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Latest Shop Updates

BEE Crazy Quilt Bee - First
Monday
Monday June 10, All day  (due to
kids camp)
Monday July 1, All day
Open Bee, come Sit, Sew,
Snack and Socialize

Advanced Kids Sewing Camp
June 3-7     9-1 each day

Quick and Easy 5 Quilt
Saturday June 8, All day

Embroidery of the Month
Tuesday June 11, 10-2
Saturday June 22, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step by Step
Instructions & Design File

Blossom Star Quilt
Saturday June 15, All day

Beginning Kids Sewing Camp
June 24-28 or July 15-19     9-1
each day
Spaces still available --Call or
Come in

Advanced Kids Sewing Camp
 July 8-12      9-1 each day
Spaces still available --Call or
Come in

Shellie’s Stash

hen my kids were growing
up, my favorite time of the
year was summer.  I
LOVED having my kids
home.  I loved being able to
spend time with them and
enjoy the things they
enjoyed, do stuff together as

a family and just hang out.   We didn’t take long
or extravagant vacations, but we would take day
trips to go different places close to home.  We
would spend the mornings out at the pool, maybe
binge watch a series, or watch a movie we’d seen
so many time all of us could quote it word for
word. We all loved to go to the lake and go
boating for the afternoon or even just have a
picnic there.   Sometimes we would spend the
day in ‘Books-A-Million’ and of course, always
bought more books than we should have.  We
made so many great small memories.  And
summer always went by way too fast.  I admit I
am addicted to my kids and being with them is
always my favorite thing to do!

Summertime seemed also to be the time when
my kids would try new things.  It was fun to
watch them learn and get better at the things they
tried.  One year my oldest son decided he wanted
to learn to unicycle.  We all watched and cheered
him on,  (I was an exceptionally good sideline
cheerleader).  Soon my hubby decided he wanted
to learn too.  As you can guess my other son was

next to learn and in no time at all, our garage was filled
with all different kinds of ‘one-wheeled’
transportation.  I learned that you have to have a
different unicycle for
each kind of riding you
wanted to do.  I know
what you’re thinking
here.  You’re asking
yourself the same
question that I did,
“Isn’t riding, just
riding?”  Apparently,
not!  There are many
different circumference
sized wheels for long or
short rides, different
tire sizes for road or off
road.  And then you
start getting into the
different unicycles depending on the tricks you want
to do.  One of my boys even got the ULTIMATE
unicycle.   That’s the one with NO seat.

Summer is a perfect time for trying something new.
A great time for enjoying your hobbies, your family
and of course, the sun!  Happy Summer Y’all!

– Shellie Blake
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Sniplets
When you set your quilt blocks on
point it adds interest and sometimes
a whole new design element to your
quilt.  It will also change the size of
your quilt because the diagonal
measurement of the block is bigger
than the side measurements.  Once set
on point, you will need to add ‘setting
triangles’ along the edges.  You will
need to cut a square diagonally once
to make 2 setting triangles.  Did you
know that the outside edge of those
setting triangles is a bias edge?  That
means that the edges will easily
stretch.  There is a way to prevent the
dreaded stretch.   Before you cut the
square, draw a diagonal line from
corner to corner where you are going
to cut, then sew a stitch line 1/8” on
either side of the drawn line, using a
shortened stitch length.  Now you can
cut on the drawn line and your edge
will be stabilized. Voilá! No
stretching!

Spotlight Customer Focus

Marci Nobles
arci Nobles was born
in Fort Hood, Texas.
She is the middle of
5 children with 2
brothers and 2

sisters.  When she was just a few
months old her family moved to
Springdale, AR.   She graduated
form Rogers High School and
joined the army as a
communications tech.  She was
medically discharged and started
working at a freezer company
warehouse.

Marci became a single mom with
one son so she decided she would
try to meet someone by placing

an add online.  (This was before
“online” dating was a thing).
Ethan answered the add and the
two talked online for 4 months
before meeting in person in April,
1999.  They were married one
month later in May, 1999, and just
celebrated their 20 year
anniversary.  They have 2 kids,
Michael (20), who is serving in the
Navy and Brenda (18) who just
graduated and will attend SAU this
fall.

After Marci and Ethan got married
they lived in Fayetteville and then
moved to Springdale after Brenda
was born.   Marci got a job offer in
2004 in North Little Rock with the
JW Nutt Company, a brokerage for
corn and soy meal.  She now

We just finished up our first
kids camp for this summer.  We
started with an advanced camp
this year and had an incredible
group of girls. They made 3

different projects and did an
amazing job with each one. For
some of the girls this was just their
second sewing camp.  We had a blast and made some really fun stuff.

More kids camps are still available, beginning and advanced--and filling fast--so call as
soon as possible to join us and have SEW MUCH FUN!!

Social Circle



manages her hubby’s office and
business, Nobles Law Firm.
Ethan practices mostly Realty
and Will related law but throws
in a few divorces here and there
to remember, (his words), how
great he’s got it!

Marci’s grandmother quilted and
always had a quilt on the frames
that she was hand quilting.
Marci’s favorite memories were
lying under the quilt frame while
her grandmother sewed.   The last

quilts that her grandmother made
were for family and Marci
cherishes those quilts.

Marci loves to do anything her
grandmother did, so she loves to
can, cook, raise chickens, dogs
and animals and now she also
loves quilting.  Marci started
quilting 2 ½ years ago when she
came to the Bed-Warmer Quilt &
Sew and took her first class.  She
made a Turning 20 and has been
quilting up a storm ever since.

Her daughter’s favorite thing now
is to be the recipient of those
quilts.

Marci shares this passion with her
nieces as well.  Both of them just
finished up their second year of
kids sewing camp with us as well.
Being around Marci is a pleasure
and she makes ya feel like family.



Story Corner
Lawton, Oklahoma

Part 3 of 3
Written by Darren Blake
Rudy opened the front door and offered

his hand to the woman standing there.  “Hello.
I’m Rudy Baker.”

The woman at the door shook his hand.
“Mr. Baker, I’m Cassandra Whitlock.  Please
call me Cassie.”

They had spoken on the phone, but this
was their first meeting as Cassie had accepted
the duties of part time caregiver.  “Please come
in,” he invited.  “Call me Rudy.”

Cassie stepped into the front room of the
older home.  It had the low ceilings of a house
built in the 1930s with the small rooms homes
of that era tended to have.  Everything seemed
claustrophobic compared to most of the more
spacious homes built nowadays.  Setting down
her bag, Cassie looked at Rudy with a sense of
expectation.  “Is Mrs. Baker at a point where I
can examine her and administer the
medication?”

Right to the point, thought Rudy.  Just as
well.  “Certainly.  Come this way please.”
Rudy led Cassie into the small but comfortable
family room where his wife sat motionless.

Cassie knelt before the aged woman and
looked into her eyes.  There seemed to be no
indication of any awareness to outside stimuli.
“Rudy, I just need to verify a few things before
I begin.  Her full name is Gloria Mary Baker,
is that right?  And she is eighty nine years of
age, correct?”

“That’s right,” Rudy replied.  “You might
as well call her Gloria.  Her previous caregiver
did and it seems more natural to me.”

“Yes sir.  Thank you, I will.  Her previous
caregiver was…?”

“Paulette.  Did you know her?”
“Yes sir.  A very fine nurse.  You must

have been sad to see her go.”

“She had been with us since Gloria had
her series of mini strokes more than ten years
ago now.”  Rudy hesitated.  A new presence in
the house seemed very strange and foreign.
“We have kind of a routine we’re comfortable
with.  I was hoping you’d be willing to adapt
to it.  I don’t think Gloria reacts too well to big
changes.”

Cassie’s formal and businesslike
demeanor softened a little.  “Yes sir.  I’ll do
my best.  Just let me know how things normally
proceed and we’ll try to do that.”  Cassie
looked around the room.  “Do you get many
visitors?”

“Our three children visit a couple of times
a week.  They all live nearby, and since they
are all now retired they make an effort to visit
their mother regularly.  Two of our
grandchildren live near enough that they visit
at least a couple of times a month as well, if
not more often.  Both of them have children of
their own, so their visits are a little more
limited.  The great-grandchildren don’t visit
much.  Too rambunctious to be around Gloria.
We have to keep things peaceful around her,
you see.”

Cassie nodded.  She looked into Gloria’s
eyes with her little flashlight, took her pulse
and blood pressure, looked into her ears, and
took her temperature with an ear thermometer.
No sense of awareness seemed to cross
Gloria’s face.  “We’ll need to maneuver her to
give her the shot in her hip.  Rudy, would you
mind helping me with that, please?”  Gloria
was clutching a quilt and Rudy had to move it
a little so that both he and Cassie could gain
access to her hip.  Pulling down the elastic
waistband, Cassie gave her the shot of
medication that Gloria needed to receive three
times per week.  With that complete, Cassie sat

in an armchair at an angle from the love seat
where Gloria was sitting.  Rudy slipped down
beside his wife and took her hand, and for the
first time since she had come into the home,
Cassie noted that Gloria exhibited a slight
response.  She seemed to realize that she was
holding the hand of her husband.  Looking
around the room for a minute, Cassie decided
to get to know her new clients a little better.
“So Rudy, how long have you and Gloria lived
here?”

“In Hot Springs you mean?  Or this
house?”  He chuckled for an instant.  “Never
mind.  The answer to both of those questions
is the same.  We’ve lived in this same house
our entire married lives.  Almost sixty-six years
now.  We raised our three kids here and I have
no doubt but that we’ll finish our lives here.
This house and this town contain all of our
memories.  I can’t imagine living anywhere
else.  It suits us, I guess.”

Cassie smiled.  “Sure.”  Looking at the
pair sitting together on the love seat, rocking
back and forth gently, she hoped that she could
find someone to grow old and frail with.
Someone who would love her the same way
that Rudy loved Gloria.  It seemed a rare
circumstance these days.  “Now that we’ve
gotten the necessary duties out of the way,
what would be your normal routine if Paulette
were still here?”

“Well,” Rudy answered, “I usually rub
lotion on Gloria’s feet for a few minutes to help
her relax.  Then I take her in for a bath while
Paulette gathers the laundry and gets it started.
Bath time for some reason can be a little
worrisome for my sweetheart, so I try to make
it as stress free as possible.  Then I’ll ask you
to help me dress her again.  My old bones have
a hard time with that part, since we have to



move her around a little.  Then you can check
her out medically again before you leave.”
Noticing the surprise on Cassie’s face, Rudy
continued.  “You’re wondering about doing
laundry, aren’t you?”  He chuckled again.  “I
know that’s not part of your official duties, and
if you elect not to do that part, I’ll understand.
It’s just that every time I do laundry I manage
to ruin several articles of clothing.  Paulette
was a really good sport to help me in that
regard, and I guess I sort of hoped you might
consider it.”

Cassie pondered on it for a moment.
“Okay, we’ll give it a try.  I’m not particularly
good at that type of thing myself if I’m to be
honest about it.”  She watched as Rudy pulled
Gloria’s feet up into his lap, squeezed some
lotion onto his hand, and began to massage his
wife’s feet.  He was right.  It did seem to relax
her quite a bit as her face seemed to transform
from expressionless to tender.  After both feet
were done, he placed slippers on Gloria’s feet
and then stood, helped his wife to stand, put
his arm around her and guided her to the
bathroom.  Cassie noticed that it took some
effort for him to get her to release her grip on
the quilt.  She also noticed that it probably
hadn’t been laundered in some time, so she
gathered it up, found the hamper where the
other items of clothing and bedding were kept,
and made her way to the laundry area.  In a
house this small, it wasn’t hard to find.  She
started one load of laundry and returned to the
family room.  In about half an hour, Rudy
returned, his arm again folded around his wife
as he guided her near the love seat.  He had
clothed her in her undergarments and was
carrying a clean dress which he handed to
Cassie.  Together, they helped Gloria into the
clean article of clothing, replaced her slippers,
and helped her sit.

Cassie was very much surprised by what
happened next.  Gloria’s hand shot out and
began feeling all around the love seat as if
seeking something in the darkness.  A look of
distress or even terror came across her
countenance and suddenly she began to speak.
“Fiddlesticks!” she said, her voice rising in
intensity.  “Fiddle-dee-dee!”

Rudy quickly searched the love seat and
then turned to Cassie.  “Do you know where
the quilt is that Gloria had earlier?”

Cassie was reeling in shock at the sudden
turn of events.  “I…I thought it needed to be
laundered.  I took it to the laundry room.”

Keeping his voice steady while eyeing his
agitated wife, Rudy asked, “Is it already in the
washer?”

“No sir,” Cassie responded.  “It’s in the
next load to go in.”

“I wonder if you wouldn’t mind fetching
it back here for us please.”

Cassie moved quickly to the laundry room,
sorted through the remaining stack of laundry,
grabbed the quilt and brought it back to the
family room.  She handed it to Rudy.  Rudy
wrapped his wife in the quilt and began to
stroke her face gently with his hand and speak
to her in a calm, even voice.  “It’s all right
Sweetheart,” he said.  “Don’t worry about a
thing.  I’ll have everything back to normal in
a jiffy.  Don’t be upset and don’t be frightened.
I’m here and you’re safe.  Don’t worry,
Sweetheart.”

Gloria’s repetition of “Fiddlesticks!” and
“Fiddle-dee-dee” tapered off as she slowly
calmed back down.  Rudy looked at Cassie
apologetically.  “I’m sorry.  It didn’t occur to
me to warn you about that.”

Cassie was puzzled.  “What just
happened?”

Rudy took a deep breath.  “Years ago,
when Gloria was still fully aware and had not
yet experienced any mini-strokes, she was a
quilter of extraordinary talent.  People paid her
thousands of dollars to make custom quilts for
them.  Seems like a lot of money, I know, but
you have to understand.  The craftsmanship
that went into the creation of these tapestries
was something only a few people in the state
can manage.  As it happens, Gloria had just
finished a quilt she intended to give our
daughter when her tragedy struck.  Since then,
she holds fast to it as if it is her only connection
to the life she knew.  At least, that’s my
interpretation.”

“But she left it here on the love seat when
you took her to bathe,” Cassie observed.

“Yes, that’s the only time that I’m able to
get her to put it down.  But then it’s only for a
few minutes.”

“Don’t you ever launder it?”
Rudy smiled.  “Well, we have a little

system worked out for that.  We launder it
about every six months.  That’s about the best
we can do.  In the past, I’d take Gloria in for a
bath, which I’d arrange to take longer than
usual.  Paulette would immediately place the
quilt in the washing machine for a short cycle,
then transfer it to the dryer right away.  Just
about the time it was coming out, I’d have
Gloria ready to dress and we’d proceed as if
nothing ever happened.  Any disruption in the
program causes her to start saying
“Fiddlesticks!”

“Yeah, I’ve never heard that word before,”
Cassie replied.  “Where does it come from?”

“I’m not really sure.  In all of our married
years, that’s the closest I’ve ever heard her
come to uttering a curse word.  I think maybe
her mother said it and that’s where she learned
it.”

“Do you ever wonder what’s going
through her mind?”

Rudy paused, then nodded.  “I think about
it a lot, actually.  I worry that wherever she is,
that she is happy.  I have no way of knowing
for sure, of course, so I try to make her as
comfortable and loved as I can.  Our kids do
the same.  At the very least I want her to feel
safe and secure.  It’s the best I can do, I’m
afraid.”

               *  *  *  *  *
Gloria sat on the porch swing looking out

across their property up the long rise to the
crest of the hill in the distance.  Holding Rudy’s
hand, she reflected on how lucky she was to
have him, this Victorian farmhouse, her
children, and all that life had to offer.  She even
loved their pond, even though it tended to scare
her a little when they took the rowboat out onto
the water.  Still, she had no complaints.  Even
at the advanced age of seventy-eight, life was
still a delight, and she cherished each day.

The End
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