
Shellie’s Stash

The year was 1965; with black and white 
television and “Lost in Space” airing its 
first season.  There had never been a 
show like this and my brothers and I 
were drawn in.   We would pull out the 
card table and chairs and set them up, 
then go in search of the best blankets 
and quilts to cover everything and 
make a fort.  Of course we had to have 
an opening facing the TV console that 
was large enough to view the episode 
thru.  Then whenever the commercials 
would come on and for hours after 
the episode was over; we had our own 
space ship and our own version of “lost 
in space”.   Of course me being the only 
girl, I took it upon myself to decorate 
our new fort with pillows, books, 
flashlights and of course more quilts.  
Thus making it a great place to also 
read a book or take a nap.

By 1993 my kids where making their 
own forts out of chairs, tables and all 
the quilts they could find.  They were 
probably watching “Star Trek: The Next 
Generation” as they played.

And now, I guess, as a right of passage, 
their kids, my grandkids, are making 

quilt forts of their own.  

As each child reaches for a quilt and 
a chair they are not only building 
their own fort, they are carrying on 
this great tradition.  Even though this 
particular tradition is not uniquely 
mine, it brings back great memories 
as I watch each next generation 
participate in it.   This tradition, I 
hope, never goes away.   And so I have 
made it my life’s mission to make sure 
that all my grandkids have ample 
amounts of quilts to choose from as 
they build their forts, no matter how 
big they build them.  (That’s my story 
and I’m stickin’ to it).

So grab a quilt, a chair and a child 
and make a fort.  Spend a little time 
with a flashlight, a book and a big 
imagination.  It will be time well 
spent.  And make sure you make 
enough quilts for the upcoming 
generations of fort builders.

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

Saturday, March 11
When Pigs Fly
All day class

Saturday, April 8
Turning Twenty 
‘Around the Block’
All Day Class

Saturday, April 15
Just Can’t Cut It
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 
beginning 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 Do you want to have a great time and meet great people, join us for one 
of our classes.  We have all different types of classes from beginner to 
advanced.    

We also open our classroom whenever we don’t have an event or class so 
that you can just come, sit and sew on whatever project you have.  It’s a 
great time to socialize and get inspiration and help with your projects and 
finish up any UFO’s.  

There is always someone taking advantage of the open sew and you will 
meet great quilters and fun people and make new friends.

Spotlight
Judith Courtney

Judith Courtney was born and raised in 
Little Rock, Arkansas. She attended college in 
Arkadelphia and then went for the dramatic 
climate change by attending grad school in 
North Dakota.  She moved back to Arkansas 
to start her career in 1975.  Her first job was 
teaching at Perham Elementary in Little Rock 
as a speech therapist.  On her first day there she 
met Debbie and they became instant and best 
friends.   When Perham Elementary was closed, 
Judith was transferred to Fulbright Elementary.

Judith and Debbie decided to buy a needlework 
shop in Jacksonville, called “Needles and Ferns” 
and worked together there for 2 years.  Judith 
then worked for a year as an editor for Leisure 
Arts crochet department.  She would proof 
read, write, design and make patterns, usually 
as many as 12 patterns per month.

When Judith was 12 years old her grandmothers 
went in together to buy her a sewing machine.  
She took her first quilt class about 30 years ago, 
but didn’t get to do much until she retired, 
moved to Cabot and got a sewing room.  She 
got her best friend, Debbie, into quilting and 
they sew together at least once a week.

Judith loves to travel and looks up different 
shops to visit everywhere she goes.  So it was 
no surprise that when the ‘Row by Row’ shop 

hop started she jump on board.  This past 
year she visited 56 shops throughout Alaska, 
Wisconsin, Iowa, Montana, Texas and 
Arkansas.  She has completed 51 of the quilt 
rows that she picked up during the hop.  She 
has also started free-motion quilting her own 
quilts on her sit down long-arm machine.

Judith has 4 children, 3 girls and 1 boy, and 
7 grandchildren, 1 girl and 6 boys.  Last year 
she sent her granddaughter to our summer 
kids camp so she could learn to sew and then 
they could sew together. Judith also enjoys 
playing on her ipad, reading and going to 
flee markets.  She loves to collect Blue Ridge 
China and little sewing machines.  She is 
a Cubs fan, loves to travel and has been to 
Alaska and Hawaii.  Judith is vibrant and fun 
loving and a hoot to be around. 

Sniplets
Here is a little tip brought to you by 
my good friend, Jack.  (you know, 
‘Jack the ripper’).   Whenever we 
find ourselves in need of unsewing, 
we reach for Jack.  So I thought I’d 
share a couple of hints about the 
best way to use Jack.

If you have a seam along the 
straight grain of the fabric, you can 
slide Jack straight down the seam 
between the two pieces of fabric.  By 
keeping the ball end of the ripper 
on the inside of the seam and the 
pointed end on the outside, within 
the seam, this will help you to not 
cut your fabric. Plus keep the seam 
as straight and even as possible as 
you slide the ripper thru.

If you have bias edges along the 
seam, use the ripper to pop the 
thread about every 5th stitch all 
alone the area to be ripped.  This 
works best along the bobbin side. 
Then take hold of the top thread 
and it should pull right out.  The 
seam is out in no time without 
distorting the bias edge.   Voile’

Customer Focus
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Story Corner
Timeless
Part 3 of 3

Written by Darren Blake

Resources concerning the 
members of the Donner Party were 
remarkably thin at the library.  
Even the encyclopedias contained 
abbreviated information about the 
death and disaster of the pioneer 
party that had been caught in the 
snow in the Sierra Nevada and had 
resorted to cannibalism to survive.  
No comprehensive list of the party 
was available, which meant Kevin 
was unable to determine from 
historical sources if Hannah’s family 
had been among the victims.  That 
evening found him very agitated as 
he awaited Hannah while wrapped 
in the comfort of his quilt.  When 
he finally felt her presence, he didn’t 
even wait for her to speak.  “Hannah!  
Tell me what’s happened!”

Even though Kevin couldn’t see her, 
he could tell she had been crying.  
“Kevin,” she said quietly, “Father still 
intends to follow the southern route.”
“You can’t let him!  Did you tell him 
how you know that taking that trail 
is a death sentence?”

Hannah’s voice caught in her throat.  
“Yes.  I told him.  I also told Mother.  
They believe me to be suffering a 
form of lunacy, perhaps brought on 
by our onerous travels.”

Kevin was adamant.  “Go wrap the 
quilt around your mother.  Let me talk 
to her.  I’m sure I can convince her and 
your father if they believe who I am 
and the age in which I live.”  Giving her 
quick assent, Kevin felt the connection 
with Hannah break and he waited 
for someone else to take her place.  
After several minutes, he again heard 
Hannah’s voice.

“You can’t hear them, can you Kevin?”

“You put the quilt on them?”

“I did.  They stand before me now, 
believing I speak with phantoms of my 
own making.”

“Tell them that Lansford Hasting’s 
route is unproven and dangerous.  Tell 
them that the party will be slowed by 
rugged and unbroken terrain, leaving 
them starving in the mountains of the 
Sierra Nevada over winter.  Tell them 
that the proven route is safer and faster.  
Whatever you do, Hannah, convince 
them!”

After a brief pause, Kevin heard 
Hannah’s voice again.  “Kevin, I must 
go.  Father and Mother forbid me from 
leaving camp or wrapping myself again 
in the quilt.  I’m sorry Kevin.  I’ve done 
all that I know to do.”

Kevin felt Hannah’s presence depart, 

yet he continued to call out.  
“Hannah!  Hannah!”  It was useless, 
yet communication is all he had 
with her.  Without it, he felt lost and 
helpless.

Despite wrapping himself in the quilt 
over the next several months, Kevin 
felt no connection with Hannah.  He 
visited several additional libraries in 
Omaha but was never able to find 
anything on Hannah Dorney or 
her family.  He hoped that the lack 
of information meant she had been 
able to convince her family not to 
accompany the Donner Party.

Almost two years passed, and Kevin 
began to get out of the habit of 
wrapping himself in his quilt, hoping 
against hope that one day he might 
again hear Hannah’s voice.  One 
evening late in the fall of 1978, a cold 
north wind was blowing down from 
Canada and Kevin absentmindedly 
pulled his quilt over himself against 
the chill.  Suddenly, the voice he had 
so longed for rang in his ears.  “Hello 
Kevin.”

“Hannah!  Is it really you?  I have 
been lost without you!  Why have 
you not spoken to me earlier?”

He could hear the sadness in her 
voice.  “I’m sorry.  I made a promise 
to my parents, that if they would 
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agree to take the northern route, I 
would agree not speak foolishness 
or talk about a magic blanket ever 
again.  I did believe you Kevin.  The 
bargain I struck with them saved our 
lives.  I read what happened to the 
Donners, Reeds, and all of the others 
that took Mr. Hasting’s route.  Truly I 
was mortified, but also very thankful 
for you.  I believe God allowed us 
to talk for a time so that you could 
guide us when you did.”

Kevin closed his eyes, thankful for 
the closure on whether or not he had 
helped her family survive.  Suddenly, 
a new question arose in his mind.  
“You promised them that you’d 
never speak with me again?  Aren’t 
you breaking that promise now?”

Kevin could feel her smile.  “After 
word of the disaster spread abroad, 
Mother and Father came to believe 
that perhaps I was more sensible 
than they had surmised.  They again 
gave me permission to speak with 
you.”

Kevin’s heart swelled and he felt a 
sense of joy almost overwhelm him.  
Suddenly, he perceived a strange 
hesitancy from Hannah.  “Hannah, 
why did you wait so long to talk to 
me then?  What are you not telling 
me?”

“I think perhaps you will be 
disappointed in what I must now 
say.”  She paused for a moment to 
collect her thoughts.  “I won’t wrap 
myself in the quilt ever again, Kevin.  
I think the time for us to talk has 
been fulfilled.”

Kevin was aghast at the suggestion 

now that they had re-discovered one 
another.  “You can’t mean that!  Why?  
I mean, you aren’t being disobedient 
to your parents.  There is nothing 
prohibiting us from continuing to 
talk…is there?”

“You are meant for your time, and I 
am meant for mine.  God has seen to 
it that my family was kept safe.  We 
should not abuse His gift.  Before I tell 
you goodbye for the last time, I have 
something to share with you.”

Unwilling to let Hannah end the 
conversation if he could help it, Kevin 
was anxious to let her speak.  “Tell me.”
“While crossing Indian territory, we 
came to a great rock emerging from the 
land.  It is the size of a small mountain.  
All of the wagon trains sought to reach 
that rock by Independence Day so 
that they knew they could make their 
destinations before winter struck.  
We called it Independence Rock.  In 
your time, are you familiar with that 
landmark?”

“Yes.  It is still called Independence 
Rock, even in our day.”

“I left something for you at 
Independence Rock, Kevin.  Should 
you ever find your way there, find the 
northwest corner and walk thirty rods 
southward.  Look at the place where the 
rock emerges from the land.  And now 
I will go.  I will miss our conversations, 
but I will never forget you.  I’ll take 
care of the quilt, because someday it 
will make its way to you, though I don’t 
know how.  Farewell, my Kevin.”

Before he could protest and keep her 
longer, Kevin felt Hannah’s presence 
depart.  He thought about what she 

said and wondered what she could 
have left for him at Independence 
Rock that would still be there all 
these years later.  Furthermore, he 
had no idea what distance a “rod” 
constituted, but a quick perusal of 
the dictionary informed him that it 
was about five or six paces.

By the end of the week, Kevin had 
determined to make the 700 mile 
drive to Independence Rock, even 
though it would take the entire 
weekend to make the trip there and 
back.  For Hannah, the trip was 
worth it.

Arriving at Independence Rock on 
Saturday afternoon, exhausted from 
the long drive, Kevin located the 
northwest corner of the small stone 
mountain and began pacing to find 
the spot Hannah had indicated.  
The side of the rock curved slightly 
inward at about twenty-five rods, 
so that when he hit the thirty rod 
mark, he was in a large cove that 
cut the otherwise perpetual wind 
that buffeted the area.  He had 
noticed that there were hundreds 
of names and dates carved into 
the stone, serving as a testament 
to the pioneers who had come this 
way.  It made sense that Hannah 
had carved a message to him, so he 
began to carefully examine all of the 
engravings.  Finally, he found the one 
he was looking for.  It was a carving 
of a simple heart, with the letters KM 
and HD inside, next to the numbers 
46 and 76.  He had found Hannah’s 
message.

The End
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