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Facebook Live or App Events
Mondays 3:30 pm..............................................................................................Quilted Twins (pg. 12) 
Mon-Sat 5:30 pm........................................................................................... Quilts and Lace (pg. 23) 
Tuesdays 6 pm............................................................................... Inspire Quilting & Sewing (pg. 16) 
Wednesdays 7 pm........................................................................................... Crafty Quilters (pg. 15)
Fridays 9 am.............................................................................................Boutique 4 Quilters (pg. 26)
Fridays 3:30 pm.................................................................................................Quilted Twins (pg. 12) 

March
1-Apr 30.................................Visit all the participating shops during the All Florida Shop Hop (pg. 3)
1-Apr 30................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit A & E Fabrics & Crafts in Pensacola (pg. 4)
1-Apr 30...............During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Margie’s Sew Much Fun in Crestview (pg. 5)
1-Apr 30............................. During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Cookie’s Fabric in Marianna (pg. 5)
1-Apr 30................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Beyond the Stitches in Crystal River (pg. 6)
1-Apr 30..........During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Scrappy Girl Quilts & Fabric in Lake City (pg. 6)
1-Apr 30.................. During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Village Quilt Shop in Fruitland Park (pg. 7)
1-Apr 30..............................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Quilted Twins in Dade City (pg. 12)
1-Apr 30....................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Quilters Anonymous in Clermont (pg. 13)
1-Apr 30..................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Black Dog Quilt Shop in Clermont (pg. 13) 
1-Apr 30....During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Heartfelt Quilting & Sewing in Winter Haven (pg. 14)
1-Apr 30.......................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Meg’s Quilt Cottage in Sebring (pg. 15)
1-Apr 30........... During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Inspire Quilting & Sewing in Plant City (pg. 16)
1-Apr 30.....................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Nana’s Quilt Shop in Brooksville (pg. 16)
1-Apr 30....................................... During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Scrap & Sew in Lutz (pg. 17)
1-Apr 30........................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Fabric Smart in St Petersburg (pg. 18)
1-Apr 30........................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Keep Me in Stitches in Tampa (pg. 18)
1-Apr 30.................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Quilters Haven & More in Palmetto (pg. 18)
1-Apr 30.................. During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Cedar Valley Crafts in Englewood (pg. 19)
1-Apr 30..........During the All Florida Shop Hop visit White Daisy Quilt Shop in Punta Gorda (pg. 20)
1-Apr 30...................................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Kits by Carla in Labelle (pg. 20)
1-Apr 30........................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Calico Station in Orange Park (pg. 21)
1-Apr 30....................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Sewing Garret in Daytona Beach (pg. 22)
1-Apr 30............................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Sew N Quilt Co in Holly Hill (pg. 22)
1-Apr 30...................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Sweet Time Quilting in Sebastian (pg. 23)
1-Apr 30.........................During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Quilts and Lace in Melbourne (pg. 23)
1-Apr 30................................ During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Quilt A Bit in Greenacres (pg. 24)
1-Apr 30..............During the All Florida Shop Hop visit Boutique 4 Quilters in W. Melbourne (pg. 26)
8-9................. South Florida Quilt Expo at Charles F Dodge City Center in Pembroke Pines (pg. 24)
11.................................. DIME Virtual Embroidery Event with Quilts and Lace in Melbourne (pg. 23)
13-15................................. Original Sewing & Quilt Expo at RP Funding Center in Lakeland (pg. 13)
13-15...... Visit Heartfelt Quilting & Sewing during Original Sewing & Quilt Expo in Lakeland (pg. 14)
13-15........Visit Inspire! Quilting & Sewing during Original Sewing & Quilt Expo in Lakeland (pg. 16)
21-Apr 5.........Visit Beyond the Stitches during the Central Florida Shop Hop in Crystal River (pg. 6)
21-Apr 5................................... Visit the participating shops in the Central Florida Shop Hop (pg. 11)
21-Apr 5............. Visit Nana’s Quilt Shop during the Central Florida Shop Hop in Brooksville (pg. 16)
22.............................. Suwannee Valley Quilt Festival at the Historical Train Depot in Trenton (pg. 6)
28-29................................................... Spring Fling Sale at Nana’s Quilt Shop in Brooksville (pg. 16)

April
5............................................................ Sip N Serge Event at Quilts and Lace in Melbourne (pg. 23)

Visit www.facebook.com/TheFloridaRegister
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USA
Arizona: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
Arkansas: Richard and Lenda Brown, P.O. Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK 73123, 405-470-2597
California: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
Colorado: Jan & John Keller, 11250 Glen Canyon Drive, Falcon, CO 80831-8458, 719-866-8570
Connecticut: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
Delaware: Merle and Gail Taylor, PO Box 320, Meridianville, AL 35759, 888-616-8319
Florida: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
Georgia: Linda Parish, P.O. Box 389, Lexington, GA, 30648, 706-340-1049
Idaho (N): Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Idaho (S) WA & E. OR: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
Illinois: Richard and Lenda Brown, P.O. Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK 73123, 405-470-2597
Indiana: Merle and Gail Taylor, PO Box 320, Meridianville, AL 35759, 888-616-8319
Iowa: Linda Glendy, P.O. Box 6, Tama, IA, 52339, 641-751-2619
Kansas: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Maine: Robin Levison, 24 Bluebird Lane, Gloversville, NY 12078, 518-752-6399 
Maryland: Kim Keller, 2920 144th Ave. NE, Ham Lake, MN 55304, 763-754-1661
Massachusetts: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
Michigan: Leslie Howell, 2875 Dunkirk Dr., Saginaw, MI, 48603, 989-751-8860
Minnesota: Kim Keller, 2920 144th Ave. NE, Ham Lake, MN 55304, 763-754-1661
Missouri: Richard and Lenda Brown, P.O. Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK 73123, 405-470-2597
Montana: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Nebraska: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Nevada (N): Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
Nevada (S): Glena Dunn, 4568 Carol Circle, Las Vegas, NV, 89120, 702-523-1803 
New Hampshire: Robin Levison, 24 Bluebird Lane, Gloversville, NY 12078, 518-752-6399
New Jersey: Merle and Gail Taylor, PO Box 320, Meridianville, AL 35759, 888-616-8319
New Mexico: Jan & John Keller, 11250 Glen Canyon Drive, Falcon, CO 80831-8458, 719-866-8570
N. Carolina: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
North Dakota: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Ohio: Barb Moore, P. O. Box 37, Cable, OH, 43009, 937-652-1157
Oklahoma: Richard and Lenda Brown, P.O. Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK 73123, 405-470-2597
Oregon: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Pennsylvania: Merle and Gail Taylor, PO Box 320, Meridianville, AL 35759, 888-616-8319
Rhode Island: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
S. Carolina: Barb Stillman & Lolly Konecky, PO Box 74035, Phoenix, AZ 85087, 602-942-8950
South Dakota: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
Texas: Richard and Lenda Brown, P.O. Box 32581, Oklahoma City, OK 73123, 405-470-2597 
Vermont: Robin Levison, 24 Bluebird Lane, Gloversville, NY 12078, 518-752-6399
Virginia: Dave & Amy Carter, PO Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028, 866-825-9217
Washington: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181
West Virginia: Merle and Gail Taylor, PO Box 320, Meridianville, AL 35759, 888-616-8319
Wisconsin: Scott & Jennifer Hughes, P. O. Box 276, Altoona, WI, 54720, 715-838-9426
Wyoming: Kelsey Ruzicka, P,O. Box 2015, Belle Fourche, SD 57717, 605-568-0181

CANADA
Alberta: Marcy Horswill, Suite 114, 919 Centre St. NW, Calgary, AB T2E 2P6, 587-585-3545
British Columbia: Marcy Horswill, Suite 114, 919 Centre St. NW, Calgary, AB T2E 2P6, 587-585-3545
Manitoba & Saskatchewan: Kirby & Colleen Gust, Box 801, White City, SK, S4L 5B1, 306-585-0274
Ontario: Harriet Ramos, 103-575 Lacolle Way, Orleans, ON K2A 5B6, 613-612-8465

Publisher Contact Numbers Across the USA & Canada
The Country Register is a network of independently owned and published specialty newspapers 

for the consumer who enjoys outstanding shopping, events, excursions and specialty classes. 
Look for the paper in your travels or for the current issue online. 

For additional information, visit www.countryregister.com

Just A Note...
Welcome Spring!!! It’s time to go 

shopping….Our advertisers are ready to 
share with you all their new products for 
Spring, whether it’s a gift for someone 
special or something to make your home 
bright and sunny. Please remember to 
support these locally owned businesses. 
Let the shop owners know that you read 
about their shop in our publication. This 
is important because their advertising 
allows us to bring you this paper. They 
appreciate knowing the ads are effective and that keeps them advertising.

Keep an extra copy of the current issue of our publication in your car to 
use as a road map for places to shop. What a fun, relaxing way to ease into 
Spring. And don’t miss the Spring open houses, quilt shop hops and shows 
that are planned. The shows and events listing summarizes all the events 
from the ads in this issue so you can easily mark your calendar to attend!

If you know of a great shop that isn’t advertising with us, but should be, 
please email ads@theregisterweb.com with that shop’s name, phone num-
ber and address so we can send them a copy of the paper.

Grace is really enjoying her classes this semester! She has classes spe-
cific to her Public Relations and Spanish majors and she’s getting involved 
with clubs for her majors too. Rachel just finished a 3 week Southeast 
Asia trip – getting her travel accomplished before she starts her job at the 
hospital in Raleigh soon. 

Thank you for picking up a copy of this issue. And be sure to share your 
copy or pick up another copy for a friend. Enjoy shopping this Spring and 
please let our advertisers know you read about them here!

David, Amy
Rachel and Grace

Shows & 
Events

May/June events due by April 1
Mail a check for $25 with your event info to the address at the top of page 2.

March is 
National 

Craft Month
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the 3rd annual all                    shop hop

ALL FLORIDA
SHOP HOP

ALL FLORIDA 
SHOP HOP

Over70Stores,100sof Prizes, FreeGift at Every Store
Visit www.AllFloridaShopHop.com or join our Facebook Group: 

www.facebook.com/groups/allfloridashophop to learn all about it.

MARCH&APRIL2025
The All Florida Shop Hop Magazine 
will go on sale Mid-January at all 

participating stores.

It’s your passport to embark
on the Great Sewing 

Adventure Across Florida!

Spring into your favorite shop & tell them  
you saw their ad in

The Florida Register

Shop Hop

Piecing Life Together

I have never been much for making New Year’s resolutions. I have tried different
things over the years. Setting goals I would like to accomplish has been one. Over the
past few years, I have settled on choosing a word of  the year. One word that will color
my decisions and choices as I move through the year. “Patience” one year and “Change”
another were successful standouts. For 2025, I have selected “Accept”. This word just
popped into my head, with I believe, good reason.

The recently concluded year has been a bit of  a challenge for me. After spending
most of  my adult life in the “Look, Mom, no cavities!” camp, my January 2024 checkup
had me embarking on a year’s worth of  dental work including an implant and several
crowns. It was hard for me to accept. After a hearing test in my 40s, the audiologist
told me I had close to “super hearing.” That became my personal belief  about myself.
A hearing test in 2024 found hearing loss necessitating the addition of hearing aids to
my daily wardrobe. Finally, in October, I fell victim to a nasty virus. Feeling poorly for
weeks, I’ve been left with lingering joint pains. It was hard for me to accept that this
might just be me now.

When my oldest daughter visits from out of  state we gather nightly as a family for
dinner. I’ve always been the chef, preparing the menus and meals every night. I’ve
noticed that she has started to take over a meal or two during each of  her visits, kindly
reminding me that I’m doing a lot of  cooking for holiday meals and deserve a break. I
think it’s a way of  letting me know I’m getting older and may not be as capable as I’ve
always thought myself  to be. While I appreciate her thoughtfulness and a break from
meal preparation, for part of  me it is hard to accept.

This sounds like a pity party. When I talk to friends and hear their woes, I feel very
blessed. I am still able to work, get my daily steps in and enjoy sewing and stitching.
Some of  my friends have not been so lucky.

Why do I sound like I’m singing a version of  “Woe is Me?” Because all these changes,
coming so quickly, have been hard for me to accept. My self-image has always been
one of  a confident, capable person. One who does not need to ask for help. One who
is in total control of  herself  and her surroundings. Thinking that I may no longer be
that person is hard for me to accept.

For 2025, I will work on being able to accept who I am now. I will be honest with
myself  about my limits and make allowances for the fact that I am aging. I will celebrate
those things that I can do and let go of  those things I can’t. Let’s check in at the end of
2025 and see how I did!

-© Barbara Polston, October 2024. Barbara is the author of  Quilting with Doilies: Inspira-
tion, Techniques, and Projects (Schiffer Press, 2015) and a series of  children’s books inviting
young children to share in The Adventures of  Puppy Brian (www.puppybrian.com). Barbara

lives in Tucson, Arizona where she has failed at retirement, but is getting more time for sewing
in a variety of  forms. Contact Barbara at barbarapolstonquilter@gmail.com.

by Barbara Polston

Word of the Year – Accept

Spring Has Arrived!
by Janet Young

Spring is a transition season between
winter and summer.  It is a time when
the world comes alive again, after
hibernating for the past three months.  It
is a time when the days are longer, while
the nights grow shorter.  And, almost overnight the grass begins to turn green, the
leaves begin to bud, and the birds have returned heralding with their glorious chirps to
everyone that Spring has arrived!

As we welcome the warmth of  a new season, we are mindful of  all that this new
season brings.  For example, if  you are a gardener, now is the time to plant seeds in
your vegetable garden, or clean out your flower beds and fill them with colorful flowers.
It is, also, the beginning of  grass-cutting season, preparing your porch or patio for
those summertime moments that make your heart sing as you languish in the splender
of  a warm summer night, after being couped up all winter long.

After a long, cold winter, Spring brings its’ many virtues, as it ushers in an invigorating
spirit that makes us come alive.  Our tasks while numerous this time of  year are
accomplished with a new sense of  enthusiasm. Suddenly Spring house-cleaning takes
on a new dimension, as we fling upon our windows and let the refreshing warm breezes
flow through our house.

Our spirits are lifted as we look forward to celebrating Mother’s Day, Father’s Day,
Easter, and maybe even April Fool’s Day.  Adding to that list might be making plans
for your summer vacation if  you have not already done so, or planning your first
barbecue.

In addition to all the fun Spring affords, this might be a good time for reflection.
For example, how are you doing with you New Year’s resolution? It’s never too late to
renew those resolutions, after all this is a season of  renewal.

As we enter this rejuvenating time of  the year, my wish for you, is that you will take
a deep breath, throw open your windows, and let the celebration begin, for Spring has
arrived!

         – © Janet Young is a Certified Tea and Etiquette Consultant,  Co-Founder of  Mid-
Atlantic Tea Business Association,  and prior owner of  Over The Teacup

Become Inspired
Decorating, Entertaining and
Living in the Early American Style

by Annice Rockwell

Nature’s Next Chapter
As the long months of  winter slowly wind down, we

begin to notice a welcome shift in our days. Our daylight
hours stretch out before us now as if  to remind us of  the
powerful promise of  spring. An early spring walk through
our yard provides us with glimpses into nature’s next
chapter as our lilac trees show their new buds and our
friendly, vocal robins begin to appear with more frequency.
Our herb gardens, which have appeared to be in hibernation all winter long are now
about ready to reveal their strength, and remarkably, so are we.

Nature’s Reawakening
There is a special energy to spring that is seemingly contagious. As nature reawakens

to the glory of  spring, we feel a similar need to mirror nature’s forward motion. And
as we embrace the opportunities to observe the blessings of  spring, we become
beautifully connected to the joy that it provides.

Spending more time outside rejuvenates us and the cabin fever we had at winter’s
end is now a distant memory. We have energy now to happily plan fresh projects for
our yard-like a new stone patio or an additional raised garden bed to enhance our
country yards. We might consider getting baby chicks to add to our flock of  chickens
to provide even more delight to our days.

A weekend spent on decorating projects like making our own twig wreaths and
topiaries or rearranging our porch with welcoming antiques and fresh vignettes often
give us a sense of  true satisfaction. Our homes can be freshened with the season of
spring as well by incorporating elements like handcrafted Easter rabbits and eggs tucked
into one of  our favorite antique splint baskets. And with country candles in new
scents like Lemon Butter or Lavender Fields, our home’s interior takes on a whole new
feel of  spring.

Sharing the Blessings of Spring
This season is the perfect time to plan a special outing with friends to enjoy some

special Open House events. A morning spent going out for a country breakfast could
be followed by a trip to some favorite antiques shops to find the ideal treasures to
round out your displays. Storefront windows might be graced with an antique
wheelbarrow in its original surface, filled with faux tulips in muted spring colors.
Handcrafted signs in pastel tones might inspire you to create a spring vignette in your
entryway. An antique wagon in dark green might be a perfect treasure to bring home
to hold some of  the pansy plants you purchased on your special day. You might even
be inspired by some antique tin or woodenware that could be used as planters or wall
hangings in your new displays. Your ideal day with friends might end with a beautiful
walk along the boardwalk of  a quaint, shoreline town as you reconnect, share ideas
and enjoy meaningful memories.

This season, take the time to observe nature’s shift to spring. Enjoy the energized
pace that accompanies the lengthening days. Make it a point to create something you
have always wanted to create. And most importantly, share the transformative power
of  spring with those you love and when you do you will be reminded of  all that nature
continues to give.

 --Annice Bradley Rockwell is an educator and owner of  Pomfret Antiques. She is currently
working on her book, New England Girl. NewEnglandGirl2012@hotmail.com  England

Girl. NewEnglandGirl2012@hotmail.com“My day is not complete ‘til 
scissors, thread and fabric 
meet!”

From reader - Alice Gaither 
in Sun City Center, FL
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Milton, Pensacola

5201-B Dogwood Drive, Milton, FL 32570  
850-665-4599 • www.mysewingbarn.com

Great Selection of Fabric - including full lines,
Batting, Notions, Pre-Cuts, Panels & More!

Classes for ALL Levels
Private Sewing Lessons Available

The Only Fabric Shop in Santa Rosa County!

$5 OFF ANY CLASS!

 

The MOST 100% cotton, premium  
quilting fabric in Florida 

 
Largest selection of Batiks 

100s of panels 
Wide Selection of Wide backs 

Patterns and Books 
Full line of sewing and quilting notions 

 
Available online and in the store 

 
Free Shipping on all USA orders over $100 

 
 
 

 
 
 

923 N. New Warrington Rd 
Pensacola, FL 32506-4250 

850-455-0112 
www.aandefabrics.com 
Mon – Sat 10 am – 5 pm 

 

CUSTOMER APPRECIATION COUPON 
Up to 25% off Fabric Purchase 

Code:  FLREG23JULY 
$25 max value. One time use per customer. Use in 

store or online. Normal exclusions apply. One discount 
per purchase. 

Valid: 7/1/23 – 8/30/23 

923 N. New Warrington Rd
Pensacola, FL 32506-4250

850-455-0112  
www.aandefabrics.com

Mon–Sat 10am–5pm

2025FLRegMarApril

3/1-4/30/25

2024 #1 Local Quilt Shop in Florida

Huge Selection of Markdowns

Monthly Sales

All Florida Shop Hop 
Participating Store

Classes for all skill levels

See our website for more details

Life in Skunk Hollow by  Julie A. Druck

I came across a story about a man who purchased a
piece of  property to build a home alongside a large lake.
The location was heavily wooded, so he had the majority
of  the trees bulldozed and the land cleared, leaving only
a few choice specimens. Not long after that, a soaking
rain that lasted for days, poured over and saturated the
site. Following the rain came heavy winds, and many of
the choice trees that the man had left standing, fell over.
He had not realized that the roots of  those trees were intricately intertwined with the
trees he had bulldozed. Their root systems had been compromised by the massive
upheaval of  the ground. Without the strength of  their fellow trees, the choice ones
were destroyed as well.

Upon reading the conclusion of  that story, my mind jumped to a scene I had viewed
a few days prior. I had been watching the funeral of  President Jimmy Carter which
took place on a frigid cold January day. As the color guard was waiting outside the
National Cathedral until it was time to move the casket into the church, there were
several military men standing near the hearse with flags. One man held the Flag of  the
President. I should probably say that he held ON to the flag. In the intense cold and
wind, it was taking every ounce of  his strength and power to not be whipped about. In
fact, several times he was blown sideways. He would fight against the wind and get
back to his original position, only to be blown sideways again. My heart went out to
him.

Then I noticed the young soldier who held the American flag. He, too, was fighting
to stand still and hang on to the flag. But I realized that he wasn’t struggling as much
because the other two members of  the color guard were literally pressed up against
him, infusing him with their strength as well. He was fighting to hold onto the flag, but
he was able to stay in place because of  the added strength of  his comrades.

Connecting these two stories is the thread that there is strength in numbers. It’s easy
to get blown off  course or toppled over when we are left on our own. We need the
strength and encouragement and help of  one another if  we’re going to remain upright.

As we move into spring, I look forward to paying a little more attention to the trees
that are beginning to bud around our farm. In the past, I’ve recognized some of  their
contributions to my life – their sap’s perseverance to provide us with the sweet
deliciousness of  syrup, their abundant crowns shade us from the summer’s heat, and
in autumn we are awed by their flaming beauty. But this spring, I want to acknowledge
the trees’ gift to us that’s hidden from view – the reminder that our intertwined roots
are what make us strong. I want to follow their example, and diligently and persistently
work at weaving my connections with others, so that when the rains and winds come,
we all remain standing upright – stronger, because we are being held up by each other.

-© Julie Druck is from York, Pennsylvania, and writes from her farm in Skunk Hollow. She’d
welcome your comments at thedrucks@netzero.com.

A Lesson From the Trees
When I turned 50, a friend gave me a copy of  the book If

Teacups Could Talk. I read it from cover to cover and became
immersed in tea parties. Now after 30 years of  sharing
teatimes, I have learned that teacups really can talk and each
one has a story.

Black Teacup
“Why would anyone want a black teacup?” Lydia asked

when I came into her life. I was given to her during one of  the blackest seasons in her
life—when she was diagnosed with incurable cancer. She considered cancer dark and
ugly. And since she doesn’t like black, she called me her cancer cup. I could have been
insulted, but I wasn’t. I knew there was more to me than the outside. I had an inside
too, with pretty flowers painted inside. And what’s inside is the most important.

During Lydia’s dark days of  chemotherapy when her life was fragile, she learned
God could take the adversity in her life and turn it into something beautiful. The seeds
of  hard times can sprout into beauty on the inside, if  we accept the hard times and let
God’s love grow in our hearts.

Now when Lydia looks at me, I’m not rejected. I’m treasured. My story reminds her
of  Solomon’s words in Ecclesiastes 3:11 (NIV): “He has made everything beautiful in
its time.” Yes, God does make everything beautiful in his time. But sometimes it takes
a while.

I give her hope that God is working on the inside and there are beautiful things yet
to come.

Yellow Teacup
Barbara thought Lydia’s cancer cup was too bleak and wanted Lydia to think cheery

thoughts. So, Barbara packed a tea lunch, wrapped me, and drove to Lydia’s home.
“This is a sunshine cup,” she explained. Since Lydia loves warm, sunny days, she liked
me and sipped tea from me often. I reminded her of  God’s warm love for her.

However, Barbara bought me at an antique shop, so I wasn’t new when I was given
to Lydia. One day Lydia noticed a crack in me. “Oh, no, my sunshine cup is cracked.”

What good is a teacup that can’t hold tea? I wondered what she would do with me.
Lydia didn’t want to lose the sunshine in her life, so she keeps me in her china hutch

along with her perfect teacups. Then during tea parties, she finds other uses for me.
Sometimes I hold sugar cubes. (I must be getting sweeter all the time.) Other times I
hold a votive candle adding cheer and warmth. Also, she uses my saucer as a small
plate for cookies or a trivet for a small teapot.

I taught her when we feel broken, we’re still useful. We may be chipped or cracked,
and life may take a different turn than we expected, but God isn’t finished with us. He
works through our hard times, and he keeps working in our lives and creates new ways
to bless us. In the Bible, Philippians 1:6 (NIV) says, “He who began a good work in
you will carry it on to completion until the day of  Christ Jesus.” God will keep working
with us until we go to meet him. Isn’t that encouraging?

Blue-Flowered Teacup
Lydia met Joy more than 40 years ago while flying from California to Arizona. Since

then, they have only met one other time. But they keep in touch with letters, cards,
phone calls, and gifts.

One day Lydia’s sister called with hopeful news about new treatments for lymphoma.
But there are many kinds of  lymphoma categorized by different numbers, so Lydia
wondered if  this medicine could help her type of  cancer. Alas, her number was not
included.

“When will they come up with treatment for my number?” Lydia cried out to God.
“Do you know my number?”

Then she noticed a package from Joy. Inside she found me—a beautiful teacup and
saucer decorated with blue forget-me-not flowers. She exclaimed, “God, you’re so
sweet. So adorably sweet.”

Lydia’s favorite color is blue, and through the forget-me-nots God spoke to her
saying, “I know your number. I haven’t forgotten about you.” Inside the cup she read
the word “friend.” Not only is Joy her friend, but God is her friend too.

Isaiah 49:15–16 reassures us that God will never forget us. He has engraved us on the palms of
his hands. Just as Lydia lovingly holds her delicate teacups in her hands, God lovingly holds each of
us in his hands.

-©2024 Lydia E. Harris. Lydia is a tea enthusiast and the author of  three books for
grandparents: GRAND Moments: Devotions Inspired by Grandkids, In the Kitchen with

Grandma: Stirring Up Tasty Memories Together and Preparing My Heart for
Grandparenting, all available wherever you purchase your books.

A Cup of Tea with Lydia
by Lydia E. HarrisTreasures from Talking Teacups

My Bunny Blanket by Julie Pirtle

Fabric and yarn become so much more when they are
touched by the creative hands that mold them into quilts
and afghans. However, the magic really happens when
those creative hands belong to someone that loves you.

My home is filled with blankets made by my
grandmothers and great grandmothers. From the day I
was born, I was wrapped in their loving creations. My
first quilt was made for me before I was even born. It is
a crib sized piece made from a solid cut of  (now vintage!)
cotton fabric covered with soft pastel rabbits. It is named
“Bunny Blanket” and was a huge source of  comfort to
me as a child.

Looking at it today, I can see the battle scars that came
from being so loved. Millions of  washings that turned
the tufted yarn ties into small pea shaped balls. The
chewed-up corner from my new puppy. A couple of  faded stains from juice mishaps.

As I look at that blanket today, I understand its significance even more now that I
am an adult woman. I imagine my grandmother choosing the fabric, not knowing if
her first grandchild would be a boy or a girl. I can see her sitting at her machine, busily
sewing up her new creation in excited anticipation of  meeting her first grandchild.

In the cedar chest that houses my Bunny Blanket are other equally loved creations.
There is a small, crocheted baby blanket from my great grandmother. It is made from
brightly colored wool yarn that has withstood the hands of  time. Another favorite is
the king-sized, cream-colored afghan that my grandma custom made for me a few
years before she passed. I can still feel her hugs each time I wrap it around my shoulders.

Hanging on my guestroom wall are two quilts, each made by one of  my great
grandmothers. One is what I’d call a utility quilt. Hand sewn from pieces and parts of
whatever fabric she could get her hands on; it served as a way to warm her family
during the depression years.

Quilt number two was a wedding gift to my grandmother from her mom. It is made
with the Wedding Ring pattern and was on her bed for decades. In her later years,
Grandma pulled it out of  her chest and asked me if  I would like to have it. I was
honored to accept it and still am to this day.

All of  these blankets from my life are really storybooks, filled with emotion and love
in each stitch it took to create them. The women that made them are long gone, but
the gifts they left behind continue to warm me.

I am not a quilter nor a crocheter. My art comes in the form of  paper crafting. I have
spent years documenting the lives of  my family. I’ve curated scrapbooks of  ancestral
pictures and documents that bring those long-ago generations back to life for us to
understand where our roots are.

My books aren’t warm and can’t be wrapped around the shoulders of  those I love.
However, it is my hope that in decades to come, the pages will show the love of  both
myself  and all the family that came before me.

We live in a busy and complicated world right now. I challenge you to pause. Take a
moment to open your chest and rediscover your own Bunny Blanket. Feel the love
woven into the quilts and afghans of  your past. It’s there.

© 2025 Julie Pirtle who lives in Eagle Point, Oregon. She is a Professional Organizer and
owner/operator of  Clutter Happens. She also works with clients nationally through video

consultations. The Clutter Challenged can reach her at clutterhappens@gmail.com, on
Facebook:/clutterhappens or her website www.clutterhappens.com

Keeping In Touch
by Cindy and Joe Ashfield

We have started receiving seed catalogues with our
standard assortment of  veggies and flowers and, as always,
some new offerings to spark our imagination. There was
one in a catalogue that comes from Ontario. It features an
excellent selection of  herbs, among many other plants, either
as seeds or plugs. I did a “double take” when I turned the
page that listed saffron. Wow! This will definitely be part
of  my order.

The bulbs are priced about the same as tulips cost. Saffron
is expensive and not easily accessed. It will be interesting to
watch it grow and develop to finally come to the flowering
stage. Saffron is used for flavor and color. The write up
about Saffron is quite interesting & informative.  For most
recipes, it takes six plants to gain enough stigmas for one batch of  whatever you are
using it to make.

Most of  the herbs I grow are perennials and are by the door of  my greenhouse.
Tarragon, oregano, sage, thyme, and parsley are in a small bed. A few years ago, my
son gave me a dehydrator, so if  I have a good growing year. I usually plant basil, along
with flowers that are in pots here and there. I have not been able to dry basil satisfactorily,
though. I also have a row of  lavender on the south side of  the greenhouse. Some
lavender is edible, but I am unsure what variety mine is, so I use it for the wonderful
scent. I have used the edible variety in a shortbread cookie recipe – unusual and
enjoyable. If  I have an excess of  apples, I have dried them. They are a tasty “out of
hand” snack. Now that my pear tree is producing so well, perhaps I should try them
sliced and dried, too.

When we turn the calendar to the March page, winter has lost its appeal, and I am
imagining fresh asparagus and rhubarb pies on my menu. Every new tulip, crocus, or
daffodil brings a smile.

I hope spring finds you with a smile and that you find lots of  reasons to celebrate
the new season.

© 2025 Cindy and Joe Ashfield - old.stuff@sasktel.net

Classic Chocolate Pudding
Submitted by Colleen Gust

Ingredients:
2/3 cup sugar
1/4 cup cocoa
3 Tbsp cornstarch
1/4 tsp salt

2 -1/4cups milk
2 Tbsp butter
1 tsp vanilla
whipped topping (optional)
Makes 4 servings.

Directions:
STOVETOP:
Stir together the sugar, cocoa, cornstarch and salt in a medium saucepan; gradually
stir in the milk.
Cook over medium heat, stirring constantly, until mixture boils; boil and stir for 1
minute. Remove from heat; stir in 2 Tbsps butter and 1 tsp vanilla.
Pour into individual dessert dishes. To prevent a skin from forming on top, press
plastic wrap directly onto the surface; serve warm or refrigerate for at least 2
hours. Garnish with whipped topping, if  desired.
MICROWAVE:
Stir together the sugar, cocoa, cornstarch and salt in a large microwave-safe bowl;
gradually stir in the milk.
Microwave on high (100%) for 7 to 10 minutes or until the mixture comes to a
full boil, stirring every 2 minutes.
Stir in 2 Tbsp butter and 1 tsp vanilla.

Easy Greek Beet Salad
Submitted by Colleen Gust

GREEK VINAIGRETTE:
1/2 cup olive oil
1/2 cup red wine vinegar
2 tsp lemon juice
2 cloves garlic, minced
1 tsp dried oregano

1 tsp dried basil
1/2 tsp black pepper
1 tsp kosher salt
1/2 tsp onion powder
1 Tbsp Dijon mustard

SALAD:
5 cups mixed greens, washed
1 (12 oz/398 mL) can beets, sliced,
drained

1/4 cup walnuts, chopped
1/2 cup feta cheese
1/2cup Greek vinaigrette
dressing
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• 3,700+ bolts of fabric, 500+ books, & quilting supplies• 3,700+ bolts of fabric, 500+ books, & quilting supplies
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Crestview, FL 32536
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& Service for
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March is National
Quilting Month!
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During the Shop During the Shop 
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199 US Hwy 231 North • Ozark, AL 36360
334-445-3521 • www.frontporchquiltshoppe.com

Hours:  Tues–Fri 10-5  • Sat 10 - 2

Front Porch Quilt Shoppe
199 US Hwy 231 North

Ozark, AL  36360
334-445-3521

www.frontporchquiltshoppe.com

Variety of Classes • Quilt Group meetings
Fabrics, Patterns, Notions & DMC Floss • Machine Quilting available

Hours:

Mon.-Sat.
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©TCR 2013

20% OFF your Yardage Purchase with this Ad!
Exp. 8/31/15

Begin your New Year with 
a visit to our shop!

Hop on in and Fill Your
Basket wi�h Fab�ic!
Variety of Classes • Quilt Group Meetings

Fabrics • Books • Patterns • Notions
Home of Gammill Girl Quilting

Machine Quilting

Front Porch Quilt Shoppe

4411 Constitution Lane
Marianna, FL  32448

Tues, Wed, Fri 10-5   Thurs10-6   Sat 10-2
                           850-317-7770SHOP ANYTIME AT www.cookiesfabrics.com
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throughout March & April

Everything’s Coming Up–Crocuses!
by Janet M BairI love spring bulbs!  Out of  the many flowers I have planted

over the years, crocuses and daffodils are the most enduring.  I
can hardly wait to see our purple and yellow hyacinths blooming.
Sadly, our tulips have not survived the squirrels’ descent upon
them.

What is especially fun is that my “spring flower bed” is located
right next to our house in a very sunny spot.  In January, the
daffodils and crocuses shoot their green tips through a frozen
earth.  Snow doesn’t seem to stop their daring rise above ground.

This has been a most encouraging spot in our yard, for when
all looks bleak and dead, the daffodils remain undefeated year after year.  Surprisingly
our crocuses somehow have become scattered all about our front lawn.  I know I
didn’t plant the bulbs in the middle of  the lawn.  Who moved them?  Only the squirrels
know for sure.

Last year I counted 32 lavender crocus flowers blooming among the grass.  I know
I originally planted yellow and white crocuses too but I guess they taste better? because
they have disappeared.  It has been kind of  fun to see where the flowers pop up.

With spring coming, maybe I will get busy like the squirrels. I’ll sew some new
flowered hot mats or cloth napkins.  Or I could create a new wall hanging for the front
door.  It’s time to finish up the larger quilting projects before our two spare bedrooms
need to become space for summer visitors.  The bedroom I sew in is not air conditioned
which makes for uncomfortable quilting days in the summer.

I just finished an orange and yellow quilt top that needs quilting.  Our quilt guild
sews Comfort Quilts for The Hole in the Wall Gang Summer Camp in CT.  The last
collection day for quilts is in May.  I have two other quilts in process besides the
orange one to finish by then.

I thought the lavender quilt I’m working on would be easy.  However, I bought the
fabric two years ago and didn’t realize there wouldn’t be enough for the pattern I
chose until after I cut it out.  I will have to improvise something.

Isn’t that what we all do with life—we improvise?  Yes, the squirrels may have changed
my garden design but it’s still beautiful.  My quilt will still make some little girl happy
with whatever pattern I improvise.

What projects are you working on?  What are your plans this spring?  Even if  they
have to be changed around a bit, I hope that you find some colorful ways to make your
days brighter.

- © Janet M. Bair of  Ansonia, CT. You may contact her at librarybair@hotmail.com

Of Time and Tides     by Kerri Habben Bosman

One afternoon last October most of
our family was gathered on the beach.
Most of  the men were fishing, most of
the women were sitting and talking, and
the youngest grandson and I were building
a miniature fortress some distance away
from the others.

Quinn and I took turns going to the
water’s edge to get wet sand for our
creation. We also gathered sea grass, shells,
and small bits of  driftwood to press into
the walls of  our fort. We were immersed in our work. After all, whether you are seven
or fifty-one, playing in the sand is captivating and affirming.

We took our time, packing the walls and smoothing them as the ocean waves grew
closer. Suddenly Quinn stopped working and looked at me very earnestly.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said. “The water is going to come and take
everything away.”

I paused, studying his serious eyes. I listened to the ocean, thinking first that an
entire philosophy book could be written based on his statement. What I was really
waiting for was the right words.

“Yes, it is,” I answered. “But we will always remember this moment, our fort, and
how we made it together. The tide cannot take that away. I think we should keep
building it anyway.”

“Okay,” he said.
So, we continued on.
I have thought of  this day many times since as my stepdaughter continued valiantly

on in her battle to survive cancer. She did her best to thrive, packing all the goodness
and love she could in the eighteen months after her diagnosis. Our family consciously
made memories-going to the beach, watching her kids’ sporting events, and often just
sitting and being together. She loved to make charcuterie boards to feed our big family
as we watched football games. We played yard games, like corn hole and bocce. When
the time came that she was no longer strong enough to take part, she was still right
there with us. Her spirit remained dauntless.

We all knew that the tide was coming in. How fast and how soon, that we didn’t
know. So, we just kept treasuring the next thing we did together, knowing that these
times would sustain us when we needed them to. They are now our real-life fortress.

For my stepdaughter, the tide came in on January 23rd.
Yet, for all of  us who love her, she will never fully leave us. She loved all of  us so

steadily and with an inherent and unending kindness. It was simply the way she lived.
Along with those gentle ways, she carried within her a resolute strength that bolstered
those around her.

I will forever see her in everything she loved, most especially her three children. I
will see her in the graceful motions of  the hummingbirds that come to our feeders. I
will hear her in our laughter when our family is all together.

I will feel her essence especially when our family is on the beach. She loved the
ocean with a quiet and enduring passion. She happily spent many hours just sitting on
the sand, watching the waves. She also loved being on the water, enjoying her stand-up
paddleboard. She was happiest, though, when it was all of  us together, taking in the
sand and sea.

Perhaps during this new time, we’ll all gather on the beach. It is highly likely that
Quinn and I will build another creation even as we know the water will take it back.
For we will always remember. And we will always love.

The tide cannot take that away.
So, we continue on.

--© 2025 Kerri Habben Bosman is a writer living in Cape Carteret, NC. Her email is
913jeeves@gmail.com

Wit & Wisdom
    by Roxanne J. Ferguson

My favorite season of  the year is spring.  There is a
freshness in the air that breathes new beginnings.  When
the little white snowdrops poke their heads through the
wet soil, they seem to say, “Be gone, winter! You have
been here long enough!”  They are followed by the purple
crocus who come with a smile and confidently say, “Spring
is on its way!”  When yellow daffodils open their smiling
faces, we know that spring is here in full force.  Then tulips, in their multi-color outfits,
celebrate the triumph of  spring. “For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; The
flowers appear on the earth; the time of  the singing of  the birds is come” (Song of  Solomon 2:11,12
KJV Bible)

Birds were returning before the snow had left us.  I wondered if  they were
disappointed when they arrived, but it didn’t seem to deter them.  Red-winged blackbirds
and robins were the first to return.  We have since enjoyed many visitors at our bird
feeder and they enjoy the seeds we provide.

We have had fun this spring trying something new.  We put eggs from our chickens
into an incubator, keeping track of  temperature and humidity.  It was our first attempt
at this endeavor and our hatching rate was low, but we were still happy to see a few
chicks push their way out of  their shells and find their way into the world.  The little
yellow balls of  fluff  just show us what determination can accomplish!  My father
decided those little yellow chicks needed some company.  After a trip to the local farm
store, he arrived at my house with a dozen chicks, adding a variety of  color to my little
flock.  I have to say, chicks make me happy.  They, too, represent the newness of
spring. They are fluffy and busy and excited about life!

“Where flowers bloom so does hope.” (A quote from Lady Bird Johnson)   I would
have to add to this…Where flowers bloom and little chicks peep, there is hope!  Spring
brings hope…hope of  better weather and warmer days, hope of  changing seasons
and that life goes on, hope for better days.  We all need hope in our lives.  The Bible
says,  “Blessed is he…whose hope is in the Lord his God, the Maker of  heaven and earth, the sea
and everything in them – the Lord, who remains faithful forever.” (Psalm 145:5,6)

I don’t know about you, but I need hope.  I like spring and new life.  It reminds me
of  the hope I have in Jesus.  By putting my faith in Him and the price He paid for our
salvation, I have hope for new life in heaven and hope for eternity.  I hope that you
have this hope, too.

--© 2025 Roxanne Ferguson, who lives in northern New York State, between Lake Ontario
and the Adirondack Mountains, an area called the Tug Hill Plateau…snow country.

Roxanne is a wife, mother, and grandmother of  8.  She enjoys gardening, preserving food, music,
writing and spending time with her grandchildren. She is active in her church and community.

A retired teacher, she wonders how she ever had time to work.
(witandwisdomwriters@gmail.com)

Spring Brings Hope

Would your group or guild like to receive 
FREE COPIES of each issue of 

The Florida Register?
Just send an email to 

ads@TheRegisterWeb.com
or call 1-866-825-9217

Let us know how many copies  
(25 minimum)  

and a street shipping address.
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Chiefl and, Crystal River, Lake City, Live Oak, Ocala, Trenton

Emma’s Sewing Studio

16796 - 16TH ST. • LIVE OAK, FL 32060 • 386-364-8553
Open 10-4 or call for other times  •  Email: ecorbin100@gmail.com

Sewing & Alteration Services 
Sewing, Crochet, & Quilting Classes

Call About Our New Classes 
Cleaning & Maintenance on Sewing Machines

Emma’s Sewing Studio352-493-2801 
11050 NW 10th Ave. • Chie
 and, FL 32626 

Levy County Quilt Museum Chie
 and Florida

Open Tuesday – Saturday from 10am to 3pm
Quilts, fabric & other handmade items for sale!
Come see Sieglinde Schoen Smith’s collection 

permanently on display!

After 27 years in the needlework industry,
I’m retiring  Sat., April 26 at 4 PM

Until then - keep shopping with us Tues-Sat 10-4
Thank you for your support throughout the years!

I’m in talks with a potential buyer so hoping for a new 
shop for you to support. See next issue for details.

Six Gun Shopping Plaza
4901 E. Silver Springs Blvd., # 606, Ocala, FL

352-629-2991 • 352-629-2991 • www.brickcitycrossstitch.com

Retirement Time is COMING!

Shared 
by 

reader 
S. Bennett 
of Daytona 
Beach, FL

Finished Project!Reader  Shares!
Who doesn’t LOVE a Featherweight! Well I’ve recently adopted two! I wiped 

them down, oiled them in all the best places, changed out the drip pan pad, 
added new feet to both the machines and their foot controllers, removed 
threads that weren’t where they should be. . . and then decided they needed to 
be “dressed.”

Enter an embroidery pattern I enhanced just a little and my babies each have 
a new best friend. . . storage mats!

I purchased the pattern from Etsy and a� er stitching out a trial mat, I added 
each machine’s serial number and birth date. . . a personalized mat to drop the 
presser foot on, lower the needle into and when it’s folded up for storage it pro-
tects the bed of the machine from scratches and dings from the thumb screws 
on the side of the machine. . . happy all around!

Sewing/Embroidery/Quilting/Serger Machines, Floriani, Fabric, Threads & Notions.

979 N. Suncoast Blvd.
Airport Plaza

Crystal River, Florida 34429
352-794-3289 • Mon–Fri 9-5 • Sat 9-3

www.beyondthestitches.com
Sign up for Electronic Newsletter on our website

info@beyondthestitches.com
Facebook: Beyond The Stitches, LLC

Check our website for Classes & other Events! 

March 1 thru April 30 • All Florida Shop Hop
March 21 thru April 5 • Central FL Shop Hop - Notions in Motion

Wit and Wisdom
Hidden Blessing

by Cheryl Potts

Two days before Easter as I was baking banana bread, the oven quit working.  I
thought it strange that after an hour I wasn't smelling a sweet aroma. When I checked
the oven, it was lukewarm. I pulled the three loaf  pans out by hand, placed them in the
refrigerator wondering if you can re-bake bread.  Then I panicked...Saturday was when
my family was coming for Easter dinner! Now what?

I called my neighbor, who at times feels like my very own employee, to see what I
should do.  He gave me the number of  an appliance repairman in the area.  Thank
goodness he was able to come and look at my stove on Friday.  I breathed a grateful
prayer.

Joe was able to replace the "ignitor" in the oven, a part which he had in his repair
truck.  I breathed a "hallelujah" prayer.  However, he stood up and blew out the flame
to my scented candle and said, "M'am, you've got two gas leaks in the connectors."  He
showed me where the pipes were "bubbling." I gasped a prayer as a headache was
forming.  "I'll turn off  the gas, but you'll have to call a plumber to repair the copper
pipes and fittings." I dialed my employee. My neighbor was able to come that after-
noon to see what parts he needed to purchase, then came back that same evening to
finish the repair on my oven. I breathed a relief  prayer.

 Around that time my children got home. So, we ordered pizza. My neighbor kid-
dingly commented that he could have been repairing a nasty hole in the back half  of
my house had it not been discovered. God had given a "hidden blessing" in the form
of  a burned-out oven ignitor to protect me from a gas explosion.

And by the way, you can re-bake banana bread.
"Now to Him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or

imagine...Ephesians 3:20. Thank you, Jesus.

-Contact the author at witandwisdomwriters@gmail.com

This first weeks of Spring brings feelings of new
beginnings. And, in all honesty, the topic for this
segment's writing was again brought to my attention
through the eyes of my eldest daughter. When she came
home from her first week (more like two days) of school,
my little first grader pulled out a handful of paperwork
she had completed. "Mom, look at all my school stuff."
Acknowledging her, I told her, "we'll look at this later,"
and continued with supper prep.

As we finished supper at the table, we pulled out L's
schoolwork and took a peek. Most were typical school
spelling work, journals, and colouring activities, but one
caught my eye - "My Book of Resolutions." Opening
the four-page hand-crafted book were her super sweet
first-grade resolutions to help mom more, to play games
with her friends more, to help in the classroom. It was
the final page that I asked her about, as it rather confused
me. The fill in the blank resolution was: Here is my
resolution about Mother Earth, to which my six-year-
old wrote, "be kind to animals." I remember looking
right at her and saying, "L, you already do that and are
so wonderful to animals, so that's not really a
resolution." Without haste, my smart and sassy young
lady said, with attitude, "well, mom, you know it's a
new year, and I need to remember to keep doing it."

A couple days later, I started the process of prepping
and planning my upcoming year at Aspen Grove

by Sam Hilhorst

ASPEN GROVE QUILTING
Quilting Stories with Sam

Quilting. Walking into my cozy shop, I took a look around and saw my project 
boxes neatly sitting along the top of my cabinets. Each box contains an individual 
project that needs completion, ranging from starting blocks, sewing blocks together, 
or just completing binding. I sat down and thought, what projects do I want to start 
this year? Again, looking at my fabric for inspiration, those darn project boxes 
caught my eye once again! No ... new year, new project, right? Ding, it was like a 
reminder went off in my brain. Remember what L just told you?! "Well, mom, you 
know it's a new year, and I need to remember to keep doing it." New year, same 
project? That sounded peculiar; who's talking to me? This can't be my thoughts. 
And it wasn't! It was my little six-year-old's words repeating in my mind, telling 
me to finish doing what I started because it was going to feel just as good.

Prepping took quite a twist for me and my shop, from planning new projects 
to falling back on old ones. That is not how I anticipated my year to start. A quick 
attitude shift and I pulled out my step ladder and started to take down project 
boxes. As each box came down, I could feel my excitement building. I forgot 
about that one, or I remember how excited I was when I found that fabric, or oh, 
that pattern is so cute! Today, I look around my workspace, and a dozen clear 
boxes are scattered on the worktop. Each one brings a smile to my face and fills my 
heart with anticipation as I now have to patiently await each final project - it feels 
just as good!

Reflecting back on that moment of reading L's resolution book, I realized that 
her resolution meant more to me than it likely did to her. Boy oh boy, that little girl 
smacked me in the face with some strong words. A new start, but a continued 
action. What a wise take on how to perceive resolutions. Resolutions, perhaps, are 
not always about making a change or starting over but rather continuing what we 
are already doing, doing it well, and continuing through the experience of finding 
ourselves, bettering our lives, or enjoying the moments.

I hope you can continue doing the things that bring you joy. Continue appreciating 
life's little moments that warm your heart. And, of course, continue that project 
that has been tucked away for weeks, months, or even years. Hopefully, continuing 
that project, reaching completion, and admiring your accomplishment will bring 
the same overwhelming joy that being nice to animals does for my wise little girl.

© 2023 Sam Hilhorst. I am a wife, mom to a young, growing family, and newly titled 
entrepreneur.  My love for fabric and quilting lead me to open Aspen Grove Quilting . 

www.aspengrovequilting.com
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Fruitland Park, Lady Lake, Leesburg, Oxford

Your Light & Bright Fabric
& Quilt Shop Off ering:

Moda, Riley Blake,
Free Spirit,

Art Gallery Fabrics,
Martelli products,

Quilters Select,
Cutie Patterns/Packs

AND MUCH MORE!

2468 US HWY 441,
Suite 202

Fruitland Park, FL
Tues-Sat 10-4     352-901-6874

Shop Anytime at
VillageQuiltShop.com

Tues-Sat 10-4     

Mar & Apr

1012 W. Main•Leesburg, FL 34748
Tues. - Sat. 10–5•352-205-1126

www.garyleesligh.com•gryslgh@yahoo.com

Cross Stitch•Needlepoint
         Weaving

        Custom Framing
         Monthly Classes

Come Visit Our
New Location

on Main Street!

Notions  Threads   Patterns   Kits   Gifts

10879 US 301 Suite 2    Oxford Florida 34484
Notions  Threads   Patterns   Kits   Gifts

10879 US 301 Suite 2    Oxford Florida 34484

Now offering E2E Longarm Services

Tuesday - Friday 9am - 4pm
Saturday 10am - 2pm

352 - 816 - 9133

www.thequilterscottage.com

732 S. US Hwy. 27/441• Lady Lake, FL 32159
Mon 12-4, Tues - Sat 9-4  •  352-751-0405

AQuiltingPalette@gmail.com

Check out our online store & class list at 
www.AQuiltingPalette.com

Stop by to visit “The Happy Place”
at A Quilting Palette!

Retreat • Classroom • Meeting Space!

A Quilting Palette, LLC

Includes cutting counters, worktables, and ironing stations.
Refrigerator, microwave and Keurig included.

Reservations are NOW being accepted. 
Not a quilter, that’s okay - ALL creative groups are welcome! 

2,000 Bolts 

of Quality Quilting 

Fabrics & 

Thread/Notions

• Full Service Longarm Computerized Edge to Edge

• Self Service Free-Motion Long Arm Machine Rental

• Binding Services Available

• Customized Embroidered Quilt Labels Available

Win A $25 Gift Certificate 
We give away a $25 Gift Certificate each issue to redeem at a local 

advertiser’s shop!  You can register online at www.theregisterweb.com  
with the link “Register to Win” or complete the form (photocopy is acceptable) 

and mail to: P.O. Box 2419, Cumming, GA 30028.  
Please also include a favorite recipe, quote, tip or a craft project  

you want to share with other readers.
The drawing will be made prior to the next issue. The winner will be mailed 

information on redeeming their certificate and also announced in the next issue.  
Note: We do not place your information on any mailing list.

And the Winner is...And the Winner is...
Our winner from last issue is Debbie Woods. Debbie will receive a 
gift certificate to spend at Fabric Warehouse in Lakeland. She enjoys 
this shop because they have “a lot of selection, people are friendly 

and very helpful.” Congratulations Debbie!

The Florida Register Gift Certificate Entry Form
ALL ITEMS MUST BE COMPLETED TO BE ELIGIBLE FOR THE PRIZE DRAWING

Name________________________________________________________________________
Street___________________________ City___________________State_____ Zip_ __________
Phone_ _________________________________ Email_________________________________
My favorite advertiser in this issue is:________________________________________________
I enjoy visiting this shop because:__________________________________________________
Please tell us about a local business you’d like to see advertising in The Florida Register.
____________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________________________

The CounTry regisTer Recipe exchange

cool cucumber pasta Salad
8 oz. tube pasta
1 tbsp. vegetable oil
2 medium cucumbers, thinly 
sliced
1 medium onion, thinly sliced
1 1/2 cups sugar (can use less) 
1 cup water 

3/4 cup vinegar
1 tbsp. prepared mustard
1 tbsp. dried parsley flakes
1 tsp. salt
1 tsp. pepper
1/2 tsp. garlic salt or powder

Alice Martin • Greenwood Lake, NY

Directions: Cook pasta, drain and rinse.
In large bowl, stir in oil, cucumbers and onions.
Combine remaining ingredients, pour over pasta and toss. 
Cover and chill 3–4 hours, stirring occasionally.
Serve with slotted spoon. Serves 8–10
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Mount Dora, Umatilla

Tuesday–Saturday 
10am–4pm

Closed Sunday & Monday

4500+ Bolts of  Quality Fabrics4500+ Bolts of  Quality Fabrics
Personalized Fabric Selection AssistancePersonalized Fabric Selection Assistance

In-Store Shopping, Shop Online,  
Store Pick-Up or Shipping Available

Address
My Name

Telephone
Yes! There is a prize for one of the correct entries. 

Page #:

Pictured in the magnifying glass is a 
small portion of one of our ads. 

Can you fi nd the ad that it came from?

If you can, just fi ll in the form 
below and send it to us at:

Advertiser’s Name

The Florida Register 
PO Box 2419

Cumming, GA 30028

Can You Find This Ad?

Ginger Cats by Deb Heatherly

My mom always said that orange male cats
had the most loving personalities. She has a
picture of  me around the age of  7 with sponge
curlers in my hair, brushing my teeth and our
big orange cat sitting on the bathroom counter
beside me drinking water from the faucet. I
think it’s ironic that many, many years later, I
still have a big orange boy that does the same
thing. Every morning, he jumps on the counter
and waits knowing that I’ll drip the faucet just
for him. The only difference from age 7 to
now is that there are no sponge curlers in my
hair.

As I look over at Monroe and Timmy, the 2 orange males who now share my life, I
cannot help but smile.  They both love to lounge near me in the crates that my husband
made for them. This lets them be where they want to be, close to me while I work, but
out of  the way. Ok, maybe only out of  the way 80% of  the time because there are just
some tasks that they are sure I cannot accomplish on my own. Both think that sewing
binding on a quilt requires a furry counter weight to hold the quilt in place. Likewise,
they think that any papers sitting by my computer might blow away without feline
assistance. Quilt tops placed on the floor for a quick photo also need weight, a furry
model or both. Convincing them otherwise can lead to quite the conversation.

We adopted Monroe when he was 4 months old. He was in the gangly stage where
his ears were too big for his body and his legs seemed far too long. He was quite the
comical little guy who had to investigate everything, but once exhausted from his
efforts, had to curl up with his fur ‘less mom or dad where he felt safe and loved. If
the loudness of  a purr is the gauge for contentment, he was one happy little boy. Now
at age 6, when not helping in the studio he can be found in front of  the bathroom sink
with his belly facing the heating vent. In the evening, he is on my lap so that he does
not miss Jeopardy or Wheel of  Fortune.  At night, he is most often found sleeping
behind my knees. He definitely grew into his ears and legs and is now quite a big boy.

Timmy was my unexpected blessing a little more than a year ago. Showing up in our
yard but too timid to come very close at first, it was a waiting game on both our parts
for many weeks. Once I could touch him and get him to the vet, I was thrilled that he
was not microchipped so I could claim him as my own. That joy turned to heartbreak
on the second vet visit when they scanned him again and this time found a chip. My
heart did not want to let him go but I knew if  he had a family who was missing him,
that I had to try and get him back home.

I called the number given to me by the microchip company and at first was told that
they were not missing an orange cat. That led to me texting a photo. Finally, the lady to
whom I was talking realized that he was a barn cat she had adopted many years before
who had been missing for so long that they assumed something had happened to him.
I almost cried happy tears when she said that if  I wanted to keep him I could and that
she would transfer the paperwork for the microchip.

Of  course, I wanted to keep him! I was in love with this fur baby who had found his
way to our yard some 8 miles from the barn where he used to live and then carefully
and cautiously chosen us. Added to the fact that he now had a warm bed inside where
he was protected from the elements and predators, letting him return to being a barn
cat was something I just could not fathom.

I read somewhere that when cats choose a person, like Timmy did with us, that it's
a true sign of  trust. For them, being around someone they fully trust means that they
can completely relax and rest at ease because they feel safe from harm. My husband
says that each time Timmy looks into our eyes, you can see the gratitude and love. He
is one of  those cats who lets every emotion show and I am totally smitten. I tell him
often that he is my angel and my unexpected blessing.

And so, it is with our little furry family. Timmy and Monroe have become good
buddies. Like human siblings, their occasional squabbles occur when they both want
the same toy. That is easily remedied by showing them that there are duplicates and
that they each can have one. Max, our other male does not like him but we are working
on that and our two females Lacey and Little just ignore him.

As their mom, I love each and every one of  them and try my best not to have
favorites, but I have to admit that these two orange boys just have my heart. My mom
was right about them being different. There is just something special about a ginger
cat.

--© 2025- Deb Heatherly is a designer for Creative Grids® rulers and the author of  eight
popular pattern books.  Creative Grids® fans are invited to join her Facebook group, Grids
Girls, for tips and inspiration and two free mysteries each year. https://www.facebook.com/

groups/770429649800457/.

Shop Owners are invited to join her group just for you, “Grids Girls for Quilt Shop Owners
Only” https://www.facebook.com/groups/273593657256524.

Visit Deb’s website at www.Debscatsnquilts.com.

New Event Starting April 1 –
All Pacific Northwest Shop Hop

by Marlene Oddie
Have you heard about a new event happening this year?

Many states have already had a similar event, but this year
many of  the Washington and Oregon Quilt Shops are
joining together for a Pacific Northwest Shop Hop that
will take place during the months of  April and May. These
all state/all region events are being produced by Shop Hop
Inc. All participants purchase a passport magazine with
lots of  extras included. Get it now to start planning your
trip with your family and friends.

Riley Blake has designed a fabric collection for
Washington and In the Beginning Fabrics has designed a
collection for Oregon. I’ve designed this Wandering quilt
for Washington and have patterns and kits available. The
Washington large panel is a northwest scene. The fabric
squares surrounding it are sized just right so you can also
incorporate the collectable shop square from each shop
you visit.

I’ve also done two designs for Oregon – Oregon Icons
and Oregon Scenic Rows. Both Oregon quilt patterns and
kits will be available at Highland Quilts in Athena, OR.

The Oregon fabric collection has smaller square panels
with a star in the background of  various animals you might
find in Oregon. The second design is for the intermediate
quilter that wants a bit of  a challenge and enjoys doing at
least some paper piecing.

Grateful to my dear friend Nancy C. for this wonderful
collaboration. May this quilt stand to show how I’ve valued
our good times together and inspire others to consider
design elements that can also be found in nature –the
golden ratio.

-© Marlene Oddie (marlene@kissedquilts.com)
is an engineer by education, project manager by

profession and now a quilter by passion in
Grand Coulee, WA at her quilt shop, KISSed

Quilts. She quilts for hire on a Gammill
Optimum Plus, but especially enjoys designing
quilts and assisting in the creation of  a meaningful treasure for the recipient.

Fabric, patterns, kits and templates are available at http://www.kissedquilts.com. Follow
Marlene’s adventures via http://www.facebook.com/kissedquilts and https://

www.instagram.com/marlene.kissedquilts

Countryberries LLC

Whimsies and necessaries for your country home and garden
330 North Road  Deerfield, NH 03037

www.countryberries.com      lnfo@countryberries.com
603-463-7615       Like us on Facebook
Open by chance or appointment only

Lots of possibilities
 for this cute bunny!

You can applique him on a 
pillow, make him Into a plant 
poke or an Easter ornament, 
paint him on wood or canvas 
or just sew him into a cuddly 

stuffed animal.

Enlarge him to your desired 
size. If you are sewing your 
bunny, remember to add a 
seam allowance around your 
pattern. Use whichever ac-
cessories you choose. Not for 
commercial use. Please give 

the artist credit.

Have fun!

Countryberries Designs
   Mr. Nibbles

Designed By Kathy Graham

      NeedleTravel Guide
Purchase at your local shop or from us online.
Don’t forget to download the NeedleTravel App!

ShopHopper
by NeedleTravel

enjoy its companion:

Your free travel planner at NeedleTravel.com

Find Your Favorite Shops When You Travel 
in the

needletravel.com or 888-737-0847 Facebook          Pinterest          Twitter

Quilters, Knitters &NeedleArtists:

only
$9.95

Mi�  Be� ie’s
Quilt Shop

111 N. Central Ave.
Umatilla, FL
352-771-2653
Mon.-Fri. 9-2

Specializing in New Quilt
Fabric, Heritage Fabric & Now 

Home to QuilttadsTM

QuilttadsTM are a new way to experience 
and purchase quilting fabric. QuilttadsTM 

are select cuts of fabric: strips, squares, 
rectangles, etc., that when combined 

create a “kit” to fi t your needs. 
QuilttadsTM vary in width from 1” to 45” 

(in 1/2 inch increments.)

www.missbessiesquiltshop.com

You Tube - 
Quilting

in a 
New Way

Quilt Shop

Come try a
small project using 
QuilttadsTM and go 
home with a free 5” 

strip project.
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DeLand, Deltona

• Quality Quilting Fabrics
• Computerized & Custom Longarm Services
• Bernina Certifi ed In-House Machine Repairs

     (over 20 yrs. experience)
• Handi Quilter Technician

DeLand’s ONLY
Quilt Shop &

Sewing Store!
Check Class Schedule & 
Shop Online Anytime at
www.OceansofThread.com

NEW LOCATION!
1250 State Rd. 15A  Suite 4 & 5
DeLand, FL 32720

VISIT OUR 
NEW 

LOCATION!

Tues-Thur 10-5; Fri-Sat 10-3   
386-337-5528

Piecing Life Together

I have never been much for making New Year’s resolutions. I have tried different
things over the years. Setting goals I would like to accomplish has been one. Over the
past few years, I have settled on choosing a word of  the year. One word that will color
my decisions and choices as I move through the year. “Patience” one year and “Change”
another were successful standouts. For 2025, I have selected “Accept”. This word just
popped into my head, with I believe, good reason.

The recently concluded year has been a bit of  a challenge for me. After spending
most of  my adult life in the “Look, Mom, no cavities!” camp, my January 2024 checkup
had me embarking on a year’s worth of  dental work including an implant and several
crowns. It was hard for me to accept. After a hearing test in my 40s, the audiologist
told me I had close to “super hearing.” That became my personal belief  about myself.
A hearing test in 2024 found hearing loss necessitating the addition of hearing aids to
my daily wardrobe. Finally, in October, I fell victim to a nasty virus. Feeling poorly for
weeks, I’ve been left with lingering joint pains. It was hard for me to accept that this
might just be me now.

When my oldest daughter visits from out of  state we gather nightly as a family for
dinner. I’ve always been the chef, preparing the menus and meals every night. I’ve
noticed that she has started to take over a meal or two during each of  her visits, kindly
reminding me that I’m doing a lot of  cooking for holiday meals and deserve a break. I
think it’s a way of  letting me know I’m getting older and may not be as capable as I’ve
always thought myself  to be. While I appreciate her thoughtfulness and a break from
meal preparation, for part of  me it is hard to accept.

This sounds like a pity party. When I talk to friends and hear their woes, I feel very
blessed. I am still able to work, get my daily steps in and enjoy sewing and stitching.
Some of  my friends have not been so lucky.

Why do I sound like I’m singing a version of  “Woe is Me?” Because all these changes,
coming so quickly, have been hard for me to accept. My self-image has always been
one of  a confident, capable person. One who does not need to ask for help. One who
is in total control of  herself  and her surroundings. Thinking that I may no longer be
that person is hard for me to accept.

For 2025, I will work on being able to accept who I am now. I will be honest with
myself  about my limits and make allowances for the fact that I am aging. I will celebrate
those things that I can do and let go of  those things I can’t. Let’s check in at the end of
2025 and see how I did!

-© Barbara Polston, October 2024. Barbara is the author of  Quilting with Doilies: Inspira-
tion, Techniques, and Projects (Schiffer Press, 2015) and a series of  children’s books inviting
young children to share in The Adventures of  Puppy Brian (www.puppybrian.com). Barbara

lives in Tucson, Arizona where she has failed at retirement, but is getting more time for sewing
in a variety of  forms. Contact Barbara at barbarapolstonquilter@gmail.com.

by Barbara Polston

Word of the Year – Accept

Spring Has Arrived!
by Janet Young

Spring is a transition season between
winter and summer.  It is a time when
the world comes alive again, after
hibernating for the past three months.  It
is a time when the days are longer, while
the nights grow shorter.  And, almost overnight the grass begins to turn green, the
leaves begin to bud, and the birds have returned heralding with their glorious chirps to
everyone that Spring has arrived!

As we welcome the warmth of  a new season, we are mindful of  all that this new
season brings.  For example, if  you are a gardener, now is the time to plant seeds in
your vegetable garden, or clean out your flower beds and fill them with colorful flowers.
It is, also, the beginning of  grass-cutting season, preparing your porch or patio for
those summertime moments that make your heart sing as you languish in the splender
of  a warm summer night, after being couped up all winter long.

After a long, cold winter, Spring brings its’ many virtues, as it ushers in an invigorating
spirit that makes us come alive.  Our tasks while numerous this time of  year are
accomplished with a new sense of  enthusiasm. Suddenly Spring house-cleaning takes
on a new dimension, as we fling upon our windows and let the refreshing warm breezes
flow through our house.

Our spirits are lifted as we look forward to celebrating Mother’s Day, Father’s Day,
Easter, and maybe even April Fool’s Day.  Adding to that list might be making plans
for your summer vacation if  you have not already done so, or planning your first
barbecue.

In addition to all the fun Spring affords, this might be a good time for reflection.
For example, how are you doing with you New Year’s resolution? It’s never too late to
renew those resolutions, after all this is a season of  renewal.

As we enter this rejuvenating time of  the year, my wish for you, is that you will take
a deep breath, throw open your windows, and let the celebration begin, for Spring has
arrived!

         – © Janet Young is a Certified Tea and Etiquette Consultant,  Co-Founder of  Mid-
Atlantic Tea Business Association,  and prior owner of  Over The Teacup

Become Inspired
Decorating, Entertaining and
Living in the Early American Style

by Annice Rockwell

Nature’s Next Chapter
As the long months of  winter slowly wind down, we

begin to notice a welcome shift in our days. Our daylight
hours stretch out before us now as if  to remind us of  the
powerful promise of  spring. An early spring walk through
our yard provides us with glimpses into nature’s next
chapter as our lilac trees show their new buds and our
friendly, vocal robins begin to appear with more frequency.
Our herb gardens, which have appeared to be in hibernation all winter long are now
about ready to reveal their strength, and remarkably, so are we.

Nature’s Reawakening
There is a special energy to spring that is seemingly contagious. As nature reawakens

to the glory of  spring, we feel a similar need to mirror nature’s forward motion. And
as we embrace the opportunities to observe the blessings of  spring, we become
beautifully connected to the joy that it provides.

Spending more time outside rejuvenates us and the cabin fever we had at winter’s
end is now a distant memory. We have energy now to happily plan fresh projects for
our yard-like a new stone patio or an additional raised garden bed to enhance our
country yards. We might consider getting baby chicks to add to our flock of  chickens
to provide even more delight to our days.

A weekend spent on decorating projects like making our own twig wreaths and
topiaries or rearranging our porch with welcoming antiques and fresh vignettes often
give us a sense of  true satisfaction. Our homes can be freshened with the season of
spring as well by incorporating elements like handcrafted Easter rabbits and eggs tucked
into one of  our favorite antique splint baskets. And with country candles in new
scents like Lemon Butter or Lavender Fields, our home’s interior takes on a whole new
feel of  spring.

Sharing the Blessings of Spring
This season is the perfect time to plan a special outing with friends to enjoy some

special Open House events. A morning spent going out for a country breakfast could
be followed by a trip to some favorite antiques shops to find the ideal treasures to
round out your displays. Storefront windows might be graced with an antique
wheelbarrow in its original surface, filled with faux tulips in muted spring colors.
Handcrafted signs in pastel tones might inspire you to create a spring vignette in your
entryway. An antique wagon in dark green might be a perfect treasure to bring home
to hold some of  the pansy plants you purchased on your special day. You might even
be inspired by some antique tin or woodenware that could be used as planters or wall
hangings in your new displays. Your ideal day with friends might end with a beautiful
walk along the boardwalk of  a quaint, shoreline town as you reconnect, share ideas
and enjoy meaningful memories.

This season, take the time to observe nature’s shift to spring. Enjoy the energized
pace that accompanies the lengthening days. Make it a point to create something you
have always wanted to create. And most importantly, share the transformative power
of  spring with those you love and when you do you will be reminded of  all that nature
continues to give.

 --Annice Bradley Rockwell is an educator and owner of  Pomfret Antiques. She is currently
working on her book, New England Girl. NewEnglandGirl2012@hotmail.com  England

Girl. NewEnglandGirl2012@hotmail.com
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N e w & P r e - O w n e d M a c h i n e s
M a c h i n e L e s s o n s W / A l l M a c h i n e P u r c h a s e s
S e w i n g C a b i n e t s
A u t h o r i z e d B a b y l o c k , B r o t h e r , J a n o m e
& J u k i S e r v i c e C e n t e r

C l a s s e s : ( S ew i n g , F a s h i o n , Qu i l t i n g ,
Emb r o i d e r y & Mo r e ! )

T h o u s a n d s o f b o l t s
o f f a b r i c !

T h o u s a n d s o f n o t i o n s !
F r i e n d l y &
K n o w l e d g e a b l e S t a f f

Orlando: (407) 831-6488

Lady Lake: (352) 753-0219

9605 S US HWY 17/92 Maitland, FL 32751

918 Bichara Blvd Lady Lake, FL 32159

Mon. - Fri. 9AM - 7PM | Sat. 9AM - 5PM | Sun. Closed

Mon. - Sat. 9AM - 5PM | Sun. Closed

WWW.SEWING.NET
Come See Us For All Your Sewing, Embroidery,

Quilting & Serging Needs!!

We Price Match!*Family Owned For 50+ Years

The Most Complete Sewing Store In Florida!

WWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW......SSSSSSEEEEEEWWWWWWIIIIIINNNNNNGGGGGG......NNNNNNEEEEEETTTTTT
CoCoC momo S U F AlAlA llll Y S i E b ididiC

QQ gg gg gg NN !!!!

ThThT eheh MoMoM soso t CoCoC momo pmpm lplp elel tete etet SeSeS wewe iwiw nini gngn StStS otot roro e In FlFlF olol roro ididi adad !

FaFaF mama imim lili ylyl Ownwnw enen dede FoFoF roro 50+ YeYeY aeae rara srsr WeWeW PrPrP icici ecec MaMaM tata ctct hchc !*

a c h i n e s
A l l M a c h i n e P u r c h a s e s

B r o t h e r , J a n o m e
e r
s h i o n , Qu i l t i n g ,

!

f

9605 S US

918 Bic
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Passports cost $7 prior to start of Shop Hop, $10 during Shop Hop.
Only 1 passport per person.  •  Passports are non-refundable. 

Participants must be 9 years old or older.

Must be present to have your passport stamped.

Must have stamp from all stores to
be in Grand Prize Drawings.

Winners have 30 days from the
end of Shop Hop to claim prizes.

Please do not ask stores to make exceptions to these rules.

Receive a Notion at EACH store! 
PRIZES: $75 and $50 Shopping Sprees!PRIZES: $75 and $50 Shopping Sprees!

A Quilting Palette
732 S. US Hwy 441•Lady Lake
352-751-0405
www.aquiltingpalette.com

The Sewing Studio Fabric
Superstore
9605 US Hwy 17-92•Maitland
407-831-6488 
www.sewing.net

Beyond The Stitches
979 N. Suncoast Blvd. 
Airport Plaza, Crystal River
352-794-3289
www.beyondthestitches.com

Nana’s Quilt Shop
18851 Cortez Blvd•Brooksville
352-796-0011
www.nanasquiltshop.com

The Sewing Studio at Lady Lake
918 Bichara Blvd.•Lady Lake
352-753-0219
www.sewing.net

Sew-Mini Things
3820 N Highway 19 A•Mt. Dora
352-483-0082
www.sewminithings.com

Piece by Piece
6917 Round Lake Rd•Mount 
Dora
321-398-2814
www.piecebypiecequilts.com

Visit ALL 7Visit ALL 7
ParticipatingParticipating

Stores!Stores!
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Dade City

13829 US Hwy 98 Bypass • Dade City, FL 33525 • Just 25 miles north of Tampa

Facebook Group: Quilted Twins — Scrap Quilting and More with Becky

Facebook Page: Quilted Twins — Fabric Deals with Rachael

• Batiks
• Civil War
• Flannels
• Panels
• Novelties
• Kaffe Fassett
• Stonehenge
• Quilt Kits
• Wonder� l Thread

Over 100 
Fabric 

Families 
at $5.99/yd

Rachael’s 
Picks

NAME BRANDS AT $6.99/yard

FA B R I C  WA R E H O U S E
Come shop our over 13,000 bolts of fabric!

Quality unbranded at $5.99/yard
Over 300 bolts of 108" backing fabric at $12.99/yard

Over 800 bolts of batiks at $9.99/yard

QuiltedTwins.com • Over 250 Free Patterns on the website
Becky’s Quilts & Designs • Rachael’s Deals & Finds

Call or Text (352) 507-8458 to schedule your group’s outing.

Shop online 24/7
at QuiltedTwins.com 

with $7 shipping nationwide
Tuesdays: 9:15 am to 1 pm

Thursdays: 12:30 pm to 5:30 pm
Saturdays: 9 am to 3 pm

Other Hours by Appointment

Come Sew ...in our beautiful sewing shop!
Only $8.00 per day.   Use our: 

Accuquilt •• Mats •• Cutters •• Room

Come 
visit our newly expanded Specialty Fabrics Room

Watch

Ken & Rachael

Show on FB 

& YouTube

100’s of 

Half  Yard 

Bundles

FB LIVE: Quilted Twins Fabric show with 
Ken and Rachael every Monday and Friday 

afternoon at 3:30 p.m. Also on YOUTUBE at 
the same time: Quilted Twins Channel

Bring up to 8 friends for a fun-� lled day with some 
private shopping at our shop. Call for your day. 

Andover • Benartex • Hoffman • Michael Miller
MODA • Northcott • Riley Blake • Robert Kaufman

and LOTS more!

Pre-cuts
Fat QuartersFabric Strips

300 Bolts of Kaffe
250 Bolts of Grunge

GIFT

CARDS 

AVAILABLE 

HERE

Plenty of
Parking: 
room for 
trucks, 
trailers 
& RVs.

We Are Participating in the ALL FLORIDA SHOP HOP

VOTED #1 LQS 
in the USA 

in the 
BYANNIE 
contest!

STOP IN with your passport, spend $15 and get a 
FREE SWAG BAG worth $25 when we stamp your passport!
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Clermont, Dade City, Lakeland

352-241-6768

Visit Us During 
All Florida Shop Hop

Mar & Apr

Long Arm Quilting • Edge-to-Edge • Binding • Memory Quilts
Custom Quilts • Labels • Backing Preparation • And more!

18215 E. Apshawa Rd. • Clermont, FL 34715
561-262-5597 • blh81761@aol.com

Becky’s ...Quilting & Embroidery Services ...

Now
Off ering

Embroidery
Services!

18215 E. Apshawa Rd. 
FREE
Pick up 

& Delivery 

within 20 miles 

of Clermont!

10% OFF Longarm Quilting
Expires 4/30/25    New customers only

Competitive Pricing!
VERY Experienced!

Bernina Q 24 with
computerized Q Matic

NNEEWW 
QQUUIILLTT SSHHOOPP 

IINN CCLLEERRMMOONNTT 
662 E Hwy 50

Clermont, FL 34711
(352) 932-3226

www.BlackDogQuilt.com
Nestled in the corner 

breezeway of the 
Southlake (WinnDixie) Plaza

Tuesday - Friday  10am - 5pm
Saturday 10am - 3 pm 

Shop Hop Hours:
Monday - Saturday   10am - 5pm

2052 E Edgewood Dr..
Lakeland, FL 33803

863-583-4974 Shop
863-450-9399 Cell

FRAME-UP
& NEEDLEWORK SHOP
Fine Matting & Framing

Art Cross Stitch & Needlepoint

Specializing in

Hours:
Mon–Fri 11am–5pm

Sat 1pm–5pm

Visit our 
updated 

Needlework 
Charity Room

Closed Mar 8 for Spring Obsession in Munn Park with African Violets 

March 13, 14 & 15, 2025
RP Funding Center
Lakeland, FL

® ®

Classes

Shopping

Fashion

Presentations

Make-it Take-its

Quilt displays

sewingexpo.com

What will you           today?

30th 
Anniversary 
of the Expo!

KNITTERS
COME WITH
STRINGS
ATTACHED
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Winter Haven

by Barbara Kalkis
We’ve All Got Per-son-al-i-ty!

It was during a long drive that I heard an old song called, “Personality” by Lloyd
Price. The catchy tune caught me, but it was the lyrics that held me. Like most
contemporary songs, it repeated the same lines again and again, making it easy for me
to sing along to it. Unlike contemporary songs it was completely upbeat. No sarcasm,
cynicism, sadness, or groveling. No, this is a song about a man rhapsodizing about his
love because of  one quality, her personality.

What captivated me is that the singer never describes her physical appearance.
Listeners never learn the color of  her hair or eyes, how she dresses or how seductive
she is. It is a love song purely about her character. Her “personality” is in the way she
walks, talks, smiles, charms (when was the last time you heard that word?) and loves.
And – bonus! – she’s got “a great big heart!”

Besides memorizing the words as I screeched along, the lyrics made me think about
the concept of  personality. Over the past two years, I’ve traveled to many different
cities and states. In each trip the cities were vastly different in unexpected ways. They
were all in the United States but each city had its own cuisine, landscape, style and
culture. Viewed together, they exuded vastly different personalities.

Pittsburgh has an industrial vibe that captures its steel-making history, along with
vast numbers of  bridges mapping its geographical location on three rivers. In Boston,
buildings flaunt a colonial architectural element. The street names, landmarks and
historical sites are constant reminders and tributes to its revolutionary spirit.

Tucson snuggles into its Sonoran Desert home with exotic cactus landscaping,
Puebloan architecture and a color palette of  browns, oranges, golds and reds that
drench its searing sunrises and fiery sunsets. Across the state line, Palm Springs vibrates
with a fresh, energetic spirit through multitudes of  namesake palms. Its architectural
style somehow captures both the stark lines of  mid-20th century modernism and the
casual-cool personality of  southern California at play.

These were all pleasant travel reflections that I could have put aside, except that I
couldn’t get that song out of  my mind! I kept humming it at odd moments and was
doing so when I gathered the mail one day. The mail carrier had dropped several issues
of  The Country Register in my mailbox. As I drifted through the pages of  one issue
after another, the advertisements caught my eye. For some reason I realized that I was
looking at the personalities of  the shop owners in their ads.

Almost without thinking I started to study the shop names. It seemed they fell into
personality types. Birds are popular sources for names: like The Blue Crow, The Bird
Nest, Red Cardinal Quilting. Some choose animals, like Red Fox Yarns. Barn Door
Quilts and Prairie Point Junction exalt rural life. Others tell exactly what they do, like
Loving Stitches, Compass Star Quilts, Cactus Quilting, The Sewing Room, Calico
House, Nuts and Bolts Fabric, The Copper Needle. (Names were chosen spontaneously
while writing this article).

I learned several things by getting attached to “Personality.” First, six years of  voice
lessons was not one of  my better investments. Second, we can groom, change and
refine our personality – just like cities. Third, we all have a personality style. Some folks
know theirs all their lives. Others reveal it purposely or accidentally, as in choosing a
business name. Some of  us must think deeply about it. But it’s worth the time because
personality is like a secret ingredient to a gourmet dish. It flavors life in the most
charming ways!

-©Barbara Kalkis, 2025. Barbara writes, teaches and consults under the business name
Maestro Marketing & Public Relations. It was chosen as she watched the maestro conduct an

entire orchestra in perfect unison.

Frosty the Snowman has gone away,
But we are assured he will be back one day.
So, we grit our teeth in the January freezes
With colds and coughs and flu and sneezes.

February arrives with Punxsutawney Phil
Who slumbers through winter but knows the drill.
He’ll be poked and prodded by a man with a stick,
And Phil will pronounce a forecast that is wrong but quick.

The Lion and the Lamb vie to enter first in March,
Forgetting that Mother Nature has a secret heart
That make days frigid, warm, sunny or drizzly,
Leaving us sad, happy, morose or giggly.

Spring is unpredictable but so alluring,
Enough to make winter worth enduring.
So, say goodbye to winter’s brazen chills,
It’s time to laugh with the crocus, tulips and daffodils.

©Barbara Kalkis, 2025

Say Goodbye

Cleaning My Ears: The Hearing
Method That Changed My Life

My father passed away this past year, marking a
new chapter: both parents are now ancestors,
whispering their wisdoms through the ethers instead
of  the phone line. I still feel them though, guiding
me along my own yellow brick road with their hands
gently on my shoulder.

If  you are in this category too you know that the
first holiday season is like no other. It is emptier.
There is a deep wanting filling your space. It is just
not the same as it was.

Amidst my sadness, I’m thankful that I received
full peace on my father’s life while he was still alive.
There are no lingering regrets or mysteries to solve.

It wasn’t always like that though. It took me most
of  my life to figure out my dad. He was a farmer and rancher, therefore worked from
sun-up to sun-down. Because of  his hard work ethic our primary conversations were
at supper time. And those conversations were pretty lame, like “How was school?”
“What gas mileage are you getting?” or “Let’s play a game of  cards.”

I wanted to have rich conversations with him like I did with my mother. We could
talk for hours and we were a lot alike. She was a writer, and I am now a writer. She was
a photographer, and I am now a photographer. She found joy and curiosity all around
her. For example, my mother brought me into her world of  noticing wild baby’s breath
growing in the prairie ditches, or watching the tiniest of  spiders weaving their home in
the corner window. Most impressive, she could notice a hurting heart from friends
and strangers alike, then did her best to share compassion and peace to brighten their
spirit.

Naturally, when my mother died 21 years ago, I wanted to communicate with my
dad just like I did with mom. I just could not figure out how to communicate with him
though.

A few years ago, it dawned on me. He had been communicating this whole time –
but I wasn’t listening. You see, he did not communicate like my mother. He spoke in
his own way: not through his words – he communicated through his actions.

I started watching his actions instead of  his words, and a whole new relationship
opened up. I listened as he loved unconditionally. I watched as he forgave those who
hurt him. I saw how he let the little things go – all of  them. Yes, he shook his head at
some of  us sometimes, but he never said a word in judgment. He knew it was our life’s
choices, and instead likely said a quiet little prayer. Above all of  this, I watched as he
gave thanks to God and Jesus throughout his life.

I rewound time even further to look back on his life with these new ears of  mine.
Despite working farmer and rancher hours, he ended early some days when it came to
service work. He was an elder of  his church, serving a vital role in the spiritual health
of  the community. He volunteered in many non-profit organizations and local services,
such as being a volunteer fire fighter. My dad would always help others when it was the
right thing to do and he had the means to do it.

Now that he is gone, I heard his wisdom loud and clear:  every day God is expressing
itself  through our hands and heart.

We have no choice but to reflect on our own lives:  how are our actions imprinting
our legacy?

How about we simply give gratitude for what we’re already expressing through our
hands and heart. Also, who do we have a hard time hearing today in our life? Let’s take
these expanded ears to them and I bet we will hear clear as a bell.

-© Kathy J. Stotak Need another lift? Check out 60+ other stories at https://
2minutelift.com/

by Kathy J. Stotak
Reflections on the Passing of my Father

Free Pattern
For more fun and creative inspiration visit:

  www.JacquelynneSteves.com

Free Embroidery Pattern – May not be sold or used for commercial purposes. Use this pattern
for embroidery, wool applique, punch needle or rug hooking, painted projects or whatever your
imagination can dream up! Reduce or enlarge pattern as desired.

What do you expect to see when you go to a
quilt show? Great quilts, right? Of  course, if
you’re a guild who wishes to sponsor a dynamic
show, here are some marketing ideas to consider.

Many quilt shows feature raffle quilts, an
inexpensive opportunity for a non-quilter to
own a handmade quilt while generating revenue for the host guild. Posters with specifics
about the show, ideally with a picture of  the prize quilt displayed in local fabric and
quilt shops encourage early ticket sales and advertise the show months in advance.

To draw even more attendees, some guilds may offer a giveaway of  quilt-related
items every half  hour during the show. Advertising is crucial. Some quilters in the
community may not be aware of  the guild and by attending may be enticed to join -
always a plus.

Another tactic to increase participation is to ask attendees to vote for their favorite
quilt and give a ribbon to the maker of  that quilt or to the top three quilts that get the
most votes. What if  you also printed on the back of  the ballot a scavenger hunt to
find the maker’s name of  the quilt that has the most pieces, the most varied fabrics,
the most colorful, the largest, or the quilt with the most triangles? Keep it limited to
four or five items so it can be completed easily and award a special prize to the hunter
drawn at the end of  the show. The prize could be tickets for the raffle quilt or a refund
of  their admission fee.

In addition to a raffle quilt, there are various ways to raise money to defray the
expense of  the show. Members could donate handmade items like table runners,
placemats, coasters, and pillows to sell with proceeds going to the guild. Hold a basket
raffle with baskets full of  quilt-related items. Invite local fabric and quilt shops to be
vendors and charge for table space. Quilters love to buy quilt-related supplies, patterns,
and fabric at quilt shows!

Remember the show is all day. Maybe provide a variety of  desserts, coffee, and tea
to purchase and include an area where people can sit and relax. Better yet, go bigger
and feature soups or sandwiches. Possibly, a church group or firehall auxiliary might
be interested in providing a food service and sharing the profits.

A quilt show is an opportunity to show off  the creations of  dedicated quilters as
well as raise money so the guild can buy fabric for next year’s raffle quilt, sponsor a
field trip, or perhaps invite speakers to guild meetings. Innovative ideas to accomplish
these goals are rewarding to all.

As a quilter and author, I frequently participate as a vendor in quilt shows to showcase
and sign my historical romance book series which have a thread of  quilting running in
the storyline. I’ve seen many innovative, vibrant and exciting marketing ideas to keep
the great craft of  quilting alive. Hopefully, this reflection will result profitably for your
quilt guild. Happy Quilting!

-© 2024 Judy Sharer. Judy is the author of  A Plains Life wholesome historical romance series
published by The Wild Rose Press. Settler’s Life, Second Chance Life, Civil War Life, and
Love-Challenged Life are now available wherever online books and eBooks are sold. Judy’s

series have a thread of  quilting that runs through the family saga story. Visit judysharer.com
for more details and watch for the release of  her next true romance novel.

    by Judy Sharer

Ideas To Make A Great Quilt Show
Even Better - Tips for Success

Look For The Beauty
by Michele Hardman

My home base is a small, Hallmark type town, nestled in
the Midwest, with a population of  only around 2,000
residents. I hear a lot of  folks complain about the winter
weather here for about three or four months every year.
They don’t like the single digit temperatures, the below
zero wind chills, the overcast, gloomy looking days. They
complain about the bare, stark trees that now have no leaves
on them.

Higher electric bills for a few months since we now have
to run the furnace and additional space heaters to stay
comfortably warm, and use lights for longer periods in the day because it gets dark
outside by 5pm. It can be treacherous driving on slick, snow covered roads, and people
worry about falling on ice covered steps. All of  these things are real, legitimate concerns
in these parts through mid-March.

But I’m an optimist.  I choose to look for the beauty in many situations.  So instead
of  focusing on all of  the above, instead, here’s what I see during the winter.  I still see
a beautiful landscape outside, only now it has tree limbs that have been frosted with
white snow.  Icicles hang from power lines and porch roofs, glistening in the sunlight
(if  it’s sunny that day.) Overcast days make the dark green evergreen trees pop against
the contrasting background, as do any of  the winter shrubs that produce brightly
colored berries.  I also do a little photography on the side and have gotten some
gorgeous shots from the winter landscapes. My little bird friends still flutter and chatter
at my feeders, only now there may be some new visitors around for a few months.
Instead of  complaining about being cooped up indoors, I savor this time to light some
cinnamon or vanilla scented candles, have the cozy fireplace going, and bake some
bread or other seasonal favorites that make the whole house smell wonderful.  No, I
can’t wear sleeveless shirts and flip flops for a little while, but now I get to enjoy some
new attire in my boots and snuggly jackets.  If  the roads are slick and hazardous, it’s
the perfect time to stay home more often and do more writing, more artwork, read a
new book, or finish some of  the little projects around the house that I haven’t gotten
back to in a bit.  Or snuggle up on the couch under a comfy blanket on a lazy Sunday
afternoon and watch some feel-good movies.

As with most things in life, what we choose to focus on makes a big difference in
how we feel and how happy our lives are. And also, as with most situations, there is
beauty to be found if  we’ll just look for it. See how much of  it you can find each day
this winter.

-© 2024 Michele Hardman who writes from her home in Indiana/

The Crazy Quilter
When Dana's great-aunt Angie passes away, she is

bequeathed an unexpected inheritance—Angie's
New England quilt shop, including her upstairs
apartment. But as Dana questions whether the
lifestyle of  a small-town quilt shop owner will fit
her, strange things are happening, leading Dana to
wonder if  the shop might be haunted by her great-
aunt's restless spirit.

What dark secrets did Angie harbor? Why are her
most prized quilts mysteriously missing? And could
Angie's time in a psychiatric asylum long ago
somehow be connected to the supernatural
occurrences Dana experiences?

Faced with unearthing her family's hidden history
and finding her great-aunt's legacy, Dana embarks
on a journey of  personal discovery. She is embraced
in this quest by a group of  local quilters: Edna, Janet,
Alice, and Margo. These four women become Dana's
allies and friends, offering her a sense of  belonging
and support as she delves deeper into her great-aunt's past. Through them, she comes
to understand the importance of  quilting for Aunt Angie and the town.

This charming, haunting tale blends mystery, quilting, and the power of  family to
uncover the essential meaning of  being true to yourself  and finding the threads that
stitch a heritage.

The Crazy Quilter by Ronni Chavez, softcover, 118 pages is published by Road
Home Quilting. The book is available in eBook and print format and coming soon in
audio. You can find a link at Books2Read.com/TheCrazyQuilter. To get an autograph
copy from the author go to Payhip.com/RoadHomeQuilting.

About the Author – Ronnie Chavez
Ronni Chavez is a quilter and storyteller who weaves her twin passions of  quilt

design and creative writing into heartwarming mysteries full of  community, craft, and
fun. With a degree in library science, she brings an archivist's eye for detail and a love
of  research to her creative process. When not overseeing the operations of  Road
Home Quilting, Ronni can be found in her home studio, stitching new quilt designs
and crafting mystery stories. She finds inspiration in the natural world, vintage textiles,
and the rich quilting traditions passed down through generations of  makers.

For quilters, Road Home Quilting on Payhip offers patterns that not only entertain
but also ensure your time is well spent and your creativity is rewarded.

Book Giveaway! Enter to Win! Enter to win a copy of  Ronni Chavez' book,
The Crazy Quilter, by emailing your address with “Crazy Quilter” in the

subject line. See email info on the top of  Page 2.
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Sebring

Meg’s Quilt Co� age
ALL 44” Fabric $11/yard -

All First Run Fabric
Moda, Northcott, 

QT, Blank, Free Spirit,
Michael Miller and more!

Over 2,000 Bolts in Stock!

2 Computerized
Handi-Quilters Providing

Long Arm Services

Open Monday - Saturday 9-4
1222 Josephine Ct.,  •  Sebring, FL 33875

Meg’s Custom Quilting

We accept Checks, Cash & Zelle

919-603-4680919-603-4680

Welcome 
Shop Hoppers

Breezy Manor Recipe for Gardening

*Submitted by Donna Jo Copeland, Farmeress at Breezy Manor Farm. (Original recipe from
the 1889 Sundance Gazette in Wyoming.)
See her article in this edition for what’s happening on her farm.

Donna Jo’s Garden Tips
• Take plastic feed sacks (pet or livestock), fill with barn leavings, punch a few
holes in the bottom. Plant potatoes, easy and easy to harvest. I have grown
tomatoes this way too, tieing the bags to the fence.
• In sturdy cardboard boxes, fill with barn leavings, plant beans. Easy care
• And if  you don't have access to barn cleanings, come down, bring your bags,
take all you want!

by Wayne M. Bosman
I have not been able to write much lately. Life does that sometimes. The holidays

grab my attention, and then after the New Year begins, I get to breathe out again. I
figure out where I am and what I might have to say.

This year, life has added even more complications. Shortly after New Year’s, my 40-
year-old daughter went into the hospital for more chemotherapy, a last-ditch attempt
against the cancer she had battled for the last year and a half. The latest obstacle was a
bout of  pneumonia that had to be treated before any other treatment could take place.
It was the beginning of  a downward spiral that ended a week ago.

As difficult as all of  this has been, I know that I am not the first or only one to deal
with a loved one’s premature death. My wife, Kerri, and I have been watching my
daughter’s fitful decline since she received the official diagnosis. We moved to our
current home to be able to take care of  things for her and her husband and their
children¬--doing all of  the little things that still needed to occur. Being available to
pick up her children from school, shopping and preparing meals suitable for her family
provided her with some relief  knowing that they still were getting what they needed
when she could no longer do the things that she loved to do as a wife and mother. As
the cancer progressed and she was anchored more and more to the house, she was
always happy to get the little messages that we had picked up her son on time and what
we were cooking for supper.

Now that momentum, which had become the central focus of  our lives, has come
to a halt. Life is demanding a new momentum. Life always does. We are all still grieving
and will be for a long time, but children need meals. The Marine Corps has gone above
and beyond in providing leave for her husband, but ultimately, he will go back to his
full-time duties. Kerri and I will settle into the new momentum life demand of  us.

That brings me to the theme of  this article. While we are still mired in the middle of
winter with remnants of  last week’s snow on the ground, it is clear that it will not
always be that way. As the snow melts and we look out the back window at the garden
space, our thoughts are already turning toward the next stage. Last year’s garden was
one of  our most productive ever, and we are starting to dream of  an even better one
this year. Seed catalogs are arriving. Plans for starting seedlings indoors are pushing
their way to the forefront of  our minds.

Of  course, some of  this is what you might call a defense mechanism. Focus on
growth and new life, so the sorrows from what is lost forever don’t drag us under.
Naturally. There is too much about the end of  life that we can’t comprehend. To me,
the greatest act of  faith is to continue to live--to plant seeds that I may or may not ever
get to harvest. My mother is 104 years old now. If  you ever want to get her talking, ask
about her garden and all of  the gardens she has tended over the years. Ask her about
her mother’s garden, and the bounty it produced that got her family and many neighbors
through the Great Depression.

It won’t be long now before the first signs of  spring arrive--the silly daffodils that
always seem to bloom between snowstorms. Time for me to spring ahead and not fall
back.

-© 2024 Wayne M. Bosman is a retired auto mechanic living in Cape Carteret, NC. His
email is wbosman1@gmail.com.

Life on My Farm - Breezy Manor
by Donna Jo Copeland, farmeressSteadfast in Changing Times

I'm writing about spring with ice and snow still on the
ground--giving way to mid-winter thaw. Hard to guess
what this illusive spring will bring but March in Indiana
is a crap shoot. This farmeress is longing for a cool moist
calm weather window but my 75-year-old bones yearn
for 70 degrees and sun filled days.

Mom never took the flannel sheets off  the beds and
put away our long johns until at least mid-April. I can
remember tugging up long underwear beneath my Easter
dress several times.

January went by far too fast. With the very bitter
temperatures I spent too much energy keeping body and
spirit together, water thawed, firewood carried, barn
tightening against strong winds. Had planned to weave on the two looms in the kitchen
but I needed to close off  all but two rooms due to the cold. And I can't get my hands
to work at weaving when it's 48 degrees. Even changed to making Dutch oven salt
rising bread as yeast won't raise when it's that cold.

I pursued other fiber activities. knitting, spinning, rug hooking, dyed some locks on
the woodstove. Slept most nights in my chair. Us old gals are tough.

Sitting here in my old Windsor chair surrounded by spinning wheels, I look up at
cob webs on the ceiling. They will stay 12 feet up until spring cleaning. Mom taught me
that spider webs would stop blood flow if  needed, just in case.

The deep snow did allow some cleaning. Snow is the best way to clean wool rugs and
sweaters. A snow bath leaves them clean, soft and smelling fresh.

Early spring is always a good time to clean out, recycle, share things you no longer
need or use. Many of  my fiber friends have been hard at it. I'm more of  a reorganizer,
most farmeresses are. What if  I need that very thing in 5 years? I can't just toss old
clothes. Buttons, zippers are saved for one day. The cloth is cut up to weave rag rugs.
One mess feeds another.

Needing to weed out my old spices, I just couldn't throw them out. So made some
dyepots with oregano, rosemary and turmeric. I will dye with most anything.

The internet/technology and I are still feuding. The new phone is a beast. But I
have found some homesteading and sheep groups out there. It's neat that some young
people are wanting to embrace a simple agrarian life. In the nick of  time, I had almost
given up hope.

I heard someone say the other day that one of  the reasons a woman's childbearing
time was limited was so she could become a grandmother and impart her wisdom. I
know I certainly learned a great deal from my grands, they had the time and the want
to teach. I wasn't done learning when they all passed.

Sadly, my grandkids don't seem to want my knowledge or family history. They had
better get their stuff  together soon. Before I'm gone. I'm the elder in the family, the
keeper of  history and secrets. And I know some neat stuff!

In my realm I treasure old ways, knowledge, tools, furniture. And calm, quiet. Listening
to sounds now I realize they are just sounds--complaining, selling, influencing.
Constantly. I'm thankful we didn't have a TV until I was in the 5th grade and it wasn't
turned on often.

I heard the voices of  parents, aunts, uncles, cousins, grands, nature and farm animals.
I heard the stillness of  sunrise and the night music.

It saddens me to think of  what sounds kids listen to now.
In my loom house, no electricity, sitting in the middle of  the sheep pasture, I work

with the sounds of  sheep, birds, rhythm of  loom and spinning wheel. Peace and
contentment, touched by my ancestors. Good work, hard work.

With the new season, new adventures and promises, let's try to take a step back.
Listen to the little sounds, be at peace, love. Plant a garden, maybe a rose bush.

No recipe this time, but garden tips instead.

-© 2024 - Donna Jo Copeland writes from her farm, Breezy Manor, Mooresville, Indiana
where she tends her flock and creates art from the wool. Being the 14th generation of  farm

owner/operator, Donna Jo brings alive the struggles of  farm life.

Springing Ahead Without Falling Back
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Brooksville, Plant City

Authorized Brother Dealer • Authorized Brother Service CenterAuthorized Brother Dealer • Authorized Brother Service Center
Authorized APQS DealerAuthorized APQS Dealer

Super low prices on all Brother Sewing & Embroidery MachinesSuper low prices on all Brother Sewing & Embroidery Machines
Over 2000 Bolts of 100% Cotton Fabrics, Patterns, 

Books, Notions & much more

18851 Cortez Blvd • Brooksville, FL 34601

•  Check out our website for classes & events: www.nanasquiltshop.com
•  Long-Arm quilting service on-site

Tue–Fri 10am–4pm
Sat 10am-3pm

Spring Fling Sale 
30% OFF STOREWIDE

March 28 (10–4) & 29 (10–3)
(Excludes Machines & Services)

352-796-0011

Visit us during the All FL Shop Hop Visit us during the All FL Shop Hop 
and the Notions in Motion Shop Hopand the Notions in Motion Shop Hop

Now a certifi ed shop

Florida’s  destination
quilt shop. Located minutes from I-4 in Historic Downtown Plant City.

101 N. Collins St.
Plant City, FL 33563

Mon-Sat 10-4  813-704-4867

Check our online calendar for lots of great classes & events!

        Fabrics, Notions, Books,           
          Patterns, Classes,
            Sewing &
           Embroidery    
              Machines  

Shop online at
www.InspireFabrics.com

We o� er edge-to-edge computerized 
quilting from 3 cents per square inch. 

Hundreds of  patterns!

Shop online at
www.InspireFabrics.com

Shop online at
www.InspireFabrics.com
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Breezy Manor Recipe for Gardening

*Submitted by Donna Jo Copeland, Farmeress at Breezy Manor Farm. (Original recipe from
the 1889 Sundance Gazette in Wyoming.)
See her article in this edition for what’s happening on her farm.

Donna Jo’s Garden Tips
• Take plastic feed sacks (pet or livestock), fill with barn leavings, punch a few
holes in the bottom. Plant potatoes, easy and easy to harvest. I have grown
tomatoes this way too, tieing the bags to the fence.
• In sturdy cardboard boxes, fill with barn leavings, plant beans. Easy care
• And if  you don't have access to barn cleanings, come down, bring your bags,
take all you want!

by Wayne M. Bosman
I have not been able to write much lately. Life does that sometimes. The holidays

grab my attention, and then after the New Year begins, I get to breathe out again. I
figure out where I am and what I might have to say.

This year, life has added even more complications. Shortly after New Year’s, my 40-
year-old daughter went into the hospital for more chemotherapy, a last-ditch attempt
against the cancer she had battled for the last year and a half. The latest obstacle was a
bout of  pneumonia that had to be treated before any other treatment could take place.
It was the beginning of  a downward spiral that ended a week ago.

As difficult as all of  this has been, I know that I am not the first or only one to deal
with a loved one’s premature death. My wife, Kerri, and I have been watching my
daughter’s fitful decline since she received the official diagnosis. We moved to our
current home to be able to take care of  things for her and her husband and their
children¬--doing all of  the little things that still needed to occur. Being available to
pick up her children from school, shopping and preparing meals suitable for her family
provided her with some relief  knowing that they still were getting what they needed
when she could no longer do the things that she loved to do as a wife and mother. As
the cancer progressed and she was anchored more and more to the house, she was
always happy to get the little messages that we had picked up her son on time and what
we were cooking for supper.

Now that momentum, which had become the central focus of  our lives, has come
to a halt. Life is demanding a new momentum. Life always does. We are all still grieving
and will be for a long time, but children need meals. The Marine Corps has gone above
and beyond in providing leave for her husband, but ultimately, he will go back to his
full-time duties. Kerri and I will settle into the new momentum life demand of  us.

That brings me to the theme of  this article. While we are still mired in the middle of
winter with remnants of  last week’s snow on the ground, it is clear that it will not
always be that way. As the snow melts and we look out the back window at the garden
space, our thoughts are already turning toward the next stage. Last year’s garden was
one of  our most productive ever, and we are starting to dream of  an even better one
this year. Seed catalogs are arriving. Plans for starting seedlings indoors are pushing
their way to the forefront of  our minds.

Of  course, some of  this is what you might call a defense mechanism. Focus on
growth and new life, so the sorrows from what is lost forever don’t drag us under.
Naturally. There is too much about the end of  life that we can’t comprehend. To me,
the greatest act of  faith is to continue to live--to plant seeds that I may or may not ever
get to harvest. My mother is 104 years old now. If  you ever want to get her talking, ask
about her garden and all of  the gardens she has tended over the years. Ask her about
her mother’s garden, and the bounty it produced that got her family and many neighbors
through the Great Depression.

It won’t be long now before the first signs of  spring arrive--the silly daffodils that
always seem to bloom between snowstorms. Time for me to spring ahead and not fall
back.

-© 2024 Wayne M. Bosman is a retired auto mechanic living in Cape Carteret, NC. His
email is wbosman1@gmail.com.

Life on My Farm - Breezy Manor
by Donna Jo Copeland, farmeressSteadfast in Changing Times

I'm writing about spring with ice and snow still on the
ground--giving way to mid-winter thaw. Hard to guess
what this illusive spring will bring but March in Indiana
is a crap shoot. This farmeress is longing for a cool moist
calm weather window but my 75-year-old bones yearn
for 70 degrees and sun filled days.

Mom never took the flannel sheets off  the beds and
put away our long johns until at least mid-April. I can
remember tugging up long underwear beneath my Easter
dress several times.

January went by far too fast. With the very bitter
temperatures I spent too much energy keeping body and
spirit together, water thawed, firewood carried, barn
tightening against strong winds. Had planned to weave on the two looms in the kitchen
but I needed to close off  all but two rooms due to the cold. And I can't get my hands
to work at weaving when it's 48 degrees. Even changed to making Dutch oven salt
rising bread as yeast won't raise when it's that cold.

I pursued other fiber activities. knitting, spinning, rug hooking, dyed some locks on
the woodstove. Slept most nights in my chair. Us old gals are tough.

Sitting here in my old Windsor chair surrounded by spinning wheels, I look up at
cob webs on the ceiling. They will stay 12 feet up until spring cleaning. Mom taught me
that spider webs would stop blood flow if  needed, just in case.

The deep snow did allow some cleaning. Snow is the best way to clean wool rugs and
sweaters. A snow bath leaves them clean, soft and smelling fresh.

Early spring is always a good time to clean out, recycle, share things you no longer
need or use. Many of  my fiber friends have been hard at it. I'm more of  a reorganizer,
most farmeresses are. What if  I need that very thing in 5 years? I can't just toss old
clothes. Buttons, zippers are saved for one day. The cloth is cut up to weave rag rugs.
One mess feeds another.

Needing to weed out my old spices, I just couldn't throw them out. So made some
dyepots with oregano, rosemary and turmeric. I will dye with most anything.

The internet/technology and I are still feuding. The new phone is a beast. But I
have found some homesteading and sheep groups out there. It's neat that some young
people are wanting to embrace a simple agrarian life. In the nick of  time, I had almost
given up hope.

I heard someone say the other day that one of  the reasons a woman's childbearing
time was limited was so she could become a grandmother and impart her wisdom. I
know I certainly learned a great deal from my grands, they had the time and the want
to teach. I wasn't done learning when they all passed.

Sadly, my grandkids don't seem to want my knowledge or family history. They had
better get their stuff  together soon. Before I'm gone. I'm the elder in the family, the
keeper of  history and secrets. And I know some neat stuff!

In my realm I treasure old ways, knowledge, tools, furniture. And calm, quiet. Listening
to sounds now I realize they are just sounds--complaining, selling, influencing.
Constantly. I'm thankful we didn't have a TV until I was in the 5th grade and it wasn't
turned on often.

I heard the voices of  parents, aunts, uncles, cousins, grands, nature and farm animals.
I heard the stillness of  sunrise and the night music.

It saddens me to think of  what sounds kids listen to now.
In my loom house, no electricity, sitting in the middle of  the sheep pasture, I work

with the sounds of  sheep, birds, rhythm of  loom and spinning wheel. Peace and
contentment, touched by my ancestors. Good work, hard work.

With the new season, new adventures and promises, let's try to take a step back.
Listen to the little sounds, be at peace, love. Plant a garden, maybe a rose bush.

No recipe this time, but garden tips instead.

-© 2024 - Donna Jo Copeland writes from her farm, Breezy Manor, Mooresville, Indiana
where she tends her flock and creates art from the wool. Being the 14th generation of  farm

owner/operator, Donna Jo brings alive the struggles of  farm life.

Springing Ahead Without Falling Back

Farm Animals and Meadow Muffins
by Nancy J. Nash

Farm animals bridge the gap between the wild
creatures of  forest and field (like deer and foxes)
and the well-loved pets (like dogs and cats) that share
our homes and backyards. Growing up in a semi-
rural neighborhood, I had quite a few encounters
with farm animals.

When I was about five or six, my father acquired
fertilized eggs for hatching, and something called
an incubator, with lights to keep them warm. I was
fascinated. Lo-and-behold, one day tiny chicks began to crack open their eggs and
step out, damp and gangly. A few weeks later, they walked around the yard, pecking at
insects and running away if  we frightened them. My mother taught me how to approach
them slowly and hold them gently (an important lesson).

Dad built a chicken coop for the swiftly growing brood. It stood at the edge of  the
pasture bordering our backyard, and we children carried pails of  water when we went
to feed and water them. We took our time, watching any chickens outside the coop
scratch the dirt for grubs and larger insects. We called their names, inspiring them to
look up at us with mild curiosity before continuing their quest for food. When they
were inside the coop, my brother often used them as an audience while he rehearsed a
talk for school. They were never critical of  his presentation. Today, when I mention
the early unwavering support he received, he laughs. However, considering that he has
long been a superb public speaker, I can’t help wondering if  their calm presence had
something to do with the ease with which he delivers a lecture!

My father’s other venture in raising farm animals was renting the pasture to local
dairy farmers as a place for heifers to graze during summer months. He maintained
the barbed wire fence and kept an eye on things. It was my mother, though, who had
a special rapport with these creatures. If  they were nearby when she walked along the
fence line, they came running. They just seemed to sense that she had a soft spot in her
heart for them. Little did they know that she often counted them from the kitchen
window to make sure they all were in the pasture. She even noticed features of  their
looks or personalities and named some of  them. When one of  the cows gave birth, of
course we admired the wobbly little one and cheered its arrival in the world.

Once, though, a farmer came with a truck to take a few cows back home. One heifer
ran away from him, evidently overcome with nervousness and fear. She ran to a woodpile
and somehow managed to leap astride it, much to the surprise of  us onlookers. The
woodpile was perhaps four or five feet high - but not for very long. The logs tumbled
down, and so did she before gallop away. She remained in the pasture until the next
day, when the farmer returned with a favorite food to coax her onto his truck. It
worked. The treat distracted her from whatever misgivings she had about that vehicle.

Dad longed for a tractor and eventually acquired one. Among other tasks, after the
cows had returned home at the end of  the summer, he used it to collect clusters of
manure deposited across the landscape.  He would take a dung fork and walk alongside
a low wooden wagon hitched to the tractor as I drove it slowly through the empty
pasture. Every so often, he would tell me to stop until he had loaded a supply of  what
we called “meadow muffins” onto the cart. Months later, our garden vegetables would
benefit from this organic fertilizer.

Before there were tractors, there were horses. Our neighbors had one, though they
no longer used it to plow the fields. One day, when I was a young schoolgirl, Dad
borrowed the horse to till a few rows of  a garden plot. He hitched it to an old-fashioned
cart and off  we went down the road. At home, I got to ride the horse a moment or two
while Dad walked alongside and kept watch of  me. Then he hitched the horse to a
plow and guided it as the horse pulled it through the soft, dark soil. I got to watch a
peaceful scene unfold as the small plot was prepared for planting. A few years later, I
took to walking down the road and visiting the horse as it stood by the fence in its
pasture home. It was a place to daydream and enjoy the company of  a gentle farm
animal.

-© 2025 Nancy J. Nash who is the author of  Mama’s Books: An Oregon Trail Story. and
Little Rooster’s Christmas Eve, each available on amazon.com. She has a B.A. in English

composition from Mount Holyoke College and an M.F.A. in Writing for Children from
Simmons College. She can be reached at nancynash341@gmail.com

Building Harmony by Jeff  Cappis

Shopping and Other Adventures
Okay guys. Listen up. If  you are the master of

shopping at your local hardware store, I’m with
you. We know where everything is, we know how
much it should cost and the brands we like. We’re
ready and organized for the self-checkout. We have
a route through the store. In and out quick with a
military precision and - done. Total efficiency. Yeah,
you’re good. Like your worthiness to be in this
world depends on it.

Now, go shopping with your wife.
I went into town with my wife to go grocery

shopping and soon realized I have to start learning
how to shop all over again. She does a lot of  the same things I do. She keeps lists, she
knows where everything is, she knows how much it should cost and the brands she
likes. But she has done a lot more research so I’m learning to pay strict attention. I’m
on her turf.

Grocery stores are a lot more chaotic. It’s a dog-eat-dog parking lot; the shopping
carts require change and everybody rushes around.

Inevitably she pulls out a list and sends me on missions around the store to find
things. There’s a lot of  stuff  in a grocery store. If  I go off  without knowing the
particular brand/ size/ expiry date/ package dimensions/ grade/ and sales status, I’ll
have to walk back across the store to get the right one. Do you have any idea how
many kinds of  beans there are? Sometimes I have to cross the store two or three
times. Note: A smart woman knows not to send her husband for hair color.

I run across other husbands wandering the aisles looking for stuff  too. We’re lost
and we nervously joke with each other about the exercise we’re getting. One guy said
he’d rather be mowing the lawn or shingling the roof. Another said he’d rather be
playing 36 holes of  golf. Easier.

Another rule is that the chances of  her being where you think she is going to be
depends on how awkward the stuff  is that you are carrying. I once had a couple big
jugs of  cold milk, canned goods, potato chips and juggled them across the store only
to find she wasn’t there. Stressful.

Apparently standing in the middle of  the store shouting her name is frowned upon
by everyone. Especially my wife. The staff  wouldn’t let me use the intercom so my
next idea was to start doing concentric circles around the store perimeter. After 3 trips
around the store I went up and down the isles I thought she’d be at.

I finally found her in a totally different part of  the store looking at pots and pans.
(Oh ya, turns out we often go off  our shopping list for other things too). By then I’d
lost most of  the potato chips, half  the canned goods and my hands were frost bitten
from the milk jugs.

She put down the pan she was inspecting and said, “Where have you been? I’ve been
looking for you everywhere.” My left hand went numb from the cold milk jug and I
dropped it on my foot. Now I felt not only slow but clumsy too. Clean up on isle 36.

Aside from the getting of  goods, there is also a certain etiquette to shopping. You
don’t pretend the shopping cart is a motorcycle and make engine noises while revving
the handle. Skidding the cart sideways around corners is dangerous and riding the
front like a hood ornament is just annoying. Also, one should abstain from trying to
juggle items like canned goods or eggs. Clean up on isle 21.

If  I break any of  these rules and I’ll get a stern look from my wife followed by a long
silence. I think that means she’s mad at me, but I’m not sure. She won’t say.

The checkout is the next adventure. There is a long boring calm as you wait in line.
Here you get to read magazine covers as you pass the gum and impulse merchandise.
But when you get to the front of  the line the cart must be immediately unloaded in a
timely and orderly fashion. The person at the till is faster than you are so don’t doddle
or the people behind you will start making noises.

At our store I have to bag our own groceries. It is important to know that eggs and
bread don’t go on the bottom (If  you do that some people will rudely call you stupid)
and heavy stuff  goes in the bag first. Cleaning supplies don’t go with the fruit. *Note:
Toothpaste, soap and shampoo are not considered cleaning supplies.

Now it’s time to make a clean get away. Out the door, get the dollar back from the
shopping cart, load the groceries in the trunk, cart goes back to the store and get out
of  the parking lot as fast as possible without running down any other elderly people.
The police will pull you over if  you have one stuck in your grill.

All in all, I have to say the experience is survivable but prepare to have your ego (and
possibly your marriage) damaged. Whenever possible, stick to shopping at the hardware
store. They understand us there.

-© Jeff  Cappis 2025 jcappis@telus.net
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by Barbara Kalkis
We’ve All Got Per-son-al-i-ty!

It was during a long drive that I heard an old song called, “Personality” by Lloyd
Price. The catchy tune caught me, but it was the lyrics that held me. Like most
contemporary songs, it repeated the same lines again and again, making it easy for me
to sing along to it. Unlike contemporary songs it was completely upbeat. No sarcasm,
cynicism, sadness, or groveling. No, this is a song about a man rhapsodizing about his
love because of  one quality, her personality.

What captivated me is that the singer never describes her physical appearance.
Listeners never learn the color of  her hair or eyes, how she dresses or how seductive
she is. It is a love song purely about her character. Her “personality” is in the way she
walks, talks, smiles, charms (when was the last time you heard that word?) and loves.
And – bonus! – she’s got “a great big heart!”

Besides memorizing the words as I screeched along, the lyrics made me think about
the concept of  personality. Over the past two years, I’ve traveled to many different
cities and states. In each trip the cities were vastly different in unexpected ways. They
were all in the United States but each city had its own cuisine, landscape, style and
culture. Viewed together, they exuded vastly different personalities.

Pittsburgh has an industrial vibe that captures its steel-making history, along with
vast numbers of  bridges mapping its geographical location on three rivers. In Boston,
buildings flaunt a colonial architectural element. The street names, landmarks and
historical sites are constant reminders and tributes to its revolutionary spirit.

Tucson snuggles into its Sonoran Desert home with exotic cactus landscaping,
Puebloan architecture and a color palette of  browns, oranges, golds and reds that
drench its searing sunrises and fiery sunsets. Across the state line, Palm Springs vibrates
with a fresh, energetic spirit through multitudes of  namesake palms. Its architectural
style somehow captures both the stark lines of  mid-20th century modernism and the
casual-cool personality of  southern California at play.

These were all pleasant travel reflections that I could have put aside, except that I
couldn’t get that song out of  my mind! I kept humming it at odd moments and was
doing so when I gathered the mail one day. The mail carrier had dropped several issues
of  The Country Register in my mailbox. As I drifted through the pages of  one issue
after another, the advertisements caught my eye. For some reason I realized that I was
looking at the personalities of  the shop owners in their ads.

Almost without thinking I started to study the shop names. It seemed they fell into
personality types. Birds are popular sources for names: like The Blue Crow, The Bird
Nest, Red Cardinal Quilting. Some choose animals, like Red Fox Yarns. Barn Door
Quilts and Prairie Point Junction exalt rural life. Others tell exactly what they do, like
Loving Stitches, Compass Star Quilts, Cactus Quilting, The Sewing Room, Calico
House, Nuts and Bolts Fabric, The Copper Needle. (Names were chosen spontaneously
while writing this article).

I learned several things by getting attached to “Personality.” First, six years of  voice
lessons was not one of  my better investments. Second, we can groom, change and
refine our personality – just like cities. Third, we all have a personality style. Some folks
know theirs all their lives. Others reveal it purposely or accidentally, as in choosing a
business name. Some of  us must think deeply about it. But it’s worth the time because
personality is like a secret ingredient to a gourmet dish. It flavors life in the most
charming ways!

-©Barbara Kalkis, 2025. Barbara writes, teaches and consults under the business name
Maestro Marketing & Public Relations. It was chosen as she watched the maestro conduct an

entire orchestra in perfect unison.

Frosty the Snowman has gone away,
But we are assured he will be back one day.
So, we grit our teeth in the January freezes
With colds and coughs and flu and sneezes.

February arrives with Punxsutawney Phil
Who slumbers through winter but knows the drill.
He’ll be poked and prodded by a man with a stick,
And Phil will pronounce a forecast that is wrong but quick.

The Lion and the Lamb vie to enter first in March,
Forgetting that Mother Nature has a secret heart
That make days frigid, warm, sunny or drizzly,
Leaving us sad, happy, morose or giggly.

Spring is unpredictable but so alluring,
Enough to make winter worth enduring.
So, say goodbye to winter’s brazen chills,
It’s time to laugh with the crocus, tulips and daffodils.

©Barbara Kalkis, 2025

Say Goodbye

Cleaning My Ears: The Hearing
Method That Changed My Life

My father passed away this past year, marking a
new chapter: both parents are now ancestors,
whispering their wisdoms through the ethers instead
of  the phone line. I still feel them though, guiding
me along my own yellow brick road with their hands
gently on my shoulder.

If  you are in this category too you know that the
first holiday season is like no other. It is emptier.
There is a deep wanting filling your space. It is just
not the same as it was.

Amidst my sadness, I’m thankful that I received
full peace on my father’s life while he was still alive.
There are no lingering regrets or mysteries to solve.

It wasn’t always like that though. It took me most
of  my life to figure out my dad. He was a farmer and rancher, therefore worked from
sun-up to sun-down. Because of  his hard work ethic our primary conversations were
at supper time. And those conversations were pretty lame, like “How was school?”
“What gas mileage are you getting?” or “Let’s play a game of  cards.”

I wanted to have rich conversations with him like I did with my mother. We could
talk for hours and we were a lot alike. She was a writer, and I am now a writer. She was
a photographer, and I am now a photographer. She found joy and curiosity all around
her. For example, my mother brought me into her world of  noticing wild baby’s breath
growing in the prairie ditches, or watching the tiniest of  spiders weaving their home in
the corner window. Most impressive, she could notice a hurting heart from friends
and strangers alike, then did her best to share compassion and peace to brighten their
spirit.

Naturally, when my mother died 21 years ago, I wanted to communicate with my
dad just like I did with mom. I just could not figure out how to communicate with him
though.

A few years ago, it dawned on me. He had been communicating this whole time –
but I wasn’t listening. You see, he did not communicate like my mother. He spoke in
his own way: not through his words – he communicated through his actions.

I started watching his actions instead of  his words, and a whole new relationship
opened up. I listened as he loved unconditionally. I watched as he forgave those who
hurt him. I saw how he let the little things go – all of  them. Yes, he shook his head at
some of  us sometimes, but he never said a word in judgment. He knew it was our life’s
choices, and instead likely said a quiet little prayer. Above all of  this, I watched as he
gave thanks to God and Jesus throughout his life.

I rewound time even further to look back on his life with these new ears of  mine.
Despite working farmer and rancher hours, he ended early some days when it came to
service work. He was an elder of  his church, serving a vital role in the spiritual health
of  the community. He volunteered in many non-profit organizations and local services,
such as being a volunteer fire fighter. My dad would always help others when it was the
right thing to do and he had the means to do it.

Now that he is gone, I heard his wisdom loud and clear:  every day God is expressing
itself  through our hands and heart.

We have no choice but to reflect on our own lives:  how are our actions imprinting
our legacy?

How about we simply give gratitude for what we’re already expressing through our
hands and heart. Also, who do we have a hard time hearing today in our life? Let’s take
these expanded ears to them and I bet we will hear clear as a bell.

-© Kathy J. Stotak Need another lift? Check out 60+ other stories at https://
2minutelift.com/

by Kathy J. Stotak
Reflections on the Passing of my Father

Free Pattern
For more fun and creative inspiration visit:

  www.JacquelynneSteves.com

Free Embroidery Pattern – May not be sold or used for commercial purposes. Use this pattern
for embroidery, wool applique, punch needle or rug hooking, painted projects or whatever your
imagination can dream up! Reduce or enlarge pattern as desired.

Breezy Manor Recipe for Gardening

*Submitted by Donna Jo Copeland, Farmeress at Breezy Manor Farm. (Original recipe from
the 1889 Sundance Gazette in Wyoming.)
See her article in this edition for what’s happening on her farm.

Donna Jo’s Garden Tips
• Take plastic feed sacks (pet or livestock), fill with barn leavings, punch a few
holes in the bottom. Plant potatoes, easy and easy to harvest. I have grown
tomatoes this way too, tieing the bags to the fence.
• In sturdy cardboard boxes, fill with barn leavings, plant beans. Easy care
• And if  you don't have access to barn cleanings, come down, bring your bags,
take all you want!

by Wayne M. Bosman
I have not been able to write much lately. Life does that sometimes. The holidays

grab my attention, and then after the New Year begins, I get to breathe out again. I
figure out where I am and what I might have to say.

This year, life has added even more complications. Shortly after New Year’s, my 40-
year-old daughter went into the hospital for more chemotherapy, a last-ditch attempt
against the cancer she had battled for the last year and a half. The latest obstacle was a
bout of  pneumonia that had to be treated before any other treatment could take place.
It was the beginning of  a downward spiral that ended a week ago.

As difficult as all of  this has been, I know that I am not the first or only one to deal
with a loved one’s premature death. My wife, Kerri, and I have been watching my
daughter’s fitful decline since she received the official diagnosis. We moved to our
current home to be able to take care of  things for her and her husband and their
children¬--doing all of  the little things that still needed to occur. Being available to
pick up her children from school, shopping and preparing meals suitable for her family
provided her with some relief  knowing that they still were getting what they needed
when she could no longer do the things that she loved to do as a wife and mother. As
the cancer progressed and she was anchored more and more to the house, she was
always happy to get the little messages that we had picked up her son on time and what
we were cooking for supper.

Now that momentum, which had become the central focus of  our lives, has come
to a halt. Life is demanding a new momentum. Life always does. We are all still grieving
and will be for a long time, but children need meals. The Marine Corps has gone above
and beyond in providing leave for her husband, but ultimately, he will go back to his
full-time duties. Kerri and I will settle into the new momentum life demand of  us.

That brings me to the theme of  this article. While we are still mired in the middle of
winter with remnants of  last week’s snow on the ground, it is clear that it will not
always be that way. As the snow melts and we look out the back window at the garden
space, our thoughts are already turning toward the next stage. Last year’s garden was
one of  our most productive ever, and we are starting to dream of  an even better one
this year. Seed catalogs are arriving. Plans for starting seedlings indoors are pushing
their way to the forefront of  our minds.

Of  course, some of  this is what you might call a defense mechanism. Focus on
growth and new life, so the sorrows from what is lost forever don’t drag us under.
Naturally. There is too much about the end of  life that we can’t comprehend. To me,
the greatest act of  faith is to continue to live--to plant seeds that I may or may not ever
get to harvest. My mother is 104 years old now. If  you ever want to get her talking, ask
about her garden and all of  the gardens she has tended over the years. Ask her about
her mother’s garden, and the bounty it produced that got her family and many neighbors
through the Great Depression.

It won’t be long now before the first signs of  spring arrive--the silly daffodils that
always seem to bloom between snowstorms. Time for me to spring ahead and not fall
back.

-© 2024 Wayne M. Bosman is a retired auto mechanic living in Cape Carteret, NC. His
email is wbosman1@gmail.com.

Life on My Farm - Breezy Manor
by Donna Jo Copeland, farmeressSteadfast in Changing Times

I'm writing about spring with ice and snow still on the
ground--giving way to mid-winter thaw. Hard to guess
what this illusive spring will bring but March in Indiana
is a crap shoot. This farmeress is longing for a cool moist
calm weather window but my 75-year-old bones yearn
for 70 degrees and sun filled days.

Mom never took the flannel sheets off  the beds and
put away our long johns until at least mid-April. I can
remember tugging up long underwear beneath my Easter
dress several times.

January went by far too fast. With the very bitter
temperatures I spent too much energy keeping body and
spirit together, water thawed, firewood carried, barn
tightening against strong winds. Had planned to weave on the two looms in the kitchen
but I needed to close off  all but two rooms due to the cold. And I can't get my hands
to work at weaving when it's 48 degrees. Even changed to making Dutch oven salt
rising bread as yeast won't raise when it's that cold.

I pursued other fiber activities. knitting, spinning, rug hooking, dyed some locks on
the woodstove. Slept most nights in my chair. Us old gals are tough.

Sitting here in my old Windsor chair surrounded by spinning wheels, I look up at
cob webs on the ceiling. They will stay 12 feet up until spring cleaning. Mom taught me
that spider webs would stop blood flow if  needed, just in case.

The deep snow did allow some cleaning. Snow is the best way to clean wool rugs and
sweaters. A snow bath leaves them clean, soft and smelling fresh.

Early spring is always a good time to clean out, recycle, share things you no longer
need or use. Many of  my fiber friends have been hard at it. I'm more of  a reorganizer,
most farmeresses are. What if  I need that very thing in 5 years? I can't just toss old
clothes. Buttons, zippers are saved for one day. The cloth is cut up to weave rag rugs.
One mess feeds another.

Needing to weed out my old spices, I just couldn't throw them out. So made some
dyepots with oregano, rosemary and turmeric. I will dye with most anything.

The internet/technology and I are still feuding. The new phone is a beast. But I
have found some homesteading and sheep groups out there. It's neat that some young
people are wanting to embrace a simple agrarian life. In the nick of  time, I had almost
given up hope.

I heard someone say the other day that one of  the reasons a woman's childbearing
time was limited was so she could become a grandmother and impart her wisdom. I
know I certainly learned a great deal from my grands, they had the time and the want
to teach. I wasn't done learning when they all passed.

Sadly, my grandkids don't seem to want my knowledge or family history. They had
better get their stuff  together soon. Before I'm gone. I'm the elder in the family, the
keeper of  history and secrets. And I know some neat stuff!

In my realm I treasure old ways, knowledge, tools, furniture. And calm, quiet. Listening
to sounds now I realize they are just sounds--complaining, selling, influencing.
Constantly. I'm thankful we didn't have a TV until I was in the 5th grade and it wasn't
turned on often.

I heard the voices of  parents, aunts, uncles, cousins, grands, nature and farm animals.
I heard the stillness of  sunrise and the night music.

It saddens me to think of  what sounds kids listen to now.
In my loom house, no electricity, sitting in the middle of  the sheep pasture, I work

with the sounds of  sheep, birds, rhythm of  loom and spinning wheel. Peace and
contentment, touched by my ancestors. Good work, hard work.

With the new season, new adventures and promises, let's try to take a step back.
Listen to the little sounds, be at peace, love. Plant a garden, maybe a rose bush.

No recipe this time, but garden tips instead.

-© 2024 - Donna Jo Copeland writes from her farm, Breezy Manor, Mooresville, Indiana
where she tends her flock and creates art from the wool. Being the 14th generation of  farm

owner/operator, Donna Jo brings alive the struggles of  farm life.

Springing Ahead Without Falling Back
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Englewood, Port Charlotte, Rotonda West

232 N. Indiana Ave.  •  232 N. Indiana Ave.  •  Englewood, FLEnglewood, FL

• Large Selection of Fabric,
Notions & Patterns

• Professional Quilt Finishing
• Cross-Stitch & Embroidery Kits

• Sullivans Floss
• Amish Quilts

• Handmade Gifts

Your only localYour only local
One-Stop Quilt One-Stop Quilt 
and and Fabric ShopFabric Shop

in SW Floridain SW Florida

Visit usVisit us during the during the
All FloridaAll Florida
Shop HopShop Hop

March 1 - March 1 - April 30April 30

Tues-Fri: 10 - 6   Sat: 10 - 3
941-681-2313

www.cedarvalleycrafts.biz
cedarvalleycraftsFL@gmail.com

Searsport Rug Hooking
Classes, Events & Supplies for Rug Hooking, Applique and Penny Rug work

31 Chailett Road • Suites 1 & 2 & 3
Rotonda West, FL • 941-828-1799

Tuesday-Friday 10am–5pm
www.searsportrughooking.com

•1000’s of Yards of Wool
• Crane Designs & Karen Yaffee 
           Design all newest designs in stock 
•100’s of Kits for Applique & Stitchers
•Flannels that look like Wool!

•Largest Rug Hooking, 
       Applique & Punching 
       Supplies in Southern USA!
•Largest Supply of Valdani 
       Threads in FL!

Watch Facebook
for updates!

Searsport Rug Hooking is MOVING!
The Florida location will close May 3!!
 We’ll be opening in Irmo, SC (near Columbia)

late summer or early fall.

WEBSITE is
ALWAYS 
OPEN!!
You can 

shop our website 
anytime!

• Large selection of sewing accessories, notions, quilting 
and garment fabric. Over 2000 bolts of fabric in stock.

• Certi� ed service center, with experienced technicians 
who work on all makes & models. 

• O� ering extensive guide classes, along with creative 
project classes.  

• Large variety of classes, taught by outstanding education 
specialists, that are designed to be informative, fun and easy! 

• We share tips that will increase your sewing success, along with 
helpful hints and suggestions to spark your creativity!

Fabric by Moda, Hoffman, Benartex, Timeless Treasures,
Andover, Island Batik, South Sea Imports & More

Sewing Notions & Clubs
Classes: Sewing, Quilting, Machines, Specialty, Software, 

Garment Construction and others 
Sewing Machine Repairs by 

Service Appointments 

Th��� y�� f�� �� �n� u� T�� Bes� 
S���n� S�u�i� �� Ch���ot �� C��n��!

Charlotte Sewing Studio is proud to be a 
Singer, Pfaff, BERNINA and Husqvarna Viking 

dealer offering machine sales & service.

1109 Tamiami Trail
Port Charlotte, Florida 33953

941.235.3555 • www.CharlotteSewingStudio.com
Hours: Mon-Fri 9:30am to 5pm & Sat 9:30am to 3pm

Now  
o� ering  Longarm  Quilting 

Services

by Barbara Kalkis
We’ve All Got Per-son-al-i-ty!

It was during a long drive that I heard an old song called, “Personality” by Lloyd
Price. The catchy tune caught me, but it was the lyrics that held me. Like most
contemporary songs, it repeated the same lines again and again, making it easy for me
to sing along to it. Unlike contemporary songs it was completely upbeat. No sarcasm,
cynicism, sadness, or groveling. No, this is a song about a man rhapsodizing about his
love because of  one quality, her personality.

What captivated me is that the singer never describes her physical appearance.
Listeners never learn the color of  her hair or eyes, how she dresses or how seductive
she is. It is a love song purely about her character. Her “personality” is in the way she
walks, talks, smiles, charms (when was the last time you heard that word?) and loves.
And – bonus! – she’s got “a great big heart!”

Besides memorizing the words as I screeched along, the lyrics made me think about
the concept of  personality. Over the past two years, I’ve traveled to many different
cities and states. In each trip the cities were vastly different in unexpected ways. They
were all in the United States but each city had its own cuisine, landscape, style and
culture. Viewed together, they exuded vastly different personalities.

Pittsburgh has an industrial vibe that captures its steel-making history, along with
vast numbers of  bridges mapping its geographical location on three rivers. In Boston,
buildings flaunt a colonial architectural element. The street names, landmarks and
historical sites are constant reminders and tributes to its revolutionary spirit.

Tucson snuggles into its Sonoran Desert home with exotic cactus landscaping,
Puebloan architecture and a color palette of  browns, oranges, golds and reds that
drench its searing sunrises and fiery sunsets. Across the state line, Palm Springs vibrates
with a fresh, energetic spirit through multitudes of  namesake palms. Its architectural
style somehow captures both the stark lines of  mid-20th century modernism and the
casual-cool personality of  southern California at play.

These were all pleasant travel reflections that I could have put aside, except that I
couldn’t get that song out of  my mind! I kept humming it at odd moments and was
doing so when I gathered the mail one day. The mail carrier had dropped several issues
of  The Country Register in my mailbox. As I drifted through the pages of  one issue
after another, the advertisements caught my eye. For some reason I realized that I was
looking at the personalities of  the shop owners in their ads.

Almost without thinking I started to study the shop names. It seemed they fell into
personality types. Birds are popular sources for names: like The Blue Crow, The Bird
Nest, Red Cardinal Quilting. Some choose animals, like Red Fox Yarns. Barn Door
Quilts and Prairie Point Junction exalt rural life. Others tell exactly what they do, like
Loving Stitches, Compass Star Quilts, Cactus Quilting, The Sewing Room, Calico
House, Nuts and Bolts Fabric, The Copper Needle. (Names were chosen spontaneously
while writing this article).

I learned several things by getting attached to “Personality.” First, six years of  voice
lessons was not one of  my better investments. Second, we can groom, change and
refine our personality – just like cities. Third, we all have a personality style. Some folks
know theirs all their lives. Others reveal it purposely or accidentally, as in choosing a
business name. Some of  us must think deeply about it. But it’s worth the time because
personality is like a secret ingredient to a gourmet dish. It flavors life in the most
charming ways!

-©Barbara Kalkis, 2025. Barbara writes, teaches and consults under the business name
Maestro Marketing & Public Relations. It was chosen as she watched the maestro conduct an

entire orchestra in perfect unison.

Frosty the Snowman has gone away,
But we are assured he will be back one day.
So, we grit our teeth in the January freezes
With colds and coughs and flu and sneezes.

February arrives with Punxsutawney Phil
Who slumbers through winter but knows the drill.
He’ll be poked and prodded by a man with a stick,
And Phil will pronounce a forecast that is wrong but quick.

The Lion and the Lamb vie to enter first in March,
Forgetting that Mother Nature has a secret heart
That make days frigid, warm, sunny or drizzly,
Leaving us sad, happy, morose or giggly.

Spring is unpredictable but so alluring,
Enough to make winter worth enduring.
So, say goodbye to winter’s brazen chills,
It’s time to laugh with the crocus, tulips and daffodils.

©Barbara Kalkis, 2025

Say Goodbye

Cleaning My Ears: The Hearing
Method That Changed My Life

My father passed away this past year, marking a
new chapter: both parents are now ancestors,
whispering their wisdoms through the ethers instead
of  the phone line. I still feel them though, guiding
me along my own yellow brick road with their hands
gently on my shoulder.

If  you are in this category too you know that the
first holiday season is like no other. It is emptier.
There is a deep wanting filling your space. It is just
not the same as it was.

Amidst my sadness, I’m thankful that I received
full peace on my father’s life while he was still alive.
There are no lingering regrets or mysteries to solve.

It wasn’t always like that though. It took me most
of  my life to figure out my dad. He was a farmer and rancher, therefore worked from
sun-up to sun-down. Because of  his hard work ethic our primary conversations were
at supper time. And those conversations were pretty lame, like “How was school?”
“What gas mileage are you getting?” or “Let’s play a game of  cards.”

I wanted to have rich conversations with him like I did with my mother. We could
talk for hours and we were a lot alike. She was a writer, and I am now a writer. She was
a photographer, and I am now a photographer. She found joy and curiosity all around
her. For example, my mother brought me into her world of  noticing wild baby’s breath
growing in the prairie ditches, or watching the tiniest of  spiders weaving their home in
the corner window. Most impressive, she could notice a hurting heart from friends
and strangers alike, then did her best to share compassion and peace to brighten their
spirit.

Naturally, when my mother died 21 years ago, I wanted to communicate with my
dad just like I did with mom. I just could not figure out how to communicate with him
though.

A few years ago, it dawned on me. He had been communicating this whole time –
but I wasn’t listening. You see, he did not communicate like my mother. He spoke in
his own way: not through his words – he communicated through his actions.

I started watching his actions instead of  his words, and a whole new relationship
opened up. I listened as he loved unconditionally. I watched as he forgave those who
hurt him. I saw how he let the little things go – all of  them. Yes, he shook his head at
some of  us sometimes, but he never said a word in judgment. He knew it was our life’s
choices, and instead likely said a quiet little prayer. Above all of  this, I watched as he
gave thanks to God and Jesus throughout his life.

I rewound time even further to look back on his life with these new ears of  mine.
Despite working farmer and rancher hours, he ended early some days when it came to
service work. He was an elder of  his church, serving a vital role in the spiritual health
of  the community. He volunteered in many non-profit organizations and local services,
such as being a volunteer fire fighter. My dad would always help others when it was the
right thing to do and he had the means to do it.

Now that he is gone, I heard his wisdom loud and clear:  every day God is expressing
itself  through our hands and heart.

We have no choice but to reflect on our own lives:  how are our actions imprinting
our legacy?

How about we simply give gratitude for what we’re already expressing through our
hands and heart. Also, who do we have a hard time hearing today in our life? Let’s take
these expanded ears to them and I bet we will hear clear as a bell.

-© Kathy J. Stotak Need another lift? Check out 60+ other stories at https://
2minutelift.com/

by Kathy J. Stotak
Reflections on the Passing of my Father

Free Pattern
For more fun and creative inspiration visit:

  www.JacquelynneSteves.com

Free Embroidery Pattern – May not be sold or used for commercial purposes. Use this pattern
for embroidery, wool applique, punch needle or rug hooking, painted projects or whatever your
imagination can dream up! Reduce or enlarge pattern as desired.

“It has taken me some time to 
realize that buying quilt supplies 
and actually using them are 2 
separate hobbies.”

Baked Bean Casserole
Courtesy of Hazel Thomas, From The Country 
Register of Michigan

* 1 pound ground chuck * 1 can kidney beans  * 1 teaspoon salt
* ½ pound bacon, cut up * ½ cup catsup  * 1 teaspoon mustard
* 1 cup chopped onion * ½ cup white sugar  * 2 teaspoons vinegar
* 1 cup chopped celery * ½ cup brown sugar 
* 1 can pork and beans (large)
* 1 can baby lima beans, drained

Directions:
Brown ground chuck, bacon, onion, and celery.  Drain o�  fat and set aside.  Mix pork and 
beans, lima beans and kidney beans together.  Add catsup, white sugar and brown sugar 
and mix. Mix salt, mustard and vinegar and add to above mixture.  Bake at 350 degrees for 
1 hour.  



Mar.-Apr., 2025Pg. 20 The Florida Register

Cape Coral, Labelle, Punta Gorda

SWFL only Private Re-
treat House. Relax, 
craft at your leisure 

with your closest 
friends.  

Crafting Space with twelve

tables/Chairs

Full Kitchen / Dining Room

3 bedrooms/2 bath sleeps 12

Swim Spa/Hot Tub: Bring 
suits and favorite beverages

Www.floridacraftretreat.com

Punta Gorda, FL 

Reservations: 

361-739-8875

Email: 
Jerry@floridacraftretreat.com

Certified Massage 
therapist available 

with advance 
notice.

Ponds/Canal—birds eye view

Lots of amenities: cutting 
table, cuttlebug, ribbon, 
paper and more

Owners Becky and Jerry 
Courtesy of Naples Scrappers

We’ve Moved - Come Visit Our New Location!
2366 Surfside Blvd. Unit C-107 • Cape Coral, FL  33991

239-337-5297  •  Mon, Tues, Wed, Fri 10-4   Thurs 10-8   Sat 10-3

Friends,
Fabric

and Fun!

We’re now your APQS Dealer!
Stop in to see these amazing machines. Become certifi ed

to rent one of our machines through our classes.
Quilt your own pieces or have us longarm for you!
We sell and service the APQS longarm machine.

We’re now your APQS Dealer!

Fabrics • Batting • Notions • Sew-cial events 
Classes (schedule on website) • www.kaysquiltshop.com

Farm Animals and Meadow Muffins
by Nancy J. Nash

Farm animals bridge the gap between the wild
creatures of  forest and field (like deer and foxes)
and the well-loved pets (like dogs and cats) that share
our homes and backyards. Growing up in a semi-
rural neighborhood, I had quite a few encounters
with farm animals.

When I was about five or six, my father acquired
fertilized eggs for hatching, and something called
an incubator, with lights to keep them warm. I was
fascinated. Lo-and-behold, one day tiny chicks began to crack open their eggs and
step out, damp and gangly. A few weeks later, they walked around the yard, pecking at
insects and running away if  we frightened them. My mother taught me how to approach
them slowly and hold them gently (an important lesson).

Dad built a chicken coop for the swiftly growing brood. It stood at the edge of  the
pasture bordering our backyard, and we children carried pails of  water when we went
to feed and water them. We took our time, watching any chickens outside the coop
scratch the dirt for grubs and larger insects. We called their names, inspiring them to
look up at us with mild curiosity before continuing their quest for food. When they
were inside the coop, my brother often used them as an audience while he rehearsed a
talk for school. They were never critical of  his presentation. Today, when I mention
the early unwavering support he received, he laughs. However, considering that he has
long been a superb public speaker, I can’t help wondering if  their calm presence had
something to do with the ease with which he delivers a lecture!

My father’s other venture in raising farm animals was renting the pasture to local
dairy farmers as a place for heifers to graze during summer months. He maintained
the barbed wire fence and kept an eye on things. It was my mother, though, who had
a special rapport with these creatures. If  they were nearby when she walked along the
fence line, they came running. They just seemed to sense that she had a soft spot in her
heart for them. Little did they know that she often counted them from the kitchen
window to make sure they all were in the pasture. She even noticed features of  their
looks or personalities and named some of  them. When one of  the cows gave birth, of
course we admired the wobbly little one and cheered its arrival in the world.

Once, though, a farmer came with a truck to take a few cows back home. One heifer
ran away from him, evidently overcome with nervousness and fear. She ran to a woodpile
and somehow managed to leap astride it, much to the surprise of  us onlookers. The
woodpile was perhaps four or five feet high - but not for very long. The logs tumbled
down, and so did she before gallop away. She remained in the pasture until the next
day, when the farmer returned with a favorite food to coax her onto his truck. It
worked. The treat distracted her from whatever misgivings she had about that vehicle.

Dad longed for a tractor and eventually acquired one. Among other tasks, after the
cows had returned home at the end of  the summer, he used it to collect clusters of
manure deposited across the landscape.  He would take a dung fork and walk alongside
a low wooden wagon hitched to the tractor as I drove it slowly through the empty
pasture. Every so often, he would tell me to stop until he had loaded a supply of  what
we called “meadow muffins” onto the cart. Months later, our garden vegetables would
benefit from this organic fertilizer.

Before there were tractors, there were horses. Our neighbors had one, though they
no longer used it to plow the fields. One day, when I was a young schoolgirl, Dad
borrowed the horse to till a few rows of  a garden plot. He hitched it to an old-fashioned
cart and off  we went down the road. At home, I got to ride the horse a moment or two
while Dad walked alongside and kept watch of  me. Then he hitched the horse to a
plow and guided it as the horse pulled it through the soft, dark soil. I got to watch a
peaceful scene unfold as the small plot was prepared for planting. A few years later, I
took to walking down the road and visiting the horse as it stood by the fence in its
pasture home. It was a place to daydream and enjoy the company of  a gentle farm
animal.

-© 2025 Nancy J. Nash who is the author of  Mama’s Books: An Oregon Trail Story. and
Little Rooster’s Christmas Eve, each available on amazon.com. She has a B.A. in English

composition from Mount Holyoke College and an M.F.A. in Writing for Children from
Simmons College. She can be reached at nancynash341@gmail.com

Building Harmony by Jeff  Cappis

Shopping and Other Adventures
Okay guys. Listen up. If  you are the master of

shopping at your local hardware store, I’m with
you. We know where everything is, we know how
much it should cost and the brands we like. We’re
ready and organized for the self-checkout. We have
a route through the store. In and out quick with a
military precision and - done. Total efficiency. Yeah,
you’re good. Like your worthiness to be in this
world depends on it.

Now, go shopping with your wife.
I went into town with my wife to go grocery

shopping and soon realized I have to start learning
how to shop all over again. She does a lot of  the same things I do. She keeps lists, she
knows where everything is, she knows how much it should cost and the brands she
likes. But she has done a lot more research so I’m learning to pay strict attention. I’m
on her turf.

Grocery stores are a lot more chaotic. It’s a dog-eat-dog parking lot; the shopping
carts require change and everybody rushes around.

Inevitably she pulls out a list and sends me on missions around the store to find
things. There’s a lot of  stuff  in a grocery store. If  I go off  without knowing the
particular brand/ size/ expiry date/ package dimensions/ grade/ and sales status, I’ll
have to walk back across the store to get the right one. Do you have any idea how
many kinds of  beans there are? Sometimes I have to cross the store two or three
times. Note: A smart woman knows not to send her husband for hair color.

I run across other husbands wandering the aisles looking for stuff  too. We’re lost
and we nervously joke with each other about the exercise we’re getting. One guy said
he’d rather be mowing the lawn or shingling the roof. Another said he’d rather be
playing 36 holes of  golf. Easier.

Another rule is that the chances of  her being where you think she is going to be
depends on how awkward the stuff  is that you are carrying. I once had a couple big
jugs of  cold milk, canned goods, potato chips and juggled them across the store only
to find she wasn’t there. Stressful.

Apparently standing in the middle of  the store shouting her name is frowned upon
by everyone. Especially my wife. The staff  wouldn’t let me use the intercom so my
next idea was to start doing concentric circles around the store perimeter. After 3 trips
around the store I went up and down the isles I thought she’d be at.

I finally found her in a totally different part of  the store looking at pots and pans.
(Oh ya, turns out we often go off  our shopping list for other things too). By then I’d
lost most of  the potato chips, half  the canned goods and my hands were frost bitten
from the milk jugs.

She put down the pan she was inspecting and said, “Where have you been? I’ve been
looking for you everywhere.” My left hand went numb from the cold milk jug and I
dropped it on my foot. Now I felt not only slow but clumsy too. Clean up on isle 36.

Aside from the getting of  goods, there is also a certain etiquette to shopping. You
don’t pretend the shopping cart is a motorcycle and make engine noises while revving
the handle. Skidding the cart sideways around corners is dangerous and riding the
front like a hood ornament is just annoying. Also, one should abstain from trying to
juggle items like canned goods or eggs. Clean up on isle 21.

If  I break any of  these rules and I’ll get a stern look from my wife followed by a long
silence. I think that means she’s mad at me, but I’m not sure. She won’t say.

The checkout is the next adventure. There is a long boring calm as you wait in line.
Here you get to read magazine covers as you pass the gum and impulse merchandise.
But when you get to the front of  the line the cart must be immediately unloaded in a
timely and orderly fashion. The person at the till is faster than you are so don’t doddle
or the people behind you will start making noises.

At our store I have to bag our own groceries. It is important to know that eggs and
bread don’t go on the bottom (If  you do that some people will rudely call you stupid)
and heavy stuff  goes in the bag first. Cleaning supplies don’t go with the fruit. *Note:
Toothpaste, soap and shampoo are not considered cleaning supplies.

Now it’s time to make a clean get away. Out the door, get the dollar back from the
shopping cart, load the groceries in the trunk, cart goes back to the store and get out
of  the parking lot as fast as possible without running down any other elderly people.
The police will pull you over if  you have one stuck in your grill.

All in all, I have to say the experience is survivable but prepare to have your ego (and
possibly your marriage) damaged. Whenever possible, stick to shopping at the hardware
store. They understand us there.

-© Jeff  Cappis 2025 jcappis@telus.net

Life in Skunk Hollow by  Julie A. Druck

I came across a story about a man who purchased a
piece of  property to build a home alongside a large lake.
The location was heavily wooded, so he had the majority
of  the trees bulldozed and the land cleared, leaving only
a few choice specimens. Not long after that, a soaking
rain that lasted for days, poured over and saturated the
site. Following the rain came heavy winds, and many of
the choice trees that the man had left standing, fell over.
He had not realized that the roots of  those trees were intricately intertwined with the
trees he had bulldozed. Their root systems had been compromised by the massive
upheaval of  the ground. Without the strength of  their fellow trees, the choice ones
were destroyed as well.

Upon reading the conclusion of  that story, my mind jumped to a scene I had viewed
a few days prior. I had been watching the funeral of  President Jimmy Carter which
took place on a frigid cold January day. As the color guard was waiting outside the
National Cathedral until it was time to move the casket into the church, there were
several military men standing near the hearse with flags. One man held the Flag of  the
President. I should probably say that he held ON to the flag. In the intense cold and
wind, it was taking every ounce of  his strength and power to not be whipped about. In
fact, several times he was blown sideways. He would fight against the wind and get
back to his original position, only to be blown sideways again. My heart went out to
him.

Then I noticed the young soldier who held the American flag. He, too, was fighting
to stand still and hang on to the flag. But I realized that he wasn’t struggling as much
because the other two members of  the color guard were literally pressed up against
him, infusing him with their strength as well. He was fighting to hold onto the flag, but
he was able to stay in place because of  the added strength of  his comrades.

Connecting these two stories is the thread that there is strength in numbers. It’s easy
to get blown off  course or toppled over when we are left on our own. We need the
strength and encouragement and help of  one another if  we’re going to remain upright.

As we move into spring, I look forward to paying a little more attention to the trees
that are beginning to bud around our farm. In the past, I’ve recognized some of  their
contributions to my life – their sap’s perseverance to provide us with the sweet
deliciousness of  syrup, their abundant crowns shade us from the summer’s heat, and
in autumn we are awed by their flaming beauty. But this spring, I want to acknowledge
the trees’ gift to us that’s hidden from view – the reminder that our intertwined roots
are what make us strong. I want to follow their example, and diligently and persistently
work at weaving my connections with others, so that when the rains and winds come,
we all remain standing upright – stronger, because we are being held up by each other.

-© Julie Druck is from York, Pennsylvania, and writes from her farm in Skunk Hollow. She’d
welcome your comments at thedrucks@netzero.com.

A Lesson From the Trees
When I turned 50, a friend gave me a copy of  the book If

Teacups Could Talk. I read it from cover to cover and became
immersed in tea parties. Now after 30 years of  sharing
teatimes, I have learned that teacups really can talk and each
one has a story.

Black Teacup
“Why would anyone want a black teacup?” Lydia asked

when I came into her life. I was given to her during one of  the blackest seasons in her
life—when she was diagnosed with incurable cancer. She considered cancer dark and
ugly. And since she doesn’t like black, she called me her cancer cup. I could have been
insulted, but I wasn’t. I knew there was more to me than the outside. I had an inside
too, with pretty flowers painted inside. And what’s inside is the most important.

During Lydia’s dark days of  chemotherapy when her life was fragile, she learned
God could take the adversity in her life and turn it into something beautiful. The seeds
of  hard times can sprout into beauty on the inside, if  we accept the hard times and let
God’s love grow in our hearts.

Now when Lydia looks at me, I’m not rejected. I’m treasured. My story reminds her
of  Solomon’s words in Ecclesiastes 3:11 (NIV): “He has made everything beautiful in
its time.” Yes, God does make everything beautiful in his time. But sometimes it takes
a while.

I give her hope that God is working on the inside and there are beautiful things yet
to come.

Yellow Teacup
Barbara thought Lydia’s cancer cup was too bleak and wanted Lydia to think cheery

thoughts. So, Barbara packed a tea lunch, wrapped me, and drove to Lydia’s home.
“This is a sunshine cup,” she explained. Since Lydia loves warm, sunny days, she liked
me and sipped tea from me often. I reminded her of  God’s warm love for her.

However, Barbara bought me at an antique shop, so I wasn’t new when I was given
to Lydia. One day Lydia noticed a crack in me. “Oh, no, my sunshine cup is cracked.”

What good is a teacup that can’t hold tea? I wondered what she would do with me.
Lydia didn’t want to lose the sunshine in her life, so she keeps me in her china hutch

along with her perfect teacups. Then during tea parties, she finds other uses for me.
Sometimes I hold sugar cubes. (I must be getting sweeter all the time.) Other times I
hold a votive candle adding cheer and warmth. Also, she uses my saucer as a small
plate for cookies or a trivet for a small teapot.

I taught her when we feel broken, we’re still useful. We may be chipped or cracked,
and life may take a different turn than we expected, but God isn’t finished with us. He
works through our hard times, and he keeps working in our lives and creates new ways
to bless us. In the Bible, Philippians 1:6 (NIV) says, “He who began a good work in
you will carry it on to completion until the day of  Christ Jesus.” God will keep working
with us until we go to meet him. Isn’t that encouraging?

Blue-Flowered Teacup
Lydia met Joy more than 40 years ago while flying from California to Arizona. Since

then, they have only met one other time. But they keep in touch with letters, cards,
phone calls, and gifts.

One day Lydia’s sister called with hopeful news about new treatments for lymphoma.
But there are many kinds of  lymphoma categorized by different numbers, so Lydia
wondered if  this medicine could help her type of  cancer. Alas, her number was not
included.

“When will they come up with treatment for my number?” Lydia cried out to God.
“Do you know my number?”

Then she noticed a package from Joy. Inside she found me—a beautiful teacup and
saucer decorated with blue forget-me-not flowers. She exclaimed, “God, you’re so
sweet. So adorably sweet.”

Lydia’s favorite color is blue, and through the forget-me-nots God spoke to her
saying, “I know your number. I haven’t forgotten about you.” Inside the cup she read
the word “friend.” Not only is Joy her friend, but God is her friend too.

Isaiah 49:15–16 reassures us that God will never forget us. He has engraved us on the palms of
his hands. Just as Lydia lovingly holds her delicate teacups in her hands, God lovingly holds each of
us in his hands.

-©2024 Lydia E. Harris. Lydia is a tea enthusiast and the author of  three books for
grandparents: GRAND Moments: Devotions Inspired by Grandkids, In the Kitchen with

Grandma: Stirring Up Tasty Memories Together and Preparing My Heart for
Grandparenting, all available wherever you purchase your books.

A Cup of Tea with Lydia
by Lydia E. HarrisTreasures from Talking Teacups
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Jacksonville, Keystone Heights, Orange Park

Certified Baby Lock & Brother Technicians on Staff 
Authorized Dealer for: Baby Lock • OESD

Dealer Exclusive Shop: Kimberbell Designs

WE BEAT

ANY DEALER

PRICES

• 20% OFF ALL FABRIC!
• Sewing Furniture
• Repair & Service 

on ALL Brands of Machines

1857 Wells Rd. • Orange Park, FL 32073 • 904-269-6911 
info@calicostation.com • www.calicostation.com

Hours:  Sunday 12-4 • Mon Closed • Tuesday - Saturday 10-5

Quilting ServicesQuilting Services
Custom/ComputerizedCustom/Computerized
  Over 500+ Designs!  Over 500+ Designs!

North Florida’s Largest 
Baby Lock Retailer!

• Authorized Repair Center

Visit us 
during the: 
All Florida
Shop Hop

throughout 
March & April

Follow us on social media for all the
latest arrivals and updates!

QUILTING FABRIC
GARMENT FABRIC
WIDE BACKINGS
QUILT KITS
WOOL
CROSS STITCH

CLASSES
MACHINES
NOTIONS
QUILTING
MACHINE SERVICE
AND MUCH MORE!

Serving our quilting community from
TWO great locations!

4220 Hood Road
Jacksonville, FL 32257

(904) 374-0532

8358 Point Meadows Drive
Jacksonville, FL 32256

(904) 519-7705
(formerly Paula's Fine Fabrics)

WWW.CINNAMONSQUILTS.COM

CINNAMON'S OFFERS:

Mon-Thu 10am-5pm
Fri-Sat 10am-4pm

Sun 12:30-4pm

Mon-Sat 10am-5pm
CLOSED Sunday

Mon- Fri: 6:30 am - 3:00 pm
Saturday: 8:00 am - 3:00 pm
Sunday: 88::0000 aamm -- 33::0000 ppmm
322 SE State Rd 100, Suite D
Keystone Heights, FL 32656
352.478.8174
www.FirePower.Coffee

Comfort in 
Your Cup.

Specialty Coffee Roastery
• 30 Varieties and Blends
• 19 Flavored Coffees
• Over 100 Teas
• Coffee Shop/Espresso Bar
• Wholesale Coffee
• Custom Labels

®

Comfort in 
Your Cup.

Specialty Coffee Roastery
• 30 Varieties and Blends
• 19 Flavored Coffees
• Over 100 Teas
• Coffee Shop/Espresso Bar• Coffee Shop/Espresso Bar
• Wholesale Coffee
• Custom Labels

Comfort in 
Your Cup.
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Daytona Beach, Edgewater, Holly Hill

We are all about knowing when it comes to sewing!

• 30+ Years of Service in the
Greater Daytona Beach Area!

• Service on Most Makes & Models
• Fabric, Software & Accessories

386-767-3545 • www.sewinggarret.com  •  sales@sewinggarret.com
949 Beville Rd, Bldg B•Daytona Beach, FL 32119

Tues. - Thurs. 9 - 5:30 • Fri. 9 - 5 • Sat. 9 - 2

Visit our updated website!
Use code Register20 at checkout for 

20% OFF your ONLINE purchase!

thesewinggarret

The Sewing Garret

Visit Us During The All Florida 
Shop Hop in March & April

3,700 sq. ft. filled with
3,100+ Bolts of Quality Fabric!

• Kimberbell/OESD Certifi ed Store
• Long Arm Machine Quilting Services

• Beautiful Selection of Batiks • Classes

Stop in during the
All Florida
Shop Hop
March & April

1585 N. Nova Rd
Holly Hill, FL  32117

Less than 4 miles off  I-95 • Quilters’ Bus Tours Welcomed
Mon-Fri 10-5 • Sat 10-3 

386-310-7070
SHOP ONLINE  ANYTIME AT
www.thesewnquiltco.com

We are Your Auth� ized Dealer f� 

The NEWThe NEW Baby Lock Baby Lock
Radiance Machine is here!Radiance Machine is here!

When you buy a machine from us you alwaysWhen you buy a machine from us you always 
get FREE lessons on the machine features!get FREE lessons on the machine features!

Extras - on our website, we feature your shop’s website and your future events plus a web 
version of paper with clickable links. We also post on our facebook page featuring your shop! 

Advertising in our unique statewide publication will put your ad into the hands of 
readers who are looking for shops like yours! We can bring you new customers.

Ad Rates & Info at www.TheRegisterWeb.comAd Rates & Info at www.TheRegisterWeb.com

FREE: Color & Ad Design

May-June Ad Deadline is April 1May-June Ad Deadline is April 1

Seaside Quilts 
Location

3693 S. US Hwy 1 • Edgewater, FL 32141
Tues-Fri 10-2   

386-402-8995•www.seasidesewingandquilts.com

Offering long arm services,
stock fabrics and notions

               to make your quilt life
                    more enjoyable.
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Melbourne, Sebastian and Online

11638 US I11638 US I • •Sebastian, FL 32958Sebastian, FL 32958
772-388-1700 772-388-1700 
Mon - Fri 9 - 4 Mon - Fri 9 - 4 •• Sat 9 - 3  Sat 9 - 3 

7720 N. Wickham Rd. Suite 1117720 N. Wickham Rd. Suite 111
Melbourne, FL 32940Melbourne, FL 32940 

321-622-8602321-622-8602      beth@quiltsandlace.combeth@quiltsandlace.com
Mon, Wed, Thurs, Fri 10 - 5 Mon, Wed, Thurs, Fri 10 - 5 

Tues 10 - 7 Tues 10 - 7 ••Sat 10 - 4Sat 10 - 4

Check website for updates, classes & more!
www.quiltsandlace.comwww.quiltsandlace.com

Join us on Quilts and Lace Facebook Live at 
5:30 Mon–Sat for specials & tips.

MARCH 11 MARCH 11 
at 11am:at 11am:
DIME Virtual DIME Virtual 
Embroidery EventEmbroidery Event

Visit BOTH shops during the

ALL FLORIDA SHOP HOP
March 1-April 30

We have the
exclusive shop hop
 fabric and block
patterns, along

with shop
SPECIALS!!

Join us on Quilts and Lace Facebook Live at 

Aveneer by Br� her
and

Radiance by Baby Lock 
are now

available!
Let us show you 

the sparkle you can add
to your projects, great

bundles f   each!

Previously Loved Baby Lock Solaris and Brother Luminaire machines available at great prices!

It Might As Well Be Spring

Springing forward is a challenge. I love lighter and longer evenings but don’t relish 
dark and cold early mornings. This year Daylight Savings falls on March 9th and 
Spring begins on March 20 (hopefully), and Easter follows on April 20.

On Daylight Savings Sunday, we scramble to get ready for church with an hour 
less time and the inevitable question, “Is it Spring back and Fall forward or Spring 
forward and Fall back?” Our clocks are all different. Which ones have been changed? 
What time is it really?

When my girls were younger and evening arrived, they couldn’t believe they had 
to go to bed. “It’s too early!” The next morning came too early, too, and they couldn’t 
believe they had to get up in the dark. By Wednesday, they were still missing the 
school bus.

This meant another embarrassing encounter dropping them off at the school’s Kiss 
and Go. Though my youngest daughter threw my jeans jacket over me, there was no 
hiding the fact that I was not properly attired. The principal opened the car door and 
called out, “Why Hello Christine and Julia!” My response wasn’t quite as cheery, 
“Why is it always YOU when I’m wearing my pajamas?!!!” It seemed like my kids 
were running away from the car without kissing me goodbye. 

The change in temperature also creates other challenges. Is it “In like a Lion and 
out like a Lamb?” Or the reverse? If I flip my clothes from winter to spring, then the 
weather goes back to a wintry mix weather watch with forecasts in the 40’s. It leaves 
us wondering if the upcoming Spring Break will be a break for Spring! 

Spring also means “In Like a Lamb” and our flock of sheep change clothes as well. 
There are many reasons to remove a ewe’s wintry coat a few weeks prior to lambing. 
One reason is that the pregnant ewe will go to the barn to deliver. In addition, she’ll 
be more in tune to the needs of her newborn lamb who is also missing a thick wooly 
layer of protection. I sympathize with our wooly girls, for without their fleece they 
look like a flock of goats shivering in the wintry air. 

With March and April’s unpredictable weather, I can’t figure out if its time to savor 
one more fireside evening with hot chocolate, popcorn, and a good book, or time for 
throwing open the windows and beginning spring cleaning. Do I want more cozy 
times with the family inside or is it time to break out into the freedom of outdoor 
family fun? 

Although the weather and sunlight is unseasonable, thankfully, the calendar itself 
remains predictable. I like flipping to a new page to see what’s coming up. I enjoy a 
new day, a new season of the year, a new season of life. And no matter if the weather 
is “in like a lion” the lambs will soon arrive and skip across the fields. Maybe then 
we’ll be assured that, as the Rodgers and Hammerstein song goes, “It might as well 
be spring.”
© 2025 Ann Marie Stewart “Stars in the Grass” won best debut novel in the Christys, a great 

spring/summer read.

Everything’s Coming Up–Crocuses!
by Janet M BairI love spring bulbs!  Out of  the many flowers I have planted

over the years, crocuses and daffodils are the most enduring.  I
can hardly wait to see our purple and yellow hyacinths blooming.
Sadly, our tulips have not survived the squirrels’ descent upon
them.

What is especially fun is that my “spring flower bed” is located
right next to our house in a very sunny spot.  In January, the
daffodils and crocuses shoot their green tips through a frozen
earth.  Snow doesn’t seem to stop their daring rise above ground.

This has been a most encouraging spot in our yard, for when
all looks bleak and dead, the daffodils remain undefeated year after year.  Surprisingly
our crocuses somehow have become scattered all about our front lawn.  I know I
didn’t plant the bulbs in the middle of  the lawn.  Who moved them?  Only the squirrels
know for sure.

Last year I counted 32 lavender crocus flowers blooming among the grass.  I know
I originally planted yellow and white crocuses too but I guess they taste better? because
they have disappeared.  It has been kind of  fun to see where the flowers pop up.

With spring coming, maybe I will get busy like the squirrels. I’ll sew some new
flowered hot mats or cloth napkins.  Or I could create a new wall hanging for the front
door.  It’s time to finish up the larger quilting projects before our two spare bedrooms
need to become space for summer visitors.  The bedroom I sew in is not air conditioned
which makes for uncomfortable quilting days in the summer.

I just finished an orange and yellow quilt top that needs quilting.  Our quilt guild
sews Comfort Quilts for The Hole in the Wall Gang Summer Camp in CT.  The last
collection day for quilts is in May.  I have two other quilts in process besides the
orange one to finish by then.

I thought the lavender quilt I’m working on would be easy.  However, I bought the
fabric two years ago and didn’t realize there wouldn’t be enough for the pattern I
chose until after I cut it out.  I will have to improvise something.

Isn’t that what we all do with life—we improvise?  Yes, the squirrels may have changed
my garden design but it’s still beautiful.  My quilt will still make some little girl happy
with whatever pattern I improvise.

What projects are you working on?  What are your plans this spring?  Even if  they
have to be changed around a bit, I hope that you find some colorful ways to make your
days brighter.

- © Janet M. Bair of  Ansonia, CT. You may contact her at librarybair@hotmail.com

Of Time and Tides     by Kerri Habben Bosman

One afternoon last October most of
our family was gathered on the beach.
Most of  the men were fishing, most of
the women were sitting and talking, and
the youngest grandson and I were building
a miniature fortress some distance away
from the others.

Quinn and I took turns going to the
water’s edge to get wet sand for our
creation. We also gathered sea grass, shells,
and small bits of  driftwood to press into
the walls of  our fort. We were immersed in our work. After all, whether you are seven
or fifty-one, playing in the sand is captivating and affirming.

We took our time, packing the walls and smoothing them as the ocean waves grew
closer. Suddenly Quinn stopped working and looked at me very earnestly.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said. “The water is going to come and take
everything away.”

I paused, studying his serious eyes. I listened to the ocean, thinking first that an
entire philosophy book could be written based on his statement. What I was really
waiting for was the right words.

“Yes, it is,” I answered. “But we will always remember this moment, our fort, and
how we made it together. The tide cannot take that away. I think we should keep
building it anyway.”

“Okay,” he said.
So, we continued on.
I have thought of  this day many times since as my stepdaughter continued valiantly

on in her battle to survive cancer. She did her best to thrive, packing all the goodness
and love she could in the eighteen months after her diagnosis. Our family consciously
made memories-going to the beach, watching her kids’ sporting events, and often just
sitting and being together. She loved to make charcuterie boards to feed our big family
as we watched football games. We played yard games, like corn hole and bocce. When
the time came that she was no longer strong enough to take part, she was still right
there with us. Her spirit remained dauntless.

We all knew that the tide was coming in. How fast and how soon, that we didn’t
know. So, we just kept treasuring the next thing we did together, knowing that these
times would sustain us when we needed them to. They are now our real-life fortress.

For my stepdaughter, the tide came in on January 23rd.
Yet, for all of  us who love her, she will never fully leave us. She loved all of  us so

steadily and with an inherent and unending kindness. It was simply the way she lived.
Along with those gentle ways, she carried within her a resolute strength that bolstered
those around her.

I will forever see her in everything she loved, most especially her three children. I
will see her in the graceful motions of  the hummingbirds that come to our feeders. I
will hear her in our laughter when our family is all together.

I will feel her essence especially when our family is on the beach. She loved the
ocean with a quiet and enduring passion. She happily spent many hours just sitting on
the sand, watching the waves. She also loved being on the water, enjoying her stand-up
paddleboard. She was happiest, though, when it was all of  us together, taking in the
sand and sea.

Perhaps during this new time, we’ll all gather on the beach. It is highly likely that
Quinn and I will build another creation even as we know the water will take it back.
For we will always remember. And we will always love.

The tide cannot take that away.
So, we continue on.

--© 2025 Kerri Habben Bosman is a writer living in Cape Carteret, NC. Her email is
913jeeves@gmail.com

Wit & Wisdom
    by Roxanne J. Ferguson

My favorite season of  the year is spring.  There is a
freshness in the air that breathes new beginnings.  When
the little white snowdrops poke their heads through the
wet soil, they seem to say, “Be gone, winter! You have
been here long enough!”  They are followed by the purple
crocus who come with a smile and confidently say, “Spring
is on its way!”  When yellow daffodils open their smiling
faces, we know that spring is here in full force.  Then tulips, in their multi-color outfits,
celebrate the triumph of  spring. “For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; The
flowers appear on the earth; the time of  the singing of  the birds is come” (Song of  Solomon 2:11,12
KJV Bible)

Birds were returning before the snow had left us.  I wondered if  they were
disappointed when they arrived, but it didn’t seem to deter them.  Red-winged blackbirds
and robins were the first to return.  We have since enjoyed many visitors at our bird
feeder and they enjoy the seeds we provide.

We have had fun this spring trying something new.  We put eggs from our chickens
into an incubator, keeping track of  temperature and humidity.  It was our first attempt
at this endeavor and our hatching rate was low, but we were still happy to see a few
chicks push their way out of  their shells and find their way into the world.  The little
yellow balls of  fluff  just show us what determination can accomplish!  My father
decided those little yellow chicks needed some company.  After a trip to the local farm
store, he arrived at my house with a dozen chicks, adding a variety of  color to my little
flock.  I have to say, chicks make me happy.  They, too, represent the newness of
spring. They are fluffy and busy and excited about life!

“Where flowers bloom so does hope.” (A quote from Lady Bird Johnson)   I would
have to add to this…Where flowers bloom and little chicks peep, there is hope!  Spring
brings hope…hope of  better weather and warmer days, hope of  changing seasons
and that life goes on, hope for better days.  We all need hope in our lives.  The Bible
says,  “Blessed is he…whose hope is in the Lord his God, the Maker of  heaven and earth, the sea
and everything in them – the Lord, who remains faithful forever.” (Psalm 145:5,6)

I don’t know about you, but I need hope.  I like spring and new life.  It reminds me
of  the hope I have in Jesus.  By putting my faith in Him and the price He paid for our
salvation, I have hope for new life in heaven and hope for eternity.  I hope that you
have this hope, too.

--© 2025 Roxanne Ferguson, who lives in northern New York State, between Lake Ontario
and the Adirondack Mountains, an area called the Tug Hill Plateau…snow country.

Roxanne is a wife, mother, and grandmother of  8.  She enjoys gardening, preserving food, music,
writing and spending time with her grandchildren. She is active in her church and community.

A retired teacher, she wonders how she ever had time to work.
(witandwisdomwriters@gmail.com)

Spring Brings Hope
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Greenacres, Pembroke Pines, Port St. Lucie, West Palm Beach

Almost 5,000 Bolts of Cotton and Batik fabrics in stock! Northcott, Studio E, In the Beginning,  Almost 5,000 Bolts of Cotton and Batik fabrics in stock! Northcott, Studio E, In the Beginning,  
Michael Miller, P & B Textiles, Riley Blake, Robert Kaufman,  Michael Miller, P & B Textiles, Riley Blake, Robert Kaufman,  

Quilting Treasures, Andover Fabrics and more!Quilting Treasures, Andover Fabrics and more!

See our Newsletter on Facebook

Authorized Dealer of                                        Sewing Machines!Authorized Dealer of                                        Sewing Machines!

Tues–Fri 10am–4pm •  Sat 10am–3pm • pamsfabricnook@gmail.com
www.PamsFabricNook.com

VISIT US AT
9024 S US Hwy 1 • Port St Lucie • 772-800-3019

FULL SERVICE QUILT SHOP
561-304-7211•  www.QuiltABit.com 

2914 Jog Road, Greenacres, FL 33467 
(NE corner of 10th Ave & Jog Road in Barclay Square Plaza)

Find us on

HOURS:
Mon –Fri 9am to 5pm
Sat 9am to 4pm
Closed Sunday

VISIT US DURING THE 
ALL FLORIDA SHOP HOP 

MAR 1 THRU APR 30

• Quality Cotton, Beautiful Batiks, Wool, Fat 
Quarters, Kits, Patterns, Books, Notions

• Longarm Quilting Services Available
• “Sew All Day” in Our Large Classroom
• Come in and see our large (110+) collection 

of Wide Back Fabric

New shop hop comıng to

ALL FLORIDA
SHOP HOP

ALL FLORIDA 
SHOP HOP

MARCH&APRIL2023

Over55Stores,100sof Prizes,FreeGift at Every Store
Visit www.AllFloridaShopHop.com or join our Facebook Group: 

www.facebook.com/groups/allfloridashophop to learn all about it.

The All Florida Shop Hop Magazine will go on 
sale Mid-January at all participating stores.  

It’s your passport to embark on 
the Great Sewing Adventure 

Across Florida!

3890 Shawnee Ave. • West Palm Beach, FL  33409
561-596-3852

Specialty Fabrics
Quilting & Sewing Fabrics

Notions, Patterns & Threads

Shop anytime at
www.thequiltedpeacock.net

A Family Secret–Kindness
by Nancy J. Nash

Not long ago, I visited a large family at their home in the country. Although the
setting was ideal for outdoor play, the day was quite hot and humid, and the children
were confined to the house. Noise swirled about me, and the atmosphere seemed to
veer toward chaos as eight children milled about.

I had the typical adult reaction of  anticipating that something would go wrong -
until I noticed that the household seemed to secretly function like a well-oiled machine.
To my knowledge, there were no major conflicts. If  there were minor flare-ups, I
didn’t notice.

While I held the baby, the four-year-old quietly assumed responsibility for holding
the book I was to read to her and turning its pages. The two-year old cheerfully crawled
beside me on the other side. Was it possible all three of  them could share my attention
without a murmur? What were these kids up to?

At lunch, I heard the mother quietly instruct the two-year-old about speaking kindly
to his sister. I thought back to an earlier visit, when his mother had told him he could
have an apple to eat. He had immediately gone to a floor-level cupboard door in the
kitchen and removed a fruit from a bin before giving it to his mother to cut into bite
size pieces. His demeanor had told me that he felt himself  part of  the family, freely
participating in feeding himself  in a peaceful manner.

Remembering this event gave me pause. In other households, I’d seen two-year-olds
mischievously climb onto counters to raid cookie jars, obviously risking scoldings and
exile to their rooms. I’d seen little ones given permission to grab washed fruit from a
bowl on the kitchen table any time they wanted. But this seemed different. Someone
had thoughtfully stored the bin where it was accessible to one and all - even the seventh-
born child, still a toddler. He wasn’t simply grabbing a snack that had already been
prepared for him. He was becoming part of  the workings of  this family in their kitchen,
each entrusted with a measure of  freedom and guided in using it responsibly. Perhaps
he felt the kind spirit of  the person who had stored apples at his level. Perhaps all the
children did.

Once during my visit, I saw an older brother step behind the four-year-old, who was
pedaling a plastic vehicle across the floor. He gently pushed the vehicle for a short
distance before resuming his own activities.

I sat on the sofa to think and attempt to connect the dots. We humans (both children
and adults) are not perfect, yet simple acts of  thoughtfulness can clear the way for
harmony among us. In the country home I was visiting that day, kindness given and
expected was part of  the spiritual mix that enabled eight children to play indoors in
close quarters on a hot day without pandemonium erupting. Loving kindness was the
secret to the well-oiled machine hiding in the chaos.

I closed my eyes to better try to understand. For some reason, I imagined holding a
giant bottle of  bubble mix and blowing through a wand, generating loops and circles
of  bubbles that gently bounced and glided from room to room. (A single act of
kindness can have a similar on-going effect.) The huge bubbles I envisioned had patches
of  iridescence but otherwise were almost invisible, like kindness planted by a parent in
a child’s heart.

Kindness has a mysterious power that runs along a path we can’t predict. Children
sense it, and they are content to pursue it and share its secret life.

--© 2024 Nancy J. Nash. Nancy J. Nash is the author of  Mama’s Books: An Oregon Trail
Story. and Little Rooster’s Christmas Eve, each available on amazon.com. She has a B.A. in

English composition from Mount Holyoke College and an M.F.A. in Writing for Children
from Simmons College. She can be reached at nancynash341@gmail.com

AM radio is my comfort food for the soul.
A South New Jersey Farmer’s Stories

    by Ed CuneoYou’ve heard of  comfort food, right? That’s the victuals that aren’t supposed to be
physically good for you but help you spiritually in a time of  need.

AM radio is my comfort food for the soul.
Sounds a bit strange but let me explain. I don’t know of  anyone today who listens to

the AM signal on their radio. No one would even consider it in my part of  the country.
So, I count myself  as one of  those who prefer to torture themselves listening to “an
inferior” signal when I could have access to the FM signal, the Internet and Satellite
radio signals. (As a confession I do listen to those also. But my heart is with AM).

I am a radio nut.
Remember the character Radio from the movie of  the same name starring Cuba

Gooding Jr. some years ago? Growing up that was me listening to the radio all the
time. AM radio. I listened to it in the packing shed at the farm, in the pickup truck and
car radios and even in the basement of  our house where we had a small room, we
called the model room where we built our plastic model cars and trucks with our
buddies.

Today it sounds kind of  quaint and it probably is but I am still a fan of  AM radio.
Lately the controversy over the removal of  the AM signal from automobiles has put
AM radio somewhat back in the spotlight. Back in the day, that was all we had to listen
to. Sure, FM radio signals were around but you could only find them on a good Hi Fi
set. If  they did appear on a portable nobody listened to them because all of  the popular
stations were on the AM dial.

Ah, who could deny the romanticism of  AM radio? Late night you could get signals
from all over the country. The signal came in unless you went under a bridge. What
about listening to it in the cab of  a truck, the crackling of  noise signaling the coming
of  a thunderstorm and hurry up and bail and pick up the hay or put the baskets of
tomatoes in the garage after collecting them.

It was a blessing to grow up in the age of  AM radio. Top 40 ruled the airwaves and
what a big deal that was. Your favorite songs played in a rotation at least every half
hour so if  you missed them because you were busy you were sure to hear it again very
soon. And if  you were lucky you could call up and request a song on the air and you
became a celebrity of  the day to all of  your friends.

Living in South Jersey afforded us the opportunity of  being in one of  the top listening
areas in the country. As a kid everyone listened to Famous 56 WFIL or if  you were my
parent’s age you listened to WIBG or Wibbage as we called it.

If  you weren’t into pop music then you could get the news from WCAU or listen to
the family friendly WIP where the likes of  Skip Clayton or Wee Willie Weber helped
you through your day with the news, weather reports and general happenings in your
area.

That was the beauty of  AM radio then. It was very provincial. It was a conduit of
information in an era when the TV provided only a few minutes a day in local news or
events but the AM radio was always on and always talking about it. Not only did we get
the professional football scores but we also got local high school scores and highlights
which is virtually unheard of  today. Announcements about dances and other social
events were routinely reported on the local AM station.

In addition to the local broadcasting angle, AM radio and baseball were made for
each other.

My earliest memories of  AM radio listenership go back to when my father was hired
as a bird dog scout for the Baltimore Orioles. He would go out to the family car which
at that time was the 1961 Chevy and listen to the Orioles games at night on the AM
signal of  WBAL 1090 AM out of  Baltimore. At least until my mother made him stop
because he would almost run down the battery.

My father’s father did nothing but listen to baseball on the AM radio. As a child of
the Depression it was all he had as radio was the prime means of  communication. I
asked him one time why he only followed baseball on the radio and he told me that
was the most comfortable way for him to enjoy the game.

I still prefer to listen to baseball on the AM dial. From my home here in South Jersey
I can listen to the Orioles, the Phillies, the Mets, the Nationals, the Yankees, the Blue
Jays, the Red Sox, the Pirates and the Indians on a good evening. Most of  the time I
fall asleep listening to those clubs on the AM dial.

If  I’m not listening to a game on the AM dial, I’m channel surfing to find a station
that still plays those Top 40 songs of  yesteryear in what is known today as the Oldies.

Mostly I still get the feeling that AM radio and its signal allows me to reach out and
be in different places around the country in a kind of  mystical fashion that satisfies my
young soul.

That’s why AM radio is a form of  comfort food for my soul.

–-© 2024 by Ed Cuneo who hails from South Jersey. Ed Cuneo is a “Jersey Farm Boy” born
and raised and still residing in Southern New Jersey with his wife, Teresa, daughter Anna and
her rescue dog Henry. A retired school teacher, he owns the last 14 acres of  his grandparents’

farm where he has a market garden which serves as much as a place of  quiet reflection as it does
for its bountiful food supply.
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Show us your finished projects!
Send us your photos of a 
completed project for a 
chance to be featured 
in an upcoming issue 

of The Register!

Project photos & details can be digitally submitted to:

amy@theregisterweb.com

Or mailed to:

The Register • PO Box 2419
Cumming, GA 30028
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Authorized PFAFF
and Janome Dealer/

Sewing Center & 
Service on Site 
with Monthly 

Specials on
our Large Selection
of Great Machines!

2945 W. New Haven Ave.2945 W. New Haven Ave. • W. Melbourne, FL 32904W. Melbourne, FL 32904
Two miles east of I-95 on Hwy 192 (exit 180)

321-768-2060 • www.BOUTIQUE4QUILTERS.comwww.BOUTIQUE4QUILTERS.com • 4quilters@bellsouth.net

Mon–FriMon–Fri: : 9:30am–5pm 9:30am–5pm •• Sat: 9:30am–4pm Sat: 9:30am–4pm • • Sun 12pm–4pm  Sun 12pm–4pm •• 24/7 Online 24/7 Online

We carry a beautiful and ever 
expanding selection of quilting 

fabrics, notions, patterns, 
books and unique gi� s for your 

cra� y friends.

We are a full-service Quilt 
Shop with Longarm Quilting 

Services available.

www.Boutique4Quilters.com

Join us live 
on Facebook

@boutique4quilters
every Friday 
at 9am at our 
Co� ee Klatch 

for demo’s 
and deals!

Florida’s Most Creative Quilt Shop 
and the Largest on the East Coast

Check our website for 
quilting/sewing classes 
for adults and children.

Come
and 

be
inspired!

Check out our
     Yarn     Yarn
Department                  Department                  
  called  called
 “Yarn “Yarn
 Candy!” Candy!”

We carry brands
such as Berroco,
Knitting Fever 

and Hand Dyed yarn 
exclusive for our store.

Janome 

Longarm

Center!
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Throughout Throughout 
March and AprilMarch and April


