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Baker for the Motherhouse
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St. Mary Ernesta at work in the

bakery of the former matherhouse.

The following is from an account by Sr. Mary Emesta Gander as told to Sr. Delphine
Wedmore. It is taken from SCCs Touching the Heart of America.

When Sister Mary Ernesia Gander ensered the convens in 1919, the motherhowse in
Wilmesse had just been buile shree years earlier. Since the chapel was not yet finished, they
had Holy Mass in the gym. A priest from Se. Joscph Parish mmtmsaydme and they
cosld alusays tell when Fr. Nessenadier, the passor, was coming by the ngffie of his feer.

Everyshing was new and shining. There were no screens in the chapel windows, o shere
were many flies and even a bird aome in and flew around during the Invessing ceremaony
fom May 24, 1920}

There were gas lighs all along the corridors and in she chapel. The Siseer Procurasor wosdd
light dhem, bue only these near these gas lighs got enough light 1o see.

Wih ehe suare of her novitiase, Sr. Mary Ernessa was sens to work in the laundry and also
in the bakery whenever the Sisser wheve was sick. Sr. Assisia Riedel was in charge of the laundry
and the bakery, bus it was too much 1o handle. So, Sr. Mary Ernessa was asked to wake charge
of the bakery. She was only a novice, bus she seusered, “T'l, I'll ory.”

So she began, and she learned very msch abous baking Sr. Jerome Wends gave ber the
secrion of the daily paper on baking w read.

There were 135 Sisters in the house for wham o bake, and Sr. Mary Emessa loved so bake.
She also made alsar breads and baked rwo or diree simes a week for the whole house. She
made over a hundred loaves some whize, rye, and broum bread. Besides thas, she belped in the
laundry and had to leave as simes 10 make sveet dough for biscuiss and large buns for sspper.

The novices helped in the bateery and laundry, and she young Sissers ako helped. They had
t0 buy very much flour and had to sift it all. The loaves of bread were packed on shelves in the
cupboard. Fach evening, someone from the kischen would come to get all the bread needed for
she nexs day.

To this day, whenever fresh bread appears on the table, one or the other Sister
at Sacred Heart Convent will reminisce about the delicious baked goods made by
Sr. Mary Ernesta. T

Ss. Caritas Archer, narrator
of this account

Was My Face Red!
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Many years ago, I was in New Orleans. It was 2 hot day in September, and
I was wearing our orniginal habit, so | was really perspiring. With me there were
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green crayons and color the grass; find the blue crayon and color the sky, and color
the lady’s dress.

[n no time one little boy was sitting there, his work all finished. He had his arms
folded, was looking up and didn’t know what to do. I went over w him. “Chnissy,”
I said, “what's the matter?”

“I got a problem, Sister,” he said.

“Whar's the trouble?”

“I can't get finished,” he said.

[ looked ar the picture. “Why, Chrissy,” | said, “you're more than finished.

Look at that lady’s face! It’s as red as your crayon. No one has a red face like that”

“Uhhh-huhh, Sister. I was looking at you the whaole tme. But now [ doa't know
how to finish. I don't know what color 0 make the legs!” ¥
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