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Text Version of Audio Story: Calendars 

 
It’s a daunting challenge and one every small town faces.  
 
Being from a small town myself, I have purchased chicken barbecue, submarine 
sandwiches, ham sandwiches. I’ve watched as all the old ladies of town file into 
the fire house for Tuesday night bingo. Money raised at local carnivals helps, too. 
It’s an ever-constant endeavor raising money to keep the local volunteer fire 
company afloat, so as to stand ready, to cheat the effects for disaster. 
 
The little town of Acworth, New Hampshire, faced the same problem. Their fire 
truck was 30 years old. They needed money for a new one. Lots of ideas were 
passed around, you know, the old standards, chicken barbecue, ham 
sandwiches, spaghetti suppers. And then someone hit on a slightly different idea, 
an idea that would certainly raise the eyebrows of town’s people. Why — why 
even the sheer mention of it seemed outlandish, scandalous, hardly appropriate. 
What the heck, they were going to do it anyhow. Instead of filing in for bingo, the 
old ladies of town would try something a little more risqué — a calendar featuring 
the older ladies of Acworth, New Hampshire, in the buff. 
 
The eldest of the local models was about 70; the baby of the group just 38. The 
photos were tastefully done with props positioned at just the right angle so as to 
cover any areas that might be too revealing; photos so tastefully done that they 
would probably receive a PG rating. The calendars sold like hot cakes.  
 
In the vein that great minds think alike, a group of southern belles — ages 
ranging from 60 to well in their 80s — from Asheville, South Carolina, came up 
with the same idea. They called themselves the Still Magnolias. When items from 
local budgets to aid senior citizens were being dropped, the old ladies of 
Asheville, South Carolina, responded by dropping something themselves — their 
clothes. The women who came up with the idea called to order one of their highly 
fashionable southern tea parties. The idea of a nude calendar was proposed to a 
jaw-dropped audience, but an audience that would quickly warm to the notion. 
The meeting ended with thunderous applause. 
 
Back up north in the little village of Maple Corner, Vermont, the century-old 
community center had fallen into disrepair. The same question that faces every 
good-hearted social endeavor came up — where will the money come from.  
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Well, yeah, of course, they could try the ham supper. Maybe some local 
churches could donate some cash. Chances are, there wasn’t some old rich 
fellow around town with one foot in the grave who would kick in his life savings. 
Yup, they needed to come up with some money. Forget about old ladies taking it 
off in this little New England hamlet; no siree, that wasn’t going to happen in a 
respectable place like Maple Corner, Vermont. But heck, if the ladies won’t, the 
gentlemen will. 
 
Local men, just regular, everyday dudes from town, ages 35 to 70, trying to hold 
their stomachs in, carefully positioned — and I stress “carefully” — trying to 
position a chain saw or some other masculine items so as to cover — well, you 
know. Who would have ever thought these less-than-GQ-ish men would have 
had what it took to be sex symbols, but sex symbols they became. And in the 
process, the men of Maple Corner, Vermont, just by showing a little skin — 
besides raising a few eyebrows — raised over $400,000. 
 
I’m the American Storyteller. 


