
Lo, hold. Here is the magnificent tale of a mighty maiden who has maintained her 
grace and stood stone-fast like a tall tower of glimmering marble and intricate inlaid 
gold, over the last half decade. Despite the boulders of despair and draught that time 
has cast against her, she’s held firm. 

After a whirlwind romance and marriage to a stalwart Marine, she was soon with child 
and on the eve of a move cross-country. But alas it was not the typical spawn. This 
first offspring, jumped ship three months early and narrowly avoided death. Through 
the trials and tribulations of a child with a genetic disability, she persevered as both 
mother and spouse, raising a boy with many needs outside the norm.

Alas, marriage to a man of the sea meant it would not be long before his masters 
called him to war. And so he departed for seven months, leaving her a present on his 
way out the door. This resolute champion of womanhood pressed through his 
deployment not only raising a disabled infant, but carrying his second seed in her 
womb. Though the separation was long and arduous, she never lost hope or love and 
did the difficult deed of giving birth alone while he was away.

During the period of turmoil after his return, this iron-wrought woman continued to 
masterfully craft clothing, manage a household, and serve her husband dutifully. Even 
when home his hours were long and his family time short. 

Their tour on the sunny coast was drawing to a close, so she packed while he worked, 
never once neglecting the children. Then it happened again. Another child’s arrival was 
heralded: yet another boy! Oh, to do this once more in the midst of a move, the irony 
did not escape her. 

With a plan in mind they set out for their newly purchased home, where she would 
reside for a number of months while he returned to finish his work. Alone again, now 
pregnant with two little ones at her heels, she unpacked their belongings to pass the 
time. Never to be set with dull tidings, her husband finally returned with woe and 
issues of work. But luck had held and he made it back in time for the birth.

Adding to the excitement, she awoke one morning very early in the throes of labor 
pain. A few scant minutes later, 45 to be precise, the 9lb 10oz behemoth lay on the 
floor of her bedroom wrapped in a towel. At least he was there to catch the child and 
fetch her some coffee.

Now a year past she tends to her household of three small man-cubs and one large 
man-child who tax her time and patience, with naught but a smile. She cares for these 
odiferous beasts, for whom she toils away sewing, cooking, cleaning, teaching, 
farming, tending, and mending all with more love than one would have thought 
possible. But she is tired and needs a break. 

I have written this for my wife Jocelyn Wason



My wife spends most of her days with child pornographers, drug dealers, small-time mafioso, 
and bank robbers. She is an Assistant United States Attorney, and here in XXX that means 
working long hours to keep these streets safe not just for her own kids, but for the thousands of 
kids in XXX who live under the threat of gun violence. My wife spends her evenings at home, 
trying to forget what she's seen and heard all day while tirelessly making our two kids dinner and 
reading to them before bed. After that she likes to spend her limited free time knitting or sitting 
at her sewing machine. But it seems like there's never enough time for those things she loves 
best. On the weekends she is still able to create the most beautiful mittens and scarves, as well as 
dresses for our daughter and pants and other clothes for our son. Here in XXX, where we don't 
have stores or cute little boutiques for shopping, we have learned to make the things we need. 
She cherishes her copy of Weekend Sewing and has made many of the projects inside, but I know 
she wants to learn more. 
I am nominating my wife for a free weekend sewing workshop at Blueberry Hill because it 
would do her a world of good to get away from the child pornographers, drug dealers, and mafia 
thugs (at least ones who don't like scones and blind hem stitches). We visited Vermont for the 
first time two years ago, and while driving in the beautiful countryside outside Middlebury she 
first told me about the Blueberry Hill workshops and wistfully mentioned it was her dream to 
attend one someday. Because of her hard work, I have been able to spend the last five years as a 
stay-at-home father, watching my children grow up in a way that few fathers get to experience. 
This has been her gift to me, and still she is reluctant to take a vacation for herself because she 
doesn't want to place any additional burden on me. I would like for her to have this opportunity 
(one that she couldn't say Maybe next year to, really). I know more than anyone how much she 
deserves a weekend away from the gritty underbelly of our city, and spend a bit of time in the 
Vermont woods. 

Every day before she leaves for work, our 3-year-old son hugs her goodbye and says, "Bye bye 
Mama, go get the bad guys." He tells his little friends that his mother is a superhero who "puts 
the bad guys in jail." She is our hero, not just because of what she does each day at work, but 
also because of all she has left for us at night and on the weekends.



> In June of 2010, my Wife Mary was starting her third trimester. She
> also had just been laid off from her job at a local arts non-profit,
> after taking a pay-cut and working unpaid, trying to keep things
> going. Not long after, we found out she had gestational diabetes, and
> so, she spent the rest of her pregnancy making clothes for the baby,
> doing everything she could to keep the gestational diabetes from
> affecting our daughter, which included going out walking three times
> a day in the hot and muggy Baltimore summer.
> 
> Mary had a C-section at the last minute, brave as brave can be, and we
> were so happy that she had taken such good care of herself for the
> last three months, as our daughter didn't have any of the symptoms of
> a baby with a mother who had gestational diabetes.
> 
> Mary's staying home with the baby, and she is a patient and loving
> mother. I commute 2 hours a day by train, and most evening I barely
> get to spend an hour with my daughter before she goes to bed. We don't
> have any family close by, so the rest of the day (and night) it's up
> to Mary to care for Fern (I think she got to bed around 4am last night
> (molars coming in)).
> 
> It's been a tough transition for my very social wife to
> suddenly become so isolated staying home with the baby this year. When
> she gets some free time, she sews. It's been good for her to have a
> sense that she is still moving forward and learning, even though she
> may feel stuck at home. Mary would love to be with you at the
> workshop.
> 
> It's funny you mentioned the stray kittens, because we already had two
> of those, but this summer Mary rescued a feral mama and her three
> kittens, and then another kitten who lost its mother



I have heard the story of the dress made out of goldfish fabric more times than I can count. 
Wendy found the dress made from the Heather Ross Goldfish on Ebay before she even had a 
little girl, and that is when the passion for all things Heather Ross began. But let me start at the 
beginning . . .

There once was a woman named Wendy who was pregnant. After having her first child, a 
bouncing baby boy, she went back to the corporate world and all was without a hitch for a short 
while.  The stress began when Wendy found out that baby #2, a girl, was soon going to be 
making an appearance!! Another baby is such a joy until you are forced to sit down and figure 
out how much child care is going to cost. YIKES!! Wendy realized that there had to be a better 
way for a creative type to help pay bills than a 9-5 job. Enter Wendy’s business making hair 
bows, it was a low cost start up and Wendy had the talent to make AMAZING bows. After a 
while the ever persistent Wendy found that her specific brand of creativity was being limited to 
the ribbon choices available and they just weren’t cutting it. She had ideas and wanted to have 
the one of a kind ribbon to complete the ideas.  Since no one seemed to be willing to help her 
out, the perseverance kicked in and All About Ribbon was born. Now while Wendy has the kind 
of no nonsense attitude that a business owner needs, she was a little lacking in the funds 
department. She opted to start a yahoo group to offer her ribbon at wholesale prices and help 
meet the product minimums that come with mass production. So not only does she balance the 2 
children, a ribbon company that has a side business of crafting with said ribbon, she is the crazy 
enabler of the supplies that other ribbon addicts just ‘have to have’! While it seems like she has 
the trifecta of perfection that most crafters crave, it is peppered with a brand of bad luck that is 
referred to as Wendy luck. The bright spot for the last few months has been the possibility of 
being able to go to a Heather Ross workshop. The dream was dashed last week when her van 
decided that a transmission was not a necessary part of keeping the van moving while she was in 
the middle of a convergence of 5 highways. Needless to say, getting her van fixed takes 
precedence over crafting with her idol.  While the crafter within has had to part with the supplies 
hoarded for a rainy day to pay for the van, the one thing that will never be parted with for any 
reason is the cabinet that has been specifically designated to fabric designed by Heather Ross. 



Jeanne Po

Stiching, knitting, never stops
Creating  clothes that only rock
Style and fabric, always new
We can only ask, me too?
Giving gifts of handmade charm
So gorgeous that hearts alarm
You won't forget this artist and hues
Given the chance to have workshop with you

From:
Barbara Bolstorff



I would like to nominate my wife, Lanie Pinkerton of York, PA for your Blueberry Hill Sewing Workshop 
Holiday Contest.

On a lark, I asked her to do my laundry, and she did. (We were both working at a summer camp; 
I, washing dishes and mowing; she, working in the store and frequently wearing an armadillo 
shell as a hat.) When the laundry came back, clean and neatly folded, it had a fortune cookie on 
top, whose message read "You will receive some new clothes." Somehow that didn't seem 
suspicious at the time, though over the course of the next few days I discovered extra buttons 
attached to my shirts, and that all of my pants legs had been sewn shut.

The Christmas before we married, she asked for an iron, I spent hours researching, and she was 
delighted with the Rowenta Professional Luxe. (Sadly, that iron only survived on city water; very 
shortly after we bought her mom's house, which had been her grandparents', and started using the 
well water, it started behaving badly. Since then, the same water has eaten through the kitchen 
faucet, the toilet flusher arm, the showerhead pipe, and a joint in the basement.)

She also pointed out, correctly, that I probably wouldn't be able to sew a patch to the leather seats 
in her beloved Saab, which was only a problem because a bottle of Greased Lightning that I had 
left on the seat after trying to find the source of an engine coolant leak, leaked. The indications 
on the bottle say that it's not meant to be used on leather, and I certainly concur with that. 
Additionally, it turns out that you can find anything on eBay, and it's not that hard to replace the 
cover of a car seat, which is something you would have to do if ever your side air bag deploys. 
(It's built into the seat, and will tear right through the seat cover.)

In closing, it would be really great if you would give Lanie the chance to use the sewing/
embroidery machine, whose last major use, well over a year ago, was to repair a pair of my 
pajama pants by embroidering the words "please don't tear me" over the ripped hole. You'll have 
to get her to tell the story of the rending, though; to get the full effect requires hand motions and 
sound effects.

 



About a year ago, my daughter-in-law, Alice Essinger, decided to open an online fabric 
business.  She was already busy enough with two preschool children, a part-time job 
as a college librarian, and a recognized career as an ultra trail runner.   But, Alice has a 
remarkable artistic talent, a knack for focus and organization (the librarian gene) and a 
lot of stamina (the marathon DNA stuff), so I never doubted that she would be able to 
pull off a small, at-home business.  UPS delivered a few boxes, she set up a website, 
and soon we were all applauding her first sale.  Yeah, Alice!  Little did we know…

 

Soon, the UPS man was a regular at the door, and the children began using the boxes 
of fabric as a cityscape.  The baby began to walk and to climb by wiggling among the 
boxes.  Shelves went up next to the changing table, the living room housed a cutting 
board, and now every room is stocked with wonderful, whimsical, gorgeous cotton 
fabrics.  And. Alice’s Wonderland website, Fresh Modern Fabrics, has a loyal fan base 
where customers appreciate her artistic talents.

 

My favorite picture of 
Alice was taken at the 
Mohican ultra 
endurance run, where 
she was registered to 
run 50 miles, yes, 50 
miles. In the picture, 
she is standing in line 
to get a pasta dinner 
on the night before 
the race.  She has 
balanced her laptop 
on top of the running 
stroller where she is 
checking her website 
to see if any new 
orders have come in.  

A small hand is 
reaching for the laptop while Alice types with one hand and holds a child’s drink in the 
other.  Alice came in second in the 50 mile run, a remarkable finish.  As soon as she 
came across the finish line, her daughter June, leaped into her arms saying, “That’s my 
Mama!”  Alice greeted her daughter, asked about her time, stopped for a drink and 
then said, “I need to get my laptop.  I need to see if any orders have come in.”

 Just over the finish line!  Mohican 50 mile run, June, 2011.



 

 

Last week when I was babysitting my grandchildren, my granddaughter settled down 
under one of her mother’s quilts and pretended to take a nap. (No such luck!)   When I 
asked her what she was dreaming about she said, “I always dream about being a 
princess, my daddy dreams about pasta, but all my mama ever dreams about is fabric!”  
How true. 
 

Alice has more than earned a Blueberry Hill workshop.  She deserves the best thing 
that anyone can give an artist—time to practice her craft, to reflect and to plan.  She 
has made a brave start in tough economic times, risking time, family and money in 
order to make her small business grow.  I hope that you will recognize her with a 
scholarship.  I have no doubt that the favor will be richly returned.

 

Cathryn Essinger for Alice Essinger



I nominate Jillian, my wife, for a weekend 
sewing workshop at Blueberry Hill. I often 
hear the phrase "she's not like Jillian." 
Context usually indicates whether this 
means easy going, friendly, supportive, fun, 
cool, interesting, understanding, or any one 
of many excellent adjectives used to 
describe fantastic people. The phrase, “she's 
not like Jillian,” is often followed by 
something like “but she is ok” or “I wish I 
wouldn't have settled”, or “good thing you 
locked that down” or even “damn, if only I 
had known perfection was possible.”

My work takes me to the wilderness for 
half of the year where I live in a canvass 
wall tent. I am not alone while there; she 
comes and brings our daughters. This year 
she came despite giving birth to a child one 
month before we left. This year she had 37 
mosquito bites on her left foot because she 
fell asleep with it on the netting. This year 
it rained almost every day. This year the 
mice were out of control. This year the 
water didn't run because a crucial piece of 
equipment broke making a fix untenable. 

(Think of all of the things you use every day that use running water and imagine what you might 
do without those.) AND, if that weren't enough, this year she got shingles. Yes, shingles. The best 
thing about all of this is that she still loves me. So, when she told me about this contest, I thought 
I should nominate her.

If those reasons aren't enough, here are some more. She loves crafty stuff. We have turf wars at 
home because if I didn't stop her, she would have a yarn room, a sewing room, a general craft 
room, and probably three kitchens...there are three meals in the day she says. She wants to go to 
school for pattern making and textile design. That is what you do! She makes really cool stuff all 
of the time AND she still takes care of our family. She tells good stories, too. If you have her 
there for the weekend, you won't need to worry about conversation getting stale. You needn't 
worry about the kids either, I'll gladly take care of them so she can do her thing there.

note from Heather: The above is a picture of the wedding dress that Jillian made for herself!



I
 would like to nominate my wife, Adrienne, for your workshop at 
Blueberry Hill. I am not the best writer in the world, as you will soon 
find out, and can probably already tell, so I really hope I can do her 
justice with this recommendation. My wife is an amazing woman. We have 
been married since September 12, 2003 and dating since April 8, 2000. I 
can’t imagine my life these last eleven years without her in it. She has
 the best sense of humor, she is creative, she makes great food, she is 
beautiful, she works hard to take care of our two children and even 
harder to take care of me, she is adventurous, she is passionate about 
crafting and stalking her favorite bloggers (like you), she is an 
incredible friend. She equally enjoys shopping at Salvation Army and 
Anthropologie.  She recently bought a used, ugly owl lamp from the 70’s,
 painted it white, and now its awesome. She did in fact deliver our 
second child (our 1.5 year old daughter Leona Ellen) within 15 minutes 
of reaching the hospital, no time for an epideral or even a tylenol. As 
long as I have known Adrienne she has been the craftiest person around. 
She invites others to craft/sew/knit with her and most people who come 
in contact with her adopt her same passion for being crafty. Soon after 
we got married she got deeply passionate about knitting and sewing was 
soon to follow. Honestly, I often feel concern over whether she loves 
her sewing projects more than she loves me, which should probably make 
me hesitate to write this recommendation but she wants it so bad and I 
love her so much that I just couldn’t help it. We don’t have a ton of 
cash (we work for a non-profit Christian ministry) or I would honestly 
buy her a spot at your retreat one hundred times over. As I listened to 
her share with me how every aspect of your workshop is exactly what she 
would love to be able to experience, I definitely wanted to make my best
 effort to share with you why I believe she would be the perfect person 
for you to offer this free workshop. Adrienne is the best wife, mom, 
friend, and crafter that a man could ask for. I can’t imagine a person 
who would be more stoked to win this workshop than her. Thank you for 
your consideration. Lastly, her birthday is actually November 6th, which
 is a bit more than ironic. I think it was meant to be. Thank you.



Nominee: Amelia Fox

Nominator: Erica Fox

I'm nominating my big sister for this weekend sewing retreat.  There are a bunch of 
reasons she deserves this, like the part where she sewed me my all-time favorite 
pajama pants, or the part where she made me the greatest picnic blanket for my 
birthday, or how she oh-so-subtly emails me knitting patterns she likes a couple months 
before Christmas, in case I'm bored or having trouble thinking of presents for her.  But 
there's also some stuff about her that really blows my mind.  This suburb-bred Sarah 
Lawrence grad spent five years teaching at a liberal preschool in Seattle before she and 
her husband picked up and moved, a year and a half ago, to Eastern Washington for his 
work.  They bought a plot of land, with the intention of building a home, and growing 
most of their own food/chickens.  They had been at this operation for 9 months (with a 
barn to show for it) when they announced that they were expecting a baby.  Now 9 
months after that, they have a house, a baby boy, 10 chickens, two cats, innumerable 
wild jackrabbits, and a spectacular garden with a wildly overactive eggplant patch.  I 
can't tell you how proud, surprised and inspired I am by the grace with which my big 
sister has embarked on this new life.  The miracle of birth is one thing, but canning 30 
quarts of your own applesauce 6 days later is quite another.  She is a crazy smart 
woman who thrives on a challenge, and these days that challenge is figuring out how to 
make beautiful things/lives without contributing to consumerism and waste.  I've always 
been impressed with her selflessness, but these days that has taken on a whole new 
meaning.  Long story short, I think she deserves this.  For real.



My pretty wife, Jennifer Hague, is imminently deserving of this Weekend Sewing 
Workshop. She is generous and diligent and kind. She works and quilts and sews 
without end, often without thanks, and always without hesitation. She never turns 
away from the unmet needs of a child, and every niece and nephew in our family 
has a perfectly unique, carefully executed, Jennifer-designed quilt to carry with 
them through their complicated childhood lives, and beyond. 

Always patching and mending and quilting and giving, to our daughter Gretchen, 
to friends, and to me, not to satisfy her ego, or sense of self-worth, but out of a 
gentle, pure charity that is a core part of her being. I don’t think I really understood 
this possibility until I met her. Kindness can be so false sometimes; hand-wringing, 
self- deprecating, a calculated, pithy little cry for attention; but not Jennifer! This 
sort of duplicity is beyond her; and I love her for it.

Oh, that we all could have some of that, that prime grade of humility and 
tolerance. Reliably present (and quiet), at the local PTA meetings, where the Na-
bob’s natter, and the formerly fabulous exhibit their strained anxiety, strutting and 
fretting their hour on the podium: Meanwhile, she’s taking notes, carrying chairs, 
holding doors, and diligently working on the things that matter, without guile or 
resentment. Big-hearted kindness and honesty are her natural way, uncut and 
effusive.

Our little daughter Gretchen, sees it all, this living example, and quietly absorbs 
these critical qualities within her own character, an unspoken gift without measure. 
She’ll always use this benchmark to assess the quality of her own resolve, and the 
resolve of others. She couldn’t ask for a better mother, or teacher, or role-model. 
We both love her endlessly, and are glad we all share this life together. 

Please consider her for this weekend away. No one is more deserving of some time 
to herself.  

Dan Hague



 
My wife, Emily Balsley, should win the free Heather Ross weekend.  Beyond being a devoted 
wife, she is the mother of Stella, a 3 year old who was born with Noonan's Syndrome.  Noonan's 
Syndrome has caused many issues for Stella, including delayed development, a crazy heart beat, 
and a stubborn attitude (actually that might be genetic).  Stella's issues require therapy and 
doctors appointments weekly.  But none of this deters Emily, heck it barely slows her down.  She 
is still just as passionate and creative as any artist, working long hours late into the night to not 
only develop her own business, but broaden her skills across multiple mediums.  And the coolest 
thing?  The reason Emily should win?  Stella, despite a health condition that put her in an ICU 
for 6 weeks, has no idea she is any different than other kids.  She runs and plays and hops and 
screams and dances and colors...like all of her peers.  The reason she doesn't know...Emily.
 
I get to giggle at Emily at least once a day when she says "So- I have this new idea to create 
something new".  And I get to hug her every morning.  So if she doesn't win, I still do.  But I 
know how much she loves the work of Heather Ross and I would love to give her the chance to 
getaway and sew for a weekend...and so my attempt at a sonnet to convince you:
The Sonnet of Emily Balsley
 
To tell the tale of Emily Balsley
A classical verse will have to suffice
BlueStar Ink her business of revelry
Sewing, illustrating, her main device.
 
Besides her business there is wee Stella
Her daughter, age three, with Noonan's Syndrome
Who's heart is so large there has been hella
Trips and rehabs. Check ups beyond common.
 
Emily sleeps only late in the night
Creativity bombards like a buzz
Leading her mind to always be a fright
With many ideas and items to fuzz.
 
And though art is known for many a fad
To me she's the best friend I've ever had.



Dear Blueberry Hill People,

I submit to you
some nomination haikus
to help you all choose.

.......

Ben was my housemate.
One day, he married Lanie.
Now we're all good friends.

She's pretty crafty.
(But not as in backstabbing)
As in baking cakes.

And sewing, as well.
So I'm nominating her.
She wants this so bad...

Why write these haikus?
Because Lanie's good people,
and she deserves this.

Diapers.  Floods.  Snowstorms.
Massive, super late baby.
No epidural. 

Busted up cellphone.
Hair cut too short by stylist.
Not quite enough sleep.

Daughter says to her:
"You are a big fat mama!"
And Lanie just smiles.

She's a heroine.
Real bad place for a typo!
(she's not into drugs)

With superpowers,
She handles the home and hearth.
Wife, mother, sister.

Did I mention friend?



If you know her you like her.
One of my besties.

Suggests great movies,
Comes up with funny nicknames,
Bakes pretty fine cake.

If you should pick her,
She'll make your weekend more fun,
just by being there.

......

Here's my contact info:

Name: Santanu Basu
(nominating Lanie Pinkerton)

and another one for lanie!
A poem for Waners.

I’m pretty sure Lanie’s gone AWOL.

I wish I knew were to find her.

Since the start of the year

It’s abundantly clear

We’ve been dealing with her doppelganger.

 

Who is this Carolyn person?

She’s anxious and stressed out and sad.

Her butt is in crisis.

Her boobs have mastitis.

And the cats? They’re driving her mad.

 

She looks exactly like Lanie.



(Well, except for the haircut from hell.)

Her girls call her, ‘Mama,’

She’s selling the drama

And appears to be coping quite well.

 

But some days I miss my pal Lanie.

That’s what’s with this poem-thing I write.

She needs a vacation

From life and lactation

So she can keep fighting the fight.



Hello, my name is Murray, I am in doggy heaven now and I would like to nominate Kelly Wood 
for the free weekend sewing shop at Blueberry Hill Inn. Kelly rescued me from the street after I 
had been hit by a car and cared for and loved me for 15 years. She rescued my brother Sarge 
from the big house (that would be the animal shelter) and gave us a wonderful home. Every 
evening after work, she would take me, Sarge and Pepper (that’s my bratty sister) upstairs to sew. 
She has made so many wonderful quilts and was very patient in explaining to me how she did it. 
I am not with her any longer and I know she misses me a lot. She continues to take Sarge, Pepper 
and several humans (she teaches sewing classes on the weekend) under her care.
 
 I can think of no better way to show my appreciation than to nominate her for an entire weekend 
of sewing to repay her for her love and kindness to a poor homeless hound.
 
Love,
 
Murray Wood
 
It is ok to release this on your website, even though it makes me tear up as I read it: Alan Wood 
(ghost writer for Murray)




