
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates

CLASSES:

Cleopatra’s Fan
Saturday 11 Nov, all
day or Tuesday  12
Dec,  all day

Quilt as you go Table
Runner Tuesday 14
Nov, all day
…Perfect just in time
for the holidays!

Bee Happy Sew Along
Thursday 16 Nov. 10-1

Block of the Month
Saturday 18 Nov. 10-1

Watch for
information on the
opening of our  new
space.  We are so
excited!!!

Shellie’s Stash

hen our kids were
small we had a good
sized garden and
because I love
sunflowers, I planted
the giant ones all

around the perimeter.  My kids had fun
discovering why they are called
sunflowers as they watched the flower
heads move to follow the sun.  They
thought it was fascinating that the flowers
faced west at night but when they got up
in the morning they were all facing east.
And because the flowers grew so fast,
they would check the flowers height
against their own every day until
eventually the sunflowers were taller than
all of us.  We lived in Utah and had a
rather short fall season.  It goes from
summer to first frost and usually first
snow well before Halloween.   So by the
first week of October we were harvesting
the sunflowers.  It was so fun to all sit
around the picnic table pulling the seeds
out of the sunflower heads.  The kids got
really good at it, (probably because their
fingers were small), and they’d have little

competitions to see who could get the most the
fastest.  Then we would roast the seeds and
watch movies or football while we ate them.
We got so many seeds there was enough to
share with our friends and neighbors and still
last us well into the spring.

Every fall I am flooded with thoughts of years
past.  Fall seems to take me back and cause me
to reminisce more than any other time.  It’s
probably because fall is my very favorite
season.  I feel lucky here in Arkansas to have
a long fall.  I love the changing colors,
especially the trees that go from green to
yellow, to orange to fire red before dropping
their leaves.  I even love seeing the leaves cover
the yards and I find myself looking for the
sunflowers that pop up thru those leaves.  I can
look out any back window in my house and see
all the beauty of fall in all directions.   When
it’s fall, every day is a new color combination,
and with all the colors--come all the memories.

I guess maybe that is why I love using all the
fall colors and jewel tones in my quilts, they
equate to all of my favorite things and that
makes me happy.  I look for inspiration in fall
to put into my quilts, like looking for the
sunflower that pops up thru the leaves.  It’s
finding what makes you happy and surrounding
yourself with it.     Family, friends, fabric,
fall….I love how the seasons bring back
memories.

– Shellie Blake
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Social Circle

Sniplets
There is actually method to the madness of
pinning.  I know you are on pins and needles
about this so here’s the scoop— When you
garment sew the pins are placed in the fabric
lengthwise along the sew line, because the
seam allowance is 5/8” and there is room for
the pin in that allowance.  For quilting,
however, the seam allowance is much smaller,
usually 1/4”, and there isn’t enough space for
the pin.  So with quilting it’s best to pin
horizontally thru the edge of the fabric
because, 1: the fabric is less distorted by the
pin, 2: it’s quick to pull the pin out sideways,
and 3: you can sew all the way up to the pin
before taking it out which allows you to have
closer and more perfect intersections and less
shifting of top and bottom fabrics.  Check out
the picture of  Riley Blake demonstrating the
proper quilt pinning technique.

Spotlight Customer Focus

We are “SEW” excited!  Y’all have
watched and encouraged us as we work
on our newest addition to the shop and
we can’t wait to open the new space.  It
has taken lots of time and lots of people
to get the space ready and we are so
grateful to all that have helped and
encouraged us thru this process.  Here are a few pictures of the transformation. We are starting on the finishing touches.

Windy Wilt
indy Wilt was born in
New Orleans.   She is
one of 5 kids.  She has
3 children - 2 girls and
1 boy.  She has 3
grandchildren-all girls

and one great grandson.  She
moved to Arkansas in 1990.
Windy worked in personnel for
North Little Rock from 1991 to
1998.  She retired in 2012.

Windy started quilting when she
joined the quilt guild in 2008.
She loves to attend all the extra
meetings and classes that they
provide like Quilt-Aholics,
Daytime Stitchers, First

Wednesday, Quilt-Mania and the
guilds that meet during the day.
She attends many of the evening
meetings when they finish before
dark.  She doesn’t drive after dark.

Windy has many dear friends and
loves to do road trips with them.
Most often she is found road
tripping with Shirley, Sue, Brenda
or Melba.   Melba lives across the
hall from her and the two take great
care of each other.  Even though
Melba doesn’t quilt, she often
accompanies Windy on her road
trips to quilt shops.  Windy
LOVES to quilt and FABRIC is
her hobby.  Her favorite fabrics are
loud & bright and batiks.  Her
favorite quilt shop is the Bed-
Warmer Quilt and Sew.



She has a little black sewing
machine that she named BEA and
her friend Jessica hand painted it
for her.   Windy attended Quilt-
Mania and took the Mystery Quilt
Class that Shellie taught.  She

used her (current) favorite line of
fabrics, Desert Bloom, and made
this beautiful quilt.  She had
Tiffanee quilt it for her and
decided that she loved it so much
she entered it into the Arkansas

State Fair in October of this year.
Windy is overjoyed and thrilled
that her quilt won 2nd place!!

Now she can add that to her
resùmè!



Story Corner
David’s Quilt

Part 2 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

James looked under the bleacher seat
and quickly scanned the few people
still milling around the stands to see if
someone had picked up the quilt by
mistake, but it was nowhere to be seen.
A sudden panic overcame him as he
realized that David’s one remaining tie
to his mother might be forever gone
and that it might have a terrible impact
on his son.  Hurrying down the
bleacher stairs, James ran outside of the
school hoping against hope to catch
some glimpse of the quilt before he had
to face David, but it seemed that
whoever had taken it must have done
it intentionally and did not want to be
discovered.  There was no sign of it
anywhere.

His heart was heavy as he plodded back
into the school where David had been
wandering around in search of his dad.
James gently explained what had
happened while David struggled to
accept the intentional cruelty that
someone had inflicted.  He felt bad for
his dad, for himself, and even for his
mother.  He did not feel bad for the
thief, and even fantasized about the
things he would say and do if ever it
was discovered who had taken the
prized possession.

The next day at school, one of David’s
closest friends, Kayla Farmer, sat next
to him in the lunch room and
immediately picked up on the fact that
something was wrong.  Kayla was the
type who would notice something like
that.  Although she and David had been
friends since grade school, they had
never really developed a romantic
feeling toward one another, at least not
yet.  Not that it hadn’t occurred to
either of them over the years.  Both
were very attractive people, they had
similar personalities, and neither had a
steady boyfriend or girlfriend.  It was
probably that the time had just never
seemed right.

Kayla reached behind David’s head
and rubbed his neck.  “Davey,
something seems off with you today.
What’s up?”

David loved it when Kayla called him
Davey.  She was the only one who did
and it felt very endearing.  “You know
how my dad always sets my mom’s
quilt by his side at the games…..?”

Kayla nodded.  “Oh sure.  Everybody
knows.”

David’s expression became one of
anger and frustration.  “Somebody ran
off with it last night while dad’s back
was turned.  It had to have been done
on purpose.  Maybe somebody from
Conway…I don’t know.  Maybe
somebody who just doesn’t like us…or
me.  Anyway, it’s gone.”

Despite his pretense of anger, Kayla
could see how deeply the loss had
wounded her friend.  She determined
to do what she could to try and recover
the precious object.  By the end of the
day, Kayla had spoken to all of her
friends who had in turn put the word
out to recover the quilt if they could
figure out who had taken it.  By the
next weekend, the whole school was
aware of the situation, but even with
all of those eyes and ears on the
lookout, no hint of the quilt’s
whereabouts could be found.

On the following Thursday, the Bryant
Hornet’s took on their big rival, the
Benton Panthers.  Excitement for the
big game had reached a fever pitch, yet
all of the local sportscasters expected
Bryant to come away with the win.
Throughout the game, it was clear that
David White was out of sorts.  The



opposing guard stole the ball from him
five times in the course of the game and
David shot a dismal eighteen percent
on the night.  Benton overwhelmed
Bryant by the score of 88 to 72.  It was
the first time the Hornets had tasted
defeat all year, and it stung all the more
because of who it was that had beaten
them and by how large a margin it had
been done.

The very unexpected nature of the
Bryant loss once again caught the
attention of the local news media.
Somewhere along the line, the drama
of the missing quilt came to a reporter’s
attention, and a whole new human
interest level was added to the story.
By some stroke of fate, the news article
was picked up by the Associated Press
and the story made its way across the
entire country.  Without his intending
it, David had become something of a
celebrity in the community, which led
many who knew him to hope that the

missing quilt might find its way back
into his possession.  Unfortunately,
they were disappointed in their hope.
Two weeks and three basketball games
later, all of which Bryant won by the
slimmest of margins in the last few
seconds of each game, the team
members clung to the hope that they
might still win the state championship.
David was still playing far below his
previous superb level and his coach
began to consider replacing him with
one of his younger teammates who
could be groomed for future years’ play.

It was a Tuesday afternoon that James
came home from work and found a box
sitting on his front step.  Apparently,
UPS had made the delivery and didn’t
need a signature.  It was addressed to
David, so James picked it up and took
it into the house, curious to see what
might be inside.  David arrived home
half an hour later, having just
completed that day’s basketball

practice.  James watched as his son cut
open the top of the box and then folded
back the cardboard flaps.  Tucked
inside was a quilt, but not the quilt that
had been taken.  This one looked new.
On top of the beautiful creation was an
envelope with David’s name written on
the outside.  David opened it up and
read the note that was inside while
James waited for his son to identify the
sender and explain what was written
on the paper.  After at least a minute,
that to James seemed to stretch on and
on, David’s eyes grew wide and his
hand fell to his side, still grasping the
letter.  He looked at his father with
astonishment.  David willed his voice
to work, but it failed him for a few
seconds.  When he finally found his
words, they were few but impactful.
“Dad,” he finally gasped, “it’s from
mom.”

Read Part 3 in Next Month’s Newsletter
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