
Sanity Check  
 

 
“What sane person would pay good money to buy good fabric and then take it home and cut it 

into tiny pieces of various shapes and sizes just to sew it all back together again?”  I’ve been 

asked that question too many times in the past few years to remember, usually by a husband who 

has accompanied his wife to the quilt shop on yet another fabric stroking session.  The question is 

most often asked with tongue in cheek and in plain good fun, but there have been a couple of 

gentlemen who seriously seemed to just not get it.  Their facial expression coupled with their 

question seemed to ask, “Has she lost her mind?” 

 

These men register concern because they have watched their wives buy fabric time after time, 

take it home, wash it, only to have to iron it again, take a ruler and either what looks like a pizza 

cutter or a stout pair of scissors and cut that new, perfectly good fabric into several different 

squares or triangles according to the pattern they are following.  How can that be a sensible thing 

to do when the fabric that was purchased looked fine to them just the way it was?  Why do their 

wives seem to get pleasure out of chopping fabric into little bits?  Is there some inner emotion, 

deeply imbedded in them that causes them to be a mild mannered lady one moment and a fabric 

ripping maniac the next?  Has their wife gone insane and turned into a Dr. Jacqueline and Mrs. 

Heidi?     

 

The answer to that last question is obviously, no.  Or is it?  The definition of insanity, according 

to Einstein, is doing the same thing over and over again expecting different results.  

Hmmmm…In light of that definition maybe quilters do have a touch of insanity after all.  Think 

about it.  We do repeatedly cut up perfectly good fabric into squares and triangles, etc., and we do 

repeatedly sew them back together into different blocks that are in turn sewn together to result in 

different quilts.  Each time we make a different quilt we are expecting different results, better 

results no less, than the one before.  We work on the accuracy of our cutting and buy new tools 

that will, hopefully, result in perfect cutting.  We work on our quarter-inch seam in hopes of 

piecing the perfect quilt block which will result in the perfect quilt top.  We take classes in hopes 

of learning some new bit of information or technique that will cause our quilts to go from just 

okay quilts to awesome quilts that get noticed, especially by judges with ribbons and prize money 

to hand out.  We travel far and wide, stopping every chance we get at any quilt shop we find 

along the way in order to check out their inventory of fabric, patterns, books, notions, and kits.  

We then take our newly found treasures home and repeat the process all over again expecting that 

the next quilt will be better than all the ones before it. 

 

Of course, one might argue that quilters are not insane because we are always trying to improve 

on our art form.  This is quite true.  Improvement is visibly measurable from the time a person 

began learning how to piece together a quilt top to later on when they have had more practice.  

Their cutting is more accurate and their quarter-inch seam is spot on so their quilt blocks measure 

to the size they are supposed to and fit together perfectly.  They have indeed done the same thing 

over and over again but with each repetition their outcome is different, it is much better than the 

previous attempt.  Yes, while their actions have been repeated the outcome is different.  But wait!  

Doesn’t that mean that we do indeed fit Einstein’s definition of insanity?  Are we quilters insane?  

It sure sounds like it to me! 
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