
Shellie’s Stash

I am thankful for pumpkin spice!  I 
know it’s a tiny thing, but it makes 
me so happy.   The yummy aroma 
is quite comforting.  I think I have 
tried almost everything you can 
think of with pumpkin spice… 
pumpkin spiced hot choc, pumpkin 
spiced sparkling cider, pumpkin 
spiced eggnog, pumpkin spiced 
cereal, even pumpkin spiced chap 
stick…the list goes on and I love it 
all.   When I was a kid, around the 
holidays my mom would make hot 
wassel and the combination of all 
those spices in the warm orange 
apple cider, for me, was pure heaven 
in a cup.  

I love the holidays for so many 
reasons.  The best of which is, we 
have a whole month devoted to 
gratitude.  Even when we are faced 
with trials big or small, every day we 
can be grateful.  I have a sign in my 
home that reads… “There is always, 

Always, ALWAYS something to be 
thankful for” and it is the absolute 
truth.  I keep a gratitude journal 
so I can write down the things I 
am thankful for and I try to find 
something new every entry.  It’s 
my way of counting my blessings 
and making sure I don’t take 
anything for granted.

I am especially thankful for all of 
you wonderful people that have 
come into my life because of our 
shop.  What an extraordinary 
opportunity it is for me to get to 
personally know so many of you 
and share in your lives.  Y’all have 
become my extended family and I 
am blessed! 

I hope that you too will ponder for 
a moment each day and choose 
something to be thankful for.   It 
can be anything from as big as 
your family to as small as pumpkin 
spice, because these are the things 
that make us so happy.  

~ Shellie Blake
   The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
Of course we love having all y’all 
in our store, but now when you 
feel like shopping in your jams 
you can shop the Bed-Warmer 
Quilt and Sew Online.   Go to 
bedwarmerquiltandsew.com and 
click shop.   We are shipping free 
thru the end of the year to make 
your holidays easier.

Saturday, November 12
Take 5
All Day Class

Tuesday, November 15
Tuffet (or hassock)
Whatever y’all call it, it is super 
fun and easy
All Day Class

Saturday, November 19
Reversible Apron
All Day Class

We will be CLOSED for Thanks-
giving Weekend, 
Enjoy your families, good food 
and football.

Saturday, December 3
Hansel & Gretel Dolls (mama and 
me class)
You can bring your favorite bud-
ding sewist and work together to 
make the dolls and accessories 
or just make the set for someone 
special.
All Day Class

November 2016
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Social Circle Since this is the perfect month to reflect on our blessings and be grateful, 
it is also the perfect time to remember those who are in less fortunate 
situations.

So use this month to go thru your stash, find really nice fabrics or a quilt 
that isn’t finished, sew it and finish it and give it to your favorite charity.   
There are so many great ones to choose from like; the children’s hospital, 
women and children shelters, foster homes, veteran hospitals, quilts of 
valor, retirement and assisted living homes, etc.  The list goes on and on.  

Be a blessing to someone else.  Brighten their day with a lasting joy and 
love they can literally wrap themselves up in.

Spotlight
Michelle Sutton

Michele moved from Georgia to Arkansas in 
2013.

She misses Georgia, but has been doing lots 
of quilting and sewing to keep her busy.  She 
started her sewing career when she was 5 years 
old.  Among all her great sewing projects, she 
has made a full wardrobe of American Girl 
Doll clothes for 2 of her nieces.  In 1999, she 
decided to teach herself how to quilt and she 
does a beautiful job.   Now she loves quilting 
and embroidery with baby quilts and the 
disappearing 9 patch quilts being the ones she 
enjoys the most.  She also really loves her vintage 
sewing machine.  She and her hubby have taken 
an interest in the vintage featherweights and 
have repaired and brought back to life quite a 
few of them.

 Michele had a great idea to make a list of all her 
UFO projects.  Then each month she puts 5-6 
projects on her list to finish.  Her friend Linda 
does the same and then they swap lists to keep 
each other accountable and on task to get their 
projects finished.  It worked pretty well in Sept.  
We’ll see how it goes during the holidays, but 
it is a great idea to be able to finish up some of 
the things she has started, so she can get more 
projects without feeling overwhelmed.

Michele is also a great teacher and friend.  
She is willing to jump in at any time to 
help anyone learn their machine or a new 
technique and she is so fun to be around.

Michele stays pretty busy with her kids, she 
has 2 boys and a girl and her son Harris is 
a senior in high school so they have lots of 
wrestling matches they attend.  On top of 
that she loves football and reading.  She also 
loves to go to “junk” stores and flea markets.  
Who knows what her next great vintage 
find will be.  Watch for more pictures of the 
finished projects and things that Michele 
creates.

Sniplets
Who LOVES putting in zippers!!??  
Actually I do.  This has not always 
been the case however.  There was a 
time I hated putting in zippers, but 
then I started to implement several of 
the different tricks I had learned and 
now I love sewing zippers.  

The first trick is to buy a zipper longer 
than what you need and preferable 
with nylon teeth so it’s easy to sew over.  
Shorten the zipper to the appropriate 
length by removing the extra from the 
zip end and removing the metal stay 
from the closed end.  Use matching 
fabric that you have made into double 
fold tape tabs and sew these over the 
now raw edges, encasing them.  This 
makes the zipper prettier and allows it 
to be sewn in easier as you cross each 
end.  

The second trick is to sew up the seam 
with the correct seam allowance before 
putting in the zipper and press the 
seam open.  Now use your “Jack”  (you 
know Jack the ripper) and take out 
the stitches. Now you have perfectly 
pressed fabric and can butt the edges 
up to the zipper teeth for a beautiful 
finish every time.  

Voila’, in no time you will LOVE 
putting in zippers too!

Customer Focus
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Story Corner
Miss Cindie

Part 2 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Throughout the rest of the school 
year, Miss Cindie continued to wear 
the necklace that Robby had given 
her at Christmas.  She also made sure 
to wear the perfume so that when 
she worked with Robby or even 
just walked in the aisle past him, he 
knew.  Of course, she kept the small 
quilt top prominently displayed for 
the remainder of the school year, 
and even had a project where all 
of the students designed their own 
quilt patterns using crayons and 
paper.  Robby began to come out of 
his shell and could even be found 
on the playground from time to 
time playing with some of the other 
children.  It didn’t hurt that the other 
students saw Miss Cindie’s careful 
dedication to Robby, because they all 
loved and respected her.  If she could 
treat Robby with kindness, maybe 
they should too.  Robby’s grades 
came back up so that he was once 
again an average student, but that was 
far better than he had been earlier 
in the school year.  Cindie made 
careful notes explaining all that had 
happened during that fourth-grade 
year to include in his student file.  She 
wanted to make sure that teachers 
along the way would know his story 
and work with him accordingly.

Fifth grade was the oldest class in the 

elementary school where Miss Cindie 
taught her fourth grade students, and 
she was gratified to see Robby among 
the student body when the next year’s 
class began.  Of course, he was no 
longer in her classroom, but Robby 
often stopped in to see her and give 
her a hug.  Every time he came by, he 
always said, “I love you, Miss Cindie” 
before he walked out of her room again.  
She checked with Robby’s homeroom 
teacher to see how he was progressing 
in his schoolwork and social skills and 
was gratified to hear that he was doing 
very well.  In fact, he was performing 
somewhat above average and seemed to 
have a small but loyal group of friends.
 
The next school year, Robby began 
attending middle school, which was 
located half a mile from the elementary 
school where Miss Cindie taught.  
Robby stopped in several times during 
the year to see her.  She always kept the 
necklace nearby so that she could show 
it to him and prove she still treasured 
his gifts.  Each time, upon leaving 
her room, Robby would embrace his 
beloved teacher and whisper, “I love 
you, Miss Cindie.”
 
As the years began to slip by, Cindie 
worked with her fourth graders and 
tried to be a blessing in the life of each.  
Robby entered high school and stopped 
by less and less frequently, but when he 
did see her, he maintained his practice 

of embracing her and telling her he 
loved her.
 
One afternoon, after her class had 
dismissed for the day, Cindie sat 
at her desk grading papers and 
preparing for the next day’s activities 
when suddenly her door burst open 
and Robby walked in toward her, 
now the vision of a tall and noble 
young man.  “Hello, Miss Cindie!” 
he gushed.  “Look here, I have 
something to show you!”
 
Seeing the paper in his hand, she 
reached out, smiling at him as she did 
so, and drew the page toward herself.  
“Honors?” was her only response.
 
He grinned.  “Hard to believe, I 
know.  But yes, I’m graduating with 
honors.  I wanted you to know.  You 
have always meant so much to me, 
and I think a teacher needs to know 
when they’ve made a huge difference 
in a student’s life.”  He paused for a 
moment, and then reached out to 
embrace her in the way that had 
become their tradition.  “And Miss 
Cindie, you have made the greatest 
difference in my life.  I love you, Miss 
Cindie.”
 
Robby stayed and talked with his 
teacher for the better part of an 
hour before he finally had to leave 
to attend another activity.  Cindie 
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marveled at the magnificent way his 
life was developing, although she had 
to wonder exactly how much she had 
to do with it.  He seemed to indicate 
that it had been she who had been his 
life saver.  She had only shown a little 
boy some kindness and respect.  That 
really couldn’t have had that big of an 
impact, could it?
 
Cindie received a letter from Robby 
a couple of months later, informing 
her that he had been accepted into 
the University of Arkansas and 
would therefore be moving up to 
Fayetteville.  In his note, he promised 
to stop in and see her whenever he 
was back in town.  He was as good 
as his word, and she delighted to see 
him whenever he stopped by.  She 
was amazed at the changes she saw 
in him though, and it hardly seemed 
possible he had once been the timid, 
withdrawn little boy who had been in 
her fourth-grade class.  Now he was 
fully a man, astute in his speech and 
manner, impressive in his bearing.  
She cheered to herself when she 
received the announcement that he 
was graduating from college with his 
bachelor’s degree.
 
Four or five years passed and Cindie 
did not hear from her former student.  
That was almost always how it was, 
though.  Grown people have to leave 
their childhood teachers behind and 
move on to more important and 
pressing matters.  They have to live 
their lives.
 
It was at the end of a busy school 

day when Cindie’s phone rang.  Ever 
since she had gotten a cell phone, she 
kept it muted during the school day, 
but turned up the sound once class had 
been dismissed in case her own family 
needed to contact her.  When she 
answered on this occasion, the voice on 
the other end was vaguely familiar, but 
it was not her son or husband.  

“Hello Miss Cindie,” the voice began.  
“Do you know who this is?”  

Cindie looked at her caller ID, but 
it only said Wireless Caller.  “Is this 
Robby?” she ventured.

“Oh no ma’am, Miss Cindie.  This is 
Robert K. Bannister, M.D.!”  Then he 
laughed with such obvious glee that 
Cindie found herself chuckling.

“Robby, it is you!  I’m so delighted to 
hear from you!  And you say you’re a 
doctor now?”

“Yes ma’am.  And Miss Cindie, guess 
what else?  I’m getting married!”  
Suddenly his tone came down a few 
notches.  “I wondered if I could ask a 
great favor of you.”

“Anything I can do for you, I’m glad to.  
What do you need?”

“Well, my dad will be at the wedding.  
You might be surprised to hear he’ll 
be there, but he has mellowed over the 
years.  We get along pretty well now…
not like when my mom first died.  That 
cut him pretty deep.  Anyway, he will 
be standing in the reception line, and 

I wondered if you wouldn’t mind 
standing in the line where my mom 
would have been.  You’re the closest 
person to a mother I can imagine, 
and I would be thrilled if you could 
do that.”
Cindie paused a long time, with 
Robby feeling that perhaps he 
had asked too much or that it was 
somehow inappropriate.  But that 
wasn’t it.  She just needed a moment 
to gather herself and allow the lump 
in her throat to subside so that she 
could speak without it sounding like 
a sob.  “Robby, I would be more than 
delighted to attend and stand in the 
line.  I just had to gather myself for a 
minute after you made your request.  
Thank you for thinking of me.  I’d be 
honored.”

Robby took a few minutes to update 
Miss Cindie on the things going on 
in his life, how he had met the girl 
he was set to marry, the rigors of 
medical school, and other mundane 
yet somehow precious bits of 
chitchat.  He also informed her of the 
details of the wedding plans, where 
and when the reception would take 
place, his invitation to bring any and 
all of her family if she so desired, 
and even that she was welcome to 
wear anything she felt comfortable 
in for the reception line.  As the 
conversation came to an end, he 
paused to catch her attention.  “I love 
you, Miss Cindie,” he said, his smile 
coming through in his voice over the 
phone.
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Read Part 3 in Next Month’s Newsletter


