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Shellie’s Stash

Cleopatra’s Fan
Saturday Oct 13
All day class
Block of the Month
Tuesday Oct 16
All day class
Quilts of Valor Workshop
Wednesday Oct 17
10-2
Easy Peasy 3-Yard Quilt
Saturday Oct 20
All day class
Night of Mysteries
Murder Mystery/Mystery
Quilt
Friday Oct 26, 5-11:30pm or
Saturday Oct 27, 4-11:00pm
Jelly Roll Rug
Saturday Nov 3
All day class
Dangling Leg Reindeer
Saturday Nov 10
All day class
Block of the Month
Tuesday Nov 13
All day class

hen I was young I
learned to sew mostly
from my grandma. She
was meticulous in all
that she did. When she
made my clothes, she
would first use muslin
and construct most of
the garment with lots of fittings and hand
sewing. Then she would take the muslin
apart and use that as the pattern to cut the
actual fabric. She hand basted her seams
until she knew they fit properly and then she
would sew them on her machine. She taught
me how to put in a zipper and make
buttonholes without an attachment. As I
continued on my own sewing journey, I put
in many zippers but avoided buttonholes at
all costs. I used everything else I could
think of from snaps, hooks, ties, even
Velcro to keep from having to make a
buttonhole. If there was no way around it,
I would beg my mom to make them for me.
My mom sewed a great deal while I was
growing up and we sort of took on the “Jack
Sprat and his wife” approach. I didn’t like
cutting out the patterns or doing
buttonholes, but she did. She would rather
do those things than the actual sewing, so a

partnership was formed. When I became a mom,
I did a lot of sewing for my kids, especially when
I had a daughter. But I reverted back to my old
ways and avoided buttonholes in everything I
made her. I taught my daughter how to sew by
making quilts, because they don’t have
buttonholes. A similar pattern emerged. Even
though she knows how to use a sewing machine,
my daughter loved hand sewing the pieces but
didn’t enjoy the rest of the process. So I cut and
marked the pieces, she hand sewed them, then I
would press and mark the next piece. She now
takes the approach -- she loves to receive the
quilts if I make them.
As sewing machines have progressed and become
so automated, I no longer “fear” the buttonhole.
I can just line it up and press go and it’s perfect.
However, I no longer sew garments, I stick to
quilting and projects. So I rarely have to make a
buttonhole.
We just attended the annual Pfaff convention and
I am proud to say I made a MANUAL buttonhole
and even enjoyed it! I have to throw in here that
it was nothing like the ones my grandma taught
me, because even though it was manual, the
machine made it super easy. I now know why
the manual buttonhole foot is included in the
machine and I will probably find myself looking
for reasons to use it.
Come see me and I’ll show you how to make a
manual buttonhole and you will like it!

– Shellie

Blake

Social Circle

We just attended the Pfaff convention!!!! It is always amazing! I
learned to use the new machines and Darren got to take them all
apart to service them. We get to really delve into the inner
workings of the machines and see the superb quality, expert
precision, and immaculate engineering that goes into them. This
is why we LOVE Pfaff. Perfection is more than just a statement to them. Their level of quality and precision is
over and above the rest of the industry. Did you know that Pfaff made the very FIRST electronic sewing machine?
And this year marks the 50th anniversary of the original IDT system. (Integrated Dual Transport). The perfect
even, top and bottom feed, so you never need a walking foot.
Pfaff has redesigned their line of sewing machines and added a lot of exclusive fantastic features. These machines
are starting to arrive. And Pfaff has introduced the Creative Stylist MN110, 10-needle embroidery machine; a
commercial grade machine for the home sewist. It is incredibly fast and meets Pfaff strict standard of excellence.
We will have one in the shop within a week for you to come see. You are gonna love this machine as much as
we do!

Sniplets
While creating the super popular jelly roll
rugs, we have made comparisons to the
available products used to enhance your
pressing. Did you know that “starch”
contains just that, starch (a food
byproduct) and so it attracts a bug called
‘silver fish’ that come and eat the starch
and fibers of your fabric? Did you know
that “sizing” not only stiffens your fabric,
it also shrinks it? These are things that
adversely affect your fabrics and your
projects. That is why we don’t use these
products. We use “Best Press”. It is an
alternative to starch. It does not contain
starch and does not attract bugs. It does
not shrink your fabric or over-stiffen it.
Best Press is lightly spritzed on your
fabric while pressing to remove wrinkles
and make cutting and piecing more
accurate. Then every time you press
during the construction of your project,
the heat of the iron reactivates the Best
Press. And it never leaves a white
residue. We use Best Press on the jelly
roll rugs without shrinking, over
stiffening the fabric or attracting bugs.
And it makes your rug lay perfectly flat!

Voilá!

Spotlight

Customer Focus

Brenda Wall
renda Wall was born
in St. Louis, in the
Salvation
Army
Hospital. Her birth
mom brought her to
Arkansas when she was 6 weeks old.
They lived with her mom’s aunt and
uncle for 18 months off and on. At
that time her mom’s aunt and uncle
adopted her. Brenda grew up with
older siblings that married while
Brenda was still very young. She
grew up in Mabelvale til 9 years old
then moved to Collegeville, which
later became Bryant. She graduated
from Bryant High School.
Brenda married her high school
sweetheart, which didn’t work out

after one year. She married again and
had 2 children, a girl and a boy. After
13 years she became a single mom
and raised her children alone for the
next 5 years. When her kids were 9
and 5 years old, she met Bill at Geyer
Springs 1st Baptist Church in the
singles group. They were good
friends within the group. One night
Brenda’s purse got stolen at the
church and Bill said, “Don’t worry,
I’ll take care of you.” Turns out he
has been taking good care of her and
her 2 kids for 32 years and still going
strong. When they decided to get
married it was in October. Brenda
suggested they get married in
February and Bill said he couldn’t
because he had already paid for a ski
trip in February with the singles
group and he wouldn’t be able to go
if he was married and couldn’t get his

money back. So they got married
in March.
Brenda has one granddaughter from
her daughter and 2 grandsons from
her son. She is very blessed to have
them close by and sees them several
times a week.
Brenda started sewing with she was
12 years old. She would go spend
the summer with her sister (that was
12 years older), and her sister taught
her to make Barbie clothes by hand.

She would make Brenda take out the
stitches if she thought they were too
big. Brenda learned to machine sew
on her mom’s treadle machine,
which she still has. She started hand
quilting in 1976 but stopped
because she didn’t have the time to
devote to it. She picked it back up
in 1992.
Brenda loves to crochet, knit, read
and travel. She gets to travel a lot
with her granddaughter while she
plays softball. She also teaches a

lady’s bible study once a month at
East Union Baptist church in East
End. Brenda enjoys spending time
with us at the shop working on her
projects. If you get to know her you
will truly enjoy her company.

Story Corner
Emmaline’s Nine Blocks
Written by Darren Blake
Sylvia stepped out of the front entryway of her
home, closing the heavy ornate wooden door
behind her. Moving carefully down the dozen
decorative brick steps that adorned the front
portico, she wondered again why she had ever
agreed to have those awful-colored bricks set
as part of what was otherwise her dream home.
They were visible to every visitor ever to come
by her residence! Every time she and Mitch
threw a party, she was sure every guest was
silently condemning her for the masonry
abomination. Their deep red color was in stark
contrast to the much more somber gray and rust
colored brick making up the outside of the rest
of the house. “This brick will match the tile
roofing,” she had been told. “You want
something to tie the colors together,” they had
emphasized. Still, it was a continuing irritation
to her, and her ire rose every time she stepped
over that brickwork. One of these days she was
simply going to call the masonry workers back
to tear it all out and replace it with brick
matching the rest of the house.
Sylvia strode down the lengthy sidewalk to the
elaborate mailbox structure, noting along the
way that the lawn was in need of mowing and
edging. The people in this neighborhood
looked at you sideways if your lawns and
gardens were not immaculate. She’d call the
landscapers from the car, she decided. She’d
tell them that if they couldn’t get to her house
today, she’d find some other service to replace
them. And she would mean it. Sylvia pulled
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out the magazines and other materials the letter
carrier had dropped off in her mailbox, then
stepped over to the driveway. Making her way
up to the three-car garage, she felt around in
her purse to find the button that would engage
the automatic garage door-opener for her
section of the garage. As the door rose, she
wondered idly if the speed of the thing couldn’t
be increased.
Sylvia opened the door of her black SUV and
slid into the driver’s seat. She loved these new
cars that didn’t require you to put the key into
a key slot to start the engine. You just had to
have the key with you, and you simply pressed
the start button and you could be on your way.
She didn’t always like some of the new
enhancements that came on cars or computers
or appliances these days, but that was a good
one.

windshield. “Good grief! This car is only a
year old and already it’s getting all torn up,”
she said aloud to no one in particular. She
would remind Mitch later in the day that the
windshield in her car needed to be repaired or
replaced. That crack would run if it wasn’t
taken care of immediately.
Sylvia had several errands needing her
attention and, after taking care of the salon
visit, she was on her way to Pier 1 Imports
when the cell phone rang. Pressing the
‘Answer’ button on her steering wheel, she
heard the voice of her daughter Paige project
through the Bluetooth system connected to her
car stereo. “Hi sweetheart,” Sylvia greeted.
“Hey mom. Sounds like you’re in the car. You
out and about today?”
“I am. What’ve you got going on?”

Backing down the slight incline of the
driveway, she looked up and down the street
before moving into the roadway. Sometimes
drivers roared through this quiet subdivision
in their powerful fancy sports cars, so you
couldn’t be too careful. Better to look twice
and avoid an accident. Putting her car into
drive, she began to make her way out of the
neighborhood toward the ornate automatic gate
that served to keep undesirables and strangers
out of the exclusive subdivision and motored
toward the main road. Irritation again bubbled
to the surface as she noticed a rock chip in her

Paige sounded upbeat. “I’m getting ready for
my trip to Seattle. You remember me telling
you I had that trip set up, right?”
Sylvia vaguely remembered something about
that, though her own activity tended to crowd
out details of what was happening in the lives
of friends and family, even her own daughter.
“Sure, I remember,” she hedged.

“So, before I go,” Paige continued, “I was
hoping we could get together for lunch. Are
you free today in, say, an hour and a half?”
Almost nothing was more pleasant than
spending time with Paige, and Sylvia was
prepared to pre-empt all of her other activities
to do so. “Sounds good, sweetheart. What do
you think? Vesuvio Bistro work for you?”
“Okay. One o’clock?”
“Yes. See you then.”
Sylvia’s light mood darkened a little as at five
minutes to one o’clock, she pulled into the
bistro’s parking lot only to find that all of the
close parking lot spaces were taken except for
the handicapped spots. It was a shame that
those reserved spaces were ubiquitous, always
nearest the doors to the shops and stores and
even the churches. One day, she’d have to get
ahold of one of those little handicapped signs
to hang from the car mirror so she didn’t have
to walk all the way across the parking lot to go
indoors. That annoyance was particularly
aggravating on rainy days.
Entering the front doors of the Vesuvio Bistro,
Sylvia forgot her irritation and inhaled the
wondrous smells coming from the kitchen.
Glancing around, she spotted Paige already
seated at a table, waving her hand to catch her
mother’s attention. Once seated, and having
ordered their meal, the two women exchanged
small talk and updates on their family life.
When the conversation lulled for just a
moment, Paige seized on the opportunity.

“Mom, I wondered if you could do me a favor
while I’m in Seattle?”
Assuming Paige needed Sylvia to look in on
her husband and son, the elder woman was
agreeable. “Sure sweetheart. Anything you
need.”
Paige was happy to hear her mother agree to
her request before she made it. She wasn’t sure
Sylvia would have agreed knowing beforehand
what would be asked of her. “Well, mom, you
know I’m headed for Seattle to get training on
new equipment to be used for the residents of
our nursing center at Longmeadow. The thing
is, I’m going to be gone for three weeks. I have
one patient in particular who has no family
nearby, so in addition to being her primary
nurse and caregiver, I’m also about her only
friend. She’s a delightful woman, and the
thought of having no one to visit her while I’m
away makes me almost sick inside. Could you
please visit her twice a week while I’m gone
and just talk with her? It would mean so much
to me, and I think it would mean the world to
her.”
Sylvia successfully hid the horror she felt
inside upon hearing her daughter’s request. It
would be unseemly to recoil at the thought of
doing some great good on behalf of some
decrepit or feeble individual, but that kind of
activity suited Paige far better than it did
Sylvia. Still, she had impetuously already
agreed and must therefore put on a brave face
and carry on. “Of course. I would be glad to
stop in to visit your patient. What is her name?”
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“She is Emmaline Gladstone. Thank you so
much for agreeing to go see her. That takes
such a weight from my mind. I’ll tell her to
expect you each Monday and Thursday, if
that’s okay. I would say early afternoon is
probably best.”
The following Monday found Sylvia
desperately looking for some excuse not to visit
the nursing home, but knowing she could not
disappoint her daughter, no matter the
inconvenience or aversion to completing the
task. Arriving at Longmeadow at two o’clock,
Sylvia inquired at the front desk as to where
patient Emmaline Gladstone could be found.
“Miss Emmaline is in room 115, just down that
hall, ma’am,” the female attendant responded.
Walking down the hallway, Sylvia noticed a
certain scent in the air. It smelled like a
combination of cleaning agents, medicine, and
laundered bedding. In short, she said to
herself, it smelled like old people. Arriving at
room 115, Sylvia knocked gently, wondering
if she would awaken the elderly woman.
“Come in!” said a voice that sounded unusually
ebullient. The door handle was one of those
kind that you simply pushed rather than turned
to disengage the door latch, and Sylvia
cautiously entered the one-room flat. Quickly
glancing around, she noticed a bed, a dresser,
a door that obviously led to the bathroom, and
a variety of semi-transparent containers that
seemed to all be crammed with fabrics of one
sort or another. There was just enough room
to accommodate a sewing machine and sewing
table in one corner, and a card-table sized
cutting platform next to it. There was a

window on the far side of the small room, and
bathed in the light streaming through it was a
frail-looking lady sitting in a wheelchair who
looked up at Sylvia as she entered the flat. The
woman was smiling, and Sylvia was
immediately struck by how absolutely beautiful
she was when she smiled. Emmaline’s eyes had
morphed into crescents and her teeth were
relatively even and straight, despite the fact that
she had to be at least eighty years of age, if not
older. The smile, which indicated a sense of
joy and welcome, was genuine. Sylvia felt
suddenly and strangely at ease in the presence
of this lady whom she had yet to meet formally.

The older woman wheeled her chair backward
a little and angled it to allow her access into
one of the plastic bins that were so plentiful in
the room. Drawing out a folded quilt, she set
it on her lap and moved the chair again so that
Sylvia could see more clearly. Unfolding it
across the arms of her wheelchair and down on
her legs, the quilt was the size of a nice throw.
“Do you know much about quilts Sylvia?”
Emmaline asked.

She walked forward and extended her hand.
“Good afternoon. I’m Sylvia, Paige’s mother.”

“This one is a little unique,” Emmaline began.
“Many quilts have repeating patterns, but this
one has a separate pattern for each block. See
how the center of the quilt is comprised of a
three-by-three grid?” Emmaline asked,
pointing to different sections on the quilt.
“Those nine squares are the blocks that make
up the main body of the quilt. Around the edge
you can see this mauve line, and then outside
is this sort of deep blue color? Those make up
the border of the quilt. Once I’m done hand
quilting everything together, I’ll cut off those
ragged edges and add a finished edge called a
binding.”

Emmaline took her hand. “Hello Sylvia. I’m
Emmaline. I’m so glad you have come to visit.
Paige has told me so much about you. You
must realize how much she cherishes you!”
Emmaline gestured toward a padded chair
facing her wheelchair. “Please, take a seat and
be comfortable.”
Sylvia set her purse down and sat in the
proffered chair. Now was the hard part. Was
the elderly lady going to want to talk about
current soap opera intrigues, or perhaps regale
her with details of aches and pains? Looking
around the room and seizing on the fabric and
sewing machine, Sylvia thought she might lead
the topic of discussion. “Looks like you enjoy
sewing. What kinds of projects do you create?”
Emmaline broke into that wonderful bright
smile again for a moment. “Oh yes, I do love
to sew. More particularly, I like to make quilts.
Would you like to see one I’m working on now?”

“Not really, I’m afraid. Maybe you can give
me some insight. What is the pattern on this
one?”

Sylvia was intrigued. It was hard to believe
this frail little old lady had the ability to put
something of such intricate beauty together.
“Why did you decide not to make those center
blocks match one another like most quilt
patterns then?”
Emmaline looked longingly down at her
creation. “This quilt for me is very special. It
tells the story of my life. I have given each of
the nine center blocks a name, or title if you

“Sure.”
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will, and there is a story behind each one.
Would you like me to share one with you?”
Sylvia was tempted to glance at her watch, but
tamped down the inclination. Instead, she
reasoned that letting Emmaline talk about her
life was better than keeping up-to-date on soap
operas. “Certainly. I’d love to hear one.”
Pulling one quilt corner up so that the upper left
block could be highlighted, Emmaline pointed
at a decorative pattern containing several small
alternating colored blocks broken up by
triangular patches. “This is a ‘Stepping Stone’
block, but that isn’t the name I’ve given it. I
call this block ‘Optimism’ because of the story
behind it.
You see, when I was a
little girl, I struggled to
learn to read. As I
attended first grade,
then second grade, and
even into third grade,
all of my classmates
were reading entire books, while I still struggled
to recognize even individual words. In those
days, it was accepted that if you learned as
slowly as I did, you were simply not made for
academic success. The terms used for people
like me were ‘dumb’ and ‘handicapped.’ Yet I
did not feel dumb, nor did I feel handicapped.
As I interacted with my peers, I felt that I was
every bit as smart as they all, yet reading
continued to be a source of pain and anxiety.
The process simply didn’t click for me. My
siblings had no such struggles, and my father
had little patience with the little waif who
couldn’t learn. Feeling my father’s rejection
because of this caused me a lot of emotional
pain. I loved him almost more than life itself,
and yet he seemed to think little of me. It’s

strange, because he himself did not excel at school
and worked as a dairy delivery man his whole
career. Fortunately, my mother…who also
thought
I
suffered
from
diminished
intellect…soothed me by reminding me that there
were many occupations and avocations that were
fulfilling but did not necessarily require great
mental acuity. She suggested that at the very
worst, I could still be a first-rate mother and wife.
Strange as it may seem in our current day and age,
that gave me a lot of hope. Yet I was still
optimistic about this process of learning to read
and doubled my efforts to master the skill.”
A slight pause in the narration took place as
Emmaline looked out the window, but now Sylvia
was becoming entranced with the story and was
anxious for Emmaline to continue. “So, you
eventually learned to read, then?” she prodded.
Once again, Emmaline’s magnificent smile made
its appearance. “Oh yes, I did learn to read. It
was not easy, but step by step I forged my way.
Nowadays, the term they use for my affliction is
‘dyslexia,’ but nobody knew about that back then.
Now programs exist to help children learn who
suffer from that condition, but I had to invent my
own path for overcoming it.”
“What did your father say when you eventually
learned to read? Did he become more accepting
of you?” Sylvia asked.
Emmaline giggled in response to the question, and
Sylvia found the little laugh to be almost as
engaging as her smile. “He did, but the story gets
even better. By the sixth grade, I found that math
was my gift. I couldn’t learn it all fast enough to
suit my appetite for numbers. By my junior year
in high school, I had taken every math class
available, and had even completed several college
math courses. This became an astonishment for
my three brothers and one sister, and especially

for my mother and father. Despite the fact that
I was the second to the youngest child in the
family, I completed college faster than any of
my siblings and immediately jumped into
graduate school. I was still in my early twenties
when I earned a PhD in math from
Northwestern and taught at Stanford University
for a number of years. My father told me on
many occasions how proud he was of me and
my accomplishments. Not bad for a dummy, I
guess.”

have developed with an inferiority complex
that would have further handicapped her, yet
that did not happen. There must be more to
the story, and Sylvia was determined to see
if she could uncover it on her Thursday visit.
Read Part 2 in Next Month’s Newsletter

“And it all started with your optimism that you
would be able to master the skill of reading, is
that right?” Sylvia questioned.
“Yes dear, that’s it exactly. And that’s why I
chose the Stepping Stone pattern for my
Optimism block. It reminds me that whenever
I meet a challenge that might seem impossible
to overcome, I must merely take a first step and
then a second, and eventually the solution may
become clear. You’ve heard the old riddle,
haven’t you? How do you eat an elephant? The
answer is, ‘One bite at a time.’ When I’m faced
with an enormous task or difficulty, I often have
to remind myself to stay positive, stay
optimistic, and to press on. I’ve done it enough
times that I’m pretty sure nothing can stop me
permanently.”
A new regard for this diminutive woman
consigned to a wheelchair and living in a
nursing center began to grow in Sylvia’s mind.
They continued to talk for a while, but the topics
veered away from quilting. As Sylvia drove
home, a nagging question rolled over in her
mind. How could someone who had been
disadvantaged as a youth, both in learning and
in finding rejection in her own family, have
developed such an attitude of accomplishment?
It did not mesh! It was illogical! If common
experience was any guide, Emmaline should
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If you have enjoyed reading the short stories
that have been included with our newsletter,
you might be glad to know that the stories
from the first three years have now been
published into a full book! All of the stories
in one way or another have a quilter or
quilting involved, but one doesn’t have to be
a quilter to enjoy these tales. With the
holiday season soon approaching, this
anthology of short stories will be sure to
delight the reader in your family! Come on
in to The Bed-warmer Quilt and Sew and
pick up a copy (or two). Author-signed
copies are available. Oh, and if you wonder
how the new story ends that is included in the
back of this newsletter…the full story is
available in the printed book.

