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Stitch ’n Bitch

I’m told this is how it all began…

THEY’D BEEN MEETING like this every Thursday. No one could ac-
tually remember when they’d started, or maybe they didn’t want to as it 
might remind them of how old they were becoming. Somewhere along 
the way, they’d come to fondly know their Thursday night gathering as 
their Stitch ’n Bitch meeting.  

The new moon barely lit a path for the elders into their meeting in the 
basement of the community hall. The wind howled through the valley 
and would’ve caused the sagebrush to blow about had it not been covered 
with snow. Not only was the landscape feeling the brunt of a long, harsh 
winter, but so were the women. Each of them was in need of a spark 
or something to give them hope to get through the rest of the season 
that was wearing on them in ways they couldn’t describe. Or didn’t dare 
describe. 

Sarah could feel the tension weaving its way into their meeting, like a 
snake waiting to strike. She was all too familiar with this scene. Over the 
years, the unresolved pain each of them carried had caused mean and 
hurtful words. She decided to intervene.  

“Me ’n my granddaughter, Cherie, was watching movies last night, all 
curled up cozy in my bed. One of  ’em was called The Bucket List. You 
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know the one about the two old geezers who make a list of all the things 
they want to do before they die.” She turned her eyes up from the moc-
casin she was working on and glanced around the table. All the women 
were working on their projects, and although they didn’t make eye con-
tact with her, she knew it didn’t mean they weren’t listening. 

“Well, it got me thinkin’, you know with my tummy scare and all, ’bout 
the things I want to do before I pass over to the other side.” Sarah hadn’t 
told anyone, but the bone-weary exhaustion had crept its way back into 
her life. The same exhaustion that had led to the cancer diagnosis last 
year. She was scared. 

Lucy looked up from the sock she was knitting and asked, “Like what?”
“Oh, there’s lotsa things!” Sarah put the moccasin down for a moment, 

looked at Lucy, and said, “That’s what I realized.” As she inhaled, a rattle 
escaped her lungs, causing everyone to turn and look at her. In a bleak 
tone, Sarah divulged, “I realized how little I’ve done with my life.”

“That’s not true, Sarah,” Rose snapped in her usual harsh tone. She gave 
a quick shake of her head. “And don’t be thinkin’ like that.”

“It is true. I’m not sayin’ it so you feel sorry for me, but all those days 
lyin’ in bed with my tummy thing, and then that movie last night got me 
thinkin’ about all the things I’d hoped to have done.” She picked up the 
moccasin. “And which ones I still want to do.”

Mabel removed her reading glasses. The beaded granny string allowed 
them to fall safely on her chest. She looked across the table at Sarah. 
“Well, since you’ve been thinking about it, what’s on your bucket list?”

Sarah wasn’t sure she wanted to tell them. While she had known most 
of them for longer than she hadn’t, it never seemed to get any easier to 
open up to them. Or to anyone for that matter. But the events of the last 
year had forced her to ask for help and, to her surprise, she was even 
learning to share her thoughts and feelings. 

“Well, I’ve always wanted to see Rod Stewart in concert.” She was about 
to continue when Lucy butted in.

“Oh, you just want him to sing your favorite song.” Lucy stood up and 
jiggled her chest as she sang. “Do you think I’m sexy? Come on sugar let 
me know.” 

The table roared with laughter, and once she’d caught her breath Sarah 
teased back, “You know me too well.” She winked at her friend. “Seriously 
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though, I wanna see one of my grandchildren graduate from high school, 
and I, oh, I always wanted to go to Hawaii.” 

“Ditto to Hawaii!” interjected Lucy as she plopped herself back down 
in her chair. 

“But the real big one that I’ve always wanted to do…” She inhaled 
again, the crackle of her lungs filling the now silent room. “Is to dance 
at the Gathering of Nations Pow Wow.” Without raising her head, she 
looked around the table to see everyone’s reactions. When there were no 
reactions, Sarah added, “You know, the World Pow Wow.” 

Still, no response. 
Annoyed that she had to spell it out for them. “The one down in 

Albuquerque.” 
“Oh, that Pow Wow,” said Lucy. “Geez, you dream big, don’t ya girl?” 
“Yup. Guess so.” Sarah’s cheeks flushed and her eyes turned down. She 

reached with her needle for a bead, assuming that was the end of the 
conversation. 

And her dream. 
The room fell silent and remained so until one voice stated, “I’ll go 

with you.”
Slowly, Sarah’s eyes rose to look across the table at her friend Mabel, 

who tilted her head slightly and nodded, confirming what Sarah had 
heard. 

Just over a year ago, Mabel had lost her sister to cancer and Sarah’s re-
cent battle with the same tortuous disease had called on Mabel’s faith in 
ways she’d never experienced before. Through it all, she’d come to learn 
that life really is precious and she had best go after what she wanted be-
cause she never knew when she’d get another chance.

Or, if she’d get another chance.
It was this lesson that prompted her to look across the table and reiter-

ate, “I’ll go with you.” 
Sarah’s voice was faint, “Really?”
“Yes, really.” Mabel beamed at Sarah for a couple of seconds and then 

turned her gaze around the table. “As a matter of fact, we could all go.” 
The women had stopped working on their projects and were looking 

at Mabel. “We’d have to raise a lot of money, but I think we could do it.” 
She paused for a moment and then lifted her shoulder contemplatively. 
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“Maybe the Band could help us out. You know, let us use one of their 
vans.”

Rose butted in, “They’re not vans. They’re more like small buses and 
I’m pretty sure someone has to have that special license thingy.” 

“Rose, why you always gotta go do that?” asked Lucy. 
“What?” she replied snarkily and raised her left eyebrow at her best 

friend. Usually this tone and look silenced whoever was on the receiving 
end, but not Lucy. 

“You always gotta go and be a Negative Nellie and shoot down ideas.” 
“I’m not being a Negative Nellie.” Rose pointed around the table with 

her lips. “As usual, I’m being the only realistic voice in this group.” She 
turned to face Lucy square on. “Tell me, who’s gonna drive us? In case you 
didn’t know, Albuquerque is a heck of a long way from here.”

“I can drive,” declared Mabel. 
“Yeah, but you can’t drive all the time. We’d need at least one more 

driver.” 
Lucy giggled and her glasses bounced up and down on the end of her 

nose as she said, “And we need someone to take care of us crazy elders.”
As Lucy’s laughter subsided, the room grew quiet. The women were ac-

customed to unfulfilled dreams. So why would this time be different? Not 
Mabel though. She looked down the table at each woman and knew this 
time had to be different. “Leave it to me. I know just the person to call.” 

“Call for what?” asked Rose. She’d already dismissed the idea as a pos-
sibility, thinking her point about one more driver had put an end to this 
ridiculous conversation. “Didn’t anyone hear me?” Rose gave no time for 
a response and in her curt way asked again, “Call for what?”

Sarah’s head didn’t move, but her eyes looked across to Mabel. This 
time Sarah didn’t dare breathe. “You mean,” she paused, “to go to the Pow 
Wow?”

It had been a long time since Mabel had been this certain of anything. 
She couldn’t help it. A slow smile developed across her face. “Yes, Sarah, 
go to the Pow Wow.” 

As if orchestrated, all the women responded at the same time, “Really?”
There was a slight pause before Mabel nodded. 
The women glanced around the table at each other. No one knew quite 

how to respond to what had just happened. This most certainly was not 
their usual Stitch ’n Bitch meeting. 
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When one doesn’t know what to do, they do what is familiar…what 
feels safe. For the elders that was working, so they went back to working 
on their projects. Each lost in a state of shock and disbelief. After a few 
minutes, Lucy piped up, “So if we’re really gonna do this and since we’re 
talkin’ bucket lists, well, I’m just wondering…do you think we could stop 
in Vegas?”

 Rose’s tone rippled with judgment, “Vegas?” 
“Yes, Vegas! You know I’ve always wanted to go to Las Vegas.” Lucy’s 

eyes roamed upwards, as if she was dreaming of something glorious. 
Mabel looked down the table at Lucy. “I think a stop in Las Vegas is a 

great idea.”
Lucy raised her arm in the air triumphantly. “Yes!”
With one decision, the potential of dreams becoming reality swept into 

their January meeting like a warm summer breeze, and with it took the 
harshness of more than just the winter away. 


