Apron Chronicle by Jean Rather

My grandmother was of Wendish heritage, her grandparents immigrating to “wild Texas” from an area near Dresden in 1854.  As a bride, she wore the traditional Wendish black wedding gown intended to symbolize the sufferings of the new life ahead of her.  By the time I came into that life, she often wore aprons she made for herself from flour sacks – symbols of her daily reality.

She was born, married, lived and grew old and ill in the house built by her father and added onto by her husband.

She slept in a feather bed and got up early in winter to fire up the wood burning stove in the middle of the living room.  While she waited for the water to boil for coffee, she sometimes played Red Wing on the pump organ ordered for her from Germany as a wedding present. 

She grew white roses on the porch by the old green swing, bore three sons who grew up with a work ethic substituting for family love and lost a baby daughter, who died from eating poison berries. 

The pockets of her apron often held penny candies for the children of the laborers who brought their cotton to be baled at my grandfather's gin.  She went to church on Sundays and took covered dishes to those neighbors who had suffered a loss. 

She cooked the noon meal for sometimes as many as twelve, baking her own breads and coffeecakes, and harvesting vegetables from the sandy, sunbaked garden just out by the well. 

The country store that she ran was the only one in a fifteen-mile square area; she sold kerosene and gasoline and sugar and flour and soft drinks and fruit when she could get it.  She would serve anyone who came, no matter what time they drove the unmarked graveled road down by Pin Oak Creek to get there.  She believed “they must need something real bad. ” 

My family lived with her for short periods of time during the Depression when work was difficult to find, and again during my father’s convalescence from tuberculosis.  I lived elsewhere and visited often.  On her deathbed, she spoke of the love she’d received from her daughter-in-law, my mother.

As an artist, I am a visual interpreter, and were I to paint my grandmother, I would begin with how I will always remember her…wearing a real sunbonnet and an apron.

