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Endnotes

The ad for the yard sale mentioned 
looms, or I would not have gone. I 

recognized the location—storage units 
rented by a woman whose business was 
disposing of other people’s excess. Th e 
looms and related items must have been 
from someone’s estate, but not from any 
weaver I knew, and in our town, I know 
most of them.

Although I was certainly not the fi rst 
weaver to arrive, at least three small 
fl oor looms were still there. Th ey were 
dusty, unvarnished, with rusty heddles 
and reeds, and they must not have been 
used for years. Th e brands were unfa-
miliar, probably from before I started 
weaving in 1973.

I don’t remember seeing many small 
accessories or yarn. Had other weavers 
found those fi rst? Surely this weaver 
must have had a yarn stash, probably 
including lovely fi ne Maypole wool, Lily 
cotton, delicate linen, and some of those 
early synthetics from the 1960s.

Surprisingly, little of what was left  
tempted me, even the looms. But rum-
maging through an old box, I found her 
weaver’s notebook, and that I took home 
with me.

Her name was inside the cover in 
precise lettering: Sarah Ann Ballard. 
A street address and a phone number 
(starting with letters) I guessed were 
probably from the 1950s. A 1955 letter 
inside from Lily Mills confi rmed that 
guess, addressed to Mrs. Robert Ballard 
in San José, California. She might have 
been my mother’s age. She called herself 
Squirrel.

I wondered about her unusual nick-
name. Was it because she squirreled 
away her yarn for future projects as so 
many of us yarn hoarders do? Did she 
have prominent teeth? Did her friends 
and family think she was nuts? She must 
have had a sense of humor!

Squirrel may have studied weaving in 
college. Th ere are some large mounted 

swatches and a notation, “Weaving 
115B.” She apparently studied with 
weaving legend Kay Geary, whose mim-
eographed 1949 course guide is included 
and who taught in California. Scattered 
through the notebook are lovely small 
samples woven at 36 ends per inch, with 
hemstitching as meticulous as Squir-
rel’s printing. Th ere are color cards from 
Lily Mills and Ederlin and samples of 
yarn for prewarped spools by Structo. A 
few of Mary Meigs Atwater’s distinctive 
instructions, distributed by Structo, are 
there. Typewritten notes accompany a 
series of small swatches.

Eventually Squirrel became a grand-
mother and saved her granddaughter 
Heather’s early drawings in her weaving 
notebook. She may have had an older 
grandson, since there’s a good drawing 
of a sports car accompanied by a graph 
of the car Squirrel might have designed 
for inlay. I assume Squirrel moved 
to Colorado to be closer to a family 
member—probably not so long ago. I 
imagine her in her eighties bringing her 
looms with her but probably not using 
them much. 

What will become of the contents of 
my own basement studio when it’s no 
longer practical for me to go downstairs 
and our acre of land and large house 
become too much to care for? Will I 
willingly move to assisted living, selling 
my looms and yarn? Or 
will I cling to my looms 
the way Squirrel did? 

In the meantime, I 
continue to acquire yarn 
and will weave as long 
as I can. Similarly to the 
studios of many other 
weavers, mine holds the 
legacies of weavers who 
have gone before me. I’ll 
not easily let go of my 
own weaving legacy, and 
I suspect I’ll cling to my 

looms just like Squirrel. I like to think 
that some day some weaver may look 
through my notebooks and wonder 
about a weaver named Bobbie.   
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