
Shellie’s Stash

Happy New Year! 

When I was a teenager I was given a journal 
for Christmas, and it instantly became one 
of my favorite things to start the new year 
with.  Even though a new journal is empty, 
to me it is full of possibilities.  What will 
this new year bring?

With each new year I get to sit and reflect 
on the past year and think about all the 
things I got to experience while pondering 
on what this year may hold.  Like that brand 
new journal with all those blank pages, just 
waiting to be filled up with my thoughts 
and feelings about events with family and 
friends, sprinkled with joy from the things 
I have been blessed with and a record of the 
things that have caused me to stretch and 
grow.  I’m not one for making “resolutions” 
though.  To me, resolutions are just a way 
to make me feel defeated before March.   I 
prefer to just have goals and while working 
on them make changes for the better, and 
see what things will come my way.  I have 
365 days of new goals and experiences just 
waiting for me.

Sometimes my goal is simply the 
continuation of writing in that journal.  

I have more half filled journals than 
filled ones, yet I always enjoy cracking 
open the pages of a new journal in 
January.  I guess it’s kind of the same 
with some of my quilts, I probably have 
more unfinished or planned quilts than 
finished ones, but I always enjoy looking 
at new patterns and buying new fabrics.  
I suppose that some of my goals this year 
will again be to finish more of the quilts 
I have started.  This new year is full of 
possibilities for each of us and along 
the way I hope we can be a part of what 
brings you joy.  What will your 2017 
goals be? 

~ Shellie Blake
   The Bed-warmer Quilt & Sew
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Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
New Fabrics 
(I feel like I say that a lot, but we just 
bought 2 new cabinets and are filling 
them up pretty fast)

Christmas fabrics are 35% off 
through January.

We have a section of “short bolts”.
Besides being adorably cute, they are 
35% off all the time.  

Super Hero Tea Towels have arrived.  
You can use them as tea towels or 
you can cut them out and make the 
super hero dolls.  One boy, one girl 
superhero each, together in a cute 
drawstring bag.

Classes:

Tuesday, January 17
Bargello Fire on the Savannah Class
(SOLD OUT)

Saturday, January 21
Bargello Fire on the Savannah Class
All day class

Saturday, February 11
Mesmerizing Trip Around the World
All day class

Saturday, February 25
When Pigs Fly
Yay!!! the fabric has arrived!!!!
All day class

Saturday, March 11
When Pigs Fly
All day class

January 2017
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Social Circle Check it out….  we are excited to have just been awarded the ‘Best of 
Benton 2016’ for fabric, sewing and quilting store.  How cool is that?!!   

We are so excited to be here in Benton and our success is because of all 
of you, our wonderful customers.  We appreciate y’all so much and love 
having you in our shop.  
 
Come take advantage of our “piece-full clubhouse”, which is available for 
everyone to use to work on your quilting and sewing projects when we 
don’t have a class or other event scheduled.  Come join us, enjoy each other 
and be inspired.  Let’s make 2017 another wonderful year!

Spotlight
Debbie Wright

A lot of you know Debbie Wright, and if you 
don’t, she is really fun and easy to get to know.  
She’s outgoing and always willing to help 
everyone.  She loves to be involved in lots of 
things, most of all with her grandbabies.  She 
is the mother of 2  and has 5 grandbabies, ALL 
BOYS!!  All the men in her life spoil her like 
crazy, including her father-in-law.  (She spoils 
them as well).  

Both boys are married and their families live 
nearby, giving Debbie lots of opportunity to 
spend time with them.   She met her hubby while 
she was involved with the church choir and they 
have been married for 43 years.  Debbie is very 
involved in her church at First Baptist with the 
choir and helping in nursery and for mother’s 
day out child care.  She also enjoys knitting, 
crocheting, tatting, cross- stitch, embroidery, 
reading, and did we mention, spoiling her 
grandsons.

Debbie started sewing in her home-ec class 
in 9th grade.  She has no fear of taking on any 
sewing project.  If it’s pretty and she likes it she 
jumps full in and does beautiful work.   That is 
how she started quilting.  She saw the Weaver 
Fever Quilt we had here at the shop, took the 
class and made a gorgeous quilt.  

Since July, Debbie has finished 7 quilt tops 
and is machine quilting them herself.  She 
has several more she has started or plans to 
start.  Her mother-in-law is a sewist as well, 
but hasn’t been able to do as much lately so 
she lets Debbie come over and sew and raid 
her stash any time she wants.

Debbie is a CPA by trade and owns her 
own company. She is currently semi-retired 
which gives her more time to quilt, sew and 
play with grandkids.  It also allows her time 
to pursue her other interest of performing 
in plays.  She was just in the play, “It’s a 
Wonderful Life” and will be in the upcoming 
play, “Miracle Worker” at the Royal Theater 
in Benton on February 16th and 23rd.  If 
you get the chance go see it, look for Aunt 
(Debbie) Ev.  You’ll enjoy it!

Sniplets
As most of all of you know, the selvage 
runs from edge to edge along the 
width of the fabric.  It does not have a 
stretch or give in either direction and 
is what the giant machines use to hold 
the fabric while it goes thru the dying 
and printing process. And it is the 
first thing we cut off and throw away.   
However, there are circles, colors and 
numbers printed along the selvage on 
one side.  These are dye numbers and 
samples for comparison with fabrics 
within the collections and for basic 
coordinates.   Also, there is usually the 
name of the fabric line, the designer 
and the manufacturer and sometimes 
the year.  This can be super helpful 
when searching to obtain more of a 
particular fabric especially the older 
it gets. 

But here is the cool part.   Over 
the past few years there have been 
designers that are promoting the use 
of selvages in the making of string 
quilts and other projects.  So, many 
of the designers are now putting cute 
icons to hold the colors and uplifting 
phrases on the selvages to make these 
kinds of projects more interesting.  
Take a closer look and check out 
what’s on your selvage.  It might just 
be the thing that brightens your day.

Customer Focus
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Story Corner
Timeless
Part 1 of 3

Written by Darren Blake

The late spring of 1976 found Kevin 
McArthur engaged in an unusual 
activity for a young man at the age of 
nineteen.  Instead of hanging out at the 
park throwing Frisbees or drinking 
beer (illegally) and listening to rock 
music, Kevin loved rummaging 
around yard sales looking for old 
or interesting artifacts.  Not that 
he had any shortage of friends or 
activities.  In fact, he was a fairly 
popular individual with an engaging 
personality and even temperament.  
There was just something about 
antiques that fascinated him.  Maybe 
it was trying to discover the mystery 
of how an object came to its current 
location over many years or maybe 
it was the thrill of imagining whose 
hands had handled the aged objects.  
Or maybe he simply longed to love 
something that someone long ago 
had loved and feel the connection 
that created.  Of course, selling them 
to make money was a factor, but 
definitely not the most important 
factor.

Although Council Bluffs was not a big 
town compared to the much larger 
metropolis of Omaha just across 
the river, it nevertheless had a more 
than proportional share of yard sales 
every Saturday and Sunday, many of 
which contained antiques from the 

pioneer era.  Easterners trekking across 
the plains to find gold in California 
or Mormons traveling to the Rocky 
Mountains to escape persecution came 
through this area and often had to 
offload precious heirlooms that simply 
couldn’t make the trip.  It was certainly 
worth paying attention, and Kevin had 
cultivated an eye for valuable items.  
He’d developed a little cottage industry 
of buying antiques, which he shipped 
to his father’s brother who had a shop 
just outside Washington, DC.   His 
uncle sold the items on consignment 
that Kevin had found, sending the 
proceeds back to Kevin, minus a small 
commission of course.

It was only 8:30 a.m. on a Sunday 
morning as Kevin drove up in front of a 
little gray house on 5th Avenue that had 
materials and items stacked on tables 
positioned on the front lawn, sidewalk, 
and park strip.  He had learned that 
homes in this area most often hosted 
yard sales where the owners were 
seeking to sell off old clothes, toys, or 
other items of little interest to him, but 
for some reason he felt inclined to look 
around.  Already, most of the neatly 
folded clothes showed evidence they 
had been pawed through by bargain 
hunters, and Kevin was just about to 
leave to hurry to the next yard sale on 
his route when the corner of an old 
quilt peeking from beneath a pile of 
faded Levis caught his eye.  Pulling it 

gently from the stack, he held it up 
to look it over.  It appeared to be 
very old, and had become ragged in 
some spots.  The stitching seemed 
to indicate that it had all been done 
by hand rather than by machine, 
although he was certainly no expert 
on the matter.  Still, he was intrigued 
and asked the owners what they 
wanted for the “old raggedy blanket.”

“Three dollars,” had been the reply.
Without even haggling, which was 
very unusual for Kevin, he pulled 
out his wallet and forked over the 
three bucks.  The owners seemed 
delighted they had pulled a fast 
one on an unsuspecting buyer and 
quickly tucked the money away.

Kevin had no idea what he was 
going to do with the old quilt.  He 
was sure his uncle would be unable 
to sell it in his shop, given the worn 
and dilapidated nature of the piece.  
He’d have to chalk this one up to the 
fact that he just liked the old thing.  
By four in the afternoon and having 
visited several other yard sales, his 
day of perusing other people’s trash 
had come to an end and Kevin 
headed home to his own apartment.  
He sorted through the various items 
he had picked up for the day and 
packed them for shipment to his 
uncle’s shop.  That only left the old 
quilt.  Kevin looked it over again.  
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It seemed clean enough, as though 
somebody along the line had cared 
for it tenderly even with the worn 
areas and frayed edges apparent.  
Tossing it on the sofa, he retired 
to the kitchen to make a bologna 
sandwich.  After his quick meal, he 
returned to his living room where 
he planned to kick up his feet and 
watch a new episode of Gunsmoke at 
8:00.  Until then, he’d have a chance 
to read the next couple of chapters of 
Shōgun.  As he began reading, a chill 
overtook him and almost without 
thinking, Kevin picked up the old 
quilt and wrapped it around himself 
as he settled further into the novel 
about feudal Japan.

“Is someone there?”  The girl’s voice 
emanated from a spot right next to 
Kevin and startled him into a sudden 
paroxysm.  Suddenly on his feet, 
Kevin looked around in an attempt 
to discover the owner of the voice, 
but he remained alone.

“Who said that?” he finally inquired 
aloud, wondering if he might have 
slipped into a brief nap unawares 
and dreamed of the girl’s voice.  

“Why, it is I.  My name is Hannah 
Dorney.  Who are you, and why can I 
not see you?”

Still not sure what was happening, 
Kevin paused for a few long 
moments before deciding to engage 
this phantom in conversation.  “My 
name is Kevin McArthur.  I can’t see 
you either.  Where are you?”

“I am on the trail with my parents 
and siblings just west of the borders 

of the United States.  We have just 
crossed into Indian lands.”

Now Kevin was truly perplexed.  What 
did she mean west of the United States?  
Indian lands?  None of this made any 
sense until he remembered that his 
old pal Jeff was a practical joker.  In 
all likelihood, Kevin was currently on 
Candid Camera.  “Okay Hannah, you 
can come out now.  Jeff, the jig is up.  
I’m onto you.”

Kevin could sense confusion from his 
invisible visitor.  “Kevin, I am unsure 
of your meaning to ‘come out.’  I am 
already outside of the wagon box.  
Indeed, I am a stone’s throw from our 
camp.  Might you tell me where you 
are, for I cannot see you.”

This didn’t seem like a practical joke any 
more.  Hannah’s voice seemed to come 
from a place right next to him, yet no 
stereo speaker or any other projection 
device was present.  Unsure whether 
this might be a dream or hallucination, 
Kevin decided to go with it and just see 
what would happen.  “I am in my home 
in Council Bluffs.  I live here alone.”

“I see,” Hannah responded.  “How is it 
possible that I can hear your voice over 
these many miles?  You see, my family 
and I are a great distance south of you, 
having just departed the frontier town 
of Independence.  I thought perhaps 
you were an angel at first, dispatched 
to help us on our journey.  But I’ve no 
knowledge of an angel being called 
‘Kevin.’  Certainly there is not one 
recorded in our Bible.”

“Well, I’m certainly not a spirit or an 
angel.  I’m just an ordinary man.  And 

I don’t know how I’m able to hear 
you.  Are you using a radio maybe?  
Broadcasting on a ham frequency?”
Again Kevin sensed confusion 
before Hannah answered.  “I am 
sorry, Kevin.  Though I have a 
fair education, I do not know the 
meaning of the word ‘radio.’  As for 
your question about swine, I fear I 
cannot answer that either.  Truly, I 
am at a loss.”

Kevin was astonished.  Who hadn’t 
ever heard of radio?  And to relate 
ham radio broadcasting to swine 
indicated someone clearly not in 
touch with technology.  He decided 
to approach Hannah with a different 
line of questioning.  “How about 
this…where are you and your family 
going?”

Kevin could hear the exuberance 
in Hannah’s voice.  “Why, we are 
traveling to the land of California.  
Have you not heard that gold was 
discovered there at Sutters……”  
Hannah’s voice suddenly went 
silent.  At the very moment her 
voice ceased, Kevin had shrugged 
off the quilt in order to pace about 
the room.  Realization hit him as he 
quickly picked it up and folded it 
again around his shoulders.  “…and 
we hope to make a new life there.”

“Hannah, I think I might understand 
how we are able to talk like this.  I 
have had a quilt wrapped around 
myself, but the moment I let it drop 
to the ground, your voice stopped.  
As long as I’m wrapped up in it, I 
can hear you.  Not sure why, but that 
seems to be the ticket.”
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“Why Kevin, how very curious!  
I, too, am swaddled in a quilt 
my mother made just ere we 
departed Independence.”
That was curious.  Kevin 
wondered about the quilt 

wrapped around his distant new 
friend.  “Hannah, what does your quilt 
look like?”  As Hannah described the 
patterns and colors, Kevin held up the 
edges of his own quilt and realized she 
was describing the exact same creation.  

A new epiphany struck his mind as 
he realized that it was not where the 
quilt was, but when it was.  “Hannah, 
can you tell me what year it is?”
“Of course.  It is the year of our Lord 
eighteen hundred and forty-six.”

Part 2 Continues in Next Month’s Newsletter


