
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates

Pineapple Quilt Class
Saturday, Aug 12, all day
class

Block of the Month
workday Saturday, Aug
19  9:30-1:00

Bionic Gear Bag Class
Saturday, Aug 26, all day
class

Panel Play Class
Saturday, Sept 2, all day
class

Pre-Orders for the new
PFAFF CREATIVE ICON
have started.

If you pre-order, you will
receive a $2500 gift
package from Pfaff and a
$500 shopping spree from
the Bed-Warmer!

Come see us!

Shellie’s Stash

I love the tradition of making quilts for weddings!
There is an overwhelming comfort about receiving
a quilt that will go with you as you start this new
journey in life.  When I was engaged, I really hadn’t
thought about the tradition of quilt giving because,
although my mom and grandma were sewers, they
weren’t quilters.  It was one week before my
wedding and I attended a bridal shower for one of
my friends.  While we were at the shower we all
helped to “tie” a quilt for the bride-to-be.  As I
watched 20 women from 3 different generations
come together and all work on this quilt, I was in
awe of the love going into it.  I truly could see how
it would become a treasure to this young woman
and her future family.

To my absolute surprise, the following week, my
grandma gave me a quilt for my wedding.  I didn’t
know that she and a group of her friends had gotten
together as soon as our engagement was announced
and had began working on a quilt.  Because my
grandma wasn’t a “quilter”, the quilt was quite
simple and more like just big pieces of fabric tied
together with batting in-between.  But it meant so
much to me and carried those same feelings of love.
It brought comfort to me thru all the different
emotions that I felt as a young married away from
home and family.  It tied all the generations
together, my grandparents, parents and us, and I
felt love and comfort every time I wrapped up in
it.

I began to think about how much joy and comfort a quilt
brings.  It quickly became my favorite gift to give.  I
would give my friends quilts when they started having
children.  I made quilts for my kids when they were born
and as they grew.  I didn’t know if they would feel the
same way about them as I did, but I knew it would bring
comfort to them and they would know it was made with
love from me.   To my joy, the quilts became treasures to
my kids as well.  As each of my kids started a new journey
in life, I made them a new quilt to take with them.  In high
school, I made them and their friends lots of rag quilts.
As they went off to college, each of my kids received a
jean quilt made from the very jeans they grew up in.  Of
course, I designed a quilt especially for each of them for
their weddings, and then a quilt as each new baby is born.

To this day, my daughter still adores and cherishes the
very first quilt I ever made for her.  It was in her crib
waiting for her the day we brought her home from the
hospital.  She slept with it for years, then wanted it folded
and laid on top of her pillow so she could sleep on it,
instead of under it and eventually it was placed inside her
pillowcase so she could still sleep on it every night, but
not run the risk of misplacing it.  Then when she married
the quilt was placed into her cedar chest.   As soon as she
found out she was gonna be a mama, her first request was
that I make a quilt for her baby, so he too could grow up
with a favorite quilt full of love.

Now, a “Journey Quilt” is my favorite quilt to give.   It’s
the chance to give a quilt to family or friends as they start
a new journey in life, whatever that journey might be,
happy or sad, it’s an opportunity to wrap them in warmth
and love and encouragement for their next adventure in
life.  Because…

“When you sleep under a quilt, you’re wrapped
in warmth and love!”

--Shellie Blake
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Social Circle

Sniplets
Did you know there is a difference
between the measurements on the mat
and the measurements on the ruler?
There is!

I have often said this very thing but
was quite amused and a bit impressed
when, one day while working in the
shop, my son, (who is a quality
engineer), was look at the mat and
ruler measurements and said, “Did
you know that the measurements on
these two are not the same?  There is
a slight difference between them”.

You may think that a slight difference
is no big deal but it can be.  If you are
going back and forth between the two
and if your quilt has lots of pieces,
then the blocks can start to get off.
Just a little at first but the farther you
go, the more it can be off.  The best
thing to do is to choose one or the
other and stick to it for measuring
your cuts. Then Voila’, your cutting
will be more accurate and your blocks
will be consistent.

Spotlight Customer Focus

The Bed-Warmer Quilt & Sew had the pleasure of hosting
the Saline County Quilters Guild for their “First Wednesday.”
We had a really great time and enjoyed a summer picnic pot-
luck.  A quilt guild is a great place to socialize with some
really fun and talented people.  You get to know each other
like a family.  It’s a chance to share in each other’s joys,
sorrows, fun and accomplishments.   There is always tons of
inspiration and lots of tips and talents to share.  Quilters are
a community of amazing people.  One of my customers
says—“It takes a village to help me make a quilt”.  Well, this
guild is the perfect village.

Brenda Woods

eet Brenda Woods.  She was born
in Carlsbad, New Mexico.  She is
the oldest of 5 kids with 2 sisters
and 2 brothers.  She grew up in
New Mexico and graduated from
high school in Hobbs, New Mexico.

Brenda met her hubby, Carroll, (as
she puts it) as a pick up.  She was

with her best friend hanging out at the A&W drive-in
and her best friends boyfriend pulled up beside them.
In the passenger seat was Carroll, a good ole
southern boy from Arkansas.  Carroll had grown up
in the Tulip/Carthage area.  The summer before his
junior year in high school his family moved to New
Mexico.  He got drafted and after his tour in the army
he went back to New Mexico.  That was when they
met.  They dated a year and a half and now have
been married 47 years.  They have 2 kids, 1 boy, 1
girl, 4 grand kids, 3 boys, 1 girl and 1 great granbaby
boy.

Within the first 4 years of their marriage they moved
from New Mexico to Washington State to Arizona
and landed in Malvern Arkansas.  When Brenda and
Carroll built a house in 1978, they ended up across
the street from Joyce Clift.  As they got talking they

found out that Joyce and Carroll had gone to school
together in Carthage.  He was a year ahead of Joyce.
Brenda and Joyce became fast friends and even their
kids became best friends too.  It’s been 40 years and
they still live across the road from each other.

Brenda has worked at The Discount Store,
Montgomery Ward, Sears, Malvern National Bank
and as an aide at Glen Rose Schools.  She had sewn
but never quilted. She came to our Turning 20 class a
year ago March and has been hooked on quilting ever
since.  She has even done the finishing quilting on
several of her quilts with her Pfaff Performance 5.0.
Brenda’s sister and mom have come with her to our
open sew several times and almost always, Joyce
comes to quilt with her as well.

Her other hobbies and interests are crochet, crafts,
baking and spending
time with family and
friends.  She attends
Francois Missionary
Baptist Church in
Malvern and is every
bit a true Christian
lady.  I hope you get
the chance to meet
this dear sweet lady.
You will become fast
friends too.



Story Corner
The Traveling Quilt

Part 2 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Gavin dropped off the boxes of discarded
items at the rear door to the Goodwill
building.  The rough hands of laborers
moved the boxes into the building where
other hands quickly sorted through the
contents, placing materials considered to
be eligible for resale in one area and items
considered to be refuse in another.  An
overweight man with a stubble beard and
stained t-shirt picked up the quilt and
quickly cast it into the refuse section,
believing it to be of no more value than a
U-Haul packing blanket.  Fortunately, a
gray-haired woman passing by the refuse
section spotted a corner of the quilt
sticking out and removed it from the pile
for a better look.  She worked in the front
of the Goodwill store and asked her
manager if she might purchase the quilt
that was otherwise scheduled to be thrown
out.  He agreed, and Lacey Williams
bought the old quilt for fifty cents.

Lacey loved the color combination of her
new possession and admired the delicate
stars that adorned it.  She didn’t know
anything about quilting, but this creation
somehow appealed to her.  She placed it at
the foot of her bed and used it for another
five years as additional covering at night
when her house got cold in the winter.
Lacey lived alone on the very meager
income she earned from working at
Goodwill, so splurging for extra heat in the
winter was out of the question.

Early one June day, an old friend that
Lacey had not seen in three or four years
stopped by to visit.  Her name was
Samantha Stewart, and the two elderly
ladies enjoyed talking together and
catching up on everything that had
happened to them since they had last
spoken.  At one point, Lacey invited
Samantha to tour her house and see some
of the items she had collected over the
years.  There were two hand-crafted
warrior masks that had somehow come
across the ocean from Africa.  Lacey
showed her friend the silver tea set she had
managed to pick up from the Goodwill
when nobody realized its value.  She had
often wondered how somebody could give
away something so valuable and do it
casually, having no idea of its worth.  In
the course of the tour, Lacey had given no
thought to showing Samantha the quilt she
had acquired, but when Samantha saw it,
she immediately asked Lacey to tell her
the story behind it.

“There’s no story, really,” Lacey had
replied.  “It had come into Goodwill and
one of our associates was about to throw
it out when I grabbed it up.  Why do you
ask?”

Samantha, who was no expert quilter but
who had done some quilting in the past,
knew quality workmanship when she saw
it.  “It just looks like it’s really well made,”

she responded.  “Would you consider
selling it to me?”

Lacey picked up the pink and purple quilt,
folded it to a size that made it
transportable, and handed it to her friend.
“No charge.  You’ll probably appreciate it
more than I do anyway.”

Samantha took the offering.  “Are you
sure?  I didn’t mean to come into your
house to go shopping…”

Lacey laughed.  “That’s okay.  I bought it
for fifty cents.  I’m sure I can find some
kind of a replacement if I need one.”

Samantha placed the quilt in her car for the
drive home, pondering where exactly she
should put it in her house.  Like Lacey, she
lived alone and could arrange her house
any way she saw fit.  Arriving home, she
glanced around her living room, and the
perfect spot for the quilt became apparent.
She folded it lengthwise and placed it on
the top of the sofa back where visitors
would be able to see the delicate stitching
and the beautiful stars that adorned the
quilt.  Had she been a more accomplished
quilter, Samantha would have realized that
the back of the sofa was against a window
where bright light streamed in all day and
that so much light would have the effect
of fading the vibrant colors of the quilt.
But Samantha did not recognize the
mistake in her placement.  As a result, over



the next seven years that the quilt occupied
its place on the sofa back, a slightly faded
strip about two inches wide running the
length of the quilt developed.  If the quilt
not been made of superior fabric, the faded
area would have been much worse.  As it
was, the strip was noticeable only when
the quilt was laid out and could be
compared with the non-faded areas.

Time marched on for Samantha, and one
night she felt a headache coming on and
her eyes felt a bit out of focus.  She
wondered if her wakefulness of the
previous night might be responsible for her
feeling a little out of sorts.  Her now
elderly son was scheduled to stop by the
next day to help with some essential chores
that she herself was unable to perform,
such as changing some light bulbs,
replacing batteries in the smoke detectors,
and trimming the bushes near the front
door.  She hoped to feel well enough to
help guide him through her list of honey-
dos.  When her son knocked on her front
door the next morning and did not receive
a response, he began to worry a little.  He
went around to the back door, pulled the
hidden key from its secret location, and let
himself in.  Seeing his mother still in bed,
and noticing no movement at all, he
realized his beloved mother had slipped
into eternity sometime in the night.

The process of sorting through Samantha’s
belongings fell to her three surviving
children.  Through some good-natured
horse-trading, they all laid claim upon
items in her house that they themselves
wanted to retain.  Then they agreed that
everything else would be distributed
through a series of yard sales they planned
to hold until virtually everything was gone.

Although everything was put on display at
the first yard sale, fewer than half of the
items were sold.  The furniture went
almost immediately, followed by some of

the larger decorations, lamps, and knick
knacks.  The second yard sale saw most of
the other hard goods such as the
dinnerware and silverware sold, some
smaller electric appliances, and a few more
decorations.  Even though Samantha’s
children had planned to continue holding
yard sales until everything was gone, they
became a little discouraged that items such
as clothing, blankets, and towels did not
catch the interest of any potential
purchasers.  They agreed to one final yard
sale, after which everything left over
would either be trashed or given to
Goodwill.

Near the end of the final yard sale, a young
woman and her two-year-old daughter
happened to be driving by.  On a whim,
the woman pulled over to the curb,
released her little girl from her captivity in
the car seat, and meandered over to see
what was available among the goods on
display.  The clothing held little interest
for her.  Most of it was outdated and had
clearly belonged to a woman of advanced
years.  Her eye was drawn to a quilt that
had been placed on the end of a table.  She
unfolded it and could see that it had been
handmade at some point in the distant past.
Seeing the faded strip, she almost put it
back down and walked away, but
something inside of her made her buy it
instead.  Looking down at her little girl,
the woman said, “Yvonne, sweetie, should
we buy this for Grandma?”

The blue eyes of the little blond girl looked
up at her mother.  “Okay mama.”

Eva smiled at her daughter.  Clearly the
tiny girl had little idea behind the meaning
of the question.  Even though Eva had
referenced ‘Grandma,’ it was Eva’s
grandmother she was talking about, which
would make her Yvonne’s great-
grandmother.  Eva knew that once upon a
time, her Grandma had been a quilter, but

arthritis had forced her to abandon her
passion in years past.  Still, Eva thought
that it might be fun to see what she thought
of this creation even though it had
manifestly been through a lifetime of use.
“She probably won’t want it,” Eva said,
speaking to her little girl as though the
child could understand everything she said.
“But we’ll let her look it over anyway.
Sound good?”

“Okay mama.”

Eva pressed the button and heard the
subdued musical tones pass through the
front door that the old-fashioned doorbell
made in her grandmother’s home.  After a
few long seconds, the door pulled open and
the face of her grandmother appeared, an
expression of delight evident in her
countenance.  “Eva, dear!  What a nice
surprise!  Come in, sweetheart.”

Eva smiled in response to her Grandma’s
invitation.  It was always a joy to come to
this home.  Grandma’s long gray hair was
pulled up into a loose, stylish bun, and
although the arthritis slowed her down, she
tried not to let it completely rule her life.
Yvonne bounced over to Grandma and
gave her a tight hug.  Not satisfied to leave
the sweet little girl on the ground,
Grandma swept her up into her arms and
hugged her and kissed her cheeks until
there were almost no kisses left in her.
Yvonne was content to keep the love
coming.  Finally, Grandma put the little
girl down and motioned for her
granddaughter to come out to her sun
room.  “So glad to have you stop by dear,”
she said.  “What brings you over to my
house today?”

Eva had carried in a brown paper bag and
now set it on the little coffee table in front
of herself.  She was glad that there was
abundant light in the sun room so that
Grandma would be able to clearly see what
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she had brought along so as to give her
honest opinion.  Placing her hand in the
bottom of the bag, she lifted the folded
quilt out and laid it on the table.  Then she
arose and unfolded the tapestry so that her
Grandma could see it in its entirety.
Grandma reached down and examined the
quilt, looking first at the topside of it and
then folding it over to examine the
backside.  Eva could see the practiced eye
of an expert quilter making judgments.
Finally, her grandmother looked up at Eva.
“Sweetheart, could you run into my back
room and fetch my sewing kit?  Bring it
out here to me please.”

Eva wondered what enhancement
Grandma could possibly have planned, and
how she was ever going to make it with
hands that could barely grasp a needle, let
alone do any fine detail work.
Nevertheless, Eva did as she was asked and
brought the basket containing needles,
thread, and various other sewing
implements out to her Grandma.  The elder
woman’s stiff, arthritic hands sorted

through the basket until she had found just
what she was looking for.  Eva watched as
her grandmother pulled off the lid of the
seam ripper and began tearing away some
of the stitches.  Obviously, her hands were
still capable of some kinds of sewing
activity.  Unable to see exactly what her
Grandma was doing, Eva split her attention
between Yvonne playing on the floor and
her grandmother who meticulously worked
on a patch of the quilt.  After five minutes,
Grandma put the seam ripper down along
with a patch of fabric she had removed
from the quilt.  “Eva, I want to show you
something,” she said.  Turning the quilt so
that Eva could see what she had done, Eva
was surprised to see a message written in
thread on the newly-exposed piece of
fabric.  It said:

For my daughter Olivia on her eighth birthday.
I love you sweetheart.

Your Mama,
Zina Elise McIntyre

Eva’s eyes grew wide as she read the
message.  Then she looked up at her

Grandma, who was smiling.  “No way!”
was all Eva could say.

Grandma’s eyes twinkled as she gazed at
her granddaughter.  “Funny how life works
sometimes, isn’t it dear?  I made this quilt
for your mother all those years ago, but
because of circumstances at the time, I was
never able to give it to her.  And now it has
made its way home again.”

“But how…”  Beyond that utterance, Eva
found she was speechless.

“I don’t know,” Zina replied, “unless
Providence had a hand in it.”  Looking
over the quilt again, Grandma was
sanguine.  “Despite its age, it doesn’t seem
too worse for the wear.  I see a faded area,
but if that’s the worst that has happened to
it, it’s been well cared for, for the most part
anyway.”  Suddenly, Zina’s eyes lit up as
she looked at Eva.  “I’ve got an idea!”


