
​Dedication

To the members of the Willamette Valley Quilters for inspiring this story with your wonderful charity quilt program. I dedicate this story to you with admiration and gratitude.

To my beloved city of Tucson and its history. Thank you for providing such a wonderful setting.

And as always, to my muse, my partner and my love Sheila.
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THIS ISN’T A STORY about quilting, or even necessarily a quilt. It’s about crafting something with love and care so that it endures. It’s about the patchwork fabric of lives stretching across generations. It’s about bearing witness to the joys, sorrows, celebrations and tragedies in those lives. Ultimately, and most importantly, it’s about love.

Ivan Avetissian

Tucson, AZ 

August 2025
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ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, and dialogue are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

References to real places, such as Tucson, Arizona, and historical institutions like St. Mary’s Sanatorium and the Tucson Citizen, are included for a sense of authenticity. These settings are used in a fictional context, and the author makes no claim of precise historical representation.
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​Chapter 1 - Beatrice, Nebraska 12 January 1903

THE PIECES OF THE QUILT are scattered about the small room. Multicolor triangles of calico, feed sack cotton, shirting and paisley lean against each other for support. Bolts of beige muslin glow softly in the oil lamp’s light, patient and steady. Spools of thread and balls of yarn teeter at the edges of the tables, threatening to roll free—as if trying to escape the somber industriousness that pressed against the low ceiling.

Three women in warm clothing sew quietly, heads bowed over their work as if in prayer—the steady rhythm of their needles offset by the syncopated rattle of wind against the farmhouse windows.

The younger of the three, a girl in her mid-teens with blonde braids and wide blue eyes, speaks. “Mother, do you think Freddy will come home some day? When he’s better?”

A woman of middle years, an older, careworn version of the young girl, replies softly, not looking up from her work “Gott willing Marta.”

The eldest woman, with silvered hair  and small glasses perched on her nose, says in a strong German accent “Doctor say Arizona is best place for Frederick to be well. Dry air...” she gives a determined nod “... Ja. is best thing. But It is a long way, Arizona.  So, we make this quilt for him to have on trip there and back. Keep warm on train and remind him of home while gone. We must do good job, strong stitching.”

A dry, painful sounding hacking cough comes from behind a hanging quilt. It is followed by a wheezing intake of breath.  All three women turn their heads towards the sound, their faces lined with worry.

The woman of middle years says to the others “Quiet now. Frederick must rest for his trip. Pass me another calico Marta.”

​Chapter 2 - Beatrice, Nebraska 20 January 1903

Freddy Schroeder stands on the train platform flanked by his father Johan and his eldest brother Kurt.  All three are bundled up against the frigid wind. Johan and Kurt stamp their feet and hug themselves, glancing at Freddy each time he coughs heavily into a blood spotted handkerchief clutched in his hand.

Kurt says with forced lightness “I might not come back to this, Father. It’ll be nice and warm in Arizona. Maybe after I take Freddy to sanatorium I’ll just stay.”

“Ja, ja! And maybe we all come too. What do you say, Freddy? All family come to Arizona and be cowboys together eh?” He smiles grimly and puts his hand on Freddy's shoulder, peering up into his pale, drawn face.

Freddy forces a small smile and nods weakly “Sure, sure.” He coughs heavily again. “Cowboys, yes.”

Kurt and Johan turn their heads at the sound of a distant train whistle.

Johan steps in close to Freddy, his voice low and serious “You listen to doctors, do what they say. This is good place we send you. They make you better, yes? And you come home soon.”

Freddy nods solemnly “Yes Father.”

Kurt, still trying to make things light, gently punches his brother on the shoulder “And stay away from the pretty nurses.”

Johan snaps at Kurt, shaking his finger in his face, his graying moustache and eyebrows bristling.  “Enough joking.  You take care of your brother.  Keep him safe. And come right back on first train. There’s plenty of work to do.”

Kurt nods, abashed “Yes Father.”

The heat blast of the train engine pulling in warms the platform of the low, red bricked depot briefly.  All three men shake hands in silence. Kurt picks up the carpetbags at his feet in a large calloused hand, gently taking Freddy’s elbow in the other, guiding him to a car at the back of the slowing train. 

As Kurt helps him up into the car, Freddy asks “Did you remember to pack the quilt Mom, Marta and Grossmutter made?”

Kurt chuckles “First thing I put in the bag, brother.”

​Chapter 3 - El Paso, Texas 22 January 1903

Freddy pulls the quilt closer around him as he rouses slightly, groaning after a day and a half on the hard wooden seats of the railway day car. The car creaks with every lurch of the wheels. Pale winter morning sunlight glints dully off the car’s interior and limns the scrubby west Texas hills.

Freddy begins to cough spasmodically. Kurt hands him a fresh handkerchief and frowns at the two middle-aged women who move further away in the car.

“Good morning brother.” Kurt says.

Freddy wipes his mouth and murmurs “Good morning.” He inspects the handkerchief briefly.  ‘No blood this morning’ he thinks and quickly pockets it. He squints out the window at the distant rooflines of El Paso to the south.

Kurt leans towards the window, following Freddy’s eyeline. “It’s no Lincoln, that’s for sure.” he says wryly.

Freddy laughs softly, coming out as a wheeze. “Nope. I just hope there’s someplace to get something to eat.”

Freddy sees the white clapboard siding of the Southern Pacific station, a bustling crowd on the narrow planked platform. Beyond it, iron girders rise in skeleton form — what the porter says will be the new Union Depot come spring. The train wheezes to a stop with a final shudder, and the quilt shifts on his lap, still warm with body heat and dust. Freddy watches as Kurt gently folds up the quilt and returns it to his carpet bag.

The chill morning air on the platform smells of dust, burned oil, sage—and the sweat of too many bodies packed too close. Freddy and Kurt step into the press of people and are immediately assaulted by noise: sharp porters’ calls, barking dogs, the bray of a mule, overlapping conversations in English and Spanish.

Kurt supports Freddy as they jostle through the crowd—men in bowlers and dusters, women in long wool coats lifting their hems above the dirt and dust of the platform. Freddy wheezes and stumbles more than once, his strength worn thin by the long ride.

“Let’s get you out of this crowd,” Kurt says into Freddy’s ear. Freddy only nods.

They reach a nearby porter in a pressed uniform.

“Excuse me, sir,” Kurt says. “What time is the next train to Tucson?”

“In about four hours, I think,” the porter replies. His eyes land on Freddy, then flick away. He backs up a step. “Lunger, huh? Well... good luck to you.” He turns and begins to slip into the crowd.

“Hey—wait,” Kurt calls. “Where can we get something to eat and rest for a bit?”

The porter doesn’t stop. “Try the Union. Over on East Overland.” And he’s gone.

They ask directions from a few others—each of them eyeing Freddy with the same sidelong wariness—before finally making their way onto Overland Street, walking into the low morning sun.

Even at this early hour, the dirt road bustles with carts and horses, and the paved sidewalk clicks under hard-soled boots as shopkeepers open their brick-fronted stores. A streetcar clatters past, trailing sparks beneath a banner stretched across the road: MID-WINTER CARNIVAL - BIGGER THAN EVER!

They pass beneath a series of awnings in front of billiard halls, banks, optometrists and even a Turkish Bath House before finding the Union Restaurant. The sign in the window reads “Best Regular Meal in the City - Short Orders Served” 

The hostess greets them cordially but hesitates—her eyes flick to Freddy’s pale face, then away. She gestures toward a table in the far corner, well away from the other early diners.

“My brother doesn’t have the plague, you know,” Kurt mutters.

Freddy suppresses a cough. “It’s okay, Kurt. Let’s just sit down and eat something.”

The waiter brings water and menus, a cloth pressed discreetly over his mouth. Their meager order arrives quickly, and he places the plates with arms half-extended, as though afraid of brushing skin. They overhear the proprietor’s low toned comment to the hostess, “He shouldn’t be out in public.”

Kurt grumbles through the entire meal, fuming about western rudeness and “people who never heard of manners.” Freddy keeps his head down. His fine, sandy bangs droop into his eyes as he rushes through the food, trying not to cough.

When they’re finished, Kurt slaps the coins onto the table hard enough to rattle the plates.

“Let’s get out of here.”

​Chapter 4 - St. Mary’s Sanatorium, Tucson Arizona 25 January 1903

The quilt is pulled up to Freddy’s chin, an island of bright color in the whitewashed calm of the tuberculosis ward. Morning sunlight spills through tall windows along the curved wall of the ward, pooling across the floor and along rows of white metal-framed beds.

Outside, the hush is broken only by the crunch of cartwheels on gravel, the call of songbirds, and the distant, irregular tapping of a woodpecker.

A soft female voice with a slight lisp rouses him.

“Good morning, Mr. Schroeder. What a lovely quilt.”

Freddy opens his eyes slowly. A round, plain but pleasant face comes into focus—soft wisps of












​Chapter 5 - St. Mary’s Sanatorium, Tucson 26 February 1903




























​Chapter 6 - St. Mary’s Sanatorium, Tucson 2 March 1903
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​Chapter 7 - St. Mary’s Sanatorium, Tucson 15 June 1903
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​Chapter 8 - St. Mary’s Sanatorium, Tucson 2 August 1903
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​Chapter 9 -  Tucson 1931 & 1937

​June 1931 

















​December 1937






















​Chapter 10 -  Tucson April 1940
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