
Shellie’s Stash

Ever since I was young, I have been 
surrounded by sewing.  I don’t remember 
a time when my grandma or my mom 
wasn’t sewing something.  I had watched 
them make beautiful clothes and I wanted 
to learn to sew/create too.  But neither of 
them was real excited about me using their 
sewing machine since I didn’t really know 
what I was doing.   

So when I was 8, the local community 
college ran a beginner’s sewing class for 
kids.  My mom signed me up and that was 
the beginning of my “official” learning to 
sew.  I think we made a laundry bag, which 
I probably never used, but it was a starting 
point.  I had made it myself and I was 
proud of what I had done.  

By the time I took home-ec in middle 
school I was sewing things my own way 
and not really following the pattern.  That 
turned out to be a bit of a mistake when it 
came to getting a grade.  However, it didn’t 
affect my desire to sew.  Maybe that is why 
I gravitated to quilting.  There weren’t as 
many rules to follow.  

I have always been grateful for the 
opportunity to take that first sewing 
class.  It was fun and most of all I learned 
I liked to sew.  

We have just finished up 2 weeks of 
beginning sewing with 2 groups of 
wonderful young girls.  I had so much 
fun working with them.  I loved the 
moments when they realized they had 
done it themselves; they worked the 
machine and made their own projects.  

It feels like paying it forward to teach 
another generation the joy of sewing.  I 
look forward to seeing the things these 
girls will continue to sew and create and 
I hope they will surround themselves 
with sewing as well.

- Shellie Blake, Owner
The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
We are starting our Chrismas in 
July classes!
 
Saturday, July 9
Stich by Number Mini Quilts
Either or Both: Santa or Elf
All Day Class

Tuesday, July 12
Figgy Pudding
(Dimensionsal Trees and Squares)
Wall Hanging
All Day Class

Saturday, July 16
Christmas Tree Quilt with 
Lemoyne Stars
All Day Class

July 18-20
Advanced Kids Camp
Half Day Each Day

Saturday, July 23
Dangling Legs Santa
All Day Class

Saturday, July 30
Figgy Pudding
(Dimensionsal Trees and Squares)
Wall Hanging
All Day Class

Saturday, August 6
Fair Isle Quilt
All Day Class

Check out our website to see 
pictures of each project.

July 2016
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Social Circle The Hot Springs Village Guild is hosting a wonderful day with Martha Spark.   
Martha is a Fiber Historian and Restoration Specialist.  She is coming to talk 
about how to restore and preserve antique quilts.  

Those in attendance are encouraged to bring antique quilts and she will share 
with you the age of your quilt and stories about the time period in which they 
were made.  She has a wealth of knowledge about how to care for, clean, repair 
(or not) and protect your treasured quilts.  

Martha will be attending the Village Guild meeting on Thur. July 14. Meeting 
starts at 9:30 am.  They meet at the Faith Lutheran Church 1196 Desoto Blvd in 
Hot Springs Village.  Just let the guard know you are headed to the quilt guild 
upon entrance to the Village.

Spotlight
Judy Huggins

Judy Huggins grew up in Cave City, in 
Northeast Arkansas. Her whole family on 
her mama’s side lived there and they all 
raised watermelons.  Every year they hold 
a big watermelon festival there.  (Aug. 9th, 
this year).

Judy moved to Benton in 1989.  She heard 
about a quilt class at the library and decided 
to go.  They made a log cabin table runner 
and she was hooked.  She joined the Saline 
County Quilt Guild in 1990 and she has 
served in the guild as treasurer.  

Judy likes lots of different types of quilting; 
she designed, made and quilted these three 
quilts.  She originally started by making 
the wheels then decided that it should be 
a bicycle.  Mid way thru the process of 
making the bicycle she thought she should 
of made it a tandem bicycle.  So after she 
finished the first quilt she made the second 
with the bicycle built for two.  (a bit of a 
coincidence that with the number one quilt 
the bike is for one and with the number 
two quilt the bike is for two)!  I guess 

then it only stands to reason that the 
number three quilt should be—yup—a 
tricycle!  I’m seeing quite the pattern 
here.  She could probably keep going.  
I wonder if she has thought about an 
18-wheeler, hmmm?  If you’d like to see 
these up close and personal, they will be 
on display in the upcoming quilt show 
that SCQG is hosting Sept 16 & 17 at the 
Benton Convention Center.  So much 
talent under one roof, how fun is that?!!   

Judy has 2 kids, 1 boy 1 girl and 8 
grandbabies.  She also enjoys woodwork, 
painting, scrapbooking and crafting.  If 
you get the chance to spend time with 
Judy, DO IT.  Her talent is inspiring!

Sniplets
Stitch Straight Stratas, Stitch 
Straight Stratas, Stitch Straight 
Stratas—say that 10 times fast.  
Your tongue starts to get all twisted 
with your teeth.   Like when you 
actually do stitch, let’s say, a 10 
strip strata, it starts to get all twisty 
at the end.   Then your mood gets 
all in a twist.  

So what is it that keeps getting our 
strippies all in a twist?  It’s that 
fabric phenomenon again.  This 
time its how the fabric plays with 
the feed dogs: not well.  Your strata 
starts out all well and good then 
begins to shorten and twist. 

To rectify this, each time you 
add the next strip, sew from the 
opposite direction.  Start by sewing 
from the top down, next from 
the bottom up, then from the top 
down, then bottom up - and “sew” 
on.   You will have a beautifully 
straight strata! 
                    
All’s well that ends well and nothin’s 
in a twist!

Customer Focus
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Story Corner
Decoding Mother

Part 1 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

One never knows what strange 
twists life will throw in the path 
of an individual calmly making 
the journey through daily living: 
working, shopping, dining, sleeping, 
or occupying oneself in common 
chores and activities.  Certainly 
Linda and Gary Starr had no 
prophetic premonition of the event 
that would shortly impact them in 
unimaginable ways.  It had just been 
a quick trip to Hot Springs Village 
for lunch and a brief visit with 
friends as they made the drive along 
Highway 5 back toward Benton.  As 
usual, Gary was driving while Linda 
sat in the passenger seat, her eyes on 
the scenery flashing past her window 
with her mind on tasks to be handled 
at home.
 
At age seventy-three, Gary was a 
cautious driver.  Having been retired 
from the carpet wholesale business 
for four years now, he found he was 
rarely in a hurry and enjoyed these 
little day trips with his sweetheart 
of forty-nine years.  Linda, only two 
years younger than Gary, had also 
come to that point in life where she 
felt she could slow down a little, do 
some charity work or volunteer at 
the church more often.  Perhaps most 
importantly, she relished spending 
time with her daughter, Jenna, and 

her family.  It was a good thing they 
lived as close together as they did.  
Linda would be lost if she didn’t have 
Jenna, Marcus, and the three boys to 
dote on.
 
An unusual movement on the road 
ahead focused Gary’s attention toward 
an oncoming car that had briefly 
crossed into his lane and then moved 
back to where it belonged.  As he 
watched, the large sedan ahead drifted 
to the opposite shoulder of the road.  
Just as their car approached, the driver 
of the oncoming car overcorrected, 
bringing the vehicle directly into the 
lane that their Buick Regal occupied.  
Gary had no time to react.  He didn’t 
swerve and he didn’t hit the brakes.  
It all happened too fast.  Linda’s head 
came up an instant before the head-on 
collision took place and, in one of those 
moments where time seemed to stand 
still, she saw the wide eyes of the girl 
driving the other car, the youngster’s 
hand still on the phone where her 
attention had been directed a moment 
earlier.
 
As chance would have it, one of Jenna’s 
friends happened upon the crash 
scene only minutes after the police 
and ambulance arrived.  Recognizing 
the tangled remains of the Buick Regal 
as belonging to Jenna’s parents, the 
friend had immediately called and 
urged Jenna to get there as quickly 

as possible.  Jenna had arrived just 
after the ambulance had transported 
her mother and father to Saline 
Memorial Hospital.  Seeing the 
extent of the damage, Jenna’s heart 
sank as she realized how unlikely it 
was that anyone might survive such a 
massive collision.  Yet, she managed 
to cling to the slightest thread of 
hope as she made the panicked drive 
to the emergency room.
 
The news was not good.  Jenna 
learned that her father, Gary, had 
been killed immediately upon 
impact, as had the young driver of 
the other car.  Her mother, Linda, 
had extensive head trauma with 
bleeding on the brain, which the 
medical specialists formally called 
a subdural hematoma.  The doctors 
had already rushed her into the 
operating room to try and relieve 
the pressure and save Linda’s life.  
While Jenna waited for news on her 
mother’s condition, somebody from 
the hospital approached and asked if 
she would like to see her father.  She 
was ushered into a sterile little room 
where his body was mostly covered 
in a sheet as he lay on a table.  Only 
his head was visible to her.  He looked 
strangely peaceful, and she had the 
impression her father might have just 
been napping.  Reality had not yet set 
in for Jenna and she didn’t even shed 
a tear upon seeing her father.  That 
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would come later, and many tears 
would follow.  For now, she felt the 
need to be in a place where she could 
learn the results of her mother’s 
surgery and find out whether Linda 
would survive or not.
 
For two more hours Jenna awaited an 
update on her mother’s condition, all 
the while praying with an intensity 
she had never before felt.  She asked 
God to help her accept whatever may 
come, and then alternatively tried to 
make a deal with Heaven to spare 
Linda’s life.  When a surgeon finally 
broke the news that Linda was alive 
and stable, Jenna was unable to stem 
the tide of tears that broke forth.  
When he subsequently told her that 
Linda was in a coma, Jenna sunk to 
the floor, unable to take any more 
news….good or bad.
 
Two months passed before Linda was 
in a condition to be released from 
the hospital, and then only when 
Jenna was vetted as an appropriate 
caregiver.  The head trauma had 
left Linda in a near-catatonic state.  
She could walk, but only if lead by 
the arm.  She could eat, but only 
if someone spoon-fed her.  Linda 
nearly always gazed straight ahead, 
unable to speak and seemingly 
unable to understand anything going 
on around her.  To Jenna, it seemed 
as if her mother’s body was on some 
kind of automatic pilot, and she 
wasn’t even sure if Linda understood 
her as she continued to talk to her 
mother in an effort to arouse some 
kind of reaction.  There seemed to be 
no emotion or thought of any type 
occurring within the mind of her 
brain-impaired parent, and Jenna 
began to lose hope that Linda would 

ever make an improvement.  Then life 
threw Jenna a new curve.

About seven o’clock on a Saturday 
evening sometime in May, Jenna led 
her mother into the room where most 
of the craft and sewing materials were 
kept.  Her husband, Marcus, had his 
“Man Cave” replete with sports and 
hunting paraphernalia, and Jenna had 
christened her sewing and craft room 
the “Lady Lair.”  Guiding her near-
catatonic mother to a comfortable 
chair, Jenna pulled some fabric 
onto her cutting table and began 
measuring for a pillowcase to make a 
throw-pillow.  Without warning, she 
suddenly found Linda standing beside 
her.  When Linda picked up a pair of 
scissors, Jenna was at first alarmed, not 
knowing what her mother might have 
planned.  She shouldn’t have worried.  
Linda simply picked up some fabric 
and began cutting it into some very 
odd shapes.  She cut some rectangular 
pieces, some triangular pieces, several 
parallelograms, and even a few pieces 
that looked like trapezoids.  In every 
case, the cuts were precise and straight.
Jenna watch with transfixed fascination 
as Linda went to the cupboard where 
other fabrics were stored and began 
sorting through the options.  “Mother, 
what are you making?” Jenna had 
questioned.  Linda had maintained 
her emotionless expression and said 
nothing in reply.  A few more times the 
confused daughter had made overtures 
to her mother to elicit any type of 
communication, but nothing was 
forthcoming.  Only a steady, focused 
intensity on the task at hand occupied 
Linda as she eventually amassed a fairly 
substantial stack of odd fabric cuts.  
Some were very small, only a couple 
of inches wide, while others were five 

or six inches square.  With the stack 
complete, Linda stopped her activity 
as abruptly as she had begun.  Jenna 
didn’t know what to make of this 
new development and left Linda 
momentarily to fetch Marcus.

“She just started grabbing fabric and 
cutting it,” Jenna had explained as 
Marcus took in the sight of Linda 
standing blankly at the cutting table.  
“When she finished cutting, she 
stopped moving again.  I don’t know 
what to do now.” 

Marcus walked around the room, 
observing the work that had been 
done.  “What if she needs something 
else now?” he asked.  “What do you 
do when you’ve cut a bunch of cloth 
like this?”

Jenna paused in thought.  An idea 
occurred to her after a few moments.  
“I use my machine to sew it together!”  
Making her way to the far corner of 
the Lady Lair, Jenna pulled the cover 
off of the sewing machine and turned 
on the power.  Linda didn’t move.
Marcus scratched his chin.  “Okay, 
that didn’t work.  What else?  Do you 
have to use a machine to sew it all 
together?”

“Sure, for big projects.  For little 
things or mending, I just use a needle 
and thread.”

“You got some of those handy?”
Jenna reached under the cutting 
table and brought up her thread box 
to set on the cutting table.  Opening 
it revealed a variety of thread colors 
and styles, as well as packets of 
various sized needles.  Immediately 
Linda moved to pull out three spools 
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of thread and a packet of hand 
needles.  Almost as if it were a normal 
day in the life of a normal mother and 
daughter, Linda cut thread, threaded 
a needle, and began stitching some 
of the odd-shaped pieces of fabric 
together.  Jenna and Marcus simply 
watched in amazement as the nimble 
hands of the elderly woman stitched 
with precision and speed, clearly 
developing a multi-colored project of 
some sort.

By eleven o’clock that evening, Jenna 
and Marcus were ready to retire to 
bed, but Linda continued her steady, 
uninterrupted stitching.  Gently 
taking her hand and removing the 
fabric and needle from her grasp, 
Jenna guided her mother to the 
bedroom, helped her with the evening 
toiletries, and dressed her for bed.  
Once the fabric and needle had been 
taken from Linda’s hand, the woman 
reverted to the unresponsive shell of a 
body she had been since the accident.  
Jenna didn’t know what to think of 
the strange development as she and 
Marcus whispered together in their 
own bedroom.  “I’m mystified,” Jenna 
told her husband.  “Do you think this 
means she might be getting better?”

“Hard to tell,” he admitted.  “What are 
you going to do with her tomorrow?”

“Let her keep sewing, I guess.  It’s the 
first time she’s moved all on her own 
since the crash.  Her next doctor’s 
appointment is in about a week.  
We’ll have to see what else changes 
between now and then.”

“Has she ever sewn like this before?”
In the darkness, Jenna shook her 

head.  “Never.  I didn’t think she knew 
anything about sewing.  I certainly 
didn’t learn what I know from her.  
She’s always been more interested in 
gardening and things like that.”

Morning found Jenna guiding her 
mother into the Lady Lair.  Almost upon 
crossing the threshold of the room, 
Linda walked forward, took up the 
needle and fabric, and began working 
exactly where she had left off, as though 
there had been no interruption at all.  By 
the time the day had arrived for Linda’s 
doctor appointment, the project looked 
to be nearing completion.  Jenna was 
amazed at the work her mother had 
done.  All of the oddly-shaped pieces of 
fabric had been sewn together without 
any further trimming and without any 
added fabric, as though Linda had 
known exactly the amount needed and 
how it would all fit without the benefit 
of a pattern.  It reminded Jenna vaguely 
of the rock work done by the ancient 
Inca civilization at Machu Picchu, 
where each oddly-shaped stone was 
cobbled together in perfect harmony 
with surrounding stones and without 
the use of mortar.

Linda’s doctor had no solution to the 
mystery of her sudden sewing expertise 
and why she could function in that 
activity but in no other.  He merely 
suggested that Jenna continue to allow 
her mother to pursue the enterprise 
and hope that it might lead to other 
break-throughs later on.

A day afterward, Jenna had left her 
mother working on the project in the 
Lady Lair while she did some house 
cleaning.  When she finally returned, 
Linda was standing at the cutting 

table, unmoving.  On the table was 
the completed project.  Despite the 
apparent chaos of the various fabric 
pieces sewn together, the edge was 
clean and even.  Linda had apparently 
fashioned a quilt top out of all those 
scraps.  If that were the case, she 
would need batting and backing to 
complete the project.  Jenna loaded 
her mother gently into the car and 
drove over to the fabric store to get 
the necessary items.

Walking into The Bed-warmer Quilt 
and Sew shop, the two women made 
their way to the shelves holding the 
batting material.  Jenna knew Shellie, 
the shop owner, on a casual basis, 
and the two exchanged a few friendly 
words as Linda walked to a shelf and 
pulled a bolt of material from the 
rack and laid it on the cutting table, 
then stood unmoving.

“How much does she need?” Shellie 
asked.

“Not sure really,” Jenna replied.  

“Why don’t you give me ten yards 
and we’ll see how that works.”

With batting and fabric in hand, 
mother and daughter drove back 
home.  Linda’s skilled hands went to 
work cutting the new fabric for the 
quilt back and adding the batting 
to the project.  The long process of 
quilting the project by hand had 
begun.

Read Part 2 in Next 
Month’s Newsletter


