The Beginnings of a Quilter

  My passion for quilts & quilting was born at my Grandmother's knee.  During my growing up years.  I spent a great deal of time at the home of my grandparents, Dave & Mae Thomas in a heavenly place called Paradise, Utah.

     I can still recall the excitement when I heard Grandma tell Grandpa to bring the quilting frames from the basement.  I knew a party would soon follow.

     Getting the frames set up & the quilt on was not a small task.  Grandpa tried to help, but he had a difficult time measuring up to Grandma's expectation.  However, with some bickering the quilt was on and now the fun part could begin.

     Chairs were placed around the quilt and the following morning my Grandma's friends began to arrive.  They each took a chair and fingers began to fly.  I would stand and watch in amazement.  When I got tired I would crawl underneath and observe from a different perspective, or maybe take a nap.  I loved when it was time to roll the quilt as you knew they were making progress, but the high light of the day was of course lunch.  If you wanted good quilters, it was important to feed them.  My grandmother was an excellent cook & I can still smell the hot rolls as she took them from the oven.

     It was about this time I started asking Grandma to teach me how to quilts.  She thought five was a little young, but she promised to teach me, and she kept this promise.  Although it was a challenge since she was right handed and I am left handed.  We both persevered and the day cam when she told me I was better than she was.  This was not true, but it certainly made me feel important.  My grandma was very proud to have someone in her family carry on the tradition of quilting.

     After the death of my grandfather, Grandma was so lonesome; she sold the house and moved to a retirement center.  She could only take a few things with her, so we had the sad job of cleaning out the house that I would always consider my home.

     I received the frames, patterns and anything else that had to do with quilting.  These have become my prized possessions, but my favorite treasure is a quilt we found that had been made by my great grandmother Earley.  The top was made of scraps of material pieced together & the back was flour sacks.  It has been determined this was made sometime in the depression years of 1930.

     My grandmother passed away in July, 1999 at the age of ninety-three and we miss her very much, but I am sure she is still looking over my shoulder with a smile.  She would be proud of her granddaughter "The Quilting Meme."

