
Shellie’s Stash

WINTER, WINTER, WINTER
     
I am not a fan of cold weather.  I have 
a temperature variation tolerance of 
about 4 degrees.  At our house we 
play the thermostat war game A LOT!  
So, I love having quilts to wrap up in 
while watching movies or reading, and 
especially while sleeping. 

I was thinking about this the other day 
(when Arkansas had a snow day), and 
realized that it really isn’t about the cold 
that makes me want to wrap up in a 
quilt, it’s about the comfort that comes 
from a quilt. Whenever I wrap a quilt 
around me or pile one more on the bed, 
it feels like a great big warm hug!
      
When I was a kid, one of my favorite 
things was having my dad come tuck 
me in at night.  He would kind of lift 
up the edges of the mattress and tuck 
in the sheets and blankets so tight that I 
couldn’t move.  And I loved it!  Or when 
we would go camping and I would sit 
by the fire wrapped up so tightly in a 

blanket, that someone else had to 
roast the marshmallows for me ‘cuz 
I couldn’t move.
      
“Swaddling” wasn’t practiced when 
I was a baby, which was probably a 
good thing for my parents or they 
would have been swaddling me til 
they gave me away in marriage.  Do 
ya think they make swaddles that 
big? 

Oh yeah—it’s called a quilt.

Whether it’s a quilt that has 
been handed down through the 
generations or a brand new one that I 
just made, I feel wrapped in warmth 
and love in a quilt.  It brings feelings 
of comfort, security, belonging and 
love to me.  Maybe that is why I love 
making quilts for others: to share 
those same feelings with them.  And 
to let them know every time they 
wrap up in it, it’s a giant hug from 
me.
        
Winter is a great time for me to wrap 
up and pile on the quilts, (and turn 
up the heat).   

I guess maybe I am a cold weather 
fan after all.

- Shellie Blake, Owner
The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
We have received tons of new 
fabric to the shop!

We now have Embrace Double 
Gauze 48” wide.  Great for baby 
swaddles and spring dresses. 
Several different prints and 
solids.

More thirties prints, including 
the new Fat Eighths Fabrics by 
Lori Holt.  A one yard cut has 
eight different fat eighth prints 
on it that coordinate with the 
other thirties prints.  They are 
great for appliqué and piece 
work.

Thursday, February 18
Disappearing 9 Patch
3-Hour Class

Monday, March 7
Easy and Elegant Peacock 
Lone Star
All-Day Class

Saturday March 12
Easy and Elegant Peacock
Lone Star
All-Day Class

Come by and see all the new 
fabrics and samples of class 
quilts. Sign up for classes by 
visiting the shop, or calling 
(501) 860-6176.

February 2016
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Social Circle This Thursday, February 11th, the Hot Springs Village Quilt Guild is hosting 
“The Ghost of Mrs. Gavan”.  She will be visiting the guild and telling her 
remarkable story of how she became such an incredible business women for her 
time. She will also be kicking off the guild challenge entitled “May Flowers”.  

Guests are welcome at the HSV Guild any time. When you get to the Village 
entrance gate, just tell them you are visiting the guild and they will let ya on 
through. This is a great guild and they always have something going on. Check 
them out. Also you can read more about Mrs. Gavan at Gavangardens.com

Spotlight
Wendy Wilt

Faye Lee
Paula Abney
Linda Elliott
Shelli Poole

What a wonderful day we had Friday 
February 5th. It was our ribbon- 
cutting ceremony and prize drawing.  

We had so much fun celebrating with 
lots of friend, both from the Benton 
community and Quilting community.  
We got to meet lots of people, cut 
our ribbon and give away prizes. Our 
winning ladies are pictured in the top 
photo to the right. Wendy Wilt won a 
super soft purple bag made of Cuddle 
fabric and a bag of Jumbo Wonder 
Clips. Faye Lee won 3 wonderful 
Quilting Books with loads of great 
patterns to add to her quilting library.  
Paula Abney won the big prize basket 
that included a Take 5 kit with fabric 
for the top, borders and binding, a Take 
5 pattern, a Seam-Fix, Lavender Best 
Press, and a Measuring Tape. Linda 

Elliott won a beautiful bundle of 
Amy Butler Fat Quarters. And Shelli 
Poole won an awesome Magnetic Pin 
Cushion, Silk Glass Head Pins, and a 
Seam-Fix.  

Thank you to everyone that came out 
to support us!

Sniplets
Tips and Tricks

Whenever you have 108” wide or 
wider fat backs, always have them 
tear the fabric, not cut it.

The way in which the threads of 
cotton fabric are put together is 
called “warp” and “weft”.

This causes the straight of grain 
for both horizontal and vertical 
directions.  When fabric is torn, it 
tears straight with the grain of the 
fabric.   Since 108” fabric is so wide 
and double folded before being 
rolled on a bolt, it is never folded 
straight on itself.  Therefore if the 
fabric is cut it is not straight, so if 
you tried to line it up for the back 
of a quilt the fabric will torque and 
will never lay flat.   If the fabric 
is torn it will tear straight on the 
grain and you will have a nice 
even piece of fabric.  So make 
sure that the fabric has been torn 
to start with and measure along 
the selvage then tear again at the 
desired length.  You will be a happy 
quilter.

Customer Focus

Area Guild Focus
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Story Corner
The Red Hill Community Quilt Guild

Part 2 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Kara pulled up into the small dirt 
parking lot in front of the church.  
In the dimming light, it was hard 
to make out many details, but the 
roof appeared to be reddish in color 
and in block letters on the front of 
the building were the words, “Red 
Hill Community Church.” The 
only window facing her was on the 
door to the building, but there was 
light coming through so she knew 
somebody was inside. Exiting her 
car and hoisting her purse over her 
shoulder, Kara shivered slightly and 
wished she had brought a sweater 
along.  It had been very warm when 
she left Sheridan, but it had cooled 
significantly and the temperature 
outside had become downright chilly.  
Walking up the single step under 
the entrance portico, Kara looked 
though the small window in the door 
and saw warm light emanating from 
within.  Realizing she was probably 
intruding on a private gathering, she 
nevertheless knocked on the door, 
overcome with a desire to meet the 
people inside.  Such an intrusion 
was completely out of character for 
Kara Simmons, but on this evening 
she was open to new ideas and 
new experiences and no element of 
shyness, apprehension, or timidity 
was going to stand in the way!
 

The door was opened by a small plump 
woman wearing a very old-fashioned 
dress and a wide, welcoming smile.  
“Hello dear!  Welcome!  Come in!  
Come in out of the cool night air!”  
Kara smiled in response to the friendly, 
diminutive woman and walked into the 
little church.  Looking around, she saw 
several other women wearing equally 
outdated clothing sitting on wooden 
chairs vaguely formed into a circle off 
to one side of the room.  Right in the 
middle of the floor stood an old wood-
burning stove similar to a pot-bellied 
stove used in homes over a hundred 
years earlier, but this one was bigger 
and meant to heat the entire structure.  
Between the metal slats on the stove 
door she could see flames intensely 
burning inside, which accounted for 
the pleasant warmth permeating the 
room.  The stovepipe rose vertically 
out of the chamber but took a ninety 
degree angled bend directly before 
reaching the ceiling to pass out of the 
back of the room.  All of the women had 
turned to look at their visitor, and Kara 
noted that they all wore warm smiles of 
greeting and welcome.  She also noted 
that none of them looked to be under 
the age of seventy, making Kara at age 
forty-nine just a youngster in their eyes.  
The woman who had opened the door 
guided her gently over to the circle of 
chairs while another stood to make 
room for her, and then walked to grasp 
an empty chair to add to the circle.  

Each of the women in turn adjusted 
her seat so that Kara could sit with 
them in the now slightly larger circle.
 
Kara looked around at the group.  
“I’m sorry if I’m interrupting.  I just 
saw the sign that said the quilt guild 
is meeting and really wanted to come 
in.”
 
The woman who had let her in and 
escorted her into the group was 
sitting next to Kara.  She reached 
her wrinkled and age-spotted hand 
over and placed it on Kara’s forearm.  
“Now dear, we’re so glad you came 
in.  No need to apologize.  We get 
so few newcomers that it’s always a 
treat when someone new joins us.”  
The hand on Kara’s arm was warm 
and pleasant, which was something 
of a surprise since old peoples’ hands 
were usually kind of cold and boney.  
“My name is Ethel Ratchford,” the 
short and plump woman said.  “Over 
here we have Agatha Dampf, Nola 
Webb, Grace Sutterfield, and Eula 
Crider.”  Each woman in turn nodded 
and smiled as she was introduced.  
“And finally,” Ethel continued, “we 
have Daisy Treece.  Now, dear, Daisy 
is not her given name.  That’s Doris.  
But her friends have always called her 
Daisy, and since you’re our newest 
friend, you should call her Daisy too.  
We are the Red Hill Community 
Quilt Guild!”
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Kara marveled at the instant bond of 
friendship these ladies formed with 
her.  Their easy-going nature stood 
in stark contrast to the willful and 
combative relationship that she and 
her daughter maintained.  It seemed 
like a great burden was being lifted, if 
only for a short time.  Kara smiled for 
each introduction, and realized they 
didn’t know who she was.  “I’m very 
glad to meet each of you.  My name 
is Kara Simmons, and I just came up 
from Sheridan.”
 
Over to one side of the room stood 
a couple of long tables that were 
obviously being used as the cutting 
tables for the cloth scraps that were in 
the midst of being transformed into 
amazing works of quilt artistry.  Kara 
was not an accomplished quilter, but 
looking at the fabric, she guessed that 
none of the patterns she saw had been 
produced within the last fifty years.  
This looked like true heirloom stuff.  
Chairs that were apparently used in 
place of pews for Sunday services 
were stacked out of the way in one 
corner of the room.  She also noticed 
that not a single sewing machine 
was present.  These quilters did all 
of their work by hand, from piecing 
blocks together to the final quilting 
and binding.  A quick estimate in 
her mind told Kara that any quilt 
these women completed would have 
hundreds of hours of work sewn into 
each one.  She realized that’s why they 
all sat in a circle.  They could visit with 
one another while they performed 
the rather tedious and detailed hand 
stitching work.  Ethel noticed Kara’s 
intrigued observations. “Kara, dear, 
would you like to see some of our 
finished work?”  All of the women 
gleefully arose from their chairs and 

went to their own part of the room 
where each had her materials, works 
in progress, and finished projects 
stowed.  Over the next hour, Kara was 
shown marvelous quilts, both finished 
and unfinished.  Agatha was partial to 
log cabin designs, while Eula seemed 
to prefer flying geese.  Ethel held hers 
until last out of courtesy to her friends, 
but it was just as well.  As beautiful 
and magnificent as each quilt had 
been, Ethel’s work was almost beyond 
comprehension.  Her quilts were mostly 
fan designs, but the intricacy and color 
combinations held Kara speechless.  
She knew that her friends who were 
the most experienced and gifted of 
quilters would recognize these quilts as 
surpassing their best capabilities.  Kara 
knew she was surrounded by greatness, 
and wondered how it was possible that 
news of this guild and their sublime 
finished works had not become well-
known throughout the entire state.
 
Realizing suddenly that David had no 
idea where she was, Kara picked up 
her purse and retrieved her cell phone.  
She really should let him know of her 
whereabouts.  To her dismay, she saw 
that she had no cell signal.  Ethel and 
Daisy looked concerned that Kara was 
distressed, but Kara realized David had 
told her to stay the night somewhere if 
she felt so inclined, so he wouldn’t be 
worried until late the next day if she 
didn’t call.  Feeling more relaxed with 
that conclusion, she decided to stay 
until the guild broke up for the night, 
and then she’d head back to the Best 
Western hotel she’d seen earlier in the 
day.  Maybe she could call him then.
 
Everyone again took a seat in the circle 
and the conversation turned to learning 
about Kara and her family.  Steering 

away from the uncomfortable topic 
of Mila for the time being, Kara 
told of her husband David, how 
they had met, and their married life 
together.  Eventually she told about 
each of her sons, their families and 
activities, and the happiness she 
found as a result in their successes in 
their lives.  At first she had intended 
to only mention Mila and cap off 
the topic by saying something like, 
“She’s a typical teenager,” and then 
drop the subject altogether, but the 
women of the guild pressed her 
until she broke down and told them 
of her growing frustration, anger, 
disappointment, and utter grief with 
the ongoing deterioration of her 
relationship with her daughter.  Even 
as she was expressing herself, Kara 
was secretly mortified that she was 
sharing such personal tragedy with a 
group of women who shortly before 
had been complete strangers, but she 
felt herself unable to stem the tide of 
emotions that had begun pouring 
out of her soul.  By the time her story 
finally came to an end, Kara was not 
sure how long she had been talking 
and telling of the drama of herself 
and Mila, but realized it must have 
been an hour or two.  Maybe more.  
In the meantime, each of the women 
in the circle had stopped working 
on her project and each was focused 
entirely on Kara and the words she 
was sharing.  Suddenly embarrassed 
by the wholesale outpouring of such 
intimate feelings, Kara began to 
apologize for burdening her hosts 
with all of this sentiment when once 
again Ethel reached over and placed 
her hand on Kara’s arm to reassure 
her that all was well.  “Kara, dear,” 
Ethel began, “you can certainly see 
that I have lived many years.  Over 
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that time, I’ve learned a lot about life 
and loving, and I wonder if you’d be 
willing to hear some advice from an 
old lady.”
 
Not only was Kara willing, she hoped 
Ethel and the others could tell her 
what to do.  “Ethel, I would love 
for you to give me advice.  I have 
exhausted all of my ideas.  If I don’t 
find a way to talk to Mila, I’m going 
to lose her.”
 
Ethel nodded while a little smile 
crept across her face.  “Let me show 
you something.”  Rising from their 
chairs, Ethel and Kara walked over to 
the table where Ethel’s projects were 
resting.  From behind her pile of 
materials, Ethel produced a finished 
quilt that she hadn’t previously shown 
Kara.  It was a beautiful fan design, 
and Kara immediately recognized it 
as her favorite among all the projects 
she had seen that night.  Unfolding it 
and draping it across other fabric and 
quilts, she turned to Kara.  “What do 
you think of this?”
 
Kara was unequivocal.  “It’s the most 
beautiful quilt I have ever seen.  It’s a 
work of art, Ethel.”
 
Ethel smiled.  “Now look at the 
fabrics.  What do you notice about 
them?”
 
Kara studied them for a few seconds.  
“Well, they are clearly antique 
designs.  The fabric itself looks new, 
but I haven’t seen these patterns in 
any shop I’ve been into in the last 
several years.”  Kara picked up a 
corner of the quilt and examined it 
closer.  “Like all of your other work, 
this one is hand stitched, although 

your stitches are so precise, even, and 
straight it almost looks like a machine 
did it.  You’ve arranged it into what 
I would have to call a modified fan 
design, because it’s more intricate than 
any fan pattern I have ever seen before.  
The colors in the solids seem to match 
exactly the colors in the patterns.”  Kara 
looked up at Ethel.  “Am I seeing what 
you want me to see?”
 
Ethel lifted a section of the quilt.  “You 
noticed the solid and the patterned 
fabrics.  Let me ask you something.  
Would it have been better to use all 
solids or all patterns instead of a mix of 
each?”
 
Kara shook her head.  “Neither.  If you 
went to all solids or all patterns you 
would diminish this work of beauty.  
I think you have arranged them in 
perfect proportion.”
 
“You don’t think the patterned fabrics 
add too much confusion or commotion 
to the otherwise calm and peaceful 
solids?”
 
Kara was adamant.  “Not at all.  It’s the 
counterpoint of the two that makes it 
work so well.  It kind of reminds me of 
a beautiful song.  In music, you have 
the melody but it’s the harmony notes 
that add depth and beauty.  Same thing 
here, I’d have to say.”
 
Without Kara noticing, all of the 
other women had stood and were now 
gathered loosely around her and Ethel.  
Without saying a word, they seemed to 
want to add weight to the things that 
Ethel was sharing with Kara.
 
Ethel was now prepared to ask the 
question to which all of this discussion 

had led.  “Kara, dear, if you were to 
compare yourself and Mila to this 
material, who would you say is the 
solid fabric and who is the patterned 
fabric?”
 
Realization dawned on Kara and 
she grasped the concept that Ethel 
was proposing.  “You’re saying I’m 
the solid and Mila is the patterned, 
right?”
 
A look of true innocence fell onto 
Ethel’s face.  “Sweetheart, I’m not 
saying anything.  I was asking you.”
 
Kara pursed her lips slightly.  “Well 
then, it’s like I said.  I’m the solid and 
Mila is the patterned.  I’m established 
and consistent and steady.  Mila is 
brash and unexpected and vivacious.  
Now you’re going to tell me that it 
is only together that we can make a 
beautiful quilt of our relationship.  
Except I don’t know how.  We tear at 
each other.  We don’t blend well like 
the fabrics in this quilt.”
 
Ethel once again laid her hand on 
Kara’s arm.  “Oh dear, it’s not so hard 
as you make out.  Most of us here 
have had daughters and know a little 
of what you’re going through.  There 
are a dozen things I could tell you 
to help you along, but I think two 
ought to be enough.”  Ethel reached 
down and picked up the edge of 
her lovely quilt.  “First, get to know 
her.  Listen to what she has to say 
without interruption.  Young girls 
that age lack esteem.  They suffer 
many forms of apprehension and 
confusion.  She doesn’t want you to 
solve her problems, only listen to 
them.  Second, and most importantly, 
love her.  Make sure she knows you 
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love her no matter what.  Love her 
unconditionally all the time, even 
when she disappoints or annoys you.”
 
Kara looked around the group as Ethel 
finished speaking.  Each of the older 
women was smiling and nodding in 
agreement.  Kara didn’t want to spoil 
the mood by explaining she had 
already tried all of that, but instead 
just looked at them individually in 
turn.  “All right.  I’ll take your advice.  
I’ll listen to her, and I’ll love her 
unconditionally.  And as you said, 
I’ll make sure she knows it.”  Feeling 
that the guild meeting was coming 
to an end, Kara took a deep breath.  
“Thank you all for a most wonderful 
evening.  Thank you for showing me 
your work and for taking time to talk 
with me.”
 
“You will come back and tell us how 
it went, won’t you dear?” Ethel asked.
 
“Of course,” Kara responded.  “I hope 
to have good news next time we talk.”  
She paused for a moment before 

continuing.  “And please know you 
have been a balm to my soul tonight.  
Your company and conversation were 
just the things I needed.”  Kara picked 
up her purse and realized it was heavier 
than usual.  Suddenly, an idea took hold.  
Reaching into her purse, she pulled 
out the new Gingher scissors she’d 
purchased earlier in the day, removed 
them from the package, and handed 
them to Ethel.  “Would you take this set 
of scissors as a token of my appreciation 
for your time, encouragement, and 
advice tonight?  I’m told they are the 
finest set of scissors you can buy.”
 
Ethel reached out and took them gently.  
“A good gift is as gladly received as it is 
given.  Thank you Kara.”
 
After a heartfelt embrace from each of 
the ladies of the Red Hill Community 
Quilt Guild, Kara walked to her car 
through the chilly night and started the 
engine.  To her mild surprise, the clock 
in the car said that it was past 4:00 a.m.  
She had been with the guild ladies even 
longer than she had imagined.  

Kara managed to retrace her 
path back to the main road in 
the dark, although she wasn’t 
sure how she’d find her way 
to the little church again even 
in the daylight.  By 5:00 a.m. 
she had checked into the Best 
Western back in Clinton and set 
her phone alarm to wake her by 
11:00.  She wanted to give David 
a call to tell him where she was 
and what she had been doing so 
he didn’t worry.
 
On the drive back to Sheridan, 
Kara gave a lot more thought to 
the two things Ethel had asked 
her to do for Mila.  At first she 
had thought that she’d already 
done those things in abundance 
– listening and loving – but she 
realized she hadn’t done them 
in the way Ethel had suggested 
or meant.  Thinking back upon 
the quilt, she pondered the idea 
of the solids and the patterns.

Look for Part 3 in next month’s newsletter!
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