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Great Discussion
on Spinsterhood,
Sisterhood
By Karen Anderson
dozen women met at the end
of October to discuss two
books, Spinster and All the Single
Ladies—both of which present a
trend toward women marrying later
or not at all, having children later
or not at all—and having careers of
substance all the while.
The participants had a lot to
contribute, many reading both
books and bringing personal
experience to the conversation—
not only about our own lives but
also those of our daughters and
granddaughters.
There is always something
moving about women sharing their
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Women’s History Project
“Souper Sunday”
Reliving the Women’s March
With Becky Beauchamp & March Attendees
February 5, 12:30– 2:30 p.m.
$5 donation

Hearty lunch of soup, bread and dessert catered by
Centre Street Café
McGuire Room of the Traverse Area District Library,
610 Woodmere Avenue

All are welcome to participate in an informal discussion of
the Women’s March on Washington, which takes place on
January 21 in Washington, D.C.
Several attendees, including local organizer Becky
Beauchamp, will answer questions about their experience.
Attendance is encouraged for all those who participated
and those who wished they could, and anyone who has
ideas about the March, women, and our place in history.
The WHP Souper Sunday is an annual event for the
public, featuring camaraderie, a casual and delicious soup
luncheon, and a thought-provoking program.
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Reservations are required (so we don’t run out of soup!)
by February 1: 231-421-3343 or
sansep19@earthlink.net.
The Women’s History Project of Northwest Michigan
began in 2000 with the goal of preserving and
recognizing the contributions of women to their families
and communities in northwest-lower Michigan.
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President’s Corner

New Year, New Opportunities to
Support Women
By Amy Barritt
In light of the current political climate, women are
evaluating the use of their time, treasures, and talents,
and many are making conscious choices to support
organizations that strive to improve the living and working conditions of
women.
In our region alone, you can find several recently organized groups that
are developing action plans with various missions. Some are working to
raise awareness about women’s needs specifically, and others are focusing on
community inclusivity.
Whatever your interests, we hope you will keep the Women’s History
Project of Northwest Michigan in mind. We always are hard at work meeting
our own mission to preserve and recognize the contributions of our women
neighbors. Our action plan retains many of the same elements as when we
started in 2000, especially by continuing the oral history program.
Though our organization continues to be successful in its mission, we
are always looking for ways to build. Perhaps you have a skill underutilized,
and are looking to start something great. Or, you are looking to support an
organization that focuses on women and their strengths.
Whatever your interests and goals for the coming year, and whatever your
political leanings, consider joining the Board of the WHP as a first, positive
step to making a difference in the lives of generations of women. Contact me
at any time with questions: abarritt@tadl.org, 231-570-0749.

Calendar
January
9 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL
27 Book Discussion. Fri., noon.
Ada Blackjack: A True Story
of Survival in the Arctic by
Jennifer Niven. Thirlby Room at
TADL

February
5 Souper Sunday. 12:30–2:30
pm. $5 donation. Program:
Reliving the Women’s March.
Soup, bread, & dessert.
McGuire Room at TADL

13 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL

March
13 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL

April
13 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL
28 Book Discussion. Fri., noon.
Bring poetry on the theme
Struggle & Triumph. Thirlby
Room at TADL

May
15 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL
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Board of Directors
Officers
President: Amy Barritt
Vice President: Nancy Bordine
Secretary: TBD
Treasurer: Etta Rajkovich

Directors
Karen Anderson
Kathi Houston
Jane Purkis
Mary Morgan
NMC Phi Theta Kappa Liaison:
TBD

Newsletter Editor
Sandra Seppala Gyr

Join WHPNM
Seniors: $10
Students: $10
Other individuals: $15
Business/Organization: $25
Dues payable to WHPNM.
Send to P.O. Box 4463
Traverse City, MI 49685
Thank you for your support!
July
28 Book Discussion. Fri., noon.
My Name is Lucy Barton:
A Novel by Elizabeth Strout.
Thirlby Room at TADL

August
15 Newsletter deadline for
October newsletter.
11 Board Meeting. Mon., 2 pm.
Thirlby Room at TADL
TADL: Traverse Area District Library, 610
Woodmere Ave., Traverse City

Ann Loveless Creates More than Quilts
By Karen Anderson
his year’s WHP Annual Meeting
on October 15 featured Ann
Loveless, award-winning landscapeart quilt-maker who offered not only
beautiful pieces of art but inspiring
pieces of wisdom.
When arthritis in her hands

colors and textures to delight the
senses. During her presentation, we
heard about her fascinating journey
and saw slides of her lovely work—
and were invited to continue the
experience at her State of the Art
Framing & Gallery in Beulah.

T

sidelined her career as a seamstress,
she didn’t give up her love of
fabrics—but took it to another
level and, in the process, brought
credibility to the idea of quilts as art.
When she first tried to enter
the ArtPrize competition in Grand
Rapids and had no place to display
her work, she didn’t give up her

Books continued from p. 1
own stories of increasing awareness
and empowerment, toward an
equal say and an equal do. May we
continue!

Books selected for 2017
• Friday, January 27: Ada
Blackjack: A True
Story of Survival in
the Arctic by Jennifer
Niven. 2004

pursuit of recognition—but went on
in subsequent years to win two First
Prizes. Not only does Ann Loveless
create stunning quilts, she inspires a
quality of perseverance and integrity
that is quite remarkable.
Before the WHP guests even
heard Ann speak, they were invited
to see—and touch—the quilt
samples she brought along. Glorious
sunflowers, brilliant gardens, feathery
birch forests were on display—with

During the brief business meeting,
WHP members heard about new oral
histories from President Amy Barritt,
elected officers and board members,
and enjoyed another delicious lunch
from Centre Street Café. Thanks to
all who made this annual meeting
such a successful event.
in October, we’ll
choose another title,
possibly Euphoria
by Lily King or
The Civil Wars of
Julia Ward Howe:
A Woman’s Passion
for Travel, which are both
available as paperbacks.

• Friday, April 28: Bring poetry on
the theme Struggle & Triumph.
• Friday, July 28:
My Name is Lucy
Barton: A Novel
by Elizabeth Strout.
Available in paper.

• Friday, October 27: The Bitch is
Back: Older, Wiser and (Getting)
Happier by Cathi Hanauer.
Not yet in paper. If unavailable

The group will meet at noon in
the Thirlby Room at the library. For
more information about the book
group, please call Ann Swaney at
223-7489.
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Oral History: Mary Lyons
Interviewed by Mary Morgan on
October 20, 2015.

W

e didn’t know we were poor
because my dad was such a
good farmer and my mother knew
how to stretch the garden produce
and make the butchered meats go
a long way. I grew up on a farm in
Hannah, the youngest of eighteen
children, four from my father’s first
wife, who died, and the rest from
his second wife. I really didn’t know
my older brothers and sisters so
much because they were already gone
away from home when I was born.
Even though there were eighteen
in the family, it didn’t seem like
that because we were never all there
together. I had brothers which I
didn’t even know I had—my oldest
sibling, a brother, was 28 years older
than me. My brother died a month
ago—I saw his obituary. I didn’t
know he was one of my brothers. I
can’t remember all their names.
I went to school when I was four
years old. I walked a mile and a half
to St. Mary’s with my brothers and
sisters. When I got there on my first
day, I cried, and cried, and cried.
The nuns told my mother to come
and get me because I wasn’t ready
for school. I had to wait until I was a
year older to start school. We always
walked to school, even when there
was a bus that went by our place.
They would not let children ride to
the Catholic school because the bus
was federally funded.
I went to school all twelve grades
at St. Mary’s, high school too. The
school was four huge rooms on two
floors, really huge rooms. Before I
was in high school they made the
attic into two more rooms. The high
school was up in the attic. Every

grade was taught by Dominican nuns
from Grand Rapids. They were all
really nice, every one of them. Sister
Patrice was a lovely person. She used
to take us for walks in the swamp
near the church to look for birds. She
was the bird gal. She brought birds
into every subject, and she enjoyed it.
Every year on the last day of
school a couple of grades from
Hannah School would go to the
beach at Interlochen Park. I can still
remember the one time; we all went
there in the back of a big truck with
the sides on it. That was very fun!
Our family business was potato
farming. My dad worked one
hundred acres. He did have cherries
for just a short time; they didn’t pan
out very well. They needed to be near
the bays, because that’s what really
makes the best climate for cherries.
We would hoe the corn and potatoes,
help bring in the hay, husk corn, help
make maple syrup, pick beans and
pickles for the local cannery. We’d
have a whole two weeks off from
school in order to pick potatoes.
They closed the schools right down.
In summers we earned money
by picking cherries on Old Mission
Peninsula. We would work hard all
day, and then go to the beach over on
Duck Lake at night. We would have
to change behind a tree because there
was no place to change.
My mother taught me how to can,
so I did a lot of preserves. My mother
and dad very seldom got to go on
vacation, but this one time they went
away on vacation. I was probably
about fourteen, maybe less than
that. I starting canning things out of
the garden—tomatoes, beans, and
strawberry preserves; then putting
the cans in the basement. I was so
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proud of what I did that I went back
downstairs and brought the cans
up to fill the whole kitchen counter
when she came home.
We went to the sand dunes
occasionally, but not very often
because that meant driving the big
huge Packard. We would all get in
that car and go to the free shows on
Saturday night in Kingsley. We had
to get the stuff that was free. When I
was in high school, I was able to go
to Summit City to the dances.
My niece wanted me to go on a
double date with her boyfriend and
his brother, Whitney. Whitney and I
went, and couldn’t stand each other
at all. Then about three years later,
Whitney’s sister started dating my
brother. She asked Whitney to have
me come along on another double
date; and all of the sudden everything
clicked—we fell in love. When he
asked me to marry him, I didn’t say
‘I will marry you’, I said, ‘I will only
marry you if you become Catholic.’
He agreed to take his training in the
Catholic faith down at Immaculate
Conception, and he has been a very
good Catholic ever since.
When we married in August of
1955; we went up north for our
honeymoon. They were building the
Mackinac Bridge at that time, and we
couldn’t find a place to stay. We got a
hotel at seven in the morning because
there was a mass at six o’clock, and
I said we had to go to church no
matter what. Whitney said, ‘What’s
with this Catholic faith?’
I thought about going to college,
but it didn’t work out because I got
such a good job that I really enjoyed
at Cone Drive in Traverse City. I
was in payroll and timekeeping. You
wouldn’t know it now, but I was the

second person in Traverse City to
work on an IBM machine. It was just
a little square pad to punch numbers
into that would in turn punch the
right number on a card. We would
send these cards down to Detroit.
They would make the payroll down
there and send it back to us. I worked
there five and a half years, until just
before I had my first child.
Whitney worked on his dad’s
farm all his life. He commuted back
and forth from our house in town.
There used to be as many as thirty
to forty migrant people working in
the orchard. They were housed in the
barn, in the garage, and in another
little building.
When Native Americans worked
here they had tents out by the road.
They came from the reservation
down in Mt. Pleasant. Some came
from up north—Brimley. The same
ones would come every year because
they were so well treated here. They
called it their vacation when they
came up here to work. We have
a tank in the backyard where the
young teenagers used to sit and carve
their names in this tank. Last year
we had a couple come back and say,
‘I remember writing my initials right
there.’
We moved here (to the farm)
in 1971 when Whitney’s dad died.
When I see someone stop to admire
our farm, I often invite them to see
our beautiful view and taste our
apples, peaches, cherries, or plums.
We have had visitors from all over
the world stop and enjoy the view.
Our great-grandchildren are the sixth
generation to work here at Island
View Orchard.
I’ve belonged to the Peninsula
Friendship Club since about 1971.
We do two projects a year that

benefit the Father Fred Foundation.
The one thing that’s big on my list
is having the club here on the first
Wednesday evening in February every
year. The mothers and daughters
come with a dish to pass. Whitney
helps me fix the meat, potatoes, and
gravy. After eating we have a gift for
every person, but they have to get
their gift through a game we play.
This will be my thirty-eighth year
that I’ve been doing that. When I get
myself into something, I don’t quit.
Whitney and I unlock St. Joseph
church for masses every Saturday
night and Sunday morning. We get
the wine, water, and host ready for
mass. And we lock the church up
afterwards, because we go to all three
masses.
As the Sunshine Chairperson
of the St. Joseph Guild, I started
sending cards to the sick and
bereaved in the 1980s. I send
Christmas, Easter, and occasionally
Thanksgiving cards to the shut-ins.
As of December 2015, I have sent
3,116 cards to our church people. I
also am a Eucharistic Minister, taking
communion to shut-ins and nursing
homes. I really enjoy serving others; I
really do.
Our sixtieth anniversary was
such a happy moment in my life. I
begged our children not to give us
a party. But on a Sunday before our
anniversary, all our kids came to mass
at St. Joseph. I was happy about that,
but I didn’t know why they were
all there; I’d never seen them all in
church at once. They were coming
to have the sixtieth anniversary right
at church! That was one of the best
times I’ve ever had.
I think it’s important that if you
see somebody sitting alone—go and
talk to them. If you see somebody

WHPNM Mission
To preserve and recognize the
contributions of women
to their families and communities
in northwest lower Michigan.

Send articles and
announcements for the
September newsletter to Sandy,
sansep19@earthlink.net, or
contact her at 421-3343.
Next deadline is August 15.
Those accepted are subject to
editing for length and content.
that may be all by themselves—don’t
be afraid to welcome them. Take time
to be part of the poor people—the
people who are downtrodden, the
people who are alone. Give them a
ride or offer them some food.
Mary lives on Old Mission
Peninsula and continues to volunteer
at St. Joseph’s Catholic Church and the
Friendship Club.
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