally’ completed and mailed off my story block to 
Pearl-Anne for the 2007 StorySave quilt project. I was 
overwhelmed at one point. How would I begin my won-
derful masterpiece? There was so much brewing in my 
mind that I procrastinated and let everything else take 
precedence until I was forced to try and meet the dead-
line. Much to my surprise (and delight) the storyline tur-
ned out to be very different from the original plan.

I knew exactly what I was going to create back in the 
summer of 2006 when I committed to contributing 
a story block. It would be a collage of landscape and 
symbols with several ethnic fabric materials that would 
represent the various cultures from my hometown, 
Thunder Bay, Ontario where I grew up.

The ‘story’ would speak for itself. It would dance a reel 
with a strip of Scottish tartan; ‘Stewart’ tartan, for my 
immigrant father; play an Irish tune on my mother’s 
heirloom piano around a bit of Irish tartan, for my 
immigrant great-grandmother; a violin melody would 
serenade a flapping Italian flag for my immigrant 
grandfather. I’ d mount the faces of the Beatles for my 
grandmother who came over from Liverpool, England! 
This wonderful creation would be etched with Ukrai-
nian ribbon for my ‘best’ childhood friends, Eva and 
Mary. And a hearty Polish flag would wave for our many 
family friends who swapped home-made perogis and 
sausage for my father’s beef & kidney pies.



- Whitby, ON - Spruce Grove, AB

This quilt project grew out of my belief that eve-
ryone of us is an artist and everyone is a storyteller. 
I believe that to see this come to fruition, the parti-
cipants must be provided with the opportunity to 
express themselves, whether it be orally or visually.  
Providing a visual opportunity for individual expres-
sion, I asked the participants to produce a circle 
drawing (mandala or sacred circle). Breath deeply, then 
produce a mark, then respond to that mark. Continue 
breathing deeply and responding to each mark you 
make on the page. 

Using a white pencil, individuals were able to draw 
forth an illuminated expression of that moment in 
time. The white is our spirit energy of the moment.  
Each line depicts the uniqueness of that individual at 
that moment. Using a white pen on black paper en-
hances the illuminating quality of our spirit and the 
significant of each moment. Each moment is beautiful. 

A light called forth from the darkness. 
Life.

Holly Gilmour



The Acadian Flag was established at the second  
Acadian Convention in 1884 at Miscouche, PEl. It was 
designed by Father Marcel-Francois Richard. Like the 
flag of France, it is red, white and blue.

The gold star makes it unique: the Acadian flag. 
The star represents the Stella Maris (Star of the Sea).  
It is there to seek the protection and guidance of the 
Virgin Mary, patron saint of all Acadians.

My flag rests on a piece of black cloth, black  
representing the despair, the sorrow, the  
discrimination and the hardships of the Acadians  
during and after the deportation of 1755.

Resting under this oppressing feeling of non-identity 
is a piece of delicate off-white cloth with subtle white 
flowers. This represents the constant faith, the quiet 
hope and the underlining belief that there would 
someday be a better world for these people of deter-
mination and strong will. The black is uneven, not just 
because of my inexperience in quilting. I wanted to 
show the overwhelming feeling of despair, sometimes 
coming close to overtaking their faith and hope. It ne-
ver did.

Three Apples Fell
- Pleasantville, Lunenburg Co, N.S.Clara Dugas



Each of the five years that a quilt has been done, I have 
done some version of the Story Opening: Three Apples 
Fell from heaven. One for the Story, One for the Sto-
ryteller and One for the Storylistener. My husband is 
Greek and that is the way that most of his childhood 
storybooks begin. I fell in love with the opening as it is 
such a wonderful way to express the gift that is being 
received and given. Received by the storyteller and the 
storylisteners. Given to the storyteller, the storyliste-
ners and the One who passed it on! Always mindful 
of heaven where all blessings come to us or through 
us. Please accept this blessing of my love of story and  
STORYSAVE.

I used various green fabrics in small blocks interlaced 
with red blocks to represent the apple tree. The trunk 
was done with assorted browns in strips. After comple-
ting the sewing, the whole design was then appliqued 
to the original block provided for the background.

Three Apples Fell
- Pleasantville, Lunenburg Co, N.S. - Wainwright, ABPearl Ann Gooding



I really enjoyed doing my square for this year’s quilt! 
The 2007 Conference will be here in Hamilton, Onta-
rio, and our out-trip is to sites of the Underground Rail 
Road. I’ve always been fascinated by the URR and the 
ingenious ways in which messages and people were 
conveyed. I have enormous respect and admiration 
for the courage, strength, faith and fortitude of those 
people who braved so many dangers and terrifying 
unknowns to flee from bondage and take their own 
lives into their hands. Quilts, of course, played a role in 
this drama - some quilts were actually maps, but often 
an ordinary quilt on a clothseline or a porch roof was 
an «all clear» signal that a safe house was indeed safe 
to approach.

My square is appliquéd. The little patchwork 
quilt was assembled from some old (rather worn) 
strip quilting which was not squared, which  
I thought would look better than new fabrics.  
The not-squareness of it allowed me to make it look 
as though it were moving in the breeze. My fleeing 
woman looks back over her shoulder in case of pursuit.

Thanks for this opportunity to contribute to a  
communal work of art, and a support for StorySave. 
And thanks for all the work you will still be doing after 
all the squares arrive from across the country.

The Snow Queen
- Dundas, ONCarol Leigh Wehking



The completed block, with all its technical flaws (which 
grieved me, wanting it to be perfect, as it would be in 
the Snow Queen’s kingdom of the perfect geometries 
of ice and snow), represents, perhaps all too obviously, 
the snowflake being ‘broken up’ by the flowers scatte-
red randomly over it, recalling the last part of the An-
dersen story:

«Then they took each other by the hand, and went forth 
from the great palace of ice. They spoke of the grand-
mother, and of the roses on the roof, and as they went 
on the winds were at rest, and the sun burst forth .... 
Gerda and Kay went hand-in-hand towards home; and 
as they advanced, spring appeared more lovely with its 
green verdure and its beautiful flowers. Very soon they 
recognized the large town where they lived, and the 
tall steeples of the churches, in which the sweet bells 
were ringing a merry peal as they entered it, and found 
their way to their grandmother’s door.»

I wonder now about the possibility of a green back-
ground for the snowflake, but in fact the blue for me 
is symbolic of the dark blue winter sky with all its stars, 
and I wanted the block to be more evocative than lite-
ral. 

The grandmother in the story is especially meaningful 
for me, not only because she had told stories to Gerda 
and Kay. It was my Danish grandmother, who was born 
in the little coastal town of Nyborg on the island of 
Fyn, who gave me a beautiful copy of the fairy tales of 
Hans Christian Andersen, gilt-edged thin pages bound 
in dark wine-coloured leather, with black and white 
illustrations of some of the stories (the only one I can 
remember is from The Red Shoes, with little Karen cur-
sed by her love of dancing - the one Andersen tale that 
truly horrifies me). Alas in my first year of university I 
lent the Andersen fairy tale book to someone who 
was then a dear friend and never got it back, for the 
friend suddenly moved away and I never heard from 
him again. I only hope that the book, wherever it may 
be now, is being treasured. The book has vanished, the 
story never will.

The Snow Queen
- Dundas, ON - Toronto, ONNorma Lundberg

The block was inspired by my great love for Hans 
Christian Andersen’s fairy tales, my favorite since 
childhood being The Snow Queen. Over the years, 
each reading has revealed more meaning, and it is 
a story I would love to be able to tell in its entirety 
one day. It is a long story, but so rich, and always 
wonderful.

I felt lucky to find fabric with tiny snowflakes on 
it, for originally I had planned just to use strong 
blue fabric and applique a large snowflake on it. 
The search for just the right snowflake took time, 
and I have never done any machine applique, so 
that was a major experiment. I also wanted flowers 
of some kind - ideally red roses - to be part of the 
block, but felt stymied until I came across a new 
book by Rebecca West, A Fresh Twist on Fabric Fol-
ding, with instructions for making origami fabric 
flowers. I chose a simple five-petaled flower (for 
who could possibly recreate a rose?) and used va-
rious shades of red, thinking of that colour also as a 
heart colour, because it is Gerda’s love for Kay that 
redeems him.



I started with the figure of the storytellers and listener 
and everything else followed.

This square or diamond represents several storytelling 
symbols. The general shape is circular like the story 
circle and the bonding that its derived from it. The 
SC-CC logo of roots and growth, the past, present and 
future. The three apples that fell from heaven - one for 
the teller, one for the listener and one for the one who 
heard.

We don’t know where we are going until we know where 
we have been. 
                  Elizabeth Spencer

Roz Cohen - Montreal, QC



No story available.

Kevin MacKenzie and Melinda Hove- Montreal, QC - Regina, SK



And the storyteller set the stories free ...

Years ago, I adapted the string game «The Yam Thief» 
to talk about the power of stories and since then it 
has become my signature piece. When talking about 
this quilt block to my daughter Esther, she suggested 
that I incorporate a string game, so I flew with the idea 
to my son-in-law Lawrence who got the image from 
paper onto the material. It then made its way to my 
mother, Lillian Shukster, who executed the embroidery 
itself. (She volunteered as she has always done when it 
comes to storytelling events.)

The block is actually unsigned because it is the result 
of a family effort including my daughter Taryn who 
patiently taught me the string game way back when. 
All of us have taken the stories out of the bags that the 
thief so tightly enclosed them so that ...
You can tell them and listen to them again and again.

Gail de Vos 
Lillian Shukster 
Esther, Taryn and Lawrence de Vos

- Seba Beach, ABGail De Vos




