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			  In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:
			  72 The Artful Craft of Quilting Anne Woodborne Robert’s face receded, his symmetrical features – watchful dark eyes, straight nose, mouth with its full upper lip – became indistinct, shifted into a stranger’s hate-filled mask. His open hand, with eighty-eight kilos of force behind it, cracked across her face. Pain teared her eyes; her nose, cheek and mouth stung and throbbed. Her vision blurred as she fell backwards onto the bed. Robert hit me, she thought in surprise. She hadn’t seen his rage coming. She put her fingers to her nose, felt the blood seeping from her nostrils, trickling sideways down her cheek onto the hunting scene of the damask bedspread. Real blood mingled with the blood of the woven antelope. Robert bent over her. ‘Look what you made me do,’ he murmured. ‘Tssk, tssk, silly Sybil.’ Robert’s face slotted back into place. His face wore its usual caring, charismatic look as he stared down at her, examining her as if nothing was amiss. He touched her face with the same fingers which had branded their imprint across her cheek. ‘Sybil, Sybil,’ his voice caressed her. ‘Never do that to me. Never question or criticise me again. Never,’ his face drew nearer, his lips kissed the corner of her eye, ‘never let me doubt you for a second.’ ‘Never,’ he kissed her bruised mouth, ‘never.’ He opened his mouth and sucked gently at her bottom lip. ‘Never,’ his tongue probed her mouth. He sank down on top of her. She felt his erection between her thighs. His hands parted her blouse, lips moving to the tender skin of her breast. She lay numb beneath his sensual ministrations, his seducing tongue, his caressing voice and fingers, stroking her senses. Words popped into her head. Incongruous words. Where had she heard them? 73 A slap and a pat. She throbbed again but not from pain. She wound her arms around him as he prised open her legs. * * * Sybil had left her mother’s womb in a hurry. She was born precipitously on her mother’s bed, delivered to the waiting smoothness of a handmade patchwork quilt. Her mother had sacrificed the safety of a normal hospital delivery to her passion for perfection. She had sat stitching French knot pink rosebuds onto a lawn matinee jacket, disregarding the intensity of her labour pangs until her water broke. She barely had time to waddle to her bed, stripping off her maternity smock and skirt when Sybil made her appearance. Sybil always said this first contact with soft satins and velvets, before she was enveloped in her mother’s warm, sweaty arms, triggered her lifelong love affair with quilts and textiles. In her teens, Sybil entered into another love affair, a passion for chess; intrigued by the black and white chequered board, itself a miniature quilt, and the tiny medieval pieces. Her chess teacher explained the hierarchy of chess players, using the medieval town as a model. ‘First, the student as peasant or pawn learns the craft of chess, progressing by constant practice through the ranks of knight, rook, and beyond that, bishop, queen, king. Once the chess student reaches that level and leaves the medieval castle, he encounters the foothills of an almost perpendicular cliff and right at the top – barely visible – lives the chess grandmaster in splendid isolation.’ As Sybil learnt the exact moves of each piece from which they could never deviate, she was fascinated to discover that only the queen had complete freedom to move in any direction on the board, covering as many squares as the player wished. She heard of a woman grandmaster who could memorize all the chess pieces in play painted on the side of a moving bus in a matter of seconds. She admired people who could soak up information, with such single-minded concentration, like intellectual vacuum-cleaners. Sybil played chess regularly, began her ascent up the slopes of chess hierarchy for the love of the game, knowing she would probably never reach the pinnacle. * * * [18.209.48.250] Project MUSE (2024-04-09 14:40 GMT) 74 ANNE WOODBORNE After Robert left for work in his pin-striped suit, carrying his lawyer’s briefcase, Sybil looked at herself in the mirror. Her slender neck looked fragile, like a child’s, the red stripes made a sinister pattern on her skin, smooth as alabaster, and the dancing blue lights in her eyes had vanished, leaving them dull with dread. She fingered... 

			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
      

			
			
			
						
			
				
					collapse
				
				
					
					You are not currently authenticated.
									
					If you would like to authenticate using a different subscribed institution or have your own login and password to Project MUSE

					Authenticate
				

			

			
			
			
    	

    	
    	




	
		

		

		
		

		

		
    
    
	  Share


    
      
      
        

      
               
      
  		
  		
    

		
    
		

		
			
			
		

    


	





    	
    	
    	
    	
    	




    	
	
		
			Additional Information

		

				
			
			
							
			
				
					ISBN
				

				
					9781920397777
				

			

			
			
			
				
					Related ISBN(s)
				

				
					9781920397319
				

			

			
			
			
			
				
					MARC Record
				

				
					Download
				

			

			
            
			
			
				
					OCLC
				

				
					680618037
				

			

			
			
			
				
					Pages
				

				
					314
				

			

									
			
			
				
					Launched on MUSE
				

				
					2013-01-01
				

			

			
			
			
			
				
					Language
				

				
					English
				

			

			
			
			
				
					Open Access
				

				
					
					No
					
				

			

			
			
			
			
		

	

	
		
		
			Purchase

		

		
			
			
			[image: buy this book (opens new window)]
			
			Buy This Book in Print

		

		
		

		

	






		
			
				
					
						Project MUSE Mission

						Project MUSE promotes the creation and dissemination of essential humanities and social science resources through collaboration with libraries, publishers, and scholars worldwide. Forged from a partnership between a university press and a library, Project MUSE is a trusted part of the academic and scholarly community it serves.

					

					
						[image: MUSE logo]
					

				

			

			
			
				
					
						
							
								About

									MUSE Story
	Publishers
	Discovery Partners
	Journal Subscribers
	Book Customers
	Conferences


							
							
								What's on Muse

									Open Access
	Journals
	Books
	The Complete Prose of T. S. Eliot
	MUSE in Focus


							
							

						

						
						  
								Resources

									News & Announcements
	Email Sign-Up
	Promotional Materials
	Presentations
	Get Alerts


							
							
								Information For

									Publishers
	Librarians
	Individuals
	Instructors


							
							

						

					

					
						
							
								Contact

									Contact Us
	Help


									
											[image: Facebook]
	[image: Linkedin]
	[image: Twitter]


									


							
							
								Policy & Terms

									Accessibility
	Privacy Policy
	Terms of Use


							
							

						

						
							
								2715 North Charles Street
Baltimore, Maryland, USA 21218

								+1 (410) 516-6989

								muse@jh.edu

								©2024 Project MUSE. Produced by Johns Hopkins University Press in collaboration with The Sheridan Libraries.

							

							
								Now and Always, 
The Trusted Content Your Research Requires

								
								
								[image: Project MUSE logo]
								
								[image: Project MUSE logo]

								Now and Always, The Trusted Content Your Research Requires

								Built on the Johns Hopkins University Campus

							

							

						

					

					

				

			

			
				Built on the Johns Hopkins University Campus
		
				©2024 Project MUSE. Produced by Johns Hopkins University Press in collaboration with The Sheridan Libraries.
			
			
		
		

		
		
		
		
		
			Back To Top
		

		
		
		
		  
		
		
		
			
				This website uses cookies to ensure you get the best experience on our website. Without cookies your experience may not be seamless.

				
				
				
				
				
				  Accept
				

				

			

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	