One Quilt

By Bonnie Rose Hudson

Author’s Note: This story is entirely fictional, based on Rosa Parks and her part in the Civil
Rights Movement.

“Aunt Rosa, what are you making?”

“It’s a lap quilt, dear.”

The little girl climbed into her aunt’s lap. Seemingly without missing a stitch, the elderly aunt
held the fabric in one hand, scooped the child into her lap, wrapped her arms around her, laid the
fabric across both their laps, and resumed her stitching.

“Why are you using so many different kinds of material?”

“To make it pretty.”

“I think it would be prettier if it were all one color, like blue.”

“If all the pieces of the quilt were the same, it wouldn’t be pretty. It would just be ordinary.”
“Why?”

The woman’s gentle hands paused their stitching for a moment. “Honey, what did you have for
breakfast this morning?”

“Oatmeal.”

“Mmm-hmmm. And what kind of berries did you put on top?”
“Strawberries.”

“What did you eat yesterday for breakfast?”

“Oatmeal, you know that. I always eat oatmeal for breakfast.”

“What kind of berries did you put on top?”
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“Blueberries.”

“And how about the day before?”

“Raspberries.”

“Why did you use different berries every day?”

“I like the way they taste.”

“Why didn’t you just use one kind of berry all week?”

“I like them all. I didn’t want to miss any!”

“Well, if | made my quilt out of all one kind of material, wouldn’t there be something missing?”

The little girl thought for a minute. Her aunt continued. “And how about church on Sunday. How
many songs did you sing?”’

“Three, I think.”
“Wouldn’t you have gotten tired if you only sang one song over and over again?”
“I guess so.”

“God gave us so many wonderful foods to taste and songs to sing, it would be a shame to miss
any of them, wouldn’t it?”

“So that’s why you put all the different pieces of material together to make your quilt, because it
would be a shame to leave any of them out?”

Aunt Rosa started stitching again. “That’s right, honey. It takes all these different pieces of
material to make a quilt, just like it takes all different people to make a family, or a town, or a
country. We’re all special for different reasons.”

“And it would be a shame to leave any of us out!”

“Right! We all get to ride the bus together.”

“What bus?”

“That’s another story, dear. Would you like me to tell you about it?”

The little girl nodded and snuggled down into Aunt Rosa’s lap, warmed by the one quilt made of
many special pieces.
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