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This square commemorates the visit of Margaret Read 
MacDonald to Nova Scotia in September of 2008. 
She was invited by the Nova Scotia Library Associa-
tion (NSLA) for their annual conference, but when our  
Storytellers Circle in Halifax heard of it, we were deter-
mined to meet her ourselves. We arranged a storytel-
ling workshop at Mount Saint Vincent University, which 
was attended by Education and Drama students, and 
some of our Circle members. We all practiced Fat Cat, 
one of her favorite stories to tell.

Following the workshop, Margaret and Angela  
Reynolds, her NSLA host, met with our Circle  
members at my house for a pot-luck supper-then they 
had to leave immediately following to drive to Cape  
Breton that evening! She had a very busy schedule and 
we were happy to have some time with her on her first 
visit to Nova Scotia. Hope she took home some warm 
memories! The quilt square is patterned on the Fat 
Cat book cover illustration by Julie Paschkis. (August 
House LittleFolk, 2001.)

Linda Winham
Fat Cat

- Bedford, NSHim



Mary Hays

Turtle Jabuti (Zha -boo -chee) is a Brazilian trickster. 
I learned his stories from my friend Renata when I vi-
sited Brazil to tell stories. 

Although Turtle Jabuti is slow moving, he is able to 
outwit his foes with cleverness.

- Bedford, NSHim - Olds, AB



So the concept for this image was mine, but the  
exquisite design is the handiwork of Wakefield artist 
Heather Burrill. Heather’s divine and profoundly gentle 
spirit is apparent in everything she touches. And in  
addition to being a very gifted and multi-talented  
artist she also teaches wilderness skills. So as a note of 
interest I will reveal that she allowed me to pay part 
of my bill with animal skulls, (from my sufficiently  
interesting, amateur collection).

My very talented and devoted cousin Cecile is the  
petit-point master who crafted this square for me 
while I was preoccupied with our sugaring tour. She 
has twenty-five years experience and hundreds of 
delightful such pieces to her credit. I am eternally  
grateful for my cousin’s generosity, in coming to my 
rescue to create this square at the last, last minute, and 
for sharing her great talent with the Storysave project. 
She was paid for her loving work with maple syrup and 
cousinly indebtedness.

 Denise Markhame
The Appletree in the Apple

- Montreal, QC

This beautiful apple tree in the apple is my new logo. 
And what could be more fitting.

Three apples fell from heaven, count ‘em. And the 
pommier is the tree of life, or tree of wisdom, repre-
senting the Storyteller. So the teller is in the story 
and the stories are in the teller.

The idea for an apple logo came out of my role as ‘the 
apple keeper’ on my partner’s 1OO acres paradise 
where I lived up till last fall. As the incarnate Johnny 
Appleseed I received school groups and the family 
crowd to Claude’s few small orchards for apple pic-
king and the telling of apple stories.

When I was growing up my father supplied his  
children, (ten of us) with a bushel of apples a week, 
when they were available, and something compa-
rable in other seasons. We were allowed limitless 
apples. And my Uncle Gabe had a few small orchards 
of apples and pears we liked to pick clean, or eat 
clean, I mean without even leaving the tree. So I 
have eaten up to four, five, six apples a day in some 
periods of my life and believe that’s where I accumu-
lated so many stories in me. Because remember, as 
kids we were eating the seeds and all...



Sheila Fowler

Fisgard Lighthouse National Historic Site commeno-
rates the national significance of the first lighthouse 
on Canada’s west coast. Fisgard Lighthouse has been 
an important symbol of sovereignty- British, Colonial 
and Canadian-since 1860.

Fisgard light provides a guide for mariners to Royal 
Roads anchorage, Esquimalt Harbour and its naval 
base as well as pointing the way to Victoria’s harbour.

From the dawn of European settlement in Victolia the 
Fisgard Light has marked the entrance to Esquimalt 
Harbour and the eastern point of the Royal Roads  
anchorage.

Today and for years to come it will continue its sentinel 
duties and to welcome visitors to our beautiful island.

And linked with its rich history are the many stories 
and tales that involve this lighthouse.

- Montreal, QC - Victoria, BC



Anyway, Uncle Ambrose went to set his trap line in the 
spring of this particular year and had plans to stay for 
many days. He took supplies with him and would use 
his skills as a hunter to supplement his diet of salt pork 
and hard bread. Shortly after arriving at his tilt strange 
things started to occur for Uncle Ambrose. While fixing 
his supper one evening just as it was getting dark, 
the wind was whistling through the holes in the walls 
and the wolves were howling at the moon in the dis-
tance, Uncle Ambrose felt a whisper next to his ear.  
It sounded like a voice was saying, «Go home  
tomorrow Ambrose». Knowing that it was only  
folly, Uncle Ambrose went on about his business and  
finished fIxing his supper. After supper, he settled in for 
a quiet evening with his pipe and his thoughts, thin-
king of what he would do in the morning. Suddenly 
he felt the wind brush against his ear once again 
and a voice that sounded slightly familiar saying,  
«Go home tomorrow Ambrose. Now about this time 
Uncle Ambrose was getting a little bit uneasy because 
he though he recognized the voice and so he said out 
loud in the gloomy tilt, «If I hear that voice once more 
and can really tell who it is that’s speaking to me, then 
maybe I’ll listen». There was silence, nothing and so 
thinking it was all in his mind Uncle Ambrose got ready 
to settle in for the night. In the stillness of the cabin, 
in total darkness, because Uncle Ambrose had put out 
the lamp, there came again that sound close to his ear, 
«Go home tomorrow Ambrose». Uncle Ambrose arose 
from his bunk, lit the lamp and looking around him in 
the empty tilt, he said, «Yes Mother, tomorrow I shall».

Alice Moores - Red Bay, Labrador

After thinking about it for awhile I decided to go 
with the cabin in the woods because it best depicts 
the stories I grew up with here in Labrador.

While I love fairy tales and they were a big part of 
my childhood; stories such as Jack and the Beans-
talk and stories about Paul Bunyan, there were other  
stories that stick out most in my mind. Stories I heard 
from my grandfather who was a tmpper and from 
my father who still traps. The history of the region 
where I live is one of living off the land and many 
generations of hunters and trappers have survived 
here.

I though it appropriate to depict a scene of how 
the men would spend weeks in a tilt or cabin as we 
would call them nowadays as they tended their trap 
line. One such story is the story of Uncle Ambrose 
Powell, a well known and respected trapper back in 
the early 1900s. Uncle Ambrose had a reputation of 
being afraid of nothing, and this was a big deal in 
his time. Stories of headless ghosts, mysteries noises, 
strange lights and other unusual goings ons were 
the norm in those days of no electricity and shadows 
loomed in dark comers.



Pearl Ann Gooding
Three Apples Fell

Every year I have done a block with some form of 
this fabulous story opening. ‘Three Apples Fell from 
heaven, one for the story, one for the storyteller and 
one for the storylistener - and then again as a clo-
sing -Three Apples Fell from heaven, one for the  
storyteller, one for the storylistener and one for the 
one who passed it on. ‘

My husband is Greek and in many of his childhood 
storybooks, this saying begins and ends the stories.  
I loved it and adopted as part of my storytelling early 
in my career. I love the fact, that if you know the saying 
and most storytellers do, that you don’t even have to 
have a word, you just need three apples, or a falling 
apple [ and you just assume that 2 more are coming], 
or even a tree with a blush of red somewhere in it and 
already the beginning of the story has started for you.

I am a quilter at heart. [I didn’t fall far from the tree as 
my mother is an avid quilter and I learned to love the 
design and stitching working at her side]. My favorite 
quilts are those that are made from scrap materials. 
It always makes me feel great when I have created  
something beautiful from nothing. So in strip piecing, 
I designed the apples and tree from a variety of scrap 
materials that ‘overflow’ my sewing room drawers and 
cupboards.

- Red Bay, Labrador - Wainwright, AB



My beginnings were at a farm in southwest Saskat-
chewan, so far south that we bordered Montana, USA. 
We grew things there. Wheat, fruit trees, gardens, 
flowers, dogs, cats, pigs, and chickens were our m 
ainstay. From the produce we got our daily bread as 
well as some necessary cash to buy shelter, trans-
portation and fun. Animals were part of our lives out 
there on the farm - with pets just becoming part of the  
family. Grandpa’s cows and the odd pig delivered meat 
to our freezer every year, but the chickens in our yard 
gave their eggs to us daily - for all kinds of baking and 
cooking. As well, their meat was wrapped up for our 
freezers.

Yes, the chicken was strangely the monarch animal at 
our place. Um hum... brings back memories... listen... I’ll 
tell you a story...
Old MacDonald had a farm...EIEIO ...

Cheryl Robinson
I Grew Up On A Frontier Prairie Wind!

- Calgary, AB



Kathy Bennett

Circles

I find it easiest to tell stories around a campfire. I’m 
not certain why. Maybe it’s because campfires are  
synonymous with holidays and relaxation. Even my 
husband - a very reluctant teller -can be persuaded to 
tell a story around a campfire once in a while.

The song that says «all my life’s a circle...» has kept 
playing in my mind lately, and that is exactly what I 
have tried to depict on this quilt block. I have taken the 
two points at which I always learn new stories -SC-CC 
conferences (portrayed by a coloured version of our 
logo), and campfires - and I have used them as points 
from which I tell and listen to stories. As I go from one 
‘learning’ point to the other, I tend to share the stories 
I’ve learned with other story circles -shown at the ‘eas-
tern’ and ‘western’ points of the quilt block.

In this way, we learn stories at conferences -stop 
to share them with a circle - share and learn more  
stories at the campfire -story to share them with a circle 
- share the stories we’ve learned over the previous year 
at the SC-CC conference and learn new stories to share.

This is what storytelling IS, to me - a circle of learning 
and sharing.

- Calgary, AB - Saskatoon, Saskatchewan



«When I was growing up on the West Coast, my father 
earned his living from the sea. He trolled the Pacific 
waters outside our sheltered bay, swinging the fish 
aboard his boat one by one. And if I learned anything 
back then, it would be this: men and women who live 
and work on the ocean have stories to tell. I used to 
hear those tales - the small and the tall of them - all 
up and down along the dock and around the kitchen 
table.» (from Growing up on the West Coast by Peg 
Hasted)

A project close to my heart at this time involves  
interviewing fishermen from along the west coast 
of Vancouver Island, collecting their memories and  
anecdotes. Receiving the Alice Kane award in 2005 has 
helped me to move forward with this goal. The fishing 
industry is changing, and I feel strongly that these tales 
should not be lost.

The fish in the quilt block is swimming upward, jum-
ping, or ready to jump. In this case, the catch is not the 
fish - but the story!

The eye of the fish comes from my mother’s button tin, 
which is now mine. It represents a link between past 
and present, which is what StorySave means to me

Marie Anne McLean
The Big Tree Near Swift Current

- Edmonton, AB



Dawn Blue

No story available.

- Edmonton, AB - Edmonton, AB



The block of the poppies was inspired by and made in 
recognition of the 2009 StorySave Elder Marie Anne 
McLean’s CD.

I love her War Stories and have always been touched by 
the depth and emotion that she is able to attain while 
telling them. Even more touching is the clear and close 
relationship that she has with each of her stories as she 
knows them all personally. The years that her father 
and mother spent in war, the trials and triumphs that 
they faced; the people they met, when they met! Marie 
Anne brings a whole new light and understanding to 
the War as she relates her stories. I know that everyone 
that will listen to them will have more appreciation for 
all that was done for us, and we will be committed to 
«Remember’ in honor of them.

At first I sketched the picture of the poppy trying to  
decide how best to bring it to life. I borrowed some 
fabric crayons from a friend as they ‘finish’ in a  
pastel like color. [You color the picture on your pa-
per and then iron it on to the fabric, so everything is  
reversed.] Once that was done, it was lovely but not eye 
catching, so I decided to highlight with embroidery.  
The highlighting got a little more and a little more un-
til I was satisfied with the final look. I loved doing this 
method and hope that the new owner of this year’s 
quilt will be drawn to this block and the 2009 Story-
Save CD and hear the stories behind the story of the 
block

Pearl Ann Gooding
We will remember

- Wainwright, AB



Chris Lindgren

 I would have to agree. I had to put the name «Thum-
bprint» on the elevator of course, even though I know 
that the Thumbprint in Marie Ann’s stories is a lot  
bigger that three houses (about the size of Humboldt, 
wouldn’t you say?) but that was all that I could render 
with thread on this little square.

The tree in itself is significant. Marie Anne said that 
there is one tree especially mentioned in one story, 
and I think I know exactly which tree she would be 
talking about. (These jokes about solitary trees in  
Saskatchewan have some foundation in some areas of 
this province.) Many storytelling groups use a tree as 
their logo. Our National organization does, but I also 
remember Marie Anne telling me 20+ years ago that 
the group in Edmonton had a storytelling tree for a 
logo. She told me this as she presented me with a hand 
painted T-shirt with that tree on it. I wonder how many 
other people out there have T-shirts painted by Marie 
Anne. A gifted and generous spirit. So there is the tree, 
the prominent image of my square. My way of honou-
ring a friend and wonderful storyteller, Marie Anne.

- Wainwright, AB - Saskatoon, SK

In 2008 the Annual conference was held in my city,  
Saskatoon, and so I attended for the first time. There 
were many significant moments for me, but I would 
have to say the most important by far was listening 
to a dear friend, Marie Anne MacLean tell a story 
at the Saturday night concert. It was very typical 
Marie Ann: witty, funny, warm and heart-felt. There 
wasn’t a dry eye in the house. Marie Anne has been 
significant to many of us, not just because of her 
gifts as a storyteller and writer, but in her warmth 
to new people in a group and her hospitality to  
traveling storytellers and musicians. When I heard 
that she would be the next Storysave storyteller, I 
knew I had to make a block for the quilt. I sent her 
an email and asked for ideas that might connect 
with the material she was planning to put on the 
CD.

She replied with a long list of stories, but also 
some suggestions for an overall image that might  
represent the prairie material. It is her description 
of a field with a single tree to one side, a road and  
telephone lines leading into a small town that  
I used. I think Marie Anne mentioned something 
about it being a «common image», but in fact it 
seams to fit, «It is part of our lore».



The gingham dog and the calico cat
Side by side on the table sat;
‘T was half-past twelve, and (what do you think!)
Nor one nor t’ other had slept a wink!
The old Dutch clock and the Chinese plate
Appeared to know as sure as fate
There was going to be a terrible spat.
(I was n’t there; I simply state
What was told to me by the Chinese plate!)
The gingham dog went «Bow-wow-wow!»
And the calico cat replied «Mee-ow!»
The air was littered, an hour or so,
With bits of gingham and calico,
While the old Dutch clock in the chimney-place
Up with its hands before its face,
For it always dreaded a family row!
(Now mind: I ‘m only telling you
What the old Dutch clock declares is true!)
The Chinese plate looked very blue,
And wailed, «Oh, dear! what shall we do!»
But the gingham dog and the calico cat
Wallowed this way and tumbled that,
Employing every tooth and claw
In the awfullest way you ever saw---
And, oh! how the gingham and calico flew!
(Don’t fancy I exaggerate---
I got my news from the Chinese plate!)
Next morning, where the two had sat
They found no trace of dog or cat;
And some folks think unto this day
That burglars stole that pair away!
But the truth about the cat and pup
Is this: they ate each other up!
Now what do you really think of that!
(The old Dutch clock it told me so,
And that is how I came to know.)

The Duel
by Eugene Field (1850-1895)

Elinor Benjamin - Corner Brook, NL

When I saw the gingham sample of the back-
ground fabric that came with this year’s gol-
den square I immediately thought of one of my  
favourite poems from childhood.

It is a brutal tale, but a perfect little narrative, 
full of suspense and innuendo, and a reflection 
of the world. So many of our troubles just boil 
down to old-fashioned hissy fits, don’t they?



Carol Leigh Wehking 

This year I didn’t sign up to do a quilt square at the 
Conference. But when Pearl- Ann asked me in the 
autumn whether I would do one, since there were a 
few left, I agreed. - Then came the realization that I had 
somehow to develop an inspiration of what exactly to 
do as a design. I had to attend a weekend meeting at a 
beautiful camp on Georgian Bay, and as usual I planned 
to take handwork with me -this time, the quilt square. 
But what to put on it?? On Saturday morning, as I rea-
ched for the sewing bag I’d left in the car, I looked 
down and saw coloured leaves beneath my feet -lots 
of colours and shapes -and I thought, «Stories are like 
that» -stories are like leaves of trees -many colours and 
sizes and textures and shapes, each beautiful in its own 
way. Stories come from the same roots, but grow their 
own way. So I just started -using embroidery for the 
outline and bark of the tree, and then various fabrics, 
colours, and textures, (with less variety in shapes) to 
applique the leaves. As I worked, I also thought of the 
Native peoples’ Tree of Peace, where the roots grow 
in the four directions, so that anyone may find their 
way to peace. That concept, too, informed my work as 
I went. And of course the SC-CC logo has a tree with 
its roots showing, too. For those that care about such 
things, the tree trunk and branches are embroidered 
using two similar stitches: stem stitch, and «Quaker 
stitch», a stitch developed for the Quaker tapestry in 
the early 1980’s, which is a combination of split and 
stem stitch. I tried to make some of the leaves sort of 
three-dimensional, but I’m afraid those ones just look 
as if they aren’t done quite right. But in all, I like the idea 
and I like the effect, and I am eager to see the squares 
others have contributed -it is always a wonderful mo-
ment when each year’s quilt is unveiled! 

Thanks, Pearl-Ann!

- Corner Brook, NL - Cambridge, ON



When I received this golden block, I thought  
immediately of a sunset and then I thought - no - that 
would be the end of story and I wanted to represent 
the beginning. So I have chosen quieter (!) colours and 
a sparkling ocean to represent the eternalness of story 
- it was there in the beginning and it will be there in the 
end and it is our elders who help us to keep story alive.

The sunrise also represents the fresh beginning for a 
new teller, who could in the future become one of our 
elders, the vibrantness of story as it reflects each age, 
and the enduringness of our elders who have brought 
light into our lives.

Ann Rothfels - Cookshire, PQ



Karen Gummo

When she dozed, he worried he could not keep awake 
all by himself. He suggested they tell each other stories 
to pass the time. She was willing though she warned 
him that she knew only a few. Cormorant launched 
into a gripping tale that he had heard from the great 
fishermen of the North. Eider Duck took up the torch 
with one of hers. They took turns until Eider Duck fell 
asleep.

Cormorant was so caught up in his performances he 
continued on and on until he too fell victim to the 
rhythm of his voice. He leaned back and began to 
snore.

Moments later Eider Duck rustled in her nest, 
stretched her wings and opened her eyes. There was a  
brilliant red glow on the water and then the golden sun  
emerged. Astonished, she realized that she had won 
the wager! When Cormorant emerged from his short 
slumber he saw that he had lost the contest by only a 
hair. He was full of shame.

Kindly Eider Duck offered to give him shelter when he 
grew cold fishing in the North Sea. He declined saying 
that they might never meet again. Cormorant flew off 
in sadness and has been silent ever since. We know he 
is a deep listener now as he detects the sea life from 
afar.
The tales that he gave to Eider Duck were not lost. Eider 
Duck has shared them with any traveler who came her 
way and they in their turn have hurried on with them 
throughout the world. Now they have been gathered 
up again on this quilt to be given to you!

- Cookshire, PQ - Calgary, AB

Cormorant and Eider Duck - A tale from the Faroe 
Islands north of Scotland and south of Iceland  
Adapted for the Storysave quilt By Karen Gummo

Cormorant was once a noisy chatterbox. Now he is 
silent and those in the Faroe Islands are the only ones 
who know the reason why. When Cormorant came 
late to choose his feathers, the only ones left were 
shabby, dusty and dull. He being a proud fisherman 
was most upset and searched for a bird who would 
exchange their plumage for his. None were willing, 
but when he met kindly Eider Duck, she agreed to 
enter into a contest with him to see who most deser-
ved her feathers.

Cormorant was amazed at her challenge. She said 
that whoever was first to see the sunrise would be 
the winner. He decided that if he stayed up all night 
he could succeed. (If this contest were held in winter, 
it would be a very long time before the sun came 
up!!)



Story is an element. It is with us for the ages, and warms 
us like fire. We are each a container for story. Like an 
egg.

My early campfire was a visit from the eggman.  
The eggman popped in with a dozen fresh ones most 
friday evenings while I was growing up. He and my dad 
would swap tales for what seemed like all night. And 
as long as i stayed close to the warmth of the stories, I 
was safe from a rational thinking mummy who would 
sooner have seen me in bed. In the cigarette smoke, 
with me sometimes under the table, sometimes  
curled (or more likely wiggling) in my dad’s lap, and 
other times seated on a chair like a grown up, I craved 
their experience, and I listened.

Kevin MacKenzie and Melinda Van Hove - Regina, SK



The Untold Story in Saskatoon

Everyone loves a lottery, but winning, as long as you 
buy a ticket, is like finding the pot of gold. 649, Kins-
man Home Lottery, Guess The Number Of Seeds in the 
Jar, and Casinos all work on the principle that only one 
in a thousand, million or gazillion will win. What have  
I won over more than a half a century supporting many 
fundraisers in town? Well, let’s be honest, I know that  
I won’t get the prize but I reckon that it is usually mo-
ney well spent. Recently I did win at a silent auction 
in aid of the Children’s Museum here in Saskatoon. 
My bid on the breast pumps was the only one on the 
sheet. I also won the various creams and salves to stop 
lines from appearing on pregnant tums. I am a bit past 
both possibilities. Then at the Storytellers Conference 
in Victoria, Pearl Ann and Renée did a very good job at 
extracting money from wallets for the quilt, a fund rai-
sing for the Story Save project. Jokingly I told Pearl Ann 
that she would have to send the quilt to me in Saska-
toon as we had to leave early to catch our ferry. “Sure “ 
she said. Then Kathy emails Jerry that Jo won the quilt. 
Perfect, as she would be in Manitoba as storyteller in 
residence in the winter, wrapped up in the quilt, telling 
stories. Surprise, surprise, Kathy Bennett brings the 
quilt to Saskatoon ……for Jo Haigh. I am delighted. A 
storyteller, Renée, has slept under it.

There is a special feature in this quilt. One of the 
squares is unfinished. This unfinished square, like the 
unfinished symphony is the untold story which can 
continue, year after year after year, waiting to be told. 
This story comes with many thanks to the quilt com-
pilers and the storytellers of Canada. I found the blue 
ring binder enclosed with the quilt a fascinating read, 
especially with the explanation by the various quilters 
of their ideas and making of their squares. It lies on the 
bedside table in the guest room, next to the quilt.

- Regina, SK

The 2009 quilt with members of the Saskatoon  
Storytellers Guild. The Untold Story Square lies 2nd 
from the left in the bottom row.

From left. Judith Benninger, Kathy Bennett, Jo 
Haigh, Jerry Haigh, Renée Englot, Chris Lindgren, 
Rhonda Brown. 

To celebrate the arrival of the 2009 quilt in  
Saskatoon, Jo and Jerry Haigh, who was in the 
middle of a Saskatchewan tour. We started with a 
pot-luck supper with a nice variety of dishes from 
humus to elk chili and beyond. After the feast a sto-
ry circle formed and Jo told The Untold Story, which 
follows. Our other stories covered the gamut from 
classical to personal, and string to two of the at least 
seven hundred versions of the world’s most popular 
story, Cinderella. One of these was from the point of 
view of one of the ugly sisters, a fascinating twist.



In July 2008 the 16th Annual Storyteller’s Confe-
rence was held in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan.  
During my volunteer shifts at the merchandise table I 
had plenty of time to gaze at the 2008 quilt on display. 
A young girl attending with her mother and I picked 
out our favourite blocks, read the entries in the binder, 
changed our minds and helped each other appreciate 
the details. During the final hours of the conference, 
someone approached me to ask if I would make a 
square for the 2009 quilt. Flattered by the invitation 
and inspired by the 2008 quilters I accepted. For many 
years I have walked around the edges of quilting and I 
knew this was a great chance to get involved.

About a month later I received my package with cloth 
and instructions. The very first line said, «If you have 
agreed to do a block, then PLEASE do a block». For two 
months I wandered about aimlessly in idea land until 
it dawned on me that a version of Stone Soup would 
be my theme. Eric Madden’s version Nail Soup with 
gorgeous illustrations by Paul Hess helped me design 
my block. Periwinkle Quilt Store supplied me with  
gorgeous fabric and accoutrements and a close friend 
and neighbour helped me enter into the world of 
needlework.

By good fortune, at a monthly storytelling circle I 
connected with two others who are contributing 
blocks and two who have won quilts in past years. Now 
my goal is to put on the finishing touches and mail my 
block off to meet the November 30 due date.

My appreciation to the Saskatoon Public Library 
for their marvelous collection, particularly Commu-
nity Quilts: How to Organize, Design and Make a 
Group Quilt by Karol Kavaya and Vicki Skemp (2001).  
Apparently the most difficult part is getting the blocks 
back!!

Anne Brander - Saskatoon, SK



Renée Englot

No story available.

- Saskatoon, SK - Edmonton, AB
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