
Shellie’s Stash

I love an adventure! When my “chillens” 
were young, I loved to take them places 
and not tell them where we were going. 
There was always a bit of excitement about 
loading up the car with all the things we 
might need for a whole day away from 
home.  We never really knew how long 
we might be gone, we would just set out 
on our adventure.  Sometimes they would 
try to guess where we might be headed by 
rummaging through what we brought with 
us.  

As I would drive, there were times I would 
let them tell me which way to turn, and 
after awhile I’d choose the turn (to get us 
back on track) as we headed to our mystery 
destination. I don’t remember all the places 
that we went, but I remember how much 
fun it was getting there. We spent the time 
listening to a book on tape, or to someone in 
the car reading a book out loud. We would 
sing at the top of our lungs to our favorite 
songs and make up our own words when 
we couldn’t figure out the real ones. And 
we would laugh so hard (especially when 
we couldn’t find a rest stop). Sometimes we 
got to our destination quickly, and other 
times it would take hours, but the best part 
of the adventure was the journey.  That 

is how I feel about making a quilt.  It 
isn’t how fast I get done; I just love the 
process and the journey that it takes me 
on every time I make a quilt.  

When quilting, sometimes I like to have 
a pattern and then choose fabric. Other 
times I enjoy letting the fabric tell me 
which way to go and what it wants to be.  
At times I have been filled with memories 
of my kids growing up as I made quilts 
for them from their old jeans or I’ve been 
at a quilt retreat working on the same 
quilt that seemed to only get worked on 
at retreats.  Other times my quilt starts 
out to be one thing and ends up totally 
different.  Yes, I’ve been known to have 
a quilt top finished only to go back and 
take off the border add more blocks and 
then choose a completely different fabric 
to put back on as the border.  

Every quilt has its own journey.  Lots of 
the quilts I make I give away and I think 
its quite like the adventures I’d take my 
kids on, not really remembering where 
we went as much as just loving the 
journey on our way there…which for 
me is the best part.

- Shellie Blake, Owner
The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
MORE FABRIC IS HERE! 
We also have some great new 
notions, including the Steamfast 
Travel Iron.

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

Saturday, March 19
Take 5 Class
All Day Class

Saturday, April 9
Bunny Trail
All Day Class

Wednesday, April 13
Scrappy Stars
All Day Class

Saturday, April 16
Scrappy Stars
All Day Class

If you know someone ages 8-14, 
we will be having our kids sewing 
camp June13-17.  A 5-day class, 
Monday to Friday, 9am-Noon. 
The kids will learn to use their 
machine, make a project every day, 
learn basic maintenance and at the 
end of the week—take everything 
home INCLUDING their new ma-
chine.  Watch for more details.

We have more classes in the 
works, keep checking the website 
calendar for updates

March 2016
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Social Circle Quilters have huge hearts with a passion for their art and a love for sharing with others.  
The Hot Springs Area Quilt Guild members are an excellent example of this passion and 
love.  They recently donated 82 baby blankets, 23 bibs and an assortment of towels and 
washcloths to the OB/GYN unit of the National Park Hospital.  Every year they work to 
make a donation like this to help the women and babies in need that are delivered there.  

The guild recently had a program on Fidget Quilts and is now making them to donate 
to the community.  This guild meets the 4th Thurs. of the month at 5pm in the Fordyce 
Room at the Ouachita Professional Bldg.  Y’all are welcome to be their guest and check 
out their great guild.

Spotlight
Cherrie Huber

Cherrie Huber has lived in Arkansas 
for about a year and a half.  She moved 
here from Texas, but was raised in 
California.   Although she is relatively 
new to Arkansas she is “old hat” to 
sewing and quilting.  

Cherrie started quite young sewing her 
own clothing and then transitioned to 
quilting because it didn’t require having 
to be fitted.  

She loves crafting and making wreaths 
and decorations for all the holidays 
and seasons.  She is a self-proclaimed 
“collector of stuff and unfinished 
projects”.  No matter what she says, she 
is super talented and very creative.  

Cherrie also enjoys gardening, being 
outside, camping and spending time 
with family.  She has 3 kids - 2 boys, 1 
girl - and one grandbaby girl. She also 
has 2 schnauzers and 1 red-heeler.  

When Cherrie isn’t doing something 
creative, she is working at Arkansas 
Urology. She has been in a couple of 

our classes at The Bed-warmer Quilt 
and Sew and has added her creative 
touches to the things she has made.  
She does beautiful work.  

Cherrie is happy and fun and you 
know it’s always an enjoyable time 
whenever she is around.

Sniplets
Tips and Tricks

Have you ever used your rotary 
cutter to cut through fuzzy fabrics, 
fleece or batting only to get pieces 
of it stuck in your rotary mat?  It 
makes a lump in the cutting surface 
and can throw off the cutting of 
your fabric.  If you’ll take a piece 
of fine grit sandpaper and in a 
circular motion gently rub it over 
that area, the fuzz will magically 
come out of the mat and you’ll be 
ready to start cutting again.  This 
also works to smooth out the mat 
if you start to feel an area that 
has gotten repetitive cuts and is 
starting to become rough.   It will 
stretch the life of your mat.  

You can also prolong  your mat’s 
life if you don’t continually cut in 
the same general area.  I don’t use 
the lines on my cutting mat for 
cutting.  I turn the fabric on an 
angle to the lines on the mat and 
use the ruler for the measurement 
of the cut.  That way I am using lots 
of different places on my mat for 
cutting.

Customer Focus

Area Guild Focus
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Story Corner
The Red Hill Community Quilt Guild

Part 3 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Over the next months, Kara 
consciously kept the idea of the solids 
and the patterns in the front of her 
mind as she dealt with Mila.  Initially, 
Kara could detect no difference in 
Mila’s attitude toward her, yet Kara 
persisted nevertheless.  She began to 
realize some of the other principles 
that Ethel could have shared with her 
but did not.  For one, she realized 
that much patience would be 
required to ultimately convince Mila 
that Kara’s new attitude toward her 
was not merely a passing fancy, but 
that she was sincerely committed to 
her daughter.  Second, Ethel might 
have suggested that Kara put her 
judgmental demeanor on the shelf.  
It was that attitude of criticism and 
sanctimony that constantly put Mila 
on defense and caused her to throw 
up barriers, further exacerbating 
the disharmony between the two of 
them.  As Kara exercised patience a 
strange thing happened: she actually 
developed more patience.  And as she 
focused on listening, she developed a 
much more understanding attitude.  
After a few weeks, Kara noticed a 
virtual miracle begin to occur.  She 
could ask Mila questions about 
her thoughts and feelings and Mila 
answered without the previous 
skepticism concerning Kara’s ulterior 
motives or veiled criticism.  They 

had begun to forge a bond of trust 
and understanding.  Even when Mila 
conducted herself in ways that Kara 
seriously disapproved of (and there 
were not a few of these), her approach 
to a remedy did not cause Mila to react 
by again raising barriers.

Kara appreciated Ethel’s leaving her with 
only two elements for improvement.  
Ethel’s sage wisdom incorporated the 
knowledge that Kara would arrive at 
the other important and transformative 
principles of her own accord.  No need 
to bog Kara down with too much 
advice.  Those two things were enough 
to get the relationship headed in the 
right direction and all other things fell 
into place naturally.

By the time summer vacation was 
over and Mila was set to begin her 
senior year in high school, the mother-
daughter relationship between Kara 
and Mila had improved to the point 
where the two of them actually enjoyed 
spending time together, sharing and 
talking about all sorts of things (even 
if some of those things made Kara 
secretly uncomfortable), and ushering 
Mila into her transition to adulthood.  
David had also noticed a change not 
only in Mila, but in his wife as well.  If 
he had to describe it, he would have 
called it a quiet dignity or even a quiet 
nobility.  Something had changed for 
Kara since her trip to parts unknown, 

and now even he felt the need to 
make improvements in his own life 
just to keep up.

Once Mila was back in school, Kara’s 
thoughts began to turn to The Red 
Hill Community Quilt Guild.  She 
had promised to make a return trip 
and let them know how things with 
her daughter were progressing.  Yet 
she had neglected to find out how 
often the ladies met and she had 
no idea how to contact them short 
of making the trip and asking.  
Ultimately, making the trip became 
the only option since the guild didn’t 
have a presence on the internet, 
unlike many of the other quilt guilds 
around the state of Arkansas.  Of 
course, recognizing the age of the 
guild membership, that was no 
surprise.  They didn’t even use sewing 
machines.  It would be too much to 
expect they kept an online schedule.

On a Wednesday morning in early 
September, Kara set out for the town 
of Marshall where the little Red Hill 
Community Church was located.  
The weather was warm and clear and 
the drive was much more pleasant 
than the last time she had travelled 
those roads.  As she approached 
Marshall, Kara began to feel unsure 
about the route leading to the little 
church and decided to stop at a 
convenience store to make sure of 
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her direction.  Strangely, the clerk 
had never heard of that particular 
church.  But then, he didn’t look like 
the kind of fellow who would attend 
church meetings anyway.  Another 
stop at a local service station just a 
little further up the road gave her 
higher hopes that she’d get good 
information.  The owner looked like 
a real old-timer and the shop looked 
like it had been around since the 
advent of the automobile.

“Can you tell me which road to take 
to get to the Red Hill Community 
Church, sir?” she had asked.

The old timer looked thoughtful 
for a minute.  “Not sure if it’s the 
one you’d be lookin’ for,” he mused, 
“but there’s an abandoned church off 
Old Highway 27.  Seems like it had 
Red Hill in its name, but there ain’t 
nobody there ma’am.”

Believing him to be in error about 
the abandoned part, she took his 
directions and made her way through 
the side roads.  Things looked 
different in the daytime, but she was 
sure this was the direction she had 
taken to find the quilt guild.  Once 
on Old Highway 27, she was sure she 
was on the right track.  It had that 
rough feel of an unused road, just the 
way it had felt in the nighttime those 
few months before.

Rounding the final turn in the road, 
the Red Hill Community Church 
stood before her car, but it was 
nothing like she remembered.  The 
parking area was wildly overgrown 
and looked like it hadn’t been used 
in years.  The wood-panel slats that 
made up the walls of the church were 

warped and peeling and there were 
areas where she could see straight into 
the building.  None of the windows 
appeared intact and the doors leading 
in were slightly open and askew, as 
though they had been rammed open 
years previously.  The roof was still 
red, but not because of the fiery red 
paint she thought she remembered, 
but rather from rust of the aging and 
dilapidated corrugated steel sheets that 
had formed the building’s housetop.  
Even the marquee was broken and lying 
on its side, almost entirely covered with 
weeds and fallen leaves.

Driving as close as she dared, given the 
overgrowth, Kara turned off the car 
and stepped out, all the while staring 
at the building.  It was inconceivable 
that this was the same church she had 
visited only a few months ago.  There 
was no way this degree of decay could 
have occurred in the short time since 
she had last seen it, and yet she knew 
that she had found the right location.  
Walking toward the building, Kara 
reasoned that it had been almost dark 
when she had come before and perhaps 
she had not seen some of the disrepair 
that might have been present.  But this 
much?  It did not seem possible.

As she approached the canted front 
doors, something off to her left caught 
her eye.  There were gravestones just 
beyond the building’s edge.  She had not 
even noticed that the little church had a 
cemetery when she’d come before, yet 
there it was.  It was the name on one 
of the large headstones that captured 
her attention, though.  Carved in the 
granite was the name Doris “Daisy” 
Treece.  Rather than continue on into 
the building, Kara veered off her course 
and walked over to look at it.  Alongside 

Daisy’s inscription was the name 
Arnold Treece.  Arnold had died in 
1939 and Daisy had died in 1952.  
Kara wondered if the woman she had 
met might have been the daughter of 
this Doris Treece, and immediately 
wondered why her last name would 
have been the same.  Wouldn’t she 
have had a different married name?  
What a strange riddle this was!

Stepping around the headstone, 
Kara walked carefully through the 
overgrown flora, only to confront 
a headstone with another familiar 
name.  Agatha Dampf, died 
November 2,1956.  Two names 
matching guild members?  Kara 
felt a chill run down her back and 
she suddenly felt the need to look 
further.  She found that they were all 
there.  Nola Webb.  Grace Sutterfield.  
Eula Crider.  It wasn’t until Kara 
came to the far edge of the cemetery 
that she found the headstone she 
had most been seeking.  On a double 
headstone were inscribed the names 
of Lawrence Ratchford and Ethel 
Ratchford.  Lawrence had died 
in April,1951 and Ethel had died 
just one year later in April of 1952.  
Under Ethel’s name were inscribed 
the words, “Beloved Mother, Beloved 
Wife.”  Although some of the stone 
was wearing away, Kara could still 
make out one smaller inscription 
below those words:  “Mother Loved 
Quilting.”  Kara straightened up 
from her bent position that had 
allowed her to make out the last 
inscription, unaware that she was 
shaking her head slightly.  How was 
this possible?  Who had welcomed 
her in her moment of crisis earlier 
in the year?  Who had imparted such 
words of great wisdom and solace 
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that had impacted her life and the 
life of her daughter so dramatically?  
Had it been a dream?  An illusion?  
A hallucination?  It had certainly 
seemed real.  And how could she 
know the names of these people if 
she hadn’t met them on that night?

Stepping back carefully, Kara walked 
over to the decrepit church building 
and pushed her way through the 
broken front doors.  What met her eyes 
was like nothing she remembered.  

Garbage was strewn about the floor.  
Tiles that had once made up part of the 
ceiling had fallen and lay broken on the 
ground.  Someone had broken some 
beer bottles inside, and there were even 
a couple of old sofa chairs lying askew, 
as if to say that the garbage pile inside 
the building was now complete.  Kara’s 
heart hurt to see the level of disrepair in 
the edifice when suddenly her eye was 
drawn to the still-present wood stove.  
Something was sitting atop the old 
rusted burner, and as Kara drew near 

she felt tears rush to her eyes.  It was 
a pair of shiny Gingher scissors with 
gold-plated grips.  Tears continued 
to flow as she picked them up and 
held them to her breast while silently 
mouthing the words, “Thank you.”  
After a few further moments of silent 
reflection, she turned and walked 
out the canted front doors of the 
building, settled into the driver’s seat 
of her car, and began the drive back 
to her home and family.
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