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I have always been compelled to sew and do crafts, but I did not learn to sew at home.  It is wonderful 
when a quilter says that they learned to sew from mothers, grandmothers and other family members.  
However, my mother thought that people who sewed were ignorant, and she even had the nerve to call 
the woman she paid to do her mending “the dirty dressmaker” because her house was full of children 
and clutter.  Despite her prejudices about sewing and other things my mother was not a monster.  
  
As a young teen I discovered Mod-Podge adhesive and made lots decoupaged bottles and plagues.  If 
there was an opportunity to sew at Girl Scouts or with a friend, I took it.  During middle school, one of 
my friend’s mothers taught five of us to make wrap around dresses with three armholes.  In my early 
twenties, my hobby was counted cross stitch.  Later, I used a roommate’s sewing machine to make 
myself clothes.  I fondly remember making a skirt with a wide waistband, full skirt and big pockets.  After 
I was married and had my two children, I bought a Singer sewing machine from a vacuum cleaner store 
and made clothes for my children.  My children always had great Halloween costumes because I started 
sewing their outfits in the summer.  
 
I started this millennium by being diagnosed with stage 3 breast cancer in January 2000.  I spent a year 
getting treatment and in 2001, I started quilting.  With two friends, I took a monthly class at Capital 
Quilts.   I loved it.  I would make two blocks every month instead of just the one provided by class.  My 
first quilt was a queen-sized sampler quilt with bright fabrics in yellow, orange and teal, and I call it 
“Happy to be Here.”  Quilting was one important way I healed from the disruption and fear associated 
with having cancer.  I have quilted steadily since then and my goal is to make all my special people a 
quilt.  Fortunately, I have a long list of people I love, and it will take me a lifetime to finish these quilts.   
 
I had that first large quilt quilted by a long arm quilter, but I decided afterwards to quilt all my quilts on 
my home machine.  It took a lot of time to learn to machine quilt, and I am now pretty good at free style 
meandering.  I have quilted two-queen size quilts on my home machine which is like wrestling a bear, 
but it works.  Currently I am trying to learn how to use rulers for machine quilting.  My favorite part of 
the quilting process is applying binding which I usually do by machine.  I always make my binding before 
the quilt is done, so I can apply it right away to the finished quilt. 
 
For years I sewed a few days a week by myself.  I didn’t have time for group participation or classes 
while I was working and raising children.  Joining Needlechasers about 5 years ago has provided so many 
new experiences in quilting—trying new techniques, going to quilt shows, taking classes and the learning 
from the awesome members.   
 
I retired in April of this year after working as a nurse and nurse practitioner for 42 years. I worked in a lot 
of different settings with all kinds of clients.  My last job was ten years as a nurse practitioner in a clinic 
run by Holy Cross Health.  The clinic goal is to serve “medically underserved” patients, most of whom are 
uninsured.  What a hard job!  In addition to providing medical care to patients with limited resources, 
most of patients are Spanish-speaking.  I have been studying Spanish for about 5 years, but I am still 
limited in my abilities.  I continue to do Duo-lingo daily and I’m currently taking a class at Montgomery 
College in which we watch a Spanish language program and discuss it in Spanish.   
 



 I consider myself a life-long Marylander as I grew up in Aspen Hill and have lived in Silver Spring for 
almost 30 years.  I graduated from the now defunct Peary High School in Rockville and did two stints at 
the University of Maryland in Baltimore to get my nursing degrees. I met my husband Bill on a 
Washington Ski Club trip in 1987.  We were at a party standing in the hot tub in Vail, Colorado when we 
met.  When our conversation in the hot tub lagged, I dove into the nearby heated pool. Soon Bill also 
dove into the pool also, and we’ve been together since. 
 
Maybe I’ll go to counseling someday to figure out why I chose a hobby that my mother disapproved of.  
Or maybe I’ll just keep quilting.    


