
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
BEE Crazy Quilt Bee- First
Monday
Monday April 1,  All day
Monday May 6,  All day
Open Bee, come Sit, Sew,
Snack and Socialize

Embroidery of the Month
(Second Tuesday and Third
Saturday)
Tuesday April 9, 10-2
Saturday April 20, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step by Step
Instructions & Design File

Pins and Needles Pincushion
April Pincushion—Turtle with
scrap bag
Saturday April 13,  10-4

Block of Month (third Tuesday)
Tuesday April 16,  All day

Quilts of Valor (third
Wednesday)
Wednesday April 17,  10-2

Gadget Bag
Tuesday April 23, All day

Quick and Easy 5 Quilt
Saturday April 27,  All day

Coming up
Beginning Kids Sewing Camp
June 24-28 or July 15-19

Advanced Kids Sewing Camp
June 3-7 or in July (pending)

Shellie’s Stash

ometimes there are
events in your life that
are small and
insignificant but for some
reason they stay with
you.

When I was in high school, I worked several
different jobs.  I cleaned houses, babysat,
worked fast food, and did the event
photography at the local mall.  Of all, my
two favorites were the babysitting and mall
photography.  Those two kind of went
hand-in-hand anyway since we
photographed children.  We photographed
four different holiday events.  Christmas in
Santa’s Wonderland, Spring Fling with the
Easter Bunny, Summer 4th of July and a Fall
Festival theme.   At Christmas time we had
a gentlemen that dressed as Santa Claus and
at the Spring Fling those of us that took the
pictures also took turns dressing in a giant
bunny costume to be photographed with the
children.

I babysat for several different families, but
there was one in particular that I sat for
regularly.  Sometimes I’d stay with the kids
while the parents went out of town and I

even got to go on vacation with them to help with
the kids. This family had 5 children and I felt
more like a part of the family instead of just the
sitter.

One April this family had timed their pictures to
be made while I was in the bunny costume.  There
was a fairly big line of children waiting and just
like with the Santa pictures there were children
that cried.  This time was no different.  In line in
front of the family I knew, was a little girl.  The
little girl started pouting and as they approach
their turn, she started the full out cry.  One of the
kids I knew leaned over to the crying girl and told
her, “its okay, that’s my babysitter”.  The little
girl immediately stopped crying and said to her
mom, “the Easter Bunny babysits them!”

At this time of year I recall this tiny event and it
always makes me smile. 

– Shellie Blake
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Sniplets
There are several kinds of batting:
cotton, polyester, polyester blends,
wool, and bamboo.  For almost
everything, I recommend needle
punched 100% cotton batting. The
needle punched batting does not
include any kinds of glues or adhesives.
To make this batting, thousands of
needles are used to continually punch
the cotton fibers together to make a thin
sheet of batting.  This batting is the
strongest as well, doesn’t tear easily
and drapes beautifully.  It can also be
quilted up to 10” apart.  The other
battings use glues to hold the fibers
together causing them to be loftier.
These fibers also tear apart easily and
have to be quilted much closer together,
no more than 4” apart to keep the
batting from balling up inside the quilt.
Over time, the glues in the batting can
affect and break down your cotton
fabrics.  You use cotton fabric and
cotton thread so to keep your project
uniform.  Using cotton batting makes
sense. Voilá!,

Spotlight Customer Focus

Jannelle Bryant
annelle Bryant was
born in Little Rock.
She is the baby girl
of the family with 2
brothers.  She

graduated from Little Rock
Central High School.  She got an
Electronics Degree from National
Education and then went to
Nursing School at Pulaski Tech.
After graduating, she started
working at the V.A., rotating thru
the units.   She worked for the
V.A. for 25 years and now is
working in home-based primary
care.

Jannelle met her hubby in a
community gospel group.  They
married a year and a half later and
together have 8 children, 20
grandchildren and 5 great
grandchildren.  Their kids are
spread out from California,
Oklahoma, and North Carolina to
here in Arkansas.

Jannelle loves to do all the
remodeling and repair at her home.
She has done everything from
laying tile to electrical work,
changed out fans, building and
painting.

She is currently banned from using
a ladder for a bit after a fall while
putting up a light, which messed
up her back and tailbone.

We just had our 3rd semi-annual Night of Mysteries and once again, it was
a blast!  I love to see our customers get dressed up, take on a character
persona from the murder mystery and have a fun filled evening together.
We had an incredibly
delicious themed dinner
and put together a fun

Irish inspired mystery quilt.
It was a night full of laughter,
intrigue and surprise.  Y’all
are welcome to join in the fun
at our next Night of Mysteries
coming in the fall.

Ya never know what ya might
see!

Social Circle



Jannelle’s mom was also a nurse
and a seamstress.  Her mother
would buy bolts of fabric at a
time, so there was always some
sort of sewing going on in their
home. Jannelle started sewing in
the 6th grade during home
economics and sewed mostly
clothes.  Her mother bought her

some fabric 25 years ago and
Jannelle used it to make her first
quilt.  She got more into quilting
again in 2009 and has been
quilting ever since.  She also
enjoys cooking and loves to have
lots of family over for dinner at
least once a month where she
does all the cooking.  She enjoys

knitting, embroidery, crochet,
cross-stitch, and home
remodeling.  Jannelle is a blast to
be around and joy to get to know.



Story Corner
Lawton, Oklahoma

Part 1 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Gloria sat in the porch swing looking
out across the expanse of the front property
she and Rudy shared.  There were no trees
to obscure the view on this part of the
property and she could see into the
distance insofar as the gentle grade broke
over the top of a hill a few hundred yards
ahead.  She loved the idyllic life she
currently enjoyed and she was glad that in
their waning years Rudy had agreed to
purchase the large property just on the
outskirts of Lawton, Oklahoma.  They had
lived here…oh let’s see, how long had it
been?  Funny, she couldn’t remember the
exact stretch of time they had been here
since moving away from Hot Springs,
Arkansas.  She dismissed the
uncomfortable lapse in her memory.
That’s what age did to you.  Made you
forget things, it did.  Still, she could
remember most things, even at age
seventy-eight.  She remembered the details
of each of her three children, from the time
they were born and learning to walk right
up until the current day.
 Gus was her oldest.  He had served in
the U.S. Navy until his retirement from the
service.  He worked doing something in
the technology field now, but Gloria was
at a loss to try and figure out what his
career entailed exactly.  New electronics
had developed so fast with computers and
cellular phones and a million other things
that she had completely reconciled to the
fact that she would never catch back up
with it all.  That was okay, though.  Let the

young people figure all of those things out.
Gus had married a very nice girl out of
Fayetteville and together they had two
children of their own.  Mindy and Mike.
Delightful young people to have as
grandchildren.  She wished she could see
them more often, but living in Oklahoma
did come with a price, and part of it was
living at a distance from grandchildren.
She tended to think of Mindy and Mike as
little more than teenagers, but they must
be a few years beyond that now.  They
must be…about what age now?  Once
again her traitorous memory found a way
to disappoint.  Oh well, it was sufficient to
know they were now adults, if only barely.
 Sandy was her second child.  It was
serendipitous that her name matched her
hair, which was a sandy blonde that
melded perfectly with her naturally olive
complexion.  Though she was Sandy’s
mother, they had always been very close;
one could almost say friends.  Oh, she
didn’t make the mistake many young
mothers these days made, ruining their
children by trying to be friends instead of
parents.  No, she made sure she provided
the steady hand of a guiding parent first
and foremost.  But Sandy just rarely fell
into rebellious or disobedient behavior.  It
had not been necessary to discipline her a
great deal.  She had been mature beyond
her years, even as a youngster.  So
connecting with her as an equal rather than
an overbearing adult had been natural.
Sandy had become a nurse and had met her

husband Richard while he was still in
medical school.  They both worked in the
same hospital in Little Rock.  At least, she
thought they still did.  Her memory of
where they were now was a little hazy, but
that wasn’t all that important.  They were
very happy together, along with their three
children.  That’s all that really mattered.
 Rory was her third child.  Where
Sandy had been a mild and studious and
serious-minded child, Rory was
headstrong and naturally rebellious.  He
was almost the polar opposite of his sister.
Many a night had passed with Gloria lying
awake, wondering what was to become of
her third child.  Many a day had passed
with Gloria shedding tears for the same
reason.  Rory’s passion had been music,
and he had insisted on learning to play the
guitar.  By the time he was in high school,
he had formed a rock and roll band, which
only served to intensify his rebellious
streak.  To be fair, the band had done pretty
well, and that led to other opportunities for
Rory to become a guitarist in other bands
as well as serve as a studio musician at a
recording studio in Memphis.  Rory and
Gloria had endured a series of
disagreements that had resulted in them
becoming somewhat estranged as she
sought to guide him into a more
respectable career.  Now Rory really only
communicated with her through Rudy, her
husband and Rory’s father.  Maybe
someday they would be able to patch up
their relationship.  Perhaps she had been



as much to blame as Rory for their
difficulties.
 Gloria found that she spent a lot of
time thinking about her children lately.  As
she rocked on the porch swing looking
across their property, Rudy stepped out of
the front door, walked to where she sat,
placed himself next to her and took her
hand.  She loved holding his hand.  She
always had.  He had strong but gentle
hands and she sometimes found herself
admiring them.  Some people might think
that was a little strange, but to her the
sentiment felt natural.  She loved him more
every day of their life together.  That they
had now settled down in this Victorian
farmhouse felt like the perfect resolution
to their long, married life.
 “Want your feet rubbed, sweetheart?”
Rudy asked.
 Gloria smiled and nodded.  Rudy
reached down and pulled her feet up into
his lap and then reached into his pocket to
fetch a bottle of scented lotion.  This was
yet another reason she felt a devotion and
love for her husband.  He had always done
his best to look after her needs, and
rubbing lotion on her aging and tender feet
was just another evidence of his dedication
to her.  Oh, not that he was perfect, of
course.  Over the years, he might have said
or done things…mostly inadvertently or
without giving proper thought…that had
wounded her emotionally just a little.  She
was quick to forgive these little incidents,
however.  She knew his heart, and always
recognized that he never did anything
intentionally to cause her pain.
 They spent the next several minutes in
silence while he rubbed her feet, both of
them content to bask in one another’s
presence.  When he finished, he put the

lotion bottle back in his pocket, sat a few
minutes, and then suddenly declared,
“Let’s go boating!”  Rudy helped Gloria
slip on her shoes, placed his arm around
her, and together they strolled down the
front steps and along the grassy road
leading to the large pond on their property
just a couple of hundred yards from the
front door of their home.  To call it a pond
was something of an understatement.  It
could much more accurately be defined as
a lake, since it was several acres in size.
A sturdy wooden rowboat sat floating at
the side of a short dock, and Rudy helped
her step down into it, careful not to rock it
or cause it to become overbalanced one
way or another.  He knew that it took a leap
of faith for Gloria to leave solid ground
and venture into the relative instability of
a rowboat, even though they had done it
most every day for the entire time they had
lived in the farmhouse.  Gloria had never
really learned to swim, and any excursion
on water caused her some anxiety.
 Rudy stepped into the boat, released
the rope that held it bound to the dock, and
began a leisurely row toward the middle
of the pond.  Gloria gazed at the perfectly
serene waters that were disrupted only
slightly by the gentle waves of the bow of
the boat and of the oars as Rudy pulled
them firmly in unison. She couldn’t
remember if Rudy had ever done any
fishing on their pond, but surely he must
have.  She remembered how he loved
fishing as a younger man, and certainly
there must be fish in this particular body
of water.  Strange that she couldn’t
remember him ever packing his fishing
tackle down to the shoreline or into the
boat.

 Reaching the middle of the pond,
Rudy and Gloria sat back to enjoy their day
together.  Not even a wisp of wind was
blowing and it seemed as if the day could
not be more perfect. Gloria closed her eyes
and could hear the buzz of bugs on the
shore and she could smell the purity of the
air mixed with a slightly sweet aroma of
distant hayfields. Suddenly, Gloria felt
some droplets of water land on her face
and blouse, and she opened her eyes with
some alarm, fearing that perhaps a storm
had moved in while she meditated.  But
the sky remained a clear blue, with only a
few clouds here and there scattered across
the expanse of the heavens.  Her eyes
moved to Rudy, and she could see he was
grinning as he reached his hand into the
waters and splashed her again with a few
more droplets.  Gloria wagged her finger
at him with feigned anger, and he laughed.
Yes, the day could hardly be more perfect.
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Read Part 2 in next month’s newsletter.


