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 First of all, I apologize to the woman who called at the beginning of the shutdown with 
questions about WeeBees.  She did not leave her name and said I could reach her at the above 
number.  I don’t have that kind of answering machine and could not return her call.  Please try 
again or call one of the regulars:  Barbara Clarke, Jan Nelson-Drake, or Susan Hattan.  They are 
more tech savvy than I am. 
 
 Joining Needlechasers was the first thing I did after I retired, and I was soon taking part 
in WeeBees at Sue Hannon’s house.  I tried a new pattern every month and was making 
progress.  When she retired, I started hosting WeeBees and discovered that hosting required 
more effort than just showing up at Sue’s house with a top in hand. . . cutting batting, 
sometimes choosing a backing, making cookies, and clearing a path through the rubble.  (It 
doesn’t help that I am also a book worm and books are everywhere.)  If we did not have enough 
tops on hand, I’d make more by using quick, easy patterns.  Progress stopped and I am now 
officially beyond beginning . . . and that’s okay.  Consequently, I don’t take photos of my quilts.  
The ones below are samples of WeeBee quilts.  In a normal year, we tie 60-65 quilts, and we are 
now getting our groove back.  In August 2021, we gave the House of Ruth 38 WeeBee quilts 
and, in December 2021, we gave 19 to Debbie for the Interfaith Works Project to provide warm 
quilts and blankets to people in need.  In June, Helen Blumen stopped by a WeeBees session 
and picked up 33 more for Interfaith Works.  We are small but mighty . . . We are WeeBees; 
hear us roar!  
 
 Eighty-five years ago in small town Kansas, there was very little encouragement for 
young people to have plans for the future, especially for girls.  For example, my uncle had the 
McDonald Photography Studio.  I wondered why it was not called the Shirley Photo Studio.  
Then I realized that Shirley was a girl’s name, and girls could not take pictures.  At a young age, I 
worried about what I would do when I grew up, as I did not want to be a housewife, teacher or 
nurse – that’s all I saw women doing. 
 
 Then I saw a movie musical about a young beautiful dancer who was the toast of the 
town on Broadway.  She met a man and fell in love, and he wanted her to retire and marry him 
. . . and she did!  NOOOOOO!  Anyway, I now knew what I wanted:  Be a ballerina, perform on 
Broadway, and go to Hollywood to dance with Fred and Gene.  There were no dance studios for 
miles around, so classes were not taken, tutus not made, and Hollywood did not need another 
wannabe.  When I was in my 30’s, I was taking classes at the Arlington YMCA.  One night I 
stayed for a modern dance class and loved it.  My favorite part was the last ten minutes when 
the instructor put on a record and let us improvise.  I lived for those ten minutes twice a week.  
Then I moved to Sliver Spring and was too busy at work to take classes.  Could I have been a 
dancer if I’d started lessons eons ago?  Probably not, but I’d have been a more appreciative 
member of the audience.    
 
 



 
Years go by and I get a call from a friend who was taking classes to keep her teaching 
credentials current.  The assignment had been to interview a small-business owner and present 
a report to the class.  She had not had time to do so and told me I could be any small-business 
owner I wanted to be, and she would interview me.  Easy peasy!  I was a dance studio owner 
and taught classes.  I just talked and talked.  I wanted my students to know that mastering the 
technique for any goal would help them in so many unexpected ways in the future.  Most of all, 
I wanted them to experience the freedom and joy in movement and how to interpret 
movement with music.  If dance was not their thing, I wanted them to find out what was, 
because making a living is not the same as making a life.   
 
Well, we all have our pipe dreams, but we seldom include the nitty gritty required to make 
those dreams a reality.  Even so, having a studio and teaching classes was the best job I never 
had.  Five.Six…Five.Six.Seven.Eight.   
 
(P.S.  My chubby ballerina has been hanging by my sewing machine for years.)  


