
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates

SALE!!
Now thru Dec 31st

All Christmas and
Halloween fabrics
are 35% OFF
C’mon in and stock up!

CLASSES:

ICON Event
All day class
Saturday Dec 9
If interested in the new
Creative ICON contact
Shellie

Cleopatra’s Fan
All day class
Tuesday Dec 12

Pocket Pillows
All Day Class
Saturday Dec 16

Christmas Pot Luck
Tues Dec 19th

Noon -2pm

Shellie’s Stash

everal years back we
were blessed with the
opportunity to take our
kids to Germany during
the Christmas season.  It
was a wonderful
experience to see how

another country celebrates.  And even
though the Christmas Markets are
amazing and filled with too much to
process in just one visit, my favorite part
was all the lights.  Everything was lit up.
It looked bright as day even in the late
evening hours.   The trees were lit with
big and small lights; there were lights on
the houses, buildings, churches and all
throughout the market; there were lights
from the crackling fires where they
roasted the chestnuts, (yes, they roasted
chestnut on an open fire) and the fires in
big stone hearths in the buildings and
restaurants, and candles, candles
everywhere.  We even saw trees with real
lit candles on them. I loved it all.  It gave
a glow of wonder to everything and made
us feel like we belonged there, not just
visiting.

I soon realized that my favorite part of the
season has always been the lights.  Even when
I was a child my parents would load us all in
the car with our pillows and quilts and we
would drive all around to see all the lights
people put up.  There were several areas that
were called Christmas Street because everyone
on the entire street went all out decorating their
houses, especially with lights.  And every year
my best friend’s dad would meticulously go
thru every light strand as he hung it on the
house to make sure every bulb was working
and that they were in perfect order of one red,
one green.   In the evenings we would sit in a
darkened room, lit only by the lights on the tree
and the fire in the hearth and listen to Christmas
carols.  I guess it’s our fond memories that
cause us to love the traditions of holidays and
family.   We all have our own special favorite
thing.  Mine is the lights.

We each have a light that we all carry inside us
and it just seems to glow brighter at Christmas.
Sharing, caring, and giving to others a part of
our own light will give a brighter glow of
wonder to everything and everyone this year.

I wish all y’all the Merriest of Christmas’ and
light for the New Year.

– Shellie Blake

December 2017



Social Circle

Sniplets
When you are sewing curved pieces
of fabric there is an easy and not so
easy way to do it.  The easiest way
is to be happy.  Let me explain--
when the two pieces of fabric are
placed right sides together one piece
will be a “hump” and the other will
be “scoop”.  The ‘scoop’ also looks
like a smile.  So if you put the smile
on top to sew, it is super easy to see
the hump on the bottom and be able
to move the scoop (smile) into the
edges of the hump.  This way you
know that your edges are matching.
If you do it the other way, many
times the scoop slips and you can’t
tell under the hump until you are
ready to press.  Then you will have
a frown because you have to use
Jack to rip out the stitching, so you
can re-sew.  The hump also looks
like a frown, so if you see a frown
turn it over and sew with a smile.
Voilá.

Spotlight Customer Focus

Our long awaited new ‘piece-
full’ clubhouse is now OPEN!!!
And we couldn’t be more
excited.   There are still a few

details to finish but we are open and the ladies are loving all the space.
We have more than 3 times the space of our previous classroom so
there is tons of room for spreading out, accommodating more people
or both.  Yay!!  The previous classroom is being turned into more floor
space, so that means more fabrics, notions and ideas!   Come hang out
with us.  The clubhouse is open to everyone any time that we don’t
have a class or event going on, you are welcome to come sew.   Our
classes will hold lots more people with more cutting and pressing areas
and individual space.  Come see!

Donna Lesher
onna Lesher was
born in Little Rock
and is the middle of
3 girls.  She
graduated Central
High in 1991 and
started the police

cadet program the same year.
After 3 years she started the
police academy.

Donna was married for 2 years
and had 1 daughter, then
divorced.  She remarried and had
another daughter and gained 3
step kids, 2 boys and 1 girl.   She
has been married for 22 years and
now has 7 granbabies with 1 more

on the way.  3 girls, 4 boys and one
due July 2.

Donna retired from the Little Rock
Police Force after 25 years of
service and her hubby will also
retire from the Little Rock Police
Force in January.

When Donna was in Jr. High she
made an apron in one of her classes
and had not made anything since.
She got the idea to make her hubby
a quilt for his retirement using 66
of his ties, and made a king-sized
Dresden Tie Plate.   She went to
Florida to her aunt’s house to make
the quilt because she knew what
she wanted to do but had no idea
how to do it.  Her aunt helped her
and she made a gorgeous quilt.



Donna enjoyed making the quilt
so much she came to the Bed-
Warmer Quilt & Sew and bought
her own machine.  She then set
out to make quilts for each
grandchild.  She started the first
quilt on Aug 12th and has made 7
quilts to give the grands for
Christmas.   Along with those 7
she made a quilt for her dad for

Christmas and a two sided quilt
for her mom for Christmas.  She
made a quilt for herself and of
course she made her dog a quilt—
because he wanted one too.  She
has even started teaching her
daughter how to quilt.

Donna’s other hobbies include
hunting, fishing, camping,

spending time with family and
traveling—especially in their
motor home.  Her hubby takes her
fishing for her birthday every
year.  She accompanies him to the
deer camp and this year instead
of hunting she stayed in the motor
home to sew and quilt….Yahoo!



Story Corner
David’s Quilt

Part 3 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

The quilt looked very much like the
one that had been lost, except that
it was new and crisscrossed with
vibrant colors and patterns.  James
looked from the quilt in the box to
the face of his son.  “David, can I
see the letter please?”  David
raised the paper and passed it to
his father.  James took it and
dropped his eyes to read the words
written there:

Dear David,
 For years I have regretted
the way I left you and your
father.  I know there isn’t a
good excuse for me
abandoning you, but at the
time I was struggling with my
emotions and felt it was best
for everyone if I just left.  I
didn’t know it at the time, but
I had been suffering with
severe clinical depression.  It
led me to live on the streets for
a couple of years, self-
medicating with drugs and
alcohol until I finally found
my way into a good treatment
program.  By the time I had my
depression under control with
some of the new medications
that had come out for that
purpose, it had been years
since I had seen you.  I was

sure you would never want to
see me again and I believed
your father hated me.  Maybe
he does, I don’t know for sure.
But when I saw your story on
the news and that you
treasured that old quilt I
made, it gave me new hope
that I might someday come
back into your lives.
 I made this new quilt for
you to take the place of the one
that was lost.  It might not
have the same sentimental
value the old one had, but I
made it myself and put all the
love I have in my heart for you
into it.
 David, when you play for
the state championship (and
I’m sure your team will make
it there), I’ll be watching the
news and reading the sports
reports, cheering you on.  I
hope this quilt can inspire you
to do your best.  I’m afraid to
ask you if I can come visit,
because I’m afraid of the
answer I might get.  Instead,
I’ll stay where I am, loving you
from afar, and hoping one day
you can forgive me.  Hug your
father for me.  He’s still the
only man I ever loved.
–Mom

The Bryant High School student
body and all of its boosters were
delighted when, over the course of
the next four basketball games,
David White came out of the slump
he’d been in.  As they say in sports,
he shot the lights out, hitting a
record number of three-pointers in
the last regular season game.  The
state finals tournament nearly cost
Bryant a spot in the finals, as they
trailed Van Buren by three points
with five seconds left in the game.
After a timeout, Bryant had
inbounded the ball to David who
made a three-pointer to send the
game into overtime.  It looked like
there would be a second overtime
period as the teams were tied again
just as time was running out, but an
amazing pass from David to a
wide-open Terek Johnson allowed
the team to make one final score
before the clock hit zero.  Making it
to the state championship had been
all David could think of since
reading the letter from his mother.
He knew she’d be watching.

The state championship game
against Jacksonville in the Jack
Stephens Center on the campus of
the University of Arkansas at Little



Rock was a truly exciting event.
The place was filled almost to
capacity as the teams took to the
court.  David looked up into the
bleachers where his dad sat and
gave him a little wave from the floor.
The spot next to James was taken
with the new quilt they had
received, and David was almost
disappointed that his mother wasn’t
there instead.  In the back of his
mind, he really thought she might
make an appearance.  After all, this
was probably the biggest event of
his life so far.  Still, it was great to
see his father there, always
supporting him.

Throughout the game and during
timeouts, David glimpsed up to
where his dad sat, ever hopeful that
something (or someone) instead of
the quilt might be there, but nothing
changed.  By the end of the game,
Bryant had charged out to a ten-
point lead.  Most of the team’s
success could be credited to the
leadership David had exhibited in
his shooting, passing, and
rebounding.  As the final buzzer
rang out, most of the players ran to
the baskets so they could cut down
the hoop nets as their trophy on the
championship win.  David ran up
into the stands, hugged his dad,
and grabbed the quilt.  Unfurled, he
held it over his head and then
wrapped it around his shoulders the
way an Olympic athlete always
wraps themselves in their country’s
flag.  If his mom couldn’t see him in
person, he wanted to make sure

she saw her quilt and what it meant
to her son.

David stayed on the court floor until
almost the entire venue was empty
of fans.  He had his share of media
interviews during that time, and
most of them had asked about the
new quilt, having followed the
earlier story of his stolen quilt.
Finally, James approached his son
to indicate it was time to head into
the locker room to change into his
street clothes.  He knew what David
had been hoping for, but it was
clear that David’s mother was not
in attendance.  Putting his arm
around his son, he let David know
without words of his pride and
support.  It had been quite a day.

            *     *     *      *      *

Stepping out of her car, Brandy
eyed the house that she had once
called home many years before.  A
sudden feeling of trepidation
overcame her and she fought off
the temptation to get back in her
vehicle and drive home to Phoenix.
After seeing highlights of her son
following his team’s state
championship, she had
reconsidered her decision not to
ever see her husband or son again.
She had felt so sure they would
reject her; hate her even.  But there
David had been, the new quilt she
had made wrapped around his
shoulders after the win.  She hoped
that was a sign she could be
forgiven by these two individuals

who she still loved with all of her
heart.  It was that love that caused
her to hesitate.  If they rejected her
now, would she be able to endure
it?  Would she survive?  She was
not sure.

Slowly making her way up the
walkway, she ascended the few
steps leading to the front door.  She
had chosen seven o’clock in the
evening as the time to approach
them, feeling that this was the time
most likely to find both her husband
and son at home.  Very little had
changed on the house since she
had gone.  The front door had been
painted a new color.  The trees in
the yard had grown to full height.
Most everything else still felt
familiar.  Brandy saw the doorbell
button, but elected not to use it.
Apprehensively, she reached up
and knocked on the outside door,
suddenly hoping nobody was at
home.  Once again, she had to
quell the impulse to run to her car
and escape.  Her eyes were
lowered to the ground as she heard
footsteps inside.  The door opened
and she saw first the feet of her son
at the door, and then an instant
later they were followed by the feet
of her husband standing behind
David.  Slowly, she raised her gaze
and looked into the eyes of her
family.

The End

Copyright © 2017 The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew


