
Shellie’s Stash

When I was a kid we would travel.  A 
lot!   That was our form of vacation and it 
NEVER included a train, plane, or hotel.  

My dad had built a real nice camper that 
was just big enough for our family of 7…. 8 
if we took the dog.   Lots of times we would 
travel with my grandparents as well.  We’d 
go fishing in the mountains for a couple of 
days or cross multiple states for a couple 
of weeks.  All the while driving, sleeping, 
eating and living in our camper.  

So, with a family that large, sharing a 
relatively small space, it was important to 
keep things clean.  My mama asked me 
quite often to clean the camper.  Like hand 
washing dishes, cleaning up after dinner, 
washing down cabinets and sweeping 
the floor to get rid of all the dirt that got 
tracked in, etc.   I didn’t much like it. Okay, 
I hated it.  I would much rather spend time 
in my grandma’s trailer.  It was half the size 
of our camper and about the cutest thing 
ya ever did see.  Quite similar to a mini 
version of the retro trailers, that everyone’s 
in love with now.  In fact, I do believe, it 
was called a micro-trailer and could be 
pulled by my Grandpa’s Chevy Luv.  I think 
you’re starting to get the picture.  I loved 
being over there and I loved cleaning it 

(yeah, that’s not a typo).  At the time I 
had no idea it was my perspective that 
changed and caused me to enjoy doing 
in one place the very thing I disliked in 
the other.  

Similar story when it comes to ironing.  
Ironing clothes—BLAAAH!  Pressing 
fabric—Mmmmmm!  I hate to (and 
therefore usually don’t) iron shirts. Don’t 
get me wrong, I love to wear freshly 
pressed shirts, I just don’t want to be 
the one to press them.   Yet on that same 
ironing board, I love to press my fabric 
before I cut out a new quilt.  And love to 
press as I go thru the process of making 
the quilt.   It’s all about perspective!

Really, perspective is a huge part of 
quilting.  When you look at a quilt 
pattern and don’t love the quilt, then 
see it made up in fabrics you like, Voila’!  
Now you love the quilt.  When you’re 
trying to figure out color placement, 
you stare and stare at the quilt.  Leave 
the room and do other things (or go to 
sleep) and when you re-enter the room, 
Voila’ you can see where to change 
things.  Even getting someone else to 
come and look at the quilt with you can 
make all the difference.  Why?  Because,
they have a different perspective.   Their 
likes of colors and thoughts of concept 
are different and when shared, can cause 
beautiful creations.   So next time you’re 
stuck with your creative quilt process, 
Get a friend, get a different angle, get a 
new perspective!  Voila’

~ Shellie Blake
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
We have some super fun and 
long awaited classes coming 
up.  Check them out and sign up 
soon!

Saturday, September 10
Dangling Leg Santa
All Day Class

Saturday, September 24 &
Monday, September 26
Sew on the Go
Two Day Class

Saturday, September 24 &
Saturday, October 1
Sew on the Go 
Two Day Class

Saturday, October 15
Bargello Fire on the Savannah
All Day Class

Saturday, October 22
Double Wedding Ring
Table Runner or Wall Hanging
All Day Class

Saturday, October 29
Tuffets
All Day Class

We have Tartan Fever—we’re 
seeing plaid, plaid and more plaid.  
Come see them and other new 
fabrics!

September 2016
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Social Circle Several of you may already know about this but I wanted to share it with y’all 
here as well.  

Cabot has a quilt guild called Nimble Thimbles.  They meet the second Wednesday 
of the month at 11 am, at the Briarwood Baptist Church in Cabot.  

It’s a wonderful group of about 40 women that love to quilt and sew.  They really 
enjoy doing monthly projects as well.  

The cost is $1.00/month and that is to cover the cost of using the church.  If you 
live near Cabot you may want to check them out!

Spotlight
Deb Stailey

Meet Deb Stailey!  She has been sewing 
since 3rd grade. In 1981 she started doing 
professional alterations at “Gingles” in 
downtown Benton.   When they closed 
their doors in 2003, she was the last one out 
the door and was given the sewing machine 
that she had used while she was there.  Now 
she works at “The Sewing Room” in Benton 
on Smith Street, still doing alterations.

She has 4 kids, 1 girl, 3 boys, 9 grandkids 
and 1 great grand.  Her hobbies include 
reading, crocheting, sci-fi, and of course 
LOVES sewing.  However she always said 
she would never make a quilt. 

One day while watching Sewing with 
Nancy, there was a segment on a 4H group 
making Quilts of Valor.  One of the boys 
was working on a log cabin quilt.  She then 
changed the channel and saw a logo in an 
ad of a triangle.  Her mind started to churn 
and she set out to create what she imagined 
in her head.  She came up with her own 
version of a Triangular Log Cabin.  

The triangle blocks in her quilt are all 
named after people because she used the 
scraps from other projects she had made 
for each person.  This is definitely a log 
cabin quilt of love.  

She did an awesome job for someone 
who had never quilted and took on a 
project that she imagined. 

Once again proving you should never 
say never!

Sniplets
Some quilts come down to a final 
layout before the rows can come 
together.  Some people use a design 
wall, some the family room floor, 
others use the bed to layout their 
quilt blocks.  Whichever way you 
choose, there is one more element 
you can add that will help you to 
be happy with your final choice for 
block placement. 

Your smart phone.  If you take a 
picture of your layout and then 
look at it on the screen, you get 
a totally different prospective 
and it helps you to see the color 
saturation in your quilt.  Your eye 
is quickly drawn to any area that 
has an abundance of a particular 
color or intensity of color.  You 
want your eye to travel across and 
around the quilt, taking it in as a 
whole.  If your eye is drawn to one 
particular place you may need to 
rearrange the blocks.  

Getting a different perspective can 
help you be sure to be happy with 
your final quilt.

Customer Focus
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Story Corner
Decoding Mother

Part 3 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

The cameraman finished attaching 
the lapel microphone to Jenna’s 
jacket as the female reporter took a 
seat opposite Jenna and Linda, both 
of whom were seated on the leather 
sofa in the well-lit living room.  
Making his way to the side of the 
reporter, the cameraman indicated 
he was ready.  “All set.  Taping now.”
Julia Ford sat forward in her seat.  
Most of the time she really disliked 
these human-interest stories she was 
assigned, but this one was unusual 
and intriguing.  She was eager to 
hear the details of this strange story.  
“Miss Palmer,” Julia said addressing 
Jenna, “I’m very interested to hear 
how you and your mother came to 
communicate in this very unusual 
fashion.  Can you tell me what 
happened to her and how this all 
came about?”

Jenna looked at the blank face of her 
mother sitting beside her on the sofa, 
then turned her eyes to the reporter.  
“Mother was involved in a terrible 
traffic accident that took the life 
of my father and a young girl,” she 
began.  “She sustained a serious head 
trauma which rendered her unable to 
communicate in the way most of us 
are accustomed to.  For a long time, 
we weren’t sure if she still had any 
awareness of anything at all, because 

she couldn’t move or care for herself 
on her own.  Then one day, as I was in 
my sewing and craft room here in the 
house, Mother just picked up some 
fabric and scissors and started a quilt.  
At the time, I had no idea what she was 
doing, but clearly she knew.”  Jenna 
paused and smiled, almost to herself.  
“When she finished her very first quilt, 
we took it over to our friend who runs 
The Bed-warmer here in Benton.  We 
needed some help with a couple of 
technical things and she realized there 
was a message sewn into the quilt.”

Julia Ford’s eyes were rapt.  “What did it 
say?” she asked.  It came out as almost 
a whisper.

Jenna chuckled.  “Well, first of all, it said 
my name.  That’s what got our attention.  
There were only a few words there, you 
understand.  In short, she let me know 
she is fully aware of everything and that 
she loves me.”

“She understands everything that’s 
going on right now?  With this 
interview?” the reported questioned.
Jenna reached over and placed her 
hand on her mother’s knee.  There 
wasn’t the slightest response to the 
motion.  “She understands everything.  
Everything.  Her injury has merely 
rendered her unable to express herself 
in the conventional fashion.  But her 
thoughts, her emotions…all things that 

makes us human are fully intact.”

“And your method of communication 
is through sewing on quilts, is 
that right?” Julia asked, turning 
her attention to Linda.  Linda sat 
unmoving.

“That’s right,” Jenna said.  “And thank 
you for addressing her directly.  Even 
though I’m speaking on her behalf 
for this interview, you can be sure 
she has a lot to say.”

“Can she just sew out her words on 
a scrap of cloth, or does it have to be 
a quilt?”

Jenna pursed her lips.  “Yes ma’am, it 
has to be on a finished quilt.  We’re 
not sure why, and even Mother isn’t 
sure why.  It’s just the way it is.  It does 
tend to slow communication down 
from how it otherwise might go, but 
we feel very blessed to get her words 
at all.  Oh!  And there’s more!  Mother 
can communicate certain emotions 
along with her words by the style 
and color she includes under specific 
words of the quilting.  For example, 
red colored fabric indicates intensity 
and excitement.  Blue colors are 
introspective.  Yellow means she feels 
joyous.  Green and brown indicate 
she is contented.”

“Does she have a color for anger or 
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irritation?” the reported asked.

Jenna looked at her mother while 
answering.  “Each word from her 
is precious.  There is no time in her 
life for pettiness.”  Looking back 
at Julia Ford, Jenna was emphatic.  
“Emotions and feelings like those 
are a waste of time and life.  Mother 
certainly knows that and has even 
expressed it through her work.”  She 
sighed.  “I guess I wish more people 
could learn that particular lesson 
without having to go through the 
kinds of trials Mother has.”

“May we see some of her work?”

Motioning to someone off camera, 
Jenna waved her hand.  “Sweetheart, 
can you bring some of those quilts 
over here?”

Marcus’s face was obscured with the 
pile of quilts he carried in and set on 
the coffee table.  Picking up the top 
one, Marcus and Jenna unfolded 
it reverently and placed it across 
Jenna’s and Linda’s legs.  “This was 
Mother’s first quilt.  Here you can 
see my name,” Jenna said, tracing the 
J-E-N-N-A with her finger.  “I’m not 
sure if the camera can pick this up or 
not, but trust me when I say it’s here.”  
Grasping a second quilt, Marcus held 
it aloft as the cameraman swung 
around to capture the image.  “This 
is one she made for my son Oliver,” 
Jenna continued.  “You’ll notice that 
the pattern looks nothing like the last 
one and contains a lot of reds.  Oliver 
was getting ready to go away to college 
and Mother wanted to emphasize 
that he needs to be committed to 
his studies.  No wasting time on her 

watch, I’ll tell you!”

The interview continued as many new 
quilts and their messages were put on 
display.  Even someone like Julia Ford, 
who had no knowledge or training in 
sewing and quilting, could see that 
each quilt was a finely crafted heirloom, 
destined to be treasured by family 
members for generations to come.

That night when the interview was 
aired, the whole family gathered around 
the television, with Linda at the center 
of them all, her face an expressionless 
blank.  It was a shame that for lack of 
time some of the really good elements 
of the interview were cut short but, in 
general, it was very well done.

A few days after the interview, Jenna 
noticed a slight change in her mother.  
Linda wasn’t able to swallow much 
food.  Despite that, Linda seemed 
able to continue to work on her latest 
creation, a beautiful quilt adorned 
in lovely earth tones, with beautiful 
greens and tans and browns, accented 
with explosions of yellow.  From what 
Jenna could see, this might very well be 
her mother’s most magnificent creation 
to date.

Linda continued to struggle to eat, and 
visits to the doctor didn’t provide any 
solutions.  According to the medical 
authority, Linda’s body was simply 
wearing out, a result of the trauma she 
had endured after the crash.  It became 
clear to the family as Linda lost weight 
that she wouldn’t be with them much 
longer.  Family members took turns 
sitting in the Lady Lair with Linda to 
keep her company and to watch over 
her as her strength dwindled.  She 

seemed to hurry more on this last 
one, as though she knew only so 
much time was left and she needed 
to give them her last message.

On the evening when Linda 
stood upright at the cutting table, 
indicating her latest creation was 
complete, Jenna gently took her 
by the arm and guided her into the 
living room and helped seat her on 
the sofa.  “Mother,” Jenna said, “the 
whole family is here now.  We’d like to 
read your quilt tonight if that is okay.”  
Linda sat unmoving, expressionless.  
Motioning to Marcus, Jenna asked 
him to retrieve it.  Jenna’s boys, who 
were now all young men, sat on the 
floor with the quilt spread out before 
them.  Jenna began to trace the last 
words her mother had to share with 
them in this life:

Jenna and Marcus I love you
Oliver Brendan Aaron I love you
My life has been a joy
I miss Gary
I will see him soon
Don’t forget me

Tears rolled down the faces of 
everyone there, including Linda.  
Each of the family reached up to 
embrace her as she remained in her 
posed and stiff sitting position, no 
expression discernable on her face.  
Yet they all felt the power of her 
love as she silently bid each of them 
farewell.

“Mornin’ darlin’!” Shellie said as 
Jenna entered The Bed-warmer shop.  
Seeing Jenna’s downcast expression 
and realizing Linda was not with her, 
Shellie’s voice softened.  “Tell me.”
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“Well, we lost Mother last night,” 
Jenna softly whispered.  

“I’m so sorry.  She was such a 
beautiful spirit.”  Shellie put her arm 
gently around the woman who had 
grown to be a dear and close friend.  
Ushering her gingerly to the bench, 
she noticed that Jenna held a quilt 
under her arm.  

Jenna looked up at Shellie, her eyes 
red from her sobs.  “Yes.  She really 

was.”  Motioning to the quilt, she invited 
Shellie to spread it out on the cutting 
table.  “She left us one last message.”

Shellie read through the words that had 
been quilted into the fabric and felt a 
lump come to her own throat.  “I see 
you haven’t bound the edge.”

Jenna managed a smile.  “No.  I 
wondered if you would do it.  This 
one is really special to us and I know 
Mother loved you.  I’ll be glad to pay 

you for it.”

“Bless your heart,” Shellie replied, 
shaking her head slightly.  “This one 
I do for the pure enjoyment of it.  It 
is my gift to you and to your mother.  
May we always try to be more like 
her.”

Jenna smiled, but this time without 
sorrow.  “You are a dear friend,” she 
said as the two women embraced.

The End


