yet it was all there and had to be faced.
One day in October she called me. As
she began the topic about her quilt, my
mind started spinning and I felt my heart
beat quicken. It seemed so terrible and
terrifying to be face-to-face, talking about
the beautiful quilt and at the same time
talking about herimminent death. I was so
busy trying to keep calm that I don’t
remember how she began the subject. All
I remember is she was trying to comfort
me; she must have known it would be
most difficult for me to talk about her
going away; she must have known that
there’d be disappointment of some kind
that I"d been deprived of making a quilt
for someone I loved; she must have
known how difficult it is to worry about
saying the right thing. It was as if she was
apologizing and making excuses for hav-
ing to cancel the order — all so as I

wouldn’t feel rotten.

Then it was my turn to try to tell her to
not feel badly about that — that, from my
point of view, that was not the issue.
Certainly I understood her concemn that
I’d be doing it for nought if I did it for her
— even though that’s not the way I felt
about it.

As we talked, however, an idea came to
me, a sort of compromise whereby she
could get what she wanted — sort of —
and I could get what I wanted — sort of.
I reminded her that I had kept the first
“Geese Quilt” which I had made. (The
second one I had given to Norman). What
I wanted was for her to use my quilt. She
could use it on her bed, hang it on a wall,
enjoy it in any way she wanted. When she
felt she had “used it up” or when she
wanted to give it back to me, she could. It
was like, while she was alive she could

enjoy it, and when she could no longer
enjoy it, I could have it back.

This compromise suited her. We made
adate when I'd come for a visit and bring
the quilt over.

As it turned out, she kept it for 2-1/2
months. Towards the end of November
she phoned me to set a date for another
visit. By now her illness was draining her
of her spunk and energy. She handed me
the quilt, neatly folded. We were both
feeling very pleased that the spirit of the
quilt had been fulfilled, but we were both
saddened by the fact that she would soon
have to leave us.

I continue to make quilts, inspired and
spirited by the encouragement and sup-
port that Margaret so lovingly gave me. It
is in her memory and in the spirit of our
ancestors that I continue to quilt.

Editor's Note: Readers who are interested in obtaining information about how they can get a quilt
by Alice Olsen Williams can write to her at Curve Lake, Ontario KOL 1RO0; telephone (705) 657-
3319. Mrs. Williams charges $40.00/square foot and invites discussion about what designs and
colours one would like to have on the quilt.
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