
Shellie’s Stash

We have dreamed of opening a shop 
for a long, time and I am so excited 
to be the newbie on the block. So, I 
thought I’d kick off our first newsletter 
by  telling y’all a little bit about myself. 
I come from a long line of women 
who  loved to sew.  Most were garment 
sewers and I was bitten by the sewing  
bug early.  My mom and grandma 
gave me scraps of fabric and I’d use 
them to “make” Barbie clothes.  More 
like I’d wrap the fabric around the doll 
and pretend I had made it clothes.  So, 
grandma took pity on me and started 
to teach me how to sew. Grandma was 
a phenomenal seamstress, and I soon 
learned I didn’t have the patience to 
sew like her.  Whenever she sewed, she 
would first make it from fabric scraps 
before cutting the “good fabric”.  Then 
she would baste every seam before 
sewing every seam.  She said it “kept 
ya from having to pull out the stitchin’”, 
(all I saw was that it meant sewing the 
whole thing three times).  For me, I 
would take my chances and just go for 
the seam.  

Therefore Jack became my new best 
friend (you know Jack, Jack-the-
ripper).  I’m sure I ripped out and 
re-sewed more seams than I would 
have, if I had done it Grandma’s 
way.  I made myself some clothes, 
but at age 15, I realized quilting was 
sewing!  I embarked on my first quilt.  
I was a bit on my own since no one 
close to me was a “quilter”.  When I 
had reached the final stages of my 
quilt, I needed to bind it.  And being 
a bit stubborn and independent I just 
couldn’t ask for help. I also couldn’t 
remember the magic folding, 
sewing and cutting it took to make 
continuous bias binding.  So… I 
slapped a great big ol’ ruffle on my 
quilt and called it good!   

I keep that quilt to remind me that we 
learn so much from others and the 
best part of sewing and quilting is to 
share our talents and tricks. (Thank-
you Cara, for teaching me straight 
cut binding). I am excited that we 
have a big “clubhouse” at the shop 
so we can sew and quilt together. I’ll 
get to see all y’all’s wonderful talent 
and we’ll share tips and tricks.  We 
feel so welcomed and blessed to be 
able to be part of this community of 
incredibly talented quilters.  

By the way, I still can’t remember how 
to make continuous bias binding!

- Shellie Blake, Owner
The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
Tuesdays are our “Sit and 
Stitch” open sew days. 
Come use our clubhouse and 
work on any project you have, 
while socializing with others!

Thursday, January 21
Scrappy Heart Quilt 
All-Day Class

Saturday, January 23
Scrappy Heart Quilt
All-Day Class

January 22-23
Machine Repair Weekend
Drop off your machines for 
cleaning and/or repair by 
Thursday, January 21. Pick up 
on Monday, January 25

Wednesday, February 3
Take 5 Quilt Class
All-Day Class

Friday, February 5, 10:30am
Ribbon Cutting Ceremony
Come join us and put your 
name in a drawing for a prize 
basket!

Saturday, February 6
Take 5 Quilt Class
All-Day Class

Come by or call our shop to 
reserve your spot.
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Social Circle We are blessed to have several really great quilt guilds in Arkansas. So we thought 
it would be fun to share some of the fun things the guilds do. This months 
focus is on the Saline County Quilters Guild.   Every month SCQG has a “first 
Wednesday” where the members can meet and work on projects, get inspiration 
from each other and socialize. 

It was our privilege to host it for the month of January.  We had sooooo much fun.  
About 30 women attended and filled the “clubhouse” with wonderful projects, 
food and friendship.  We definitely will be doing this again!

Spotlight
Holly Vanhaverbeke

Holly started teaching herself to quilt 
in 1983, the “old-fashioned” way, with 
templates cut with scissors and seams 
stitched by hand.  When she moved 
overseas she met wonderful quilt-
ers and upon her return in 1989 she 
entered the world of “quilting tools” 
and machine piecing.  That changed 
everything!  YAY!!

Holly has memberships to many of the 
area guilds and keeps in touch with 
guilds from Louisiana as well.Her oth-
er interests include cooking, wool ap-

plique and rug hooking.  Holly was 
able to design her own dream quilt-
ing studio with tons of room for 
friends to come play.

Holly was our grand opening prize-
winner.  She won the Pfaff Passport 
2.0.   Because this machine is the 
“baby” and super portable, she was 
able to take it with her to Las Vegas 
during the holidays and sew up won-
derful creations.  She made this “hip-
pie jacket” for her 11 yr old grand-
daughter, Zoe.

Sniplets
Tips and Tricks

Here’s your sniplet to use 
when you are piecing with 
black or dark blue fabrics:

When using BLACK fabric, 
use DARK BLUE thread 
and vice-versa, with DARK 
BLUE fabric use BLACK 
thread, at least in the bob-
bin.   That way if you have to 
“unsew”, you will easily see 
the stitches on the bobbin 
side and won’t snag or pick 
the fabric threads.  When 
you look at the seams from 
the front, the thread blends 
right in.

Give it a try and see what 
you think.

Customer Focus

Area Guild Focus
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Story Corner
The Red Hill Community Quilt Guild

Part 1 of 3
Kara Simmons was still not sure how 
the fight had started.  She had merely 
made an observation in passing 
that Mila might want to complete 
her homework before getting on 
Facebook, and her daughter had 
reacted with such vehemence that 
it had shocked Kara.  It probably 
shouldn’t have, though, because the 
relationship with her sixteen-year-
old daughter had grown increasingly 
strained over the last few months 
to the point that even the least 
communication seemed to invite 
antipathy on the part of one or both 
of them. 

Kara didn’t remember her sons 
posing such a problem for her 
when they were in their difficult 
teen years.  Her oldest, Caleb, was 
now twenty-eight and was married 
with two daughters of his own.  He 
had always had a very level head, 
and even as a teenager seemed to 
have little difficulty talking with his 
parents and sharing his feelings, 
troubles, and challenges in his life.  
Her second son, Ryan, was now 
twenty-five and had found himself 
a delightful girl to marry while he 
had been attending the University of 
Arkansas.  They still had no children, 
and didn’t seem to be in any hurry 
to start a family.  That attitude was 
reflective of Ryan’s personality.  
When faced with any weighty 

decision, he always gave a lot of thought 
and deliberation to the process before 
making a move.  It had surprised both 
Kara and her husband David when 
Ryan had proposed marriage after only 
ten months of dating Rachel.  That was 
one of the few occurrences in Ryan’s 
whole life that struck them as mildly 
out of character.  Finally, there was her 
youngest son, Parker, who was twenty 
three years old.  He was almost the 
exact opposite of Ryan.  Where Ryan 
was deliberate and methodical, Parker 
was impetuous and fun-loving.  His 
sense of humor allowed him to escape 
some of the consequences of at least a 
few of his misadventures.  One time she 
and David had been called to the high 
school because Parker and an associate 
had played a practical joke on several 
of the teachers involving balloons and 
some water-based paints.  It had been 
a messy but relatively harmless prank, 
except that two of the more senior 
teachers had insisted on disciplinary 
action by the school administration.  
By the time the meeting between 
Parker, his parents, and the principal 
was completed, Parker had diffused the 
situation by explaining his actions with 
such animated glee that it had them all 
laughing to the point of hilarity and 
nobody could stay mad at him.  Now 
that Parker was attending the University 
of Memphis, it saddened her a little that 
his bright and engaging personality 
wasn’t present in their home every day. 

Then there was Mila.  She was 
everything her brothers weren’t.  She 
was moody and emotional most of 
the time.  Her temper or her tears 
were only a word or two away, and 
Kara never knew what would set 
her off.  It finally became easier not 
to say anything at all, but as a result 
Kara couldn’t tell what was going on 
in Mila’s life.  Even the fights gave 
her some insights as to how Mila 
was feeling and what was going on.  
Maybe the greater distance in age 
between Mila and her brothers was 
part of the problem.  The boys were 
all so close in age that they not only 
had brothers, they had friends.  But 
Mila was seven years younger than 
Parker, and that closeness her sons 
had shared never really developed for 
her.  Of course, now Kara was forty-
nine years old and the proverbial 
generation gap really seemed to 
manifest itself between them.  Or 
maybe the problem stemmed from 
the fact that mothers and daughters 
often found areas of dispute; a 
stereotype that had been around 
since the beginning of time.  What 
was it about mothers and daughters 
anyway?

This latest quarrel had started and 
escalated so quickly that Kara felt 
herself losing control.  A few more 
minutes and she might have said 
some things to Mila that she could 
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never take back and might have 
damaged their relationship forever.  
Fortunately, her husband David 
had come home from work in time 
to read the situation and intervene 
before any lasting damage was done.  
Mila had fled into his arms, a string 
of babbling incoherence issuing 
from her lips as she tried to find 
compassion and solace.  David had 
not taken sides in the dispute and had 
not even asked what had precipitated 
the event.  Instead, he had motioned 
to Kara that he would take care of 
things and speak with her once Mila 
had been calmed.  After fifteen or 
twenty minutes, he finally emerged 
from Mila’s bedroom, indicated 
that she had settled down, and then 
walked outside of the house with 
Kara to talk beyond Mila’s earshot. 

April in Arkansas was already into 
the warm season, and the early 
afternoon sun drove David and 
Kara into the shade of the Sycamore 
located near their front drive to talk.  
David spent more time listening 
than talking, but when he finally did 
offer a recommendation to Kara for 
resolving the situation, his solution 
took her by surprise. 

“I think you need a little time away,” 
he had said.  “Hop in the car and 
take a few hours for yourself.  Go 
somewhere to take your mind off 
of Mila.  Go see a movie or drive up 
to Little Rock.  Stay overnight in a 
hotel if you want.  You need to de-
stress and just remove yourself from 
this environment for a while.”   Kara 
had begun to protest, but David had 
just gathered her into his arms and 
whispered, “You need this.”  That was 
all it took.  He was right.  She needed 

time to think and to calm her own 
feelings of anger and agitation that her 
daughter had evoked. 

Kara grabbed her purse and keys and 
got into the car, not even thinking that 
she might want a change of clothes if she 
elected to stay overnight somewhere.  
After starting the engine, she merely 
sat in the driver’s seat wondering which 
direction to travel.  From Sheridan, 
Arkansas she could choose almost any 
direction and find her way to a nice 
destination.  She could head south and 
drive into Louisiana, or she could go 
on a westerly route that would connect 
her to Arkadelphia and then down 
into Texarkana.  For some reason, 
she rejected those options and found 
herself traveling along state route 35.  It 
was a pretty drive, with a lot of forest 
along the way and not much in the way 
of towns or humanity.  Within a few 
short miles, she was already feeling 
more relaxed.  She reminded herself to 
call David once she determined where 
she wanted to go. 

As she came into the town of Benton, 
she realized she’d again have to make 
a decision as to her next destination.  
David had suggested a movie, and 
almost on its own her car made its way 
toward the Tinseltown theaters just 
across the interstate.  A good movie 
was always a nice way to remove oneself 
from reality for a couple of hours.  As 
she entered the parking lot, a sign 
across the way caught her attention, 
and she found herself pulling up to a 
shop she didn’t even know was there, 
but held for her the prospect of some 
enjoyable shopping. 

Entering the front door, a friendly lady 
of about her own age approached with 

a smile and an outstretched hand.  
“Welcome to The Bedwarmer!  I’m 
Shellie.” 

Kara took her hand.  “Kara Simmons.”  
Looking around the store, Kara noted 
the quilts hanging on the wall and the 
pleasant smell of a clean shop loaded 
with bolts of fabric.  She turned her 
attention back to the shop owner.  “I 
just wanted to stop in and see what 
you had.  I’m just a novice quilter, but 
I love coming into fabric stores and 
seeing what’s available.” 

Shellie showed Kara around the shop 
while they discussed projects Kara 
hoped to work on.  As they passed by 
a pegboard with a variety of sewing 
notions, something caught Kara’s eye 
and she stopped.  “Wow, those are 
really beautiful,” she said, pointing 
at a pair of shiny steel scissors with 
gold-plated grips. 

Shellie smiled.  “You have a good eye.  
Those are Ginghers.  Probably the 
best sewing scissors made.  They’re 
perfect for the dedicated quilter.  The 
knife edge on these cuts absolutely 
flawlessly all the way to the point, 
and they’ll spoil you right away if 
you’ve never used a pair before.” 

Kara flipped the package over.  
“Whoa.  Kind of expensive, though, 
huh?” 

Shellie chuckled at Kara’s comment.  
“Yes ma’am, there’s no doubt about 
it.  They do cost a bit.”  Shellie picked 
up a second pair from the pegboard 
and examined them for a moment 
herself.  “But I guess like all quality 
tools, once you get used to them, 
they are hard to live without.  The 
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pair I use myself I’ve had for at least 
a dozen years.”  She motioned over to 
the cutting table.  “That’s the pair I 
use here at the shop.  Like I said, once 
you get used to 
them….” 

Kara had walked in with the 
intention of only looking around.  
For some strange reason, she felt 
a sudden need to buy something, 
and that something was this set of 
Ginghers with the golden grips.  
“I’ll take these,” she said with a nod.  
Placing her purchase in her purse, 
she thanked her host and walked 
out of the shop, enveloped in a far 
lighter mood than the one she’d been 
burdened with earlier in the day. 

Once she was back in the seat of 
her car, Kara no longer had any 
inclination to see what was playing 
at the movie theater.  Instead, she 
just wanted to keep on driving.  She 
wanted to see the countryside slip past 
and feel the road bend away behind 
her.  She wanted happenstance and 
fate to take her somewhere her mind 
and emotions could find respite from 
the cares and anxieties of life with 
her daughter. 

Almost aimlessly, she drove various 
roads at random as she crossed the 
Arkansas River headed north.  She 
drove past Mayflower where a tornado 
had torn up the town a couple of years 
back.  She smiled as she drove past Toad 
Suck Road while entering the town of 
Conway.  That name showed up on a lot 
of internet lists of funny place names 
alongside Intercourse, Pennsylvania 
and Truth or Consequences, New 
Mexico.  She exited the freeway and 
connected to state road 65 north, 
unsure where it led or even if there 
was a town or hotel somewhere along 
the stretch.  By that time, the sun was 
starting to get low in the sky and Kara 
knew she’d be driving in the dark before 
too long. 

Driving through the town of Clinton, 
she saw several places to eat and 
noted that there was a pretty nice Best 
Western hotel in town.  Still, Kara felt 
something impelling her forward; to 
see what was around the next bend in 
the road or to see what other little town 
might rise from the earth in front of 
her.  It felt liberating to keep moving.  
She realized she was finding delight in 
her little mini-adventure. 

Highway 65 became a little more 
winding on the north side of Clinton, 
and Kara slowed her car as she drove.  
There was very little traffic and she 
pulled over to let other cars pass 
when they seemed to be in more of a 
hurry that she was.  It was dusk as she 
approached the town of Marshall, 
Arkansas.  Not wanting to go directly 
through town, Kara turned off on 
a smaller country road and then 
turned off onto an old highway 
whose pavement had grown rough 
with disuse.  Just as she determined 
that she was almost lost and should 
head back the way she had come, she 
saw directly ahead of her a common 
sight around the South.  It was a small 
church with one of those marquee 
signs out front.  Most of the time 
church marquees said something 
catchy, like “Prevent Truth Decay, 
Brush Up On Your Bible,” or “Our 
Church is Prayer Conditioned.”  

This one didn’t have any of those 
sayings on it.  What this one said was 
even better: “Quilt Guild Meeting 
Tonight.”

Look for Part 2 in next month’s newsletter!


