
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates

Christmas Fabrics have
arrived and they are
going fast  !

Disappearing Pinwheels
11 Ways Saturday, July 8.
All day class

Block of the Month
Tues July 11, 9:30-1:00 or
Saturday July 15,
9:30-1:00

Kids Camp - Beginners
Mon-Fri July 17-21  9-1
The kids keep their
machine!!

Froggie Thread Catcher
Saturday July 22. All day
class

Block of the Month
Tues Aug 1,  9:30-1

Walk About
Thursday Aug 10.
All day class

Pineapple Quilt
Saturday Aug 12.
All day class

Shellie’s Stash

I love teaching and mentoring.  Years ago, I worked
in the hospital, doing ultrasounds. And I was a
Clinical Director for Weber State University, over
two area hospitals and loved every minute of it.  I
was able to teach, mentor and watch the students
grow and learn all aspects of ultrasound.  Over the
years I have found that I really enjoy the process
of teaching.  I have taught countless classes and
kids camps and so I look forward to the summer
when I can spend a whole week at a time with the
kids.  I have just finished two weeks of kids’ camps.
One for beginning kids -- just learning to sew for
the first time and one for advanced kids -- that have
already taken a beginning camp.  We’ve had SEW
MUCH FUN!   I have been truly amazed and
overjoyed at how well these kids have done.  In the
beginning class, I think we only had to employ
“Jack” (the ripper) maybe 3 times during the entire
week.  Unheard of!  In all the years that I have been
teaching kids, this is a record.  These kids were so
focused and careful, they were sewing with correct
seam allowances, following directions and
finishing their projects beautifully.  And yes, they
were having fun!  They really wanted to learn and
they are excited to come back to the advanced
classes.

During the week of the advanced quilt class, I
decided to challenge the kids.  Many times I have
found easy, beginner type quilts to do for their first
quilt, like a split rail fence, but for some reason I
thought I would challenge these kids and see how
they did.  Challenge accepted! They ROCKED it!

They rose to that challenge like it was nothing.  They not
only pieced the front of their quilts, they pieced the backs
too, and had time to spare.  So, they were able to make
an additional project.  By the end of the week they had
made, tied and bound a completely finished quilt and
made a sweetpea pod for their wonder clips.  Yes, a couple
of them even made 2 sweetpea pods.  (overachievers,
hehe).  It was such a joy and pleasure to work with all of
these kids and watch how much they progressed in their
sewing.

We have one more week of kids’ camp coming up and
there are still a few spots available.  I know this will be
another wonderful week of amazing kids, and tons of fun.
I am sew excited, I can hardly wait.
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Social Circle

Sniplets
Did you know that we do
special orders?

So if you see something in a
magazine or hear about an
item you’d like, give us a call
and we can special order it for
you.  We have helped lots of
people to find the things they
want at a great price and with
no shipping.  Typically we
can get your items within a
week and we are happy to
help you get what you need.
Also if you happen to hear
about a special, let us know,
we would love to work with
you to get you that same
special.  We are happy to help
you any way we can.

Spotlight Customer Focus

Row by Row has started and we are loving it.  It’s so great to meet new people
and hear where they have traveled from and where they are going.  If you don’t
know, Row by Row is a nationwide shop hop.  All the stores that are
participating are listed at www.rowbyrowexperience.com.  If you are traveling
you click on the states you are traveling thru and find the stores along your
route.  Each store has designed their own row.  You can see the picture of our
row there as well.  We have kits available that contain pre-fused, laser-cut pieces
for the center panel and the other precut fabrics for the rest of the row, all
together in a super cute zippered pouch.  We are also a premier location for the
Row by Row Jr. and the 9th row. We have kits available for three of the Jr.’s
rows.   The 9th  row is a charity row.  We will make a  donation to the Make a
Wish foundation from the proceeds of this row.  We have kits available and
we throw in a free pre-fused, laser-cut sewing machine for the top of the car,
which matches the one on our bicycle.  We have all the coordinating fabrics
and license plates available.  Come see us while supplies last!

Marcia Bearden

arcia Bearden was born in
Camden, AR., the baby of
five girls.  The whole
family helped raise her
and her sisters.  At times,
she lived with different
family members, her

Aunts & Uncles, Linda and TG, and
Nell and Jack, her Granny Stringfellow
and Dad and her Mom and Stepdad.
So, she lived in Camden, Traskwood,
Benton and Glen Rose.  Marcia said she
was never gonna get married because
she wasn’t gonna wash and cook for
any man.  She has been married for 36
years now. (Hehe).  Her granny told
her, “Never say never”.   Marcia met
Jerry after high school, on the steps of
the courthouse.  Both of their groups of
friends would hang out there.  It kept

them out of trouble.  They met in Oct.,
were engaged by Nov. and married in
May.  Her Grandma Williams had some
marriage advice for her she has never
forgotten and puts into practice.  ‘Never
go to bed angry--you’d hate it if one of
ya didn’t wake up the next morning and
the last words ya spoke were in anger.’
And ‘Never say Goodbye to your spouse.
Goodbye is a finality.’  So when Marcia
and Jerry talk on the phone they end with
Ta-Ta.

Marcia knew in high school that she
wanted to work for the State of Arkansas
so she could retire at age 50.  She worked
in 29 various state jobs, as a clerk,
firewatcher, clerk typist, secretary,
medical secretary and administrator II.
She retired at age 48.

Marcia currently has 7 fur-babies, (5
dogs and 2 goats).  Over the years she
has had 12 dogs and all have been



rescues.   She has 9 nieces and
nephews, 4 great-nephews and 2 great-
nieces.

Marcia and Jerry spend almost all their
time together and much of that is doing
volunteer work.  For 10 years they
have worked with the Saline County
Toy Commission for under-privileged
kids.  They have worked for 6 years
with the Salvation Army, 2 days a
week, every week, at the pantry and
working the Christmas Kettles.
During the time that they work the
Kettles they are there from 7am til
9pm, 6 days a week, from
Thanksgiving til Christmas Eve.  For
5 years they have worked the Angel
Tree, which runs from Sept to Dec 20.

Marcia loves to work with her hands.
She has crocheted for 35 years, done

cross-stitch and sewing.  Jerry always
gets the first of everything she
makes—and never uses them.  He has
baskets of toys, afghans, clothes, hats,
scarves, and quilts.  She has made a lot
of hats, scarves and quilts for the
Children’s Hospital and New
Beginnings.  She started quilting in
2014 because she saw a free class at
the library.  She then joined the Saline
County Quilt Guild in 2015.  She has
made all her nephews and brothers-in-
law the bionic gear bag and for all her
nieces and sisters, she has made a
scrapbag/pincushion.  She is in the
process of making quilt for all her
nieces and nephews.

Marcia’s other hobbies are gardening,
car races and making a “trike”.  Jerry
is helping her with the trike.  The front

half is a motorcycle and the back half
is a Volkswagen.

She has only traveled out of state a
handful of times: to Florida, Virginia,
North Carolina, and Texas.  She has
never flown because her hubby says
you shouldn’t travel in anything that,
if it has a problem, you can’t get out
and walk. (He does have a point).

If you haven’t met Marcia, you can
come hang out with us at the Bed-
Warmer Quilt & Sew.  Marcia has
been helping us like crazy with classes,
kids camp, stuff in the shop and even
has traveled with me several times to
teach “away” classes.  She is amazing
help and a pleasure to be around.
Come spend time with her and you’ll
find what a wonderful friend she is.



Story Corner
The Traveling Quilt

Part 1 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Zina McIntyre inspected her work and
determined that it was some of her best.
It had been a bit of a struggle making
sure this particular quilt stayed out of
sight of her precocious seven-year-old
daughter who forever seemed to be in
Zina’s business, but she had managed
it with only a couple of close calls.
Olivia’s eighth birthday was still four
months away, but Zina had wanted to
put something special together for her,
and a quilt fashioned with each block
containing an Ohio Star and using
variations of Olivia’s favorite colors of
pink and purple had come together in
a way that had surprised and pleased
Zina.  The final step had been to add
the embroidered label on the back.  It
said:

For my daughter Olivia on her eighth birthday.
I love you sweetheart.

Your Mama,
Zina Elise McIntyre

Zina’s quiet musings came to a jarring
halt as the brassy bell on the phone
jangled loudly.  These new phones that
sat atop the kitchen cabinet were much
harsher sounding than the older wall-
mounted phones Zina had grown up
with.  Those older phones rang with a
delightful tinkling sound that resonated

more like music than an alarm, but
these new contraptions….

Zina picked up the handset from the
phone’s cradle while stretching out the
coiled phone cord.  “Hello?”

The voice on the other end of the line
sounded distraught.  “Zina?  It’s Lydia.
Have you heard about Grace’s daughter
yet?”

Zina began to feel alarmed just by the
tone of Lydia’s voice.  “I haven’t heard
anything.  What’s happened?”

“Rebecca had gone with Grace to the
grocery store,” Lydia began.  “After
they finished their shopping and were
coming out, Rebecca had run ahead
toward their parked car and a big
pickup backed up suddenly.  She was
caught under the wheels before the
driver realized what was happening.
Zina, I’m so sorry to tell you that
Rebecca was killed.”  Lydia paused for
a few moments while the news had a
chance to sink into Zina’s mind.  “What
are you going to tell Olivia?” she
finally asked.

Zina didn’t know what she was going
to tell her daughter.  Olivia and

Rebecca had been best friends since the
time they learned to walk and were
only a month apart in age.  She knew
Olivia would be nearly inconsolable,
but as a mother, she also knew that the
level of grief that Grace must be feeling
eclipsed virtually every other level of
pain imaginable.  The mere
contemplation of losing her own
daughter Olivia was almost more than
Zina could bear.  “I don’t know how
I’m going to tell her,” Zina finally said
in response to Lydia’s question.  “I
guess I’m more worried about Grace
right now.  Do you know if she’s back
home?  I feel like I need to do
something for her…to comfort her
somehow.”

The two friends continued to talk and
commiserate for another ten minutes,
with Lydia providing Zina all of the
details she had so far.  Upon hanging
up the phone, Zina lingered with her
thoughts while sitting quietly for a few
minutes, pondering how best to help
her cherished friend who had lost so
much.  Almost without thinking, Zina’s
eyes fell on the quilt she had just
finished.  The pinks and purples
reminded her that not only did her
daughter Olivia love those colors, but
so had Rebecca.  A certain clarity



descended on her and with a furrowed
brow and determined attitude, Zina
sorted through her stash and chose a
patterned fabric, then used her scissors
to cut a square just larger than the label
on the back.  Rather than remove the
label dedicated to her daughter and risk
having the fabric, stitching, and
quilting unravel, Zina carefully hand-
sewed the replacement fabric over the
top of the label and then added some
hand quilting to match the existing
quilting.  Looking over her work for
the second time that day, she concluded
that it would not be possible for anyone
to ever discern that the replacement
fabric was not original.  The integrity
of the primary stitching would remain
intact and the beautiful new quilt could
find a new and perhaps more exalted
destiny.  Fortunately, Zina still had
time to make a replacement before
Olivia’s birthday rolled around.

It wasn’t until the next day that Zina
was able to visit Grace at home.  The
two women embraced and shed many
tears, while their husbands moved into
the back yard to talk and grieve the way
men do.  Of course, Grace didn’t want
to talk about the details of the accident.
She wanted to reminisce about the
joyful days and happy experiences in
which Rebecca had found such delight.
Eventually, Zina picked up the bag she
had brought, opened it, and removed
the new quilt.  “I know that Rebecca
loved these purple and pink colors the
same way Olivia does,” Zina said,
while handing the treasured article to
her friend.

Fresh tears began to fall from Grace’s
eyes as she took in the sight of the quilt

that Rebecca would have loved.  “I’ll
treasure it,” she whispered.  Later that
day, Grace took the quilt and placed it
on the empty bed where Rebecca had
slept, but it didn’t remain there for
long.  Grace’s other daughter, Ivy, who
was now just five years of age, took the
quilt and began using it as her own
bedspread.  At first, Grace was going
to reprimand Ivy for her selfishness,
but when she saw her younger daughter
wrapping herself in the quilt and
talking to Rebecca as though she were
present, Grace realized that Ivy was
working through the healing process as
well.  The quilt that had Rebecca’s
favorite colors clearly provided Ivy a
lot of comfort in those many lonely
days and nights following the death of
her sister.

As Ivy grew older, the pink and purple
quilt remained a quiet part of her life.
She wrapped herself in it on cold
winter nights as she studied her high
school homework. Her younger
siblings, who had come along after the
death of Rebecca, sometimes borrowed
it to make a blanket fort using the
kitchen table and chairs.  By the time
Ivy was ready to head off to college,
she packed the quilt more out of habit
than sentimentality.

The college experience for Ivy was a
new phase in her growth and maturity.
Among the most treasured experiences
was the friendship she developed with
her dorm roommate, Rita.  Almost
from the moment they met, the two
young women were almost inseparable.
In fact, most of the women in the dorms
switched out roommates every year, if
not every semester.  But Ivy and Rita

managed to stay together for their
entire four-year run at college.  Often,
Rita took notice of the pink and purple
quilt that continued to adorn Ivy’s bed
and commented at how beautiful it was
and the exquisite workmanship that
clearly went into making it.  Over those
college years, Ivy considered Rita her
sister in every respect.  When it was
clear that life would take the friends in
separate directions, Ivy obsessed over
what she could do to express her great
love for Rita, and the idea of passing
along one of her most treasured
possessions began to take shape in her
mind.

On the day of college graduation, two
very important events occurred in
Rita’s life.  First, after she and Ivy
walked in the graduation ceremony to
receive their diplomas, Ivy presented
Rita with a gift box.  Upon opening it,
Rita was surprised and delighted to
discover the quilt that had adorned
Ivy’s bed over those years.  The two
friends embraced and shed tears as they
realized this formative period in their
lives was past and that in all likelihood,
they would begin to lose touch with
one another, despite promises to the
contrary.  The second important event
of the day came a little later when both
Ivy’s and Rita’s families gathered at a
restaurant as part of the graduation
celebration.  Among the guests was a
young man by the name of Gavin.
Everyone at the dinner knew who
Gavin was, because he and Rita had
been sweethearts since middle school.
Rather than attend college with Rita,
he had been accepted at the United
States Military Academy at West Point,
where he had just graduated and



Copyright © 2017 The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew

Read Part 2 in Next Month’s Newsletter

received his officer’s commission.
Toward the end of the meal, many held
their breath as Gavin approached Rita,
dropped to one knee, and asked her to
be his bride.  Of course, there was
never any question concerning Rita’s
response.  The two had been in constant
contact by phone and by mail even
though they had been 1300 miles apart
over the last four years, and their
eventual marriage was a general
assumption among the members of
both families.

Gavin’s military career took his family
from station to station across nations
and continents.  He and Rita and their
growing family spent time in Georgia,
Germany, Korea, Italy, and North
Carolina.  Over the years, as one duty
station led to another and as the family
had to make room for more necessities
such as toys, computers, furniture, and
clothing, some items had to be
discarded along the way.  Through it

all, the pink and purple quilt remained
with the family.  When a child was sick
or cold, the old quilt was often used to
bring comfort.  Often, it was simply the
most convenient covering for a
member of the family who wanted to
curl up on the couch, snack on potato
chips, and catch an episode of their
favorite sitcom.

After twenty years in the military,
Gavin and Rita decided it was time to
retire from a life of constant moving.
It was time to settle down, work in the
private sector for a few years, finish
raising what was left of their family,
and slow down the pace of life.  With
only one child left at home when this
decision was reached, Rita and Gavin
determined to purchase a condo where
they would have no yard work and
restricted square footage in the living
space that didn’t require perpetual
attention to upkeep and cleaning.
However, with this decision came the

realization that virtually all non-
essentials would have to be eliminated
if they didn’t want to feel like they
were pack-rats or hoarders living amid
mounds of clutter.  With some
reluctance, Rita folded the old quilt and
placed it in a box with some other items
destined for Goodwill.  This was one
of the hardest things she had done in
her marriage.  In addition to the quilt,
Rita was forced to give away toys that
the kids had treasured in their youth,
dishes and kitchen items that had been
gathered in faraway lands from exotic
peoples, and many decorations and
wall hangings that had been with them
since the beginning of their marriage.
With the new reality of their living
situation, certain truths had to be faced.
One of those truths was that room for
sentimentality was limited, even if that
meant parting with items that carried
cherished memories.


