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= 2 CATCHING UP WITH

2 ANNA QUINDLEN

In 1993, writer Anna Quindlen presented a talk titled “Betsy
Ray, Feminist Icon” for Betsy, Tacy, and Tib Day, an event

sponsored by the BTS Twin Cities Chapter. (An excerpt from
this speech appears as the Foreword to the combined edition
of Great World/Wedding. See page 5 for an additional
excerpt.) Anna has been a Betsy-Tacy ally and advocate for
decades, helping us all feel less like we're the “only ones.”
She recently celebrated her 70th birthday, and Michelle May
and Jennifer Davis-Kay thought it was a perfectly grand time
to check in with her.
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But I also learned something far more important

his summer, BTS
about myself, not just as a writer, but as a woman. Is YA member Amy
there a book that more vividly depicts personal Higuera received
authenticity and the pitfalls of abandoning it than a very special high

Betsy in Spite of Herself? By the time that book
comes around, we know Betsy so well, her small
vanities about her hair and teeth, her mixed
emotions about Tony, her adoration of her older
sister. And suddenly here she is wafting around in a
cloud of perfume and adding an ersatz E to her
name! Exhausting as it is, she keeps trying to turn
herself into someone more sophisticated to keep the
attention of Phil Brandish and the right to ride

school graduation gift: a
tour of the Betsy-Tacy
Houses! Says Amy, “It
was so so cool to see the
house of a character I've
known and seriously
related to for so many ‘_
years, as well as seeing £ Ao

the more general history of one of my
In this issue: favorite eras in the appliances they

From the BTS President & Treasurer, p. 2 Halloween in Deep Valley, p. 8 used and outfits they wore.

From the Operations Manager, p. 3 Maud-L Muffin Contest, p. 10 The volunteers were utterly delighted

Anna Quindlen Speech Excerpt, p. 5 Growing Up in Deep Valley, p. 11
The YA BTS Members, p. 6 Finding Betsy in Sonneberg, p. 12
From Maud's Archives, p. 6 Donations, p. 14

by Amy’s period clothing—as well as
her obvious love of the series. We wish

Betsy-Tacy and World Events, p. 7 In Memoriam, p. 14 Amy well as she starts college.



www.betsy-tacysociety.org/DVSun/Fall2022




« A NOTE FROM THE BTS PRESIDENT

«“.. A NOTE FROM THE BTS TREASURER

hat a wonderful summer we’ve had! Every
Wweekend at the Houses has been so

exciting—people come from all over, and
their stories are all different. I'm especially amazed
since I've lived in this town for more than 30 years
and never went to the Houses—and now people
from across the country are here to see where Betsy
and Tacy first met and the wonderful work our
volunteers have done over the years to restore the
Houses to their original beauty.

Speaking of volunteers: I want to thank Judy
Arzdorf, Julia Bray, Chris Christie, Lona
Falenczykowski, Lillian Lamoreux, Tanya Lee,
Michelle May, Miranda Quandt, Danika Schweim,
Denise Statham, Sarah Tetzloff, Tia Urban, Kathy
Young, and of course Operations Manager Diane
Langland for all their work leading tours of the
Houses and covering the Shop. We've been so busy
every Saturday since we reopened the Houses in
June, and we couldn’t do it without these stellar
ladies. It warms my heart to see all the love for
Betsy-Tacy!

—Pam DeMawce
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| TIME TO RENEW? PLEASE CHECK YOUR MAILING LABEL, |
| WHICH INCLUDES THE DATE THAT YOUR BTS MEMBERSHIP |
I WILL EXPIRE. I
HAVE YOU MOVED? PLEASE BE SURE TO LET US KNOW. THE
DEEP VALLEY SUN IS SENT VIA BULK MAIL, WHICH IS NOT I
I FORWARDED. |
| ARE YOU GETTING ALL OUR EMAILS? PLEASE ADD |
JENNIFER@BETSY-TACYSOCIETY.ORG TO YOUR LIST OF I
CONTACTS AND/OR SAFE SENDERS. :

reetings from Deep Valley! This winter we
Ginvested in some needed technological

upgrades to our very outdated systems, and it’s
been exciting to see how well the new POS system is
working in our Shop. Having the Houses open again
has meant a boost in both Shop sales and local
memberships.

As Treasurer, | am committed to strong and
transparent stewardship of the assets entrusted to
the Society. I can report that our current financial
position, given everything, is not bad. The money
coming in is not quite as much as the money going
out, but fortunately we have some reserves. Still,
we’d prefer not to keep drawing on those. While
membership is up—which is great!—donations are
down. We are looking at some small grants to
recover the costs of the system upgrades, but I
would also like to ask our members to consider
making a gift to the BTS on top of their annual
membership fee.

I'm proud to be part of such an engaged Board, and
I’'m excited about our plans for the rest of this year.

—Mironda Quandit

Did you receive the July issue of The
Agony Column, our e-newsletter? If not,
please contact editor Jennifer D-K:

Jennifer@betsy-tacysociety.org

Carney’s. House. Party.

For me, these are three magical words. Raise your hand if you still
find it hard to believe that you actually own a copy of this most
elusive book and can read it whenever you want to!

Unlike the other books in the Betsy-Tacy series, Carney had only two
initial print runs (Sharla Whalen sheds more light on the *why”
behind this below), and those original copies are rare indeed. I can't
remember how old I was when I learned of the existence of this book,
but once I knew I was WILD to read it. I found out that the Library of
Congress had a copy, and I accompanied my husband on a trip to D.C.
with the express purpose of requesting and reading Carney - and oh!
the crushing disappointment when the LoC reported that Carney was
not on the shelf and could not be located!!! (I spent the rest of the day
muttering about my tax dollars and senators who were reading
Carney instead of solving our nation’s problems, mutter, mutter.)

The illustrations by Lois Lenski and Vera Neville and text
by Maud Hart Lovelace in this newsletter are used with
permission from HarperCollins Publishers.



TACY'S HOUSE

Before the big June reopening, we decided that Tacy’s back porch and stairs
could use a fresh coat of paint. Her house looks beautiful!

— =
=

started working for the BTS while the Houses
were closed due to the onset of COVID. I love
having my desk next to the window that faces
the window of Betsy’s House across the street. I can
imagine the two young girls calling to each other
through these very windows!

There’s always plenty for me to do behind the
scenes, but it’s solitary work. Opening the Houses
and finally having a chance to connect with Maud
Hart Lovelace fans again has been wonderful.
Reopening while COVID is still a factor has been a
delicate balance, but we are doing the best we can to
protect our guests and volunteers. One of our first
guests at our “soft opening” in June was a delightful
young woman in vintage apparel, whom you read
about on the front page. It is simply incredible to
open our doors to fans who carry so much love in
their hearts for the Betsy-Tacy series.

This summer we connected with Mankato State
University’s Camp Maverick program, whose aim is
to promote literacy. More than 30 kids toured the
Houses and did our Betsy-Tacy-themed scavenger
hunt. We were also part of the Blue Earth County
Library’s summer reading program, which included
a “Betsy-Tacy Week.” Sixty students and their
families toured the Houses and decorated our
sidewalks with great chalk art! We hope to continue
connecting with local organizations to promote
literacy and encourage young readers and writers.

In addition to our
regular Saturday
tours, I've led many
private tours, which
allow me to go into :
more detail for fans
wanting to hear more.
Last week a group of
delightful young
people came dressed ,
especially for this visit. They jumped up and down
showing me their membership cards, which they

were so proud to have. Their joy was infectious!

The best thing about reopening is meeting all of you
fans from across the country and hearing your
stories. Come visit us in Deep Valley if you have the
chance—you will not be disappointed!

Tours of the Betsy and Tacy Houses are offered every Saturday through the end of November. Private tours during the week are

also available. Visit our website to reserve a Saturday slot, or contact us (tours@betsy-tacysociety.org) to arrange a private tour.




ANNA QUINDLEN CONTINUED FROM P. 1

When Betsy blows the essay contest, you feel to your
bones the cost of being the kind of girl she’s tried to
be. (By the way, this marks a moment when I like
Joe better, given how sympathetic he is.) The book
had a profound effect on me in terms of not trying
to be someone else, which is a lesson so many of us
need to learn, and often never do.

The sense of women reading, reading, always
reading was in fact reinforced by what | read: Jo
March in her attic in Little Women, with a book
and a bowl of apples; Betsy Ray in the girls’
series of the Betsy-Tacy stories, whose friends
fulfill their reading requirement for the summer

by listening to her tell them all about her

beloved Ivanhoe; the women of Gone with the
Wind, sewing and reading aloud while their men
were out getting shot.

—from How Reading Changed My Life by Anna Quindlen

We have two pretty clear models of “being a
writer” in the books, Betsy and Joe. Which of the
two are you more like when it comes to writing?

I have to admit, I've never been able to warm
entirely to Joe Willard. He’s a bit of a plodder, that’s
for sure. Now, if I were a newspaper editor looking
at his copy—or the copy of, say, Delos Lovelace, who
was Maud’s husband and may or may not have
provided the model for Joe—I would rest easy in the
knowledge that the facts were all absolutely correct
and accounted for. But I would never assign him an
easy, breezy feature story, what used to be called
human interest. I did so many of those stories,
which are pure Betsy. And so am I. “Rosy apple
blossoms”? For sure!

The unofficial motto of BT fans is “I thought I
was the only one!” Do you have a theory as to
why BT hasn’t caught on the way the Little
House or Anne of Green Gables books have?

[ don’t know. When I am giving a speech and do the
Q and A after, I'm almost always asked what books
were important when I was young. When [ mention
Betsy-Tacy, the response is always the same: about
9o percent of the audience looks puzzled, and the
other 10 percent makes a noise like this: ooooohhhh.
Now, on the one hand, it’s so strange to me that

more people didn’t read the books. On the other
hand, as a writer myself, [ know that 10 percent of
the market is pretty good! Anyhow, I evangelize
wherever I go.

What additional BT or Deep Valley book would
you most love to see: Betsy’s Bettina, the
“missing” Betsy book about Betsy in college and
California, a book featuring another Deep
Valley character (a la Carney and Emily), or
something else altogether? Would you want to
write this book?

[ am currently finishing a novel that is in part about
two best friends. In it there is this sentence: The
hardest thing about friendship, she’d sometimes
thought, was accepting that your friend wants what
you think is not worth having.

I know it’s a modern notion, and not a book for
younger people, but I would be interested in a novel
about Betsy and Tacy all grown up. Is Tacy mystified
by Betsy’s choice to pursue a career and, one
assumes, move to the city? Does Betsy ever feel as
though Tacy’s domestic life means that they have
outgrown one another? It’s clear that they will lead
two very different lives as they grow older. Will that
mean they have grown apart, and, if so, is there
something specific that could bring them back
together?

Maud meets Bick at Kennedy Airport, September 1968
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Jen just reread Lots of Candles, Plenty of Cake
and was intrigued by your description of your
beauty rituals and where you draw the line.
Given Betsy’s love of beauty products, what do
you predict she would choose today—hair
coloring, Botox, Invisalign braces ... ?

Maybe all of the above. Certainly the kind of
makeup that is considered such a shocker when
Tib’s Aunt Dolly uses it. Betsy lives in a time of such
change for women, and grows up in a place with
relatively rigid mores. I think she would embrace the
first and move away from the second in a variety of
ways, some cosmetic.

Your 1993 speech declared Betsy a feminist icon
(and we agree!). Are there any other characters
in particular from the Deep Valley world that
you think are good examples of feminism?

Don’t we all assume that Carney will get a PhD and
become the first female provost of a university, or
maybe the president of Vassar?

Reading connects us. Always and forever.

—from Nanaville by Anna Quindlen

In Nanaville, you write beautifully about
reading to grandchildren: “Is there anything
more magical than the connection between
reader and book, Nana reading and grandson
listening?” Have you read the BT books to your
grandchildren yet, and what’s the reception
been?

My grandchildren are 6, 3, and 2, and the eldest is a
boy who seems much more engaged in fantasy and
whimsy than anything else. (At the moment, he and
[ are reading two chapters of James and the Giant
Peach every night, which is right up his alley.) But
Ivy is the middle grandchild and the only
granddaughter, and I suspect she will love the books
as much as I have.

'Jen says: “I am going to gently disagree with Anna here. What I
love best about Maud’s feminism is her promotion and
acceptance of all choices. The eminently capable Carney (who in
fact is voted president of Okto Delta at their first meeting,
despite not having a clue about sororities) would of course be a
marvelous university provost. But Carney has always stated that
she wants to be a wife and mother—and Maud never once
suggests that a Vassar education is wasted on this future
housewife. For me, that is a gorgeous model of feminism.”

. EXCERPT FROM ANNA’S 1993 SPEECH
As you'll all probably recall, Betsy represents the

Zetamathians against the other writer in her class,
Joe Willard, three years out of four. In the first year
she blows it because she puts off doing her research
on the Philippines and tries to pad out her essay
with the kind of ruffles and flourishes she adores.
The second year she blows it because she had
broken up with Phil Brandish the night before and
her brain has turned to lead. The third year she is
not asked to compete because of [Okto Delta].

And the fourth year she finally wins, although there
is the faintest hint that Joe has let her do so because
he is in love with her, a denouement that, not to be
coy about it, I found most unsatisfactory.

In fact, it’s Betsy’s relationship with Joe, who we
know almost from the time she first meets him at
Butternut Center is bound to be the love of her life,
that is also a decidedly feminist strain through the
later books. For from the beginning it is a
relationship of equals, a relationship based not on
flirtation but on the life of the mind. The clearest
image of this equality is the Christmas they
exchange gifts for the first time: they manage, out of
all the world, to buy the same thing for each other—
a leatherbound volume of As You Like It.

Joe is a formidable opponent. . . . But the person
who Betsy is really competing with is herself—a self
that can veer between being serious about what she
does and indulging herself in the fun of the moment.

When I told people I was going to give this speech,
most had never heard of Betsy-Tacy, and I had to
describe them as a series of books for girls. But they
were so much more than that to one little girl who
grew up to be a woman writer and who, perhaps,
learned that she could by the example given inside
these books.

Anna Quindlen is a Pulitzer Prize-winning novelist and

journalist whose work has
appeared on fiction,
nonfiction, and self-help
bestseller lists. Her latest book,
Write for Your Life, argues that
there has never been a more
important time to stop and
record what we are thinking
and feeling.



THE TEENS OF THE BTS: A

. CONNECTION THAT CROSSES
. STATES <> BY GRACE BOUGHTON

witnessing the transformation of a group of
teens, a subset of the YA members of the
Betsy-Tacy Society. To note our obstacles: We live

S ince this spring, I've had the pleasure of

all over the country. We lead busy lives. We didn’t
all have a way to talk and hang out. We were 13
teens who, save for a party here and there, had never
spoken.

But all that was about to change. We started a group
text (unofficially called the “High Street Crowd”)
and immediately started planning ways to see each
other over Zoom. We now have a connection that
crosses miles and even states. We've held three
virtual parties so far—and we're just getting started!

Our group text has become our best way of
communicating and planning. Although not every
BTS YA member is part of our text group, more and
more are realizing the benefits of it. Three new
members joined us recently, and my goal is to have
all 28 YA members take part.

Even though Betsy-Tacy is a classic book series set in
the 1900s, our fan base engages in a very modern
platform: Instagram. In May I created a Betsy-Tacy
teen Instagram page at @betsy_tacy_teen_club. As
of this writing, there are close to 8o followers!

Through our group, we’re exploring how a bunch of
teens can work together to plan gatherings and
build friendships. We are carrying on not only
Maud’s legacy but also the message of the books
themselves, which Maud always encouraged through
her life and writing: Young people, no matter what
age, can do amazing things.

A benefit of YA membership is free or discounted
admission to BTS events—including the upcoming BTS-
sponsored YA Halloween party on October 29! To
purchase a YA membership, visit “Membership” on our
website (betsy-

tacysociety.org). For YA
members who'd like to join
the group text, email
Jennifer@betsy-
tacysociety.org, and she’ll
put you in touch with
Grace.

% "LIVING WITH WRITING” BY MAUD

HART LOVELACE <> APRIL 1948

t age four or so, I approached my mother
Awith a pencil and asked her how to spell

going-down-the-street. I cannot say that I
remember this, but I've often heard her tell it. She
bragged brazenly about her children. Our father was

more subtle. In 1902 he had privately printed . . . but
widely distributed to helpless friends and relatives

... selections from the “Poems
of Maud Palmer Hart, Ten Ll
Years Old.” | POEMS

Up to that time my name had L
been Maud Rosemond, the !
Rosemond for my father’s e
mother. Mother, sensing the

approach of fame, wanted her -

maiden name used and

persuaded Dad to change the Rosemond to Palmer,
her maiden name. My sister Kathleen, who at age
three had sung a hymn at a Sunday School
entertainment in both English and Norwegian, “not
making a single mistake,” had long since had
Kathleen Albertine changed to Kathleen Palmer.
The baby was Helen Palmer from the start.

My poems were doggerel. In later years I lived in
dread of having the booklet fall into the wrong
hands. There was only one sprightly piece in it, and
that concerned Kathleen. She was, according to my
poem, always pointing out that she was almost three
years older than I, except at dish-washing time,
when she pretended to have a stomach ache. I
remember Mother objected to this poem. It could
not go into the selections unless I added something
to show that I loved my sister. I grabbed my pencil.

Yet | love her with all my heart

And of my life, she is a part

And | pray God's blessing rich and rare
To hover ‘round my Kathleen fair

And when to womanhood she's grown
And in other lands may roam

Under God's abiding love

He will guide her from above.

This got her into the book! And she has been in
more than half of the 20-odd books I've written
since. Some people lend themselves naturally to a
story teller’s purposes.
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" ‘g@ BETSY-TACY BOOKS IN THE CONTEXT OF WORLD EVENTS:

2 A (PARTIAL) TIMELINE, PART 3 < 8v DouG LaRsEN

Betsy Was a Junior (August 1908 - June 1909)

Betsy forms the Okto Deltas, goes with Dave Hunt, learns piano from Miss Cobb,

befriends Leonard, and is excluded from the Essay Contest

American Home Economics Association is
founded

Several African Americans are lynched during
a riot in Springfield, lllinois

Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid are
killed by Bolivian troops

267 Massachusetts towns and cities vote for
local Prohibition

1908

—— - el

Ve HIGH PRICED QUALITY

‘/' IN A LOW PRICED CAR

TWI

NTY
AT HULL-HOUSE

The Model T is the best-selling auto
Notable books include E.M. Forster's A
Room With a View and L.M. Montgomery's
Anne of Green Gables

The Mantoux skin test for tuberculosis is
developed

In London, 500,000 American and European
women demonstrate for suffrage

- O » “ L
vears | OR "DRY

“YOIC WEY “YOTE DRY

Greed of the Liquor Traffio?
ITISUP TOYOU, YOTER, TODECIDE
VOTE : DRY

e Coste -

Betsy and Joe (July 1909 - June 1910)

Betsy dates Tony, then Joe; The Great Maddox wins the St. John football game;

Harry “steals” Tacy's picture; Betsy wins the Essay Contest

Perry and Hanson are the first to reach the
North Pole

First permanent waves are given by London
hairdressers

William Howard Taft is president

Steel instead of wood is used in car bodies

Jane Addams publishes Twenty Years at
Hull House

Dancer Irene Castle starts bobbed hair fad

in America

1909

1910

The Boy Scouts of America are chartered in
Washington, D.C.

The Tango, a popular U.S. dance, is
condemned as immoral

Kansas's attorney general rules that women

may wear trousers

Igor Stravinsky's ballet “The Firebird”
premieres in Paris

U.S. population reaches 92.41 million

The NAACP is formed by W.E.B. Du Bois

DOUG LARSEN is a history buff and recently retired Adult Learning Center high school English teacher. We'll include
more of Doug’s captivating timeline in future issues of the Deep Valley Sun.
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b‘g HALLOWEEN IN DEEP VALLEY <> BY JOAN BROWN AS TOLD TO JENNIFER DAVIS-KAY

Editor’s note: The Wilkinson-Palmer House at 709 S. Broad
Street, built in 1861, is listed in the National Registry of Historic
Places. Prominent Mankatoan George M. Palmer purchased the
home in 1893 and lived there until his death in 1939. Palmer was
an early president of Hubbard Milling and the city mayor. But

perhaps more important to Betsy-Tacy fans: He was a good
friend of the Hart family! The historic home was recently

purchased by a group headed by Max DeMars of Mankato, who

says his group wants to contribute in a positive way to the

Lincoln Park neighborhood. And here’s another fun Betsy-Tacy

connection: Former BTS Board member Joan Brown trick-or-

treated at the Palmer House in 1937! Joan shares her story here.

he Palmer House was a very upscale kind of

place in a posh neighborhood. It sat back

quite a ways from the sidewalk, and we had
to make our way up the steps in the dark—it was
always very dark when we were out for Halloween. I
was with four or five kids from my neighborhood,
which I guess made us feel braver. The guy who
came to the door wore a white jacket like a maitre
d’, which threw us off—I'd never seen anything like
that before! He was the butler, I suppose, and he was
pleasant enough. But then we heard someone calling
from the back of the house. It was Mr. Palmer! He
must have said he wanted to see us, so we were led
in. We went down a long hallway and then into a
room to the left. The house wasn’t lavish at all—
bleak is too strong a word, but it definitely wasn’t a
fancy house. Mr. Palmer was a tall man, very formal,
very austere. We said hello and made some small
talk, and then we were ushered out. I don’t even
recall if he had any candy for us!

Really, the “treats” in those days were minimal.
Maybe we got a Hershey’s Kiss, maybe a jawbreaker.
If people ran out of candy, they might give us a
dime. Some houses handed out apples. I think we
were a bit disappointed to get an apple, but no one
complained!

You asked how the Great Depression affected
Halloween. I believe the Depression was not as
disastrous in Mankato as elsewhere throughout the
country. 'm not mitigating its impact, but those
were simpler days—people generally had fewer
luxuries, and the county provided many things
people needed, such as clothing and medical
supplies. By 1939, the worst of it was over, and trick-
or-treaters were assured of a treat of some sort. A
single treat, mind you, not a big handout!

The Palmer House in 1899

And Halloween in the 1930s wasn’t about elaborate
costumes either. We didn’t wear a store-bought or
fancy costume—that would’ve been unheard of. We
were lucky to get an old sheet, which we wore
sections of. And Mother didn’t even sew it for us—
we did it all ourselves.

Because that’s really what
Halloween was for us: our
night. We didn’t head out
until it was dark, and we
weren’t used to being
outside after dark,
particularly beyond our

own neighborhoods. People didn’t leave their
outside lights on then. You might walk right past
your friends, but you wouldn’t know it because you
were all wearing sheets and it was so dark.

There was definitely an element of suspense and
uncertainty to the evening—you never knew what

True or false? Betsy, Tacy, and Tib go trick-or-
treating in the Betsy-Tacy books.

Answer: False! Trick-or-treating as we know it didn’t
become a Halloween tradition until the 1930s. Instead
of going door to door for candy, kids were more likely
to play pranks on their neighbors that night. In Heaven
to Betsy, we learn that “Deep Valley boys weren’t well
behaved on Halloween.”

But if the girls had gone trick-or-treating, they could

have enjoyed some treats that are familiar to us today:
Circus Peanuts (invented in the 1800s), Twizzlers (1845),
candy corn (1880), Tootsie Rolls (1896), Hershey's Milk
Chocolate bars (1900), Hershey's Kisses (1906), and Life
Savers (1912).
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was going to happen. It was actually a little scary!
The original All Hallows Eve, remember, was a time
fraught with danger and charged with fear. For us it
was a delicious combination of fun and a bit of the
dark side—almost witchery!—which added to the
mystique. It felt much more like medieval times
than Halloween does today.

On Halloween, you got a
“free pass.” There were
always groups of boys
who weren’t naughty,
exactly, but who liked to
stir things up. You didn’t
ARE VAIN, leave things outside on
e Halloween—no bikes or
trikes or anything like
that. My dad grew up on
a farm, and he knew kids
who tipped over
outhouses! If a house

didn’t give nice treats or
the people were unpleasant, some kids had bars of
soap that they would rub across your window
screens. Again, there was such a sense of the
unexpected—anything could happen.

I remember one Halloween some boys came to my
house and asked to use the phone because they
needed help with something. It seemed reasonable,

In our March issue, we mourned the passing of
volunteer extraordinaire Kathryn Hanson. In June,
we received this beautiful note from her
granddaughter:

I've just finished my latest copy of the “Deep
Valley Sun” and was so pleased with your
tribute to my beloved grandma. Thank you
for capturing a part of what made her so
wonderful!

| will always miss her, but | also know that
Betsy and Tacy will always bring her back to
me in some way. She and | shared a deep
love of these books.

I'll come looking for that new paver the next

time I'm in “Deep Valley”—probably
sometime this fall. Thank you again—you
have filled my heart.

¥ Elizabeth Tavasci

so [ let them in . . . but then they called the police
pretending to be an elderly couple and complaining
about all the bad children causing problems in their
neighborhood! Oh, how they laughed as they ran
back outside!

And the “tricks” weren’t limited to the kids. I'll never
forget the time we marched up to a house and cried,
“Trick or treat!”—and the man who answered the
door just stood and stared at us. Eventually, he said,
“What do you mean?”—and we were so
embarrassed! I said, “Well, you know, it’s Halloween
...” I'm sure now that he was just teasing us—and I
can’t even remember if he gave us a treat or not!

Truly, the thrill of the hunt was what it was about.
Being out at night alone, experiencing something
totally different . . . We owned the streets! It was
intoxicating!

And when we finally got home, we’d spread out our
loot on a big sheet, pore over our finds, taste this
and that, compare who had the best haul, and
maybe trade around. It was all such fun—and it’s
been fun to share these memories with the Betsy-
Tacy group.

JOAN JOHNSON BROWN
was born at home on
Fulton Street, about
four blocks from Maud's
home, and also had a
best friend who lived
across the street—who
is still her best friend 8o
years later! She
graduated from
Mankato State Teachers
College as an English
major and taught high
school English for 30
years. Joan is grateful to
the BTS Board and
volunteers, whose
dedication is vital to the
success of the Society
and keeping history alive
and well. She feels fortunate to have made such delightful
friends through the BTS.

Joan in Madison Lake atage 7 or 8




n August 2020, a deep

obsession with The Great

British Bakeoff, a need for a
pandemic project, my young
daughter’s insatiable interest in
baking, and anticipation of the
usual rash of Maud-L first-day-
of-school muffin posts somehow
started to gel into an idea for a
Maud-L Muffin Bakeoff. I'm a
great believer in acting on ideas
promptly and “Keep it simple,
silly.” T decided it would be a
recipe contest, since we couldn’t
actually taste one another’s
bakes—but with very serious
brackets. I proposed the idea to
Maud-L, unsure if there would
be any interest and ready to
enlist my mother and sisters if
necessary to fill out the ranks. I
was amazed at the response and
the work people were willing to
put in!

Some people submitted recipes
(no need for these to be original
—just known and loved
recipes), some people
volunteered to bake, and some

did both. The first round

involved everyone baking three
different recipes over a two-
week period and then ranking

them. (Ranked according to
what? Well, the baker’s whim.)
Each recipe got three bakers,
and no one got their own recipe;
submissions were anonymous.

In the second round, the top
scorers were reshuffled and
distributed among the bakers.
No one had their first-round
muffins. The recipes were
ranked again, and two muffins
advanced to the top. In the last
round, everyone baked the same
two muffins. A winner narrowly
emerged!

This was a profoundly fun

experience. I've never worked
with such a cheerful, functional
group! I also learned a lot about
making mulffins. (Pro tip: You
can fill the muffin cups much
higher than you think for an
impressive-looking muffin.)

Our winner was a fancy lemon-
blueberry muffin, submitted by
Joanne Stein, that was highly
ranked from the beginning by
just about everyone; it’s a fluffy,
delicious showstopper.
Narrowly taking second place
was a triple-ginger apple muffin,
entirely different but almost
equally favored. Other favorites
were a pumpkin-cranberry and a
banana-blueberry. When my
husband tried a banana muffin,
he exclaimed, “Maybe this
should have won the contest!”

All the recipes (25!) were
collected into a booklet for each
baker. If you'd like a PDF
version of the recipe booklet,
please email me at
maudmuffins@gmail.com. You're
sure to do Anna proud on the
first day of school!

Since the early ‘90s, Maud-L (or “the List”) has provided an online forum for Betsy-Tacy fans to engage in lively

conversation and to read and discuss the books as a group. To subscribe, email: Maud-L+subscribe@groups.io

THE WINNER: PERFECT BLUEBERRY MUFFINS
(from The Smitten Kitchen Cookbook)

5 tablespoons unsalted butter
Y cup sugar

Finely grated zest from half a lemon
% cup plain unsweetened yogurt (ideally full fat) or

sour cream
1large egg

1% teaspoons baking powder
Y4 teaspoon baking soda

Y4 teaspoon salt

1% cups all-purpose flour

1% to 1% cups blueberries, fresh or frozen
3 tablespoons turbinado sugar

Heat oven to 375°. Line a muffin tin with g paper liners

or spray with nonstick spray. Melt butter in the bottom

of a large bowl, and whisk in sugar, zest, yogurt, and

egg until smooth. Whisk in baking powder, soda, and

salt until fully combined, then lightly fold in flour and
berries. Batter will be very thick, like a cookie dough.

Divide between muffin cups, and sprinkle each with 1

teaspoon sugar. Bake for 25-30 minutes, until tops are
golden and a tester inserted into the center of muffins

comes out clean. Let cool in pan for 10 minutes, then

the rest of the way on a rack. Enjoy!



GROWING UP IN DEEP VALLEY < BY GEORGIE “JO" SCHULTZ

was nine years old and in

fourth grade at Lincoln

School in 1941 when I first
heard about a book called Betsy-
Tacy. My friend Jeanne Audrey
Powers was reading it, and she
really liked it because it was
about little girls who lived in
our area of Mankato. It wasn’t
long after that I got the book,
and I thought it was keen! I told
my two best friends, Dixie Hill
and Trudy Hanson, about the
books, and that began a race
between the four of us to be the
first to get the next book by
Maud Hart Lovelace. We were
all vying to get the new ones.

We didn’t buy books back then.
In 1941, books were way too
expensive to own many. |
remember that the librarian at
the downtown Carnegie library
finally made a list because when
the next book in the series came
in, we were all arguing and
declaring that WE were next to
get it. ] was so angry at Jeanne

Audrey because she beat me to
Betsy and Tacy Go Over the Big
Hill!

I asked my mother if she knew
Maud, but she was several years
behind her at the Pleasant
Grove School so did not know
her from school. We all knew
where the Big Hill was,
though—just up Locke Street—
and we played up there from
time to time. In fact, Dixie’s dad,
Rex Hill, and another man,
Sumner Carlstrom, bought the
property and built houses there.
Dixie’s was the first house right
at the top; it overlooked the
whole valley. On nice days we
could see St. Peter with
binoculars!

Note: Jo wrote, “Rex Hill was mayor
of Mankato and elected for several
terms—the most ever, I believe.” In
fact, it was Mayor Rex Hill who
officially proclaimed October 7, 1961,
to be “Betsy-Tacy Day”!

[ grew up on Glenwood Avenue
and often walked downtown to

Many Mankatoans know JO SCHULTZ as the Blue Earth Historical Society’s

“Obituary Lady,” who recently retired after 33 years of compiling information

about where locals were born, worked, and died and the cemeteries where
their remains are buried. Read more here: https://tinyurl.com/2usfuéus.

my grandmother’s store. I
worked there summers from the
time I was 11 until I graduated
from high school (which was
then held in Lincoln School) in
1950. My grandmother’s store,
on the corner of Front and Rock
Street, was in one of the oldest
buildings in town. It was built in
1858 and was in my family for 116
years. It is now Mom & Pop’s Ice
Cream Store. If you go for ice
cream, look over the counter at
the pictures. That’s my dad
sitting on the counter, my
grandmother in the white
apron, and my great-
grandmother by the beer
truck—all taken back in the
early days of Mankato.

I own the whole Betsy-Tacy

series now, and I recently shared
them with my great-
granddaughter, who also
enjoyed them. Little girls having
fun is always a big seller!
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FINDING BETSY IN SONNEBERG < BY WENDY BURTON

abroad in Florence, Italy. Although I was on the

tightest of budgets (frequently going without
meals in order to visit museums and buy train
tickets), I would have a chance to travel around
Europe a bit. More than London or Paris, I knew I
must visit Sonneberg. When my program had two
weeks off mid-semester, my classmates headed to
Prague or Athens. [ boarded a train for Germany and
Betsy.

I n 1999, at age 20, | headed for my semester

[ knew there might be nothing left of Betsy’s
Sonneberg. I couldn’t find anything about it in the
travel guides, and I didn’t know what might have
happened to it in the wars. Looking at the German
map, I realized for the first time that Sonneberg had
been in East Germany. I found a tiny dot on the rail
line between Munich and Jena, and I pictured
something grim and industrial. I decided that when
[ got off the train, if it was impossible, I'd simply
snap a few pictures and find another town where I
could spend the night. But seeing Sonneberg was my
dream. [ had to go.

After five days in Munich, I stepped out of the
Sonneberg train station filled with curiosity and
doubt. I didn’t see any taxis or hotels, but across the
street was a word I recognized from Munich:
Rathaus, or city hall. Touristic Information, a sign
said. When I entered, with an enormous and
colorful backpack, several people looked surprised
and pleased to see me. “Anglich, bitte?” I asked. In
Munich almost everyone had seemed to speak fluent

English. Apparently this was not the case in
Sonneberg. There was a flurry of discussion, and one
lady came forward. “There is only me who speaks
English,” she said. “How can I help you?” I explained
that I wanted to see the town and maybe stay the
night. It was late afternoon by then.

“Are there . . . are there any dolls here?” I asked with
some embarrassment. A 20-year-old hippie
backpacker asking about dolls in the middle of east
Germany? Yes, she said, there were still some dolls,
there was a doll museum. And there was one hotel
that wasn’t too expensive. She called and spoke to
someone in German, and then assured me there
would be a room there and someone who spoke
English. Apologizing that they had no tourist
brochures in English—“Americans rarely visit
here”—she gave me the German tourist map and
circled the hotel. “You can catch the bus outside!”
she told me.

I got on the bus and pointed out the hotel on the
map to the friendly driver. The empty bus rattled
away through the town. It was already getting dark,
and I couldn’t see anything. I wondered again if
was wasting a precious two days of my trip when I
ought to be in Milan or Vienna seeing normal things
instead of chasing Betsy.

The hotel was a Gasthaus [a German-style inn with a
bar, a restaurant, and banquet facilities] and like
something out of a ski lodge fantasy, all carved wood
and fireplaces. The woman at the reception desk
only shrugged when I tried to tell her in English that
I had a reservation, but a gloriously handsome
youngish man came rushing forward and said in
fluent English that yes, I was expected, they were
preparing a room, would I like to have dinner
first?

This was the first (and, it turned out, only) person
I met in Sonneberg who spoke English fluently.
Several other people were in the dining room, but
my friend explained that I was the only guest, as it
was the off-season; the others had just come for
dinner. I tried to eavesdrop on the cheerful,
laughing patrons as I dined alone on classic
German food, but of course I couldn’t understand
a word. Finally, I was shown the room, specially
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prepared for their off-
season guest. It was
beautiful! In Florence I
shared a small room
with a roommate, and
in Munich—as in Ce— i
everywhere else I ‘ :
visited in Europe—I
stayed in a youth
hostel, but for one
glorious night in
Sonneberg, | had a v »
room to myself with a “Thiiringen Church Fair,’
double bed, two
featherbeds to slip

" the German Toy Museum’s most famous exhibit, was created
for the 1910 Brussels World's Fair by Professor Reinhard Méller. The exhibit was
awarded a “Grand Prix" in Brussels.

between, and a luxury
shower. It was the last thing I'd expected in
Sonneberg!

The next morning, after a full German breakfast, I
regretfully said goodbye to the featherbed hotel and
boarded the bus that took me down the hill into the
main part of the tiny town. The mountains were
bright with autumn color, and I smiled at the idea of
Betsy thinking it looked like non-mountainous Deep
Valley—but reading closely, I realized she was
saying that the hills around Deep Valley felt that way
to small girls, and I could understand that.

There wasn’t much to the town, but to my surprise I
saw picturesque half-timbered houses that looked
lived in, and tiny shops selling modern things in old
buildings. Everywhere I walked, it seemed, heads
popped out of doors and windows to see what was
apparently a spectacle: a young stranger walking
down the street under an enormous backpack. I
hadn’t attracted that much attention anywhere in
Europe!

UPCOMING VIRTUAL EVENTS

October 1: Betsy-Tacy Game Night

October 11: Heaven to Betsy discussion
October 29: YA Halloween Party

November 6, 13, 20, 27: Drop-In Writers Lounge

November 8: Betsy in Spite of Herself discussion

December 13: Betsy Was a Junior discussion

Visit our website or the BTS Facebook
page for more information!

The shops, to my disappointment, had no dolls. I
was on a quest to find a doll from Sonneberg for the
niece who would be born in a few months, but the
industry in Sonneberg had changed to stuffed
animals sometime over the last 85 years. [ bought
the prettiest one I could find, a fluffy lamb with a
blue ribbon.

Then I headed for the doll museum—and went back
in time. If I thought the town hadn’t changed as
much as I expected, the museum was UNchanged. |
don’t think anyone had done more than dust since
Betsy’s visit! [ saw Gulliver’s Travels, | saw a
miniature Kirmess [a small county fair under a big
tent with beer, music, merry-go-rounds, bumper
cars, and such], I saw dolls that looked like Betsy, or
Tacy, or Tib. And there I finally found the doll for
Tacy’s baby. It looked so much like the one in the
book that I'm sure Lovelace was writing about that
very one.

I hopped back on the train and said goodbye to
beautiful Sonneberg, a childhood dream fulfilled. In
Munich—and in Venice, Paris, and London—I
actively sought out Betsy’s sights and experiences,
but in Sonneberg I didn’t have to try. From the
rattling bus to the dinner in solitary splendor to the
inquisitive eyes that followed me around town, Betsy
was there waiting for me.

WENDY BURTON is a nurse in Seattle who has met
Betsy-Tacy fans on three continents. Many thanks to
Sonja Werle for her help translating the German!



DONATIONS!

The BTS recently received several generous gifts. Trudy Johnson-Richards (one of
the girls competing with Jo Schultz to be the first to check out Maud’s books s
from the library—see p. 11) bequeathed us a collection of Maud’s books, many of ‘ S

them quite hard to find.
EL | [ ‘ ‘

Falenczykowski. Says Lona, “Our club made a ‘room box’ and raffled it off at a
Betsy-Tacy Convention in the 1990s. A few years later, the woman who won it
told us she no longer had a place for it, and I let her know we’d love to have it
back.” During Vera’s recent visit (with daughter P] Durand, Colleen’s sister), she
got to see the room box again, after all these years. It makes a perfect neighbor

to Betsy’s popsicle house!

M The family of BTS member Colleen
Ann Sullivan, who died
b unexpectedly this past January,
recently gifted us with all the BT
memorabilia she had collected
¢ through the years—including an
exact replica of Betsy’s House
made of popsicle sticks!

| Colleen’s mother, Vera Sullivan, is
i a past BTS Board member and was
also in a Miniature Club with Lona

-

[t still grieves me to write these words: Beloved BTS
member Colleen Sullivan died January 3 at age 68.

Colleen was the first Maud-Ler I met at my very first
Convention, though we didn’t realize it right away. I
rode the elevator with a woman with a big smile,
and I admired her gorgeous flowered cane. (I think
she’d recently sprained an ankle.) And then when
we both headed for the registration table, we started
laughing. “I should have known that someone so
friendly was a Betsy-Tacy person!” Colleen said, with
that huge wonderful grin of hers.

She was always one
of the first to send
me a sweet note
after a newsletter or
W anything else I did

& for the BTS. The last
email she wrote me
perfectly captures
her infectiously
cheerful voice:

Love when the Sun shows up in my mailbox and
the e-blast arrives via e-mail. Either event calls
for a glass of wine and leisurely perusal of the
enticing contents! Love you and your unbridled
enthusiasm.

You bought a new boiler - |
had to buy a new toilet!!!
Unfortunately our lifestyles
today mean we need those
bits of comfort . . . and trust
me, | was not up to building
an outhouse.

For close to 40 years, Colleen
was a devoted kindergarten
teacher whose students (and As Sister Mary Know-It-All

their parents!) adored her. An 2t the 2009 Convention
ardent reader, Colleen was proud of her Irish
heritage and was a dedicated member of St.
Kathryn’s. She was a force of good nature and cheer,
and we miss her very much. Suaimhneas siorai, a
chara ~ Rest in peace, friend.



REMEMBERING MARK HALVERSON

Mark Halverson died November 6, 2021,
at age 70. Mark served on the BTS Board
in the early 2000s. Born in nearby St.
Peter, Mark completed his bachelor’s
degree at Mankato State University in
1973 and received a law degree from
Hamline University School of Law in

1980. He practiced law in Mankato until
his death.

Beloved BTS member Sallie Knowles was a
traveler and a retired librarian who loved
cats and gardens, books, birds, and
bowling, mysteries and musicals, opera
and Austen, folk music and family history,
and her longtime home of Elko, Nevada,
with its Basque food and cowboy poetry
festival. Her death on June 29 from
pancreatic cancer brought a cascade of
love and memories. Channeling Cab and
Tony, here are some high points.

Sallie was a treasured member of Maud-L,
a long-running email clan. “Sallie loved
connecting with Maud folks,” remembered
one MaudLer. “She had the gift of gab and joie de
vivre.” During a group read of the BT books, she led
the Betsy and the Great World segment,
interspersing recaps of Betsy’s adventures with lively
tales of her own 1960s trip to Europe.

She had a mischievous streak. One friend recalled
them skipping a salad course while eating out and
going straight for dessert. Several Conventioneers
remembered a PAG (Perfectly Awful Girl) moment
in Betsy’s House: “We sneaked off from the official
tour to peek upstairs. Sallie’s purse bumped
something, and we went into paroxysms of horrified
giggles. We thought we’d be tossed out—banned for
life! And, of course, we documented our naughty
behavior with a selfie!”

Sallie was a generous hostess to more than one
MaudLer. One recalled Sallie telling stories of her
European trip with “such a sparkle in her eye” and
said Sallie was so well-known and loved in Elko that
walking into her favorite restaurant was like

Mark will be remembered as a blues
music lover, a beer and baseball
enthusiast, a passionate member of the
Minnesota Democratic-Farmer-Labor
Party, a volunteer trainman, a season
ticket holder for the Mankato Moondogs
and Minnesota Twins—and a true friend.
We are grateful to have known him.

entering Cheers with Norm. Another
offered this amusing moment with Sallie
and her beloved Larry, who died in 2019:
“We hiked the Rubies with her, had a
groaningly full Basque dinner, and toured
Elko, focusing mainly on personally
memorable places such as the brothel
where Larry informed us he lost his
virginity at age 14.”

Others spoke of her as a shining soul, a
sparkling personality, and a perfect peach.

While our online world is a little less
bright, we’re imagining our friend curled
up in the AfterLibrary with a copy of Betsy’s Bettina,
able to discuss it with Maud herself.

Sallie wouldn’t want us to end on a sad moment: she
seemed always positive. We'll leave the final words
to her, a signoff from one of her posts: “Sallie in Elko
where the sun is shining, so it’s time to head outside
and enjoy Spring, Spring, Spring.”




CONTACT US:

Betsy-Tacy Society
P.O. Box 94
Mankato, MN 56002

(507) 345-9777
info@betsy-tacysociety.org

FIND US ONLINE:

Website: Betsy-TacySociety.org
Facebook: facebook.com/betsytacy
Instagram: instagram.com/betsy_tacy
Tumblr:  betsy-tacy-society.tumblr.com/
Twitter:  twitter.com/btsociety
YouTube: youtube.com/betsytacysociety
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