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Shellie’s Stash

Kids Advanced Quilt
Class
Monday – Friday
July 9-13
9-1 each day

Some of my favorite quilts have an unexpected
aspect to them. It might be in the fabrics or colors
or design, but it’s what keeps me wanting to look
at it longer. Sometimes these surprises just happen
as we quilt. Sometimes they come from mistakes
we make in the processes of piecing. But not all
mistakes are wrong in quilting. Sometimes, the
mistake becomes a new unexpected pattern that we
love.

Quilts of Valor Workshop
Wednesday July 18
10-2
Jelly Roll Rug
Saturday July 21
10-4
All day class
Kids Beginner Sewing
Camp
Monday – Friday
July 23-27
9-1 each day
Sign up soon spaces are
filling fast.
S.C.Q.G. Quilt-A-Holics
Monday Aug 6
Mega Star Quilt
Saturday Aug 11
10-4
All day class

hen my daughter was in
college, I would go visit
her. My mother-in-law
lived just 45 minutes
from the college so we
would always go spend
some time with her, too.
On one occasion, as I
was driving her back to her apartment, we
passed a house on the edge of town and we
did a double take. We turned the car around
and went back to make certain we saw what
we thought we saw, and sure enough, right
there in the home’s front yard, there was a
camel. Two humps and all. It was crazy to
see a camel lounging in the yard. We even
got out and took pictures of it because we
knew no one would believe it. Even crazier,
when we took pictures of the camel, the camel
started posing.
It was a completely
unexpected surprise, and we loved it. It
became not only a great memory but also a
great adventure. During her college years, we
would look for our new friend every time we
drove that way. My daughter even started
taking her friends by there to show them “our”
camel. I love the unexpected surprises that
keep you looking.

– Shellie

Blake

Social Circle

This year’s Row by Row has
started and we are so excited
about some of the new additions.
If you haven’t heard, there are
several new shapes and sizes added to the Row by Row. So we have
chosen the “Foxy Boxy” shape, which is an 18” square. We even made
our sample into a pillow. We also have kits for the 9th row. This is a
charity row designed by the Row by Row organizers. A very fun and
exciting addition this year is that our fabric license plate saying, NEVER
ENUF FABRC is on the printed collage fabric. Come by and check out
all the fabrics in this year’s Row by Row collection and pick up one of
our kits.

Sniplets
When you are hand sewing, does
it seem like the thread is always
twisting and knotting? It comes
from how you take the thread off
the spool. And, you guessed it,
there is a trick to help with this
problem. Thread your needle with
the thread still attached to the
spool. Get the length that you
want and then put a quilters knot
in the end of the thread, closest to
the spool. Then cut the thread.
Because the thread has been
wound around the spool there is a
curve or curl to the thread. By
knotting the end closest to the
spool you will actually be
“unwinding” the curve of the
thread as you sew. Voilá!
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Loraine Dickerson
oraine Dickerson was
born in Little Rock. She
is the 3rd child with 6
brothers and 6 sisters.
After high school she
started nursing school
but had to leave that when she got really
sick then she started a family before she
could go back. In 1969, she became a
single mom. One day while one child
was in daycare, Loraine took her 2 year
old son to the barber shop to get his hair
cut. The weather started getting bad
and Loraine needed to take the bus
home. While she and her son were
waiting for the bus, LeRoy came out
of the barber shop with his own hair
only half cut, and asked if he could give
them a ride home. Loraine said no –
but her son jumped into the car. That
is how she and LeRoy met. And as they

say, the rest is history. LeRoy had 3
boys of his own, ages 12, 11 and 7. They
married in 1971. And to their combined
family of 5 boys, they added two more
boys and one girl. They have been
married for 47 years. LeRoy had a great
job, so Loraine was able to be a stay at
home mom for 16 years. She then went
to work for Dillards and retired from
there after 27 years. Loraine and LeRoy
have 17 grandchildren and 8 great
grandchildren. They recently were able
to have 2 of the grandkids and 3 of the
great grandkids stay with them for a
week. She really enjoyed being with all
the kids and they were constantly busy.
LeRoy and Loraine love to go for drives
on the weekends and sometime they turn
into mini adventures as they end up
several states away before coming back
home. Loraine has always loved to go
to the farmer’s market and she cans the
food for her family. Her favorite is

strawberry preserves. She would take
her kids with her to strawberry pick in
Cabot. The kids were not happy about
having to pick strawberries on a
Saturday morning so she would “bribe”
them with a promise of going to
McDonalds after. She taught all her
kids to cook, just in case they married
someone who couldn’t cook. Loraine
loves to cook, fish and sew.
Loraine started sewing at the age of 11
because her grandma came to stay with
them. Her grandma made quilts on a
treadle sewing machine. Loraine’s aunt
worked at a garment factory and would

send the left over pieces to Loraine and
her grandma taught her how to make a
quilt with them. Loraine made her first
quilt when she was 12. She loves
quilting the most. She especially loves
making scrappy quilts and using lots
of tiny pieces. She is has been working
on a quilt that is made of 1” squares,
she currently has over a thousand
pieces in it and is still adding. Loraine
started coming to the shop to sew with
us about a year ago to work on kid’s
quilts for Christmas. She has made
several quilts with us including the
double wedding ring and Cleopatra’s
Fan.

Loraine is so fun to be around and we
really enjoy listening to her tell stories
of growing up and raising her kids.
When we sew with her it’s reminiscent
of ol’ timey sewing bees. Lot’s of
talkin’ and laughin’ with a little
stitchin’ mixed in.

Story Corner
Black Powder*
Written by Darren Blake
*Inspired by true events as told by David E.
Sorensen
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ascend the staircase just off the front
door. “I’ll hurry her along.”

Josh walked the four steps leading up
to the front door. He had been looking
forward to this night for over a month,
and now that it was here he could
hardly contain his excitement. The car
had been washed and waxed, the
interior vacuumed to a cleanliness that
it hadn’t seen since it was new, and his
suit hung perfectly on his tall, athletic
frame.
He was in all regards
thoroughly prepared to escort his date
to the Manti High School senior prom
of 1965.

“Thanks Mrs. Perry,” Josh said as the
stocky lady hurried upstairs to let his
date know he had arrived, as if the
whole household wasn’t already aware
of the situation. Mandy’s little brother
and sister peeked around the corner
of the kitchen to spy on their sister’s
prom date. Of course, they knew Josh
very well, since he and Mandy had
been dating for a couple of years, but
this was the first time they had ever
seen him dressed in a suit and tie. It
was a novelty, to be sure.

Standing outside the door at the Perry
residence, he brushed his jacket and
slacks off one last time before ringing
the doorbell. He heard movement
inside the home and saw the porch
light come on even though the sun still
held firm on the western horizon,
leaving at least half an hour of daylight
remaining before dusk. The door
opened and Amanda’s mother greeted
him with only a slight formality.
“Joshua, don’t you just look splendid!
Come in. Mandy will be down in just
a few minutes. Come into the living
room and take a seat.” She turned to

Joshua Fletcher had not always been
a stranger to finer dress. As a
youngster, his parents had dragged
him to church every Sunday, insisting
he accompany them and his four
siblings (two younger and two older),
but he had developed a rebellious
streak as he came into his teenage
years and had refused to attend
Sunday services with them. The rest
of the family continued to be diligent in
their Sabbath observance, with Josh
the only one opting out. He had
continued to test his limits as he grew

older and, although he avoided serious
legal run-ins, he was known about
town as something of a “caution.” The
first few times he heard adults using
that term to describe him, he had no
idea what it meant. Finally consulting
a dictionary, he discovered they were
calling him a menace or troublemaker.
He began to wear the insult with a form
of smug arrogance. If they were going
to call him a “caution” anyway, he
might as well live up to the reproach.
His course in life could have gone
entirely off the rails of civil behavior if
he had not met Amanda Perry. She
had been the stabilizing influence that
gently, yet firmly, kept his rebellious
streak in check and even guided him
back into greater respectability.
Moving into the well-lit living room,
Josh settled into the two-person love
seat to await Mandy’s appearance. To
his slight disappointment and guarded
annoyance, Amanda’s maternal
grandfather shuffled arduously around
the corner to join him. Walking slowly
and gingerly from advancing arthritis,
Wendell Cox eased over to the sofa at
a right angle from Josh and lapsed into
the seat. Josh had only met Grandpa

Cox a couple of times since he had
been dating Mandy and wondered
what the old codger was up to.
“Evening sir,” he managed to say.
Wendell Cox smiled at the young man,
and his eyes showed a kindness that
helped Josh begin to feel more at ease.
“Joshua, I wondered if I might speak
with ya for a minute or two,” he replied.
Inwardly, Josh shook his head. As if
he could possibly decline! “Absolutely
sir,” were the words that actually came
from his mouth.
“I wanna show you something.”
Wendell reached down and pulled up
his right pant leg to display some very
angry-looking scarring that clearly ran
from his foot up his whole right side.
“See that?” he asked.
Josh nodded. “Looks like it was
painful. What happened?”
Wendell pulled down his pant leg and
then unbuttoned the right sleeve on his
shirt and pulled it up to show additional

scarring that was as rough as a
moonscape and streaked with red.
Clearly, he had received massive
burns at some point in his life. “Well,
I’m a-gonna tell ya about it here in a
minute. Just wanted ya to see this
first.” Wendell pulled his shirt sleeve
back down and buttoned it. He had no
obvious scarring on his face, neck, or
hands but it seemed clear to Josh that
the old man had scars over a lot of the
places his clothing covered.
He
figured Grandpa Cox might never have
worn a bathing suit or gone without a
shirt in his life.
With his sleeve and pant leg back in
place, Wendell reached down beside
the sofa and picked up a quilt and
began to unfold it. It was ragged in
places, had areas that appeared burnt,
and carried stains that looked like it
might have hosted a dozen very messy
picnics. Once it was completely
unfolded and laid out across his lap
and onto the floor, Wendell looked at
Josh. “What do ya think of this quilt?”
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“Frankly, Mr. Cox, I don’t know why
you keep it. Looks like it’s outlived its
usefulness and then some. Seems
kind of ratty…no offense.”
Wendell nodded. “I understand what
you’re sayin’. If I was lookin’ at this
thing for the first time, I might say the
same.” Wendell held Joshua’s gaze
for a long five seconds before
continuing. “Ya know, I’ve had this
here quilt since I was fourteen years
old. Now, since I was born in 1905,
that means I’ve had it since 1919. It’s
been around a long time. There’s a
story behind this old thing. I wondered
if I might share it with ya.”
Josh glanced to the front of the living
room, hoping that Mandy would arrive
and rescue him from this situation, but
there was no sound of movement from
upstairs or from the staircase, and he
concluded he was in it for the duration.
“Yessir. I’d be glad if you did.” Josh
didn’t know it, but the next few minutes
were going to have an impact on him
that would change his life forever.
Wendell Cox began his story.

