
Shellie’s Stash

I love being a mama.  Truth be told, I’m 
addicted to my kids!  I was so excited for all 
the aspects of being a parent.  I wanted to 
teach my kids everything.  I wanted them 
to be part of everything I did.  I made lots 
of quilts for my kids and I let them be 
part of the process.  Even when they were 
very young they would participate in the 
tying of the quilts.  They loved to be under 
the quilt frame, guessing where the next 
needle would come thru and then send it 
back while making sure not to get tangles 
in the yarn. 

My daughter has always loved the quilts 
I made for her and when she was in fifth 
grade she started to show interest in 
sewing and asked me to teach her.  Yay!  
She decided she wanted to make a quilt.  
Awesome!   She chose to do a small doll 
quilt.  Perfect!  We got all set up and ready 
to start.  She asked me if I would cut the 
fabric.  Absolutely! I wasn’t ready for her to 
start using a rotary cutter anyway.  So I cut 
all the fabric.  She then decided to hand sew 
the pieces instead of machine sew it.  OK!  
So she asked me to mark the quarter inch 
and she would sew on the line.  Superb!  
Then she handed it back to me and wanted 
me to press it, then cut, mark and pin the 
next piece for her.  What!?  Who’s quilt was 
this anyway?

Well, even though her first experience 
with a quilt project wasn’t what I thought 
it would be, (because I thought she would 
do most of the work herself, hehe), she 
had a blast and was so proud of what she 
had accomplished.  She gave that quilt 
to her Oma and then promptly wanted 
to make a quilt for her other grandma.   
She did, and that quilt was made in the 
same fashion as the first.  I could see how 
much she enjoyed the ONE part she was 
doing, but I was sad that she didn’t want 
me to teach her to do all the other parts.  
So I did the only thing a good mama 
could do…..I sent her to a sewing camp 
for kids!   She needed to learn in her own 
class, where mama wasn’t there to do all 
the peripheral parts.  Turns out, she had 
a blast!  And she made herself a really 
cute quilt.  She now knows how to cut, 
mark, use a sewing machine and iron 
her project.  Then when she went off 
to college she helped her friends make 
quilts too.  She still prefers to have me 
make the quilts for her and I’m happy to.  
I know she knows how and that’s what 
matters.  

Because of that experience, I run kids 
sewing camps in June for all the kids, like 
my daughter, who will learn and love all 
aspects of sewing if mama isn’t there to 
do it for them.  And I get to enjoy a part 
I love….… teaching the kids.  

~ Shellie Blake
   The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
Upcoming Classes:

Saturday, April 15
Just Can’t Cut It
All day class

Tuesday, May 2
Double Wedding Ring
All Day Class

Saturday, May 27
Espadrilles (Super Cute Shoes)
All day class

Tuesday, May 2
Double Wedding Ring
All day class

June 19-23
**Beginning Kids Camp
9am-1pm each day

June 26-30
***Kids Quilt Camp
9am-1pm each day

**Beginning Kids Camp, each child 
will receive a new Pfaff Smarter 260c 
sewing machine (MSRP $599.00) as 
part of the class.  $450.00/per student 
-- a $200.00 deposit must be made 
at time of sign up, balance payable at 
beginning of camp

***Kids Quilt Camp—each child 
needs to have already taken a begin-
ning sewing camp and know how 
to use their machine.  $150.00/per 
student-- $75.00 deposit at time of 
sign up, balance payable at beginning 
of camp
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Social Circle Pine Bluff Quilt Guild, in Pine Bluff.  I presented a 
trunk show, the ladies made a nice lunch, and then 
I did an afternoon class to make a pop-up.  We had 
“sew” much fun!  This is a great group of women! 

Saline County Quilt Guild, Quilt-Mania.  I did an 
afternoon class at the guild retreat and these ladies 
made a mystery quilt.  It was very exciting to see all 
their fabric selections come together as the mystery 
was revealed.  Such a fun time with fun ladies!

Spotlight
Gloria Griffin

Gloria Griffin was born and raised in Brooklyn, 
New York.   She has 6 siblings, 5 brothers and 1 
sister.   She started working for AT&T right out 
of high school.  She worked as treasurer for the 
V.P. and in trouble shooting for voice and data 
network.  She transferred to Florida in 1993 
and then after 35 years with them she retired.
Her move to Florida allowed to her met the love 
of her life, Ray, who lived on the same street.  
She and Ray were married on 10/10/10.  They 
moved to Arkansas 4 year ago.

 In high school she learned hand sewing but 
never any machine sewing.  She decided to try 
quilting in Nov 2015 because she needed a baby 
gift, but only did that one quilt.  She had joined 
the Saline County Quilt Guild and decided to 
take a class at quilt-mania in 2016.  It happened 
to be the Scrappy Stars class I taught and she has 
gone full speed since.  In addition to making 
several charity quilts,  she has made more than 
14 quilts in one year for her family.    She loves 
making quilts for her family.  She has 2 step-
sons and 1 step-daughter, and 3 grandbabies, 
2 girls and 1 boy, 15 nieces and nephews and 
9 great nieces and nephews that she wants to 
make quilts for.

Gloria just became a new Godmother to her 
great nephew that was born in August.  Most of 
Gloria’s family lives in Jersey.  One grandbaby 

lives in Mississippi and the other 2 live 
in North Carolina.  Her nephew and new 
godson live in Florida, which is where Gloria 
with be moving to within the next couple 
of months.   We are gonna miss Gloria like 
crazy.  Every one who meets her, instantly 
loves her.  She has a huge heart.   For years 
she has done volunteer work as well.   She 
has been doing volunteer hospice and work 
at the Salvation Army here in Arkansas.  
In Florida, she volunteered working with 
the schools to help children that show up 
at school hungry and that school was even 
featured on 60 minutes.  She also loves to 
fish, cook and be with family.  She really 
enjoys traveling especially river cruises and 
has been to Portugal, Germany and France 
and has done bus tours across the USA.  

I hope you get a chance to meet Gloria 
before she moves, she will quickly become a 
dear friend.

Sniplets
After years of stress on my 
wrist and miscuts in my fabric 
from ruler slips, I have some 
hints that seem to make a big 
difference.  When holding 
the ruler, we tend to use our 
fingertips.  Instead, put your 
hand flat on the ruler, now 
the pressure is off your wrist 
and fingertips.  Also slide 
your hand to the far side until 
your little finger hangs off the 
edge.  Keep your little finger 
against the edge of the ruler 
but on the fabric.  That finger 
helps stabilize the ruler so it 
won’t slip as the cutter pushes 
on the opposite side.  There 
is also a bonus, holding the 
ruler this way helps to keep 
your fingers a little further 
from that rotary cutter blade 
so you don’t get cut.

Customer Focus

Pine Bluff Quilt Guild Saline County Quilt Guild
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Story Corner
The Vagabond

Part 1 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

The following is a true story...

Emily Clark had been looking forward 
to this day for over two months.  As far as 
she was concerned, this was better than 
her birthday.  In fact, it might even be 
better than Christmas!  In the pre-dawn 
gloom Grandma Lydia had pulled up to 
the townhouse in the city of Fayetteville 
in her little Toyota Prius and Emily 
didn’t even wait for her grandmother 
to come to the door to knock.  Instead, 
Emily ran to her mother, gave her a hug, 
then grabbed her case, clothes bag, and 
shoulder bag and rushed out the front 
of the house, leaving her mother smiling 
and shaking her head ever so slightly.

Lydia Wells was in the slow process 
of exiting her vehicle when her 
granddaughter came bursting from the 
house toward her car.  It was just as 
well.  Lydia didn’t maneuver very well 
these days, a result of her arthritic knees 
and hips hindering her movements.  
She realized that buying a car she had 
to settle down into had been a mistake, 
and that she should have gotten a taller 
vehicle that would have allowed her to 
simply slide into the driver’s seat without 
a lot of bending.  Seeing the look of 
absolute joy on Emily’s face distracted 
Grandma Lydia from her aching joints 
as she motioned for her granddaughter 
to put her case and bag in the back seat 
and hop in the car.  “You ready to go 
sweetheart?” she asked.

“Oh yes, Grandma!  We won’t be late, will 
we?”

Lydia shook her head as she put the car in 
gear and the electric motor allowed them 
to pull silently onto the roadway before 
the gasoline part of the engine started to 
rumble.  “No dear.  We should be a good 
half hour early so you can get set up.  It’s 
a long drive between Fayetteville and 
Benton, but I don’t expect much traffic 
this early on a Monday.  Don’t worry.  Miss 
Shellie isn’t about to start without you.”

Exactly one year previously, when Emily 
was just eleven years old, she had made 
the same trip with her Grandma Lydia, 
but at that time she had not been nearly as 
excited for the journey.  Lydia had signed 
her granddaughter up for Kid’s Camp at 
The Bed-warmer Quilt and Sew with the 
hope that Emily would find learning to 
sew and work with fabric as interesting 
and exciting as she did.  Emily had at 
first been skeptical, but after just one day 
in the classroom, she was hooked and 
could hardly wait to come back the next 
day and then the next.  All too soon, the 
week was over and the classes were all 
complete.  Emily had really enjoyed the 
way Miss Shellie taught her and the other 
girls, and the fact that she got to keep the 
sewing machine at the end of it all was one 
of the most exciting parts of the whole 
experience.  Over the last year, she had 
sewn a lot of projects and had refined her 
sewing skills considerably.  Now that she 
was a much more mature twelve years of 
age, and with more practice and expertise 
under her belt, she was anxious to learn 

many new tricks and skills and really 
dive into the quilt making process.  
Never too interested in math before this, 
Emily now devoured all of the math she 
could pick up at school, realizing it was 
going to be of use to her in her new 
sewing passion.

Arriving at The Bed-warmer shop after 
their lengthy drive, Emily leapt out of 
the car, grabbed the sewing machine 
case and shoulder bag from the Prius 
back seat, and hurried into the store.  
Miss Shellie greeted and welcomed her 
little charge and ushered Emily to her 
spot in the classroom.  Lydia followed 
a couple of minutes behind, moving 
slowly so that she didn’t have to suffer 
the consequences later in the day of 
rapid flexing of her joints.  While Emily 
and the two other early-arrivers were 
setting up their sewing machines, Shellie 
greeted Lydia.  “Well, she certainly 
seems excited to begin another week of 
Kid’s Camp,” Shellie observed.

Lydia chuckled.  “Yes ma’am.  I’ll bet she 
didn’t get much sleep last night.  She’s 
been counting down the days since last 
year’s camp.”  Lydia looked through the 
windows into the classroom.  “Looks like 
she’s already building some friendships.”

Shellie nodded.  “They definitely get 
into the friendship rhythm fast, that’s 
for sure.  The two other girls were in 
her same class last year, but because 
they learn new and different things 
in the intervening year, they all have 
the opportunity to help teach a little.”  
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Shellie smiled to herself.  “Just like 
participants in our adult classes.  Emily 
will really love that, I think.  We have 
a little saying here that we borrowed 
from medical school:  See one, do one, 
teach one.  Now that Emily has seen 
these kinds of projects done and has 
added a year of her own experience, 
she’s prepared to really internalize the 
knowledge by helping teach others what 
she knows.  She’ll be great.”

“So she’ll be learning more advanced 
techniques, I hope?”

“Oh yes,” Shellie replied.  “It wouldn’t 
make sense to have her simply repeat 
the things she knows.  I’ll give this class 
more advanced projects.  Students in 
the first year class learn to use their new 
machines and work on simpler projects.  
I’ve actually got seven repeat students 
coming back this year, so Emily will be 
right at home working with them.”

The advanced Kid’s Camp started right 
on time and Lydia stayed for a little 
while to watch through the windows 
into the classroom.  It touched her heart 
to see her sweet little granddaughter so 
involved and excited in her sewing zeal.  
Not wanting to hover too much, Lydia 
gingerly stepped out of the shop and 
into her car to run a few errands before 
the camp’s scheduled end at noon.  Upon 
her arrival back at The Bed-warmer, she 
was not surprised to see Emily still fully 
engaged, even though the noon hour 
had come and gone and the class had 

been dismissed.  Calling to Emily from 
the classroom doorway, Grandma Lydia 
smiled as a gentle reminder that class 
was over until the next day.  Emily visibly 
slumped as she tore herself away from her 
current project, picked up her shoulder 
bag, turned off her machine, and followed 
her grandmother through the shop and 
out the front door.  “I take it you had a 
good time today?” Lydia queried.

“Grandma, it is so hard to leave!  Thank 
you again for paying for me to come to 
camp!  This is more fun than any of the 
activities we have at school, and my friends 
in the class are awesome!  I just wish we 
lived closer so we could work together 
more often.”

A mile and a half before arriving home at 
her Grandmother’s house in Bauxite on 
the outskirts of Little Rock, Emily watched 
through the car window in silence as 
the vehicle purred along Sardis Road.  
Suddenly, her head perked up.  “Grandma, 
stop!”

Slightly alarmed, Lydia began to slow.  
“What is it sweetheart?”

“I saw something just back there.  It looked 
like a dog’s head popping up through the 
tall grass and weeds at the side of the road.  
I think he might be out here alone!”

Lydia pulled the car over to the side of the 
road, then began backing up slowly on the 
road shoulder.  There weren’t any houses 
within half a mile of this location, and a 

dog out here must surely be a drop-
off or stray.  After a few more seconds 
of backing, the head of a little tan dog 
with big floppy ears could be seen 
peering at them over the weeds about 
thirty feet from the roadway.  Emily 
immediately sprang from the car while 
her grandmother called after her to be 
careful.  There was no telling if the dog 
might be diseased or be of an aggressive 
temperament.  Emily approached the 
creature carefully, and Lydia could tell 
the animal was very timid and skittish.  
When Emily knelt down, holding 
her hand out carefully, the little dog 
nervously approached her, crawling on 
his belly the last few feet.  It seemed 
clear he had either been abused or on 
his own for some time.  Within two 
minutes, Emily had calmed him and 
was petting him gently.  He seemed to 
trust her and even allowed himself to be 
picked up and carried to the car.  “He’s 
starving, Grandma,” Emily said as she 
reached the vehicle.  Lydia could see 
that was true.  The little tan dog’s head 
appeared too large for his emaciated 
body, and his ribs could be clearly seen 
under the skin.  He also had a large sore 
on his left ear, and Lydia could see the 
wound went all the way through from 
the topside of the ear to the underside.  
That an innocent little dog should suffer 
like that was heartbreaking.

“Bring him into the car, dear,” Lydia 
invited.  “We’ll take him home and get 
some food into him.”
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Read Part 2 in Next Month’s Newsletter


