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I don’t know why Mama ever sewed for me.  She sewed for other people, 
made beautiful dresses and suits and blouses, and got paid for doing it. 
 But I don’t know why she sewed for me.  I was so mean.

It was all right in the days when she had to make my dresses a little longer 
in the front than in the back to make up for the way I stood, with my legs 
pushed back and my stomach stuck out.  I was little then, and I trusted 
Mama.  But when I got older, I worried.

Mama would turn the dress on the wrong side and slide it over my head, 
being careful not to let the pins stick me.  She’d kneel on the floor with her 
pin cushion, fitting the dress on me, and I’d look down at that dress, at that 
lopsided, raw-edged, half-basted, half-pinned thing–and know that it was 
never going to look like anything.  So I’d pout while Mama frowned and 
sighed and kept on pinning.

Sometimes she would sew all night, and in the morning I’d have a perfectly 
beautiful dress, just right for the school program or the party.  I’d put it on, 
and I’d be so ashamed of the way I had acted.  I’d be too ashamed to say I 
was sorry.

But Mama knew.


