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Shellie’s Stash

We are following spacing and groupsize guidelines for all classes during
this time
Embroidery of the Month
Tuesday Apr 14, 10-2
Saturday Apr 18, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step-by-Step
Instructions & Design File
Riley Blake Pink Box Block of
Month
Wednesday Apr 8, All Day
Block of the Month
Wednesday Apr 15, All Day
(BOM will be the 3rd Wed)
Scrappy Stars
Thursday Apr 16, All Day
Candy Twist
Saturday Apr 25, All Day
Night of Mysteries
Friday May 1, 5-11:30 FULL
Saturday May 2, 4-11 FULL
Jelly Roll Rug
Saturday May 9, All Day
Embroidery of the Month
Tuesday May 12, 10-2
Saturday May 16, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step-by-Step
Instructions & Design File
Advanced Kids Sewing Camp
June 22-26 M-F 9-1 taking
signups
Beginning Kids Sewing Camp
June 29-July 3 M-F 9-1 taking
signups
Kids receive the sewing machine as
part of this camp.

ow! We have all
been thrown for
a loop with this
crazy new virus.
But even in the
midst of all this, I am so
proud of my quilting
family/community. I have
watched as y’all have
selflessly looked out for each
other. You have called to
check in on each other and
offered your services to help
others obtain the things they
need, but are unable to get
for themselves. I have so
many wonderful customers
working hard to make
facemask covers for family,

friends and community workers.
I have seen you taking on an
incredible role of being your
‘brother’s/sister’s keeper’. We
are so blessed to have this
wonderful community of people
that pull together when things
get out of sorts. An aspect of
what I love about quilters …they
have incredibly big and giving
hearts!
This virus has touched many
lives, some more than others and
we are praying for all of our
families, friends, community,
nation, and world as we navigate
this time.

- Shellie Blake

annual Kids Summer Sewing Camps are starting
Social Circle Our
to schedule. Sign up as soon as possible. Beginning
sewing camp includes projects and a sewing machine!
Advanced kids camp requires that kids already know how to work their sewing
machine. Preferable have attended a beginning sewing camp.
Advanced Kids Sewing Camp June 22-26, 9am-1pm
Beginning Kids Sewing Camp June 29-July 3, 9am-1pm

Sniplets
Most quilts come down to a final
layout before the rows can come
together. You can use a design wall,
the family room floor, or use the bed
to lay out your quilt blocks.
Whichever way you choose, there is
one more element you can add that
will help you to be happy with your
final choice for block placement.
Your smart phone. If you take a
picture of your layout and then look
at it on the screen, you get a totally
different perspective and it helps you
to see the color saturation in your
quilt. Your eye is quickly drawn to
any area that has an abundance of a
particular color or intensity of color.
You want your eye to travel across
and around the quilt, taking it in as a
whole. If your eye is drawn to one
particular place you may need to
rearrange the blocks. Getting a
different perspective can help you to
be happy with your final quilt Voilá!

Spotlight

Customer Focus

Peggy D’Agostino
eggy D’Agostino was born
in Little Rock, AR. She is
the oldest child and has one
brother who is 9 years
younger. Their family
moved to Congo Hill by the Congo
Merchantile. Her dad was a printer and
owned a shop in Little Rock. Peggy
graduated from Bryant High School.
After graduation she attended UALR
to study music education. She met her
hubby Mark in college and after 2 years
they married and moved to Memphis.
Peggy started working at Employment
Security in West Memphis. She has
one daughter. When her daughter was
18 months old, Peggy divorced and
moved back to Little Rock to be close
to family. Her family was happy to

help her with her daughter so Peggy
could go back to work. She got a job
with the State of Arkansas as an
administrative assistant to a political
appointee. She worked there for 7 years
and then transferred to the Crime Lab as
their subpoena coordinator. After eleven
and a half years she transferred again to
the department of finance and worked as
an administrative assistant until she
retired.
After retirement Peggy still wanted to
work so she became the alterations
specialist at Fiensteins.
Peggy’s
grandmother was a tailor and had started
teaching Peggy to French hand sew at 5
yrs old. By age 16 Peggy was competing
in 4-H. She went all the way to
Regionals in 4-H with a wool and silk
suit that she had fashioned. While she
was a single mom she volunteered at the
Historic Arkansas Museum. A member
of the reenactment cast wanted his outfit

remade with exactness, so Peggy took
on the challenge and was paid $2000
because it was so precise. She then
began sewing for the reenactment cast
on a more permanent basis. Some of
the costumes she made were worn by
extras in several movies. In Dances
with Wolves, 14 of the civil war actors
in the first scene wore uniforms she had
made. Other movies included, Glory,
North & South, and Last of the
Mohicans.

While Peggy was making costumes for
the reenactments she met her current
hubby Joe. After a while they started
dating and married in 1997. Joe
worked with FedEx and took a transfer
so they could live in Little Rock.
Peggy has two granddaughters, ages 2
and 10. Peggy and her daughter own
a sewing shop together called
‘Seamingly Perfect’ and they do
alterations and make costumes. Her

10 yr old granddaughter is starting to
get involved helping to make some of
the projects for costumes.
Peggy also enjoys belly-dancing and
reading. She is a ball of fun and y’all
will totally enjoy getting to know her.

Story Corner
Marcia’s Friends
Written by Darren Blake
Lisa pressed the contact number on
her phone again, and again after four
rings she heard her mother’s voicemail
greeting. It was very unlike her mother
to miss phone calls like this. Usually,
Marcia picked up after only one or two
rings, especially when caller ID let her
know that it was Lisa calling. But now
it had been a full twenty-four hours
without an answer and Lisa was
beginning to feel frantic in her heart.
There must be something wrong, she
reasoned. Time to call Lance again.
“Hey Lisa,” Lance said in answer
to her phone call. “I guess you haven’t
made contact with her yet, huh?”
“No, and I am seriously worried.
Are you in a position to make the trip
down there?” Lance lived in Kansas
City, which was a whole lot closer to
Benton, Arkansas than where Lisa
lived in Syracuse, New York.
“Yes, I’ll make the trip,” he
responded. “Although I have to say,
as many friends as she has there, I
would be very surprised if something
had happened to her and one of them
didn’t call us. I’m betting she went off
to some quilt show or something and
forgot to take her phone.” He paused
in thought for a moment. “Of course,
she could borrow one from somebody
and at least check in with us so we
didn’t have to worry. Well, whatever.

I guess I’ll throw a few clothes in a bag
and head out. I’ll have to call in sick
tomorrow, but that’s no big deal.”
Lisa felt almost a rush of relief.
“Good. And if you get there and she’s
fine, let her know I’m gonna kill her
for not answering her phone!”
“I’ll call you from the road.”
“You’re going down tonight?”
Tonya asked her husband. “It’s already
6:00. The drive is six and a half hours.
Add half an hour for gas and bathroom
breaks and you won’t be there until
1:00 a.m. What are you going to do
then? You don’t think this can wait
until morning?”
“Lisa’s pretty worried. I told her
I’d check on Mom.” Lance didn’t add
that he was beginning to be as worried
as Lisa. He probably would have
decided to make the drive to check on
his mother even if Lisa hadn’t
suggested it. As he was finishing
putting some clothes in an overnight
bag, his two four-year-old twin
daughters came bopping into the
bedroom. “Hailey and Mia! What are
you two sweet girls up to?”
“Where ya goin’ dad?” Hailey
asked.
“I have to run down to Arkansas to
see Grandma.”
“Can we come too?” Mia asked.

“Sorry girls.
You still have
preschool tomorrow. Maybe next time.
I’ll probably only be gone for a day, so
I’ll see you on Saturday. Sound okay?”
Lance smiled as the girls bopped back
out of the room the way they had come
in. His wife and girls were the light of
his life.
An hour into his drive toward his
mother’s house, Lance tapped the
button on his steering wheel that called
his sister. “Hey Lisa,” he said as she
picked up. “I’m on my way now.”
“Good,” she responded with an air
of relief. “I’ll keep trying to call her
until 11:00 or so. When you get there,
call me to let me know what’s going
on.”
“I will.” Lance paused in thought
for a moment. “How much do you
remember of those friends she always
talks about? I’m still wondering why
one of them wouldn’t have called us if
something were wrong.”
“Let’s see,” Lisa replied, the pitch
in her voice rising as she thought back
on the conversations she had had with
her mother. “I remember her talking
about Louise, Catherine, and Flora.
There was another one with kind of an
exotic name...Celeste. Yes, that was it.
I think Mom also mentioned their last
names a few times, but I’ll have to
think on that and try to remember them.

It’s funny, you know, how people can
remember all sorts of trivial details
about conversations they have, but
forget the names of the people that are
mentioned. Weird, huh?”
“For sure. Now that you mention
those, I remember her talking about
them too. Wasn’t there a Bonnie, Nina,
and Betty too? I mean, there’s this
whole group of friends she pals around
with and I know next to nothing about
them, let alone have any of their phone
numbers.”
“When you get there, make sure
Mom gives you contact information for
all of her friends in case we have to get
in touch with them for any reason,”
Lisa offered.
“I will. Do you want me to call you
when I get there? It’ll be practically in
the middle of the night.”
“That’s okay,” she said. “I might
not be sleeping well anyway.”
Lance pulled into the driveway of
his mother’s house just after 1:00 a.m.
as expected.
It was a newer
neighborhood that catered to older,
retired people. The homes were
smaller and closer together than most
of the other new neighborhoods, and
all of the yardwork and grass mowing
was handled through the homeowners’
association. His mother had sold her
previous home in which she had reared
her entire family because the upkeep
was just too much for a widow to
handle. Lance’s father had passed
away a few years earlier from the
effects of COPD, or emphysema as
they used to call it, a legacy of the
cigarettes he had smoked since his

teenage years. The sale of the old
house and the considerable property on
which it sat allowed her to purchase her
new home and live comfortably. Lance
surmised that many of his mother’s
friends lived in these houses that
surrounded her own.
There were no lights on in the
house that could be detected from the
outside. He wouldn’t have expected to
see any, since it was so early in the
morning. Exiting his car and making
his way to the front door, he spotted the
small artificial topiary tree off to one
side and tipped it, revealing the hidden
key his mother kept underneath.
Sliding the key into the lock, he opened
the front door and stepped into the
house. The burglar alarm tone did not
sound, but there was a noise coming
from a back area where the family
room was located. He moved quietly,
not wanting to frighten his mother, but
knowing she would be spooked
nevertheless if he suddenly appeared
in her home. Approaching the family
room, he could tell that the television
was on and as he drew closer, the light
from it gave him enough illumination
to see that his mother was lying on the
sofa. His initial worry that she might
have passed away gave way to relief
when he saw that she was breathing.
He knew that now there was no way
she would not be startled when he
awakened her, but he had to let her
know he was in the house and why he
had come. Moving around to the front
of the sofa, he knelt and gently placed
his hand on her shoulder to give her a
very soft shake to stir her awake.
When she did not awaken, his

movements became more urgent and
he began to call her name with
increasing volume. She was alive, but
she would not rouse. With trembling
hands brought on by his increasing
panic, he dialed the number for
emergency services.
Lisa gently opened the hospital
room door. Lance was sitting on a
chair on the far side of the room just on
the other side of the bed that Marcia
occupied. He looked up when he saw
her enter and she could see him visibly
relax. He had borne all of the
responsibility for their mother for the
last couple of days, and he was ready
to have some of that burden lifted from
his shoulders. For her part, Lisa had
begun making preparations to join him
as soon as she had heard that Marcia
was in a coma, but full flights and other
unavoidable delays kept her away
longer than she had wished.
Lance rose and embraced his sister.
“How was your flight getting in?” he
asked.
“Oh, the usual,” she responded.
“Very full flights with no legroom and
a lot of people trying to maintain a little
of their personal space.” She paused
and looked at Marcia. “Any news on
Mom?”
Lance followed her gaze to settle
on the face of their mother who had a
variety of tubes and monitors attached
to her body. “Not really. Doctor
Forrest just confirmed that they are
pretty sure she threw a clot to her
pulmonary artery, which deprived her
brain of oxygen for a time, although

they aren’t sure how long. If it had been
very long, she would not have survived.
They figure it must have broken up so
that blood flow to her lungs could begin
again. Now we just have to wait. They
said there is no reason for her to be in
the ICU because everything that can be
done they can do here. See there,” he
said pointing, “she isn’t even on a
ventilator. Just that nose tube with
oxygen.”
Lisa nodded. “But they do expect
her to recover?”
“No way to know,” Lance
responded. “I’ve been sitting here
talking to her, hoping to get some kind
of a response, but so far nothing.”
“Any of her friends come by yet?”
she asked.
Lance’s brow furrowed. “Yeah, you
know, that’s the weird thing. Not one
person has shown up to visit. Maybe
they haven’t heard, but wouldn’t they
be looking for her when they found she
wasn’t home? I mean, I left a note on
the door with my phone number inviting
any visitor to call me, but nobody has.”
“Tomorrow I’m going to go down
to that little quilt shop she always talks
about and see if I can find out where her
friends are,” Lisa declared. “I’m sure
they will want to know.”
The bells on the door chimed gently
as Lisa entered The Bed-warmer Quilt
and Sew. There were several customers
milling about, examining different
fabrics and notions, while one lady
worked at the cutting table with a rotary
tool. The woman looked up from her
task of cutting fabric and smiled. “Hey

Darlin’,” she called. “Welcome to The
Bed-warmer. What are you working on
today?”
“Well,” Lisa replied as she made
her way over to where the woman
stood, “I was actually hoping to get
some information. Are you the owner
here?”
“I am. My name’s Shellie. And
you are…?”
“I’m Lisa Sorensen.
Marcia
Bachman is my mother. Do you know
her?”
“Marcia? Yes, I certainly know her.
She comes into the shop on a pretty
regular basis. She’s a very talented
quilter and often brings in her finished
quilts to show us. Are you here visiting
her?”
Lisa seemed suddenly distressed.
“Visiting, but it’s not really a pleasant
or casual visit. My mom is in the
hospital.”
“The hospital!” Shellie exclaimed.
“What’s happened?”
“Pulmonary embolism. She’s in a
coma now.”
“A coma? When did this happen?”
“About three days ago,” Lisa
responded.
Shellie seemed shocked with the
news. “I’m so sorry to hear that. I’m
surprised nobody had told us this
before.”
“That’s actually the reason I
decided to come visit you. I know that
Mom loves to quilt and that your shop
is where she buys most of her materials.
I was hoping to run down some of her
friends who might not know the
situation or who might be anxious to

come visit her. Can I run some names
past you?”
Shellie nodded. “Sure.”
Lisa had been wrestling with her
mind to remember the full names of
some of Marcia’s friends. She had
finally come up with several. “Okay,
do you know Louise Carter?”
Shellie shook her head but walked
to the computer. “Doesn’t ring a bell,
but let’s see if she’s ever been to the
shop.” After a moment, Shellie shook
her head again. “I don’t have her on
my list of customers. Who else have
you got?”
Lisa rattled of a list of names.
“Catherine Winston. Flora Graham.
Bonnie Price. Nina Perry. Celeste
Scott.” After each name, Shellie
typed in the computer and then shook
her head, indicating she did not have
a customer by that name. Finally,
Lisa looked at the final name on her
list. “I’ve got one more name, but
only a first name. Betty.”
Shellie again looked up the name,
but this time a dozen names came
back on the computer. “There are
quite a few by that name in my
computer. It looks like of the dozen
that show up, about eight of them are
in this area.”
“Can I get that list from you?”
Lisa asked.
Shellie smiled ruefully. “We
can’t give out the names of our
customers...but I’ll tell you what. I’ll
call each of those named ‘Betty’ and
see if any of them know your mother.
Sound okay?”

“Thanks, that will be a big help. I
appreciate you going to the trouble.”
“Glad to help. Give me your phone
number and when I’ve contacted them
I’ll let you know what I find. Also,
would you mind writing your mother’s
hospital and room number on there as
well? I’d like to pay her a visit.”
After writing the information and
handing it to Shellie, Lisa looked
thoughtful. “You know, it seems
strange that none of her friends have
been in here. She talks about them all
the time. As much as she loves
quilting, it seems impossible that none
of them would be quilters as well.”
“I’ve invited Marcia to join our
ladies for open sew,” Shellie said.
“When we don’t have a class going, the
classroom is open to anyone who just
wants to bring in their machine and
work on projects. Most days we have
six or eight customers that come and
sew with us, but Marcia has never taken
me up on the offer. I’ve seen her work
and we would love to have her join us,
but so far she hasn’t. Maybe she gets
together with these other people you
have named. Do you think?”
“Maybe.
Guess I’ll keep
investigating. This is really becoming
a mystery. Where are these people?
How did she meet them? Why haven’t
any of them come by her house to visit?
I have so many questions and I really
didn’t expect a dead end here.” Lisa
began to move toward the door.
“Thank you again for your help. I
really appreciate it.”
“You’re welcome,” Shellie replied.
“I’ll call you after I phone all of my
customers named Betty.”

Lisa sat across the dining room
table from Lance as they both worked
on finishing off the bagels that Lance
had brought to Marcia’s home.
Usually when either of them visited
their mother, they stayed in one of the
spare bedrooms, but given the
circumstances, they had both elected
to stay at the Fairfield Inn this time
around. It just seemed somehow
unbecoming to help themselves to
their mother’s hospitality in her
absence. In their quest to find any of
her friends, they had agreed to meet
this morning and search the home for
information or clues. It had become
a vague obsession since they were
unable to have any impact on Marcia’s
recovery.
“So, nothing on Betty then?”
Lance asked, breaking a long silence.
“Shellie said she called them all.
One of them knows who Mom is, but
is clearly not one of her close friends.
We’re back to square one. I guess our
only hope is to find something here in
the house.”
Lance pursed his lips. “All right,
I guess I’m about ready. Which room
do you want to start in?”
“I’ll start here in the kitchen,” Lisa
answered. “I’ll look through her mail
rack and the shelves with all of her
papers and bills. You want to start in
her bedroom?”
“Yeah, I’m not too comfortable
with that. Why don’t you take her
bedroom and I’ll go through the
family room and then start on the
spare bedrooms. I don’t think those
will take too long.”
The brother and sister began their
systematic search for anything that

might lead them to the identity of the
people that Marcia considered her close
friends. It sure would be easier if she
were just to awaken out of her coma and
tell them, but for now this was the best
they could do. It was an uncomfortable
task, since it seemed like they were
trespassing on her privacy, but hopefully
the end result would be worth it. After
almost an hour, Lisa heard Lance call
her. “Lisa, come here a minute!” His
voice conveyed urgency.
“What have you found?” Lisa asked
as she entered the spare bedroom where
she had followed his shout.
“Look at this!”
Lance had laid several folded quilts
on the bed with one flap laid back on
each, displaying a label that had been
attached to the backing. Lisa examined
several of them and saw that each label
had the name of one of Marcia’s friends
embroidered on it. This added one more
layer to the mystery. “Do you think
these are gifts for her friends, or gifts
from her friends?”
“Yeah, I wondered the same thing,”
Lance answered. “I figured they are
gifts for her friends, since all of the
embroidery looks to have been done in
the same font and in the same way on
each. Like she had them all made but
just didn’t have the chance to give them
to the recipients yet. Oh, and check this
out.” Lance pulled one more quilt over
and folded the flap back to reveal the
name. Unlike all of the other quilts that
had a first and last name, this one only
had a first name: Betty.
The bells on the door made their
dainty chimes as Lisa and Lance entered
The Bed-warmer Quilt and Sew shop.

Shellie was standing at the computer at
the check-out counter talking to a
customer, but took the time to look up.
“Welcome! Come on in, I’ll be right
with you!” After completing the
transaction and bidding the existing
customer goodbye, Shellie joined them.
“You’re Marcia’s daughter, right?” she
asked.
“Yes ma’am. Lisa Sorensen and
this is my brother Lance Bachman.”
“Nice to meet you, Lance,” Shellie
said as she shook each of their hands.
“Any news on your mother’s
recovery?”
“Still the same, I’m afraid,” Lance
answered. “We came because we
might need your help again. Have you
got a minute?”
“Sure,” Shellie answered. “What’s
up?”
“We’d like to show you something.
We’ve got some quilts in the car we
would like you to look at. Can we
bring them in?”
“Of course.
They belong to
Marcia?”
“That’s one of the things we hoped
you could help us with,” Lisa replied.
The brother and sister duo walked
out of the shop, opened the car doors,
and loaded two arms full of quilts.
Shellie opened the door for them as
they came back into the shop and set
the two stacks on the cutting table.
“We found these at Mom’s house,”
Lisa began. “Each of these quilts has
a tag on the back with the name of one
of her friends embroidered on it. We
think she made these in anticipation of
giving them to each of her friends, but

of course we still haven’t located
them. I don’t know what you can tell
us about these, if anything, but we’re
at a dead end and don’t know where
else to turn.”
Shellie nodded as she looked at
one of the labels, then unfolded the
quilt. She repeated the process several
times until all of the quilts were lying
face-up, stacked and unfolded on the
cutting table. She again flipped the
corners over to reveal the label on the
back and the look of puzzlement on
her face suddenly gave way to a look
of understanding. “I think I can solve
your mystery,” she declared.
Shellie folded the corner of one of
the quilts to reveal the label. “This
quilt is labeled Louise Carter. Now if
you’ll look at the pattern on the quilt
top, you’ll see that it is one of the more
popular designs that quilters gravitate
to. This pattern has been around since
the 1860’s and is called a Log Cabin
pattern. The center block on this quilt
is red, which signifies the warmth of
a hearth as it is surrounded by these
longer strips.” Shellie flipped over the
corner of the next quilt that displayed
the name of Flora Graham. “Here is
another very popular quilt pattern.
When I teach classes to new beginner
quilters, this is sometimes the pattern
I choose because it’s easy to learn
technique and the finished product can
look really cool. It’s known as the
Flying Geese pattern.”
Lisa still looked mystified. “I
don’t get the connection.”

Shellie smiled and folded over the
next quilt corner. “This one is labeled
Catherine Winston. The quilt top here
is done in the Cathedral Window
pattern. This next one is done in the
Bear Paw pattern and is labeled Bonnie
Price. This Nine Patch is Nina Perry
and this Celtic Square is Celeste Scott.”
Realization had come over the face
of Lance as he listened to the
explanation. “So the names Mom
assigned to each of the quilts has the
same initials as the name of the quilt
pattern, right? But I’m still not sure
what that means.”
“Couldn’t that mean that Mom
simply chose a quilt pattern that
matched the initials of the woman she
was going to give the quilt to?” Lisa
asked.
“That’s what I was thinking at
first,” Shellie replied, “until I got to
this one. This is a Bargello pattern, and
as you can see, it is labeled Betty. All
of these other quilts have two names in
the pattern and two names on the label.
But this quilt only has one name
because the pattern only has one
name.” Lisa and Lance still seemed
confused by the explanation. “Don’t
you see?” Shellie continued, “These
quilts are not from her friends and they
are not for her friends. These quilts are
her friends.”
Lance sat in a sofa chair reading a
book while Lisa sat on a rolling chair
gazing intently into her phone.
Suddenly, a hoarse and quiet voice
stirred them out of their activities.
“Where am I?”

“Mom?” Lance and Lisa cried
simultaneously as they both stood and
rushed to her bedside.
“You’re in the hospital,” Lisa
answered gently. “How are you feeling?”
“Okay, I guess,” Marcia whispered.
“What happened?”
“You suffered a pulmonary
embolism,” Lance explained. “Blood
from your heart to your lungs was
temporarily blocked, but apparently your
body corrected itself and everything
seems to be working fine. You gave us
a terrible scare, though.”
Marcia tried to lift her head, so Lisa
tucked another pillow under it. “How
long?”

“You’ve been in the hospital about
a week,” Lisa answered.
Marcia looked into the faces of her
children and tears began to well up in
her eyes. “I’m so glad you’re here,” she
said, the strength in her voice beginning
the return. “You’ve both been here the
whole time?” she asked.
“Pretty much,” Lance answered.
We’ve just been waiting for you to
rejoin us. And we are so happy that you
have.”
As Marcia’s eyes became clearer
and she was able to focus more fully on
her surroundings, she began to realize
that there were quilts hung all around
the room. “Oh my,” she said softly.
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She reached up her arms to enfold
both of her children and pull them
down tight toward her. “Thank you
for bringing my friends to see me,”
Marcia whispered, the tears now
fully running down her cheeks.
The End.

