
Sew New
Latest Shop Updates
Watch for information
about our
Murder-Mystery-Quilt

Quilt-Aholics
Monday,  6 March

Froggie Thread Catcher
Tuesday 13 March
All day class
Adorable thread catcher/pin
cushion

Block of the Month
Tuesday 20 March
All day class

Quick Pocket Caddy
Tuesday 27 March
All day class
Super cute and fast small
caddy for organizing small
projects and tools.

Quilt-Aholics
Monday 2 April

Open Sew
Any time we don’t have a
class or event scheduled.
Call us if you have
questions

Shellie’s Stash

have just had the
wonderful opportunity
of spending time with
my daughter and her
family. It’s been nine
months since I’ve been
with her.   I love

getting to be with my kids.  I have told
y’all before, I am addicted to my kids,
and, it turns out, I am just as addicted
to my grandkids.

When my daughter moved away from
Arkansas she had a 2 year old and a
newborn and she was headed to
upstate New York where the closest
family would be 6-7 hours away.  She
was very overwhelmed.  It took me
back to when I had a 3 year old and
newborn and my hubby traveled 3 out
of 4 weeks a month.  I was also
working full time outside the home.  I
felt very overwhelmed.  Then I had an
epiphany!  If I looked at the situation
in very small portions and took things

1-2 days at a time I did much better.   It was
looking at this big picture of who and what
I was supposed to be to these small children
that overwhelmed me and I felt defeated
before I began—so to speak.  But if I
looked at the smaller picture of what I
needed to do today and tomorrow for these
babies I could handle it much better.  One
day at a time I could get to the big picture
instead of thinking I had to get it all done
at once.

I think that is why I really like the block of
the month quilts.  I get to see the big picture
at the start but instead of feeling the need
to do it all at once, and being overwhelmed,
I can take it one month at a time, one block
at a time.   And since I usually have other
projects I am doing as well, only having to
do the one block is more relaxing and
makes the process far more enjoyable.  Plus
there is this little bonus reward I feel when
I get this month’s block finished.  It’s an
accomplishment!  I’m not overwhelmed
and I probably get the quilt done faster.

– Shellie Blake

March 2018



Social Circle

Sniplets
If you are having problems with
skipped stitches or breaking/shredding
threads on your sewing machine, you
should check your needle.

When the thread passes thru the eye of
the needle on a sewing machine, the
thread actually moves thru the eye
several times before making the stitch.
This causes the thread to wear on the
needle eye and can cause burrs and
even cuts inside the eye.  The result is
breaking and shredding thread.  Also
while sewing, the needle can flex due
to bulk and seams as well as how you
guide your fabric.  This causes the
needle to bend and the bend in the
needle keeps the bobbin thread from
catching properly and you skip stitches.

It is best to change your needle in your
machine every 8-10 hours of sewing or
after a thick or heavy project.  It is also
the first thing you should do when
having an issue with your thread and
stitches.  Change the needle and more
times than not, the issue resolves.
Voilá!

Spotlight Customer Focus

We are so excited to announce our first ever

Murder-Mystery-Quilt!

We are hosting a night of Mystery, featuring a murder mystery and a mystery quilt
served up with a dinner.   We will unravel the clues of a murder while we stitch
together a quilt.  It will be a fun filled evening you won’t want to miss.  You can
choose Friday May 4th, or Saturday May 5th.    We will only be taking 12 participants
each night so sign up right away and come play!

Allie Leffel
llie Leffel was born
in exotic Peru.   Oh
yeah, Peru, Indiana.
She lived in Indiana
for 10 yrs and then
moved to Tennessee.
She has one brother,

who sadly passed away in a car
accident 10 yrs ago.  After high school
Allie went to massage therapy school
and worked in Texas.  After her
daughter Rebekah was born, Allie went
back to Tennessee and started nursing
school.

With a strong desire to help people,
Allie has worked in several areas of
nursing, including, the burn unit,
dialysis unit and operating room.  In
April 2016 she started working as a
traveling nurse.  The first travel she was

assigned was Little Rock Arkansas, then
she spent 6 months in Seattle and
Olympia Washington.  After that she
went to Phoenix, AZ.  Her mom and dad
travel with her and her daughter, and
they live in their RV’s.  Allie and
Rebekah have one and her parents have
one.  Her parents help to home school
Rebekah while Allie is at work then
Allie teaches her other studies and helps
her with homework.  In May 2017 Allie
again was able to return here to Arkansas
to work at St Vincent’s in Little Rock
and has been able to stay awhile.

When Allie was in Washington she went
with her aunt to visit a quilt shop.  She
decided to take a class that ran for
several weeks but it ended up being a
crash course because she couldn’t stay
for the duration of the course. This didn’t
seem to matter because she was instantly
hooked.



Rebekah was able to come to our kid’s
camp right after they arrived in
Arkansas.  This way Allie can sew with
her, too.  Allie’s mom enjoys sewing
and has been able to come spend time
sewing with us as well.  Rebekah wants
to start public high school, so it is

possible that Allie may be able to stay
here in Arkansas for awhile, which is
delightful news for us because she is a
joy and inspiration to be around.

Allie loves to be with her daughter and
family.  She loves to read and sew, of

course, and watch movies.  One of her
favorite things to do is put on a movie
while she is sewing.  Hopefully you
can join us for a class that Allie is in or
even during a time when she is at open
sew.  You will enjoy her as much as
we do.



Story Corner
Rescue From Degahbur

Part 3 of 3
Written by Darren Blake

Roger’s voice dropped as he
thought back through the years to
pull his memories out of the dark
corners of his mind where they had
been hiding.

“I was eight years old and my little
cub scout troop from Colorado
Springs was scheduled to go into
one of the many caves that dot the
landscape on the eastern side of
the Rocky Mountains.  We did have
a couple of adults with us, although
my dad wasn’t there.  He was
battling pancreatic cancer at the
time, which ended up taking his life
just a few months later.  We got into
the cave and stayed together pretty
well until we’d been in there for
about three hours.  You have to
understand, this cave went on for
hundreds of yards, maybe even
miles.  At times it opened up into
great caverns and at other times we
had to wiggle through slender
shafts.  It was as great a time as a
boy that age could hope to have.

We began making our way out
when some of the flashlights began
to dim.  At one point, my light went
out and I crawled off to the side to
change the batteries.  By the time I

got that done in the total darkness
of the cave, everybody had moved
on and I wasn’t sure which way they
had gone.  I started calling, but got
no answer.  Well, I was just a kid
and really didn’t know what to do,
so I crawled along, hoping I was
going in the right direction.  When I
came to a big cavern, I couldn’t tell
if it was one I had been in before,
but I kept going.  Eventually, my
new flashlight batteries started to
dim and that’s when I really began
to feel afraid.  Even when the light
went out, I continued to crawl along,
hoping I was going the right way.
Finally, I felt my way onto a rock
ledge and decided to wait for
somebody to come find me.  But
nobody came.  I listened for people
calling to me, but I didn’t hear
anything.  I wasn’t sure how long I
was in there, but when I became
very hungry and extremely thirsty,
I knew it must have been a couple
of days, even though it felt more like
a week.”

Dan, Susan, and Drew sat
transfixed, hearing the story unfold
before them.  Roger took a deep
breath.  It had been a long time

since he had told anyone about
this, and it stirred up old emotions.

“Drew, remember when you said
you felt utterly alone, abandoned,
and hopeless?  That’s how I felt.  It
was such a big cave that I thought
nobody would ever find their way to
me.  Even as a kid, I prayed with all
of my might that God would send
somebody to save me, but nobody
came.  I slept at times, but I’m not
sure how long.  When my thirst
finally became unbearable, I
decided I would go to sleep and just
not wake up.  Instead, I opened my
eyes and there was this really dirty
man in front of me with a yellow
safety helmet and flashlight
strapped to his head.  He took my
arm and told me he was there to
take me out.  He mostly carried me
out of that cave.  When we hit the
daylight, it blinded me so much I
couldn’t open my eyes for a long
time.  I wanted to tell my rescuer
how much I loved him for saving
me, but he took off without saying
much.  My mother filled me in on
the rest of the story later.  It turns
out that I had been in the cave for
four days and the rescue crews had
all given up.  Everybody thought I



had fallen down some deep shaft
and died.  Apparently this cave had
almost claimed another young man
a couple of years previously and
the state of Colorado decided they
were going to pour concrete over
the entrance so that nobody else
lost their life in it.  Only hours before
they were scheduled to seal up the
cave opening, one group of
searchers asked to be allowed to
make one last attempt to find me.
My mother saw one of them move
off to one side and, in a little grove
of trees, he knelt down on one knee
and she saw he was praying.  She
knew he was asking God to guide
him to find me.  When all of the
searchers but one came out, she
lost hope until she saw the man
who had been praying come out of
the cave with me in his arms.  She
wanted to pay him something for
what he had done, but he refused
to take any money.  It just so
happened that in her car she had a
quilt she had made which had won
the first place trophy at the state
fair.  Asking him to stay put, she ran
and got that quilt.  She presented it
to him and asked him to take it so
that she could at least feel she had
given him something for the
wonderful thing he had done.  He
took it, but she never did get his
name.  Through all of these years,
whenever my mother prays, I hear
her express gratitude for the man
who saved her son.  That
experience had such an impact on
me that I decided that with the

renewed gift of life, I would dedicate
myself to making this a better world.
I even asked everybody to stop
using my first name of Adam and
start using my middle name of
Roger as my way of starting my life
over.”

As Roger had been talking, he had
been so lost in his thoughts while
recounting the story, he hadn’t even
looked at his little audience until
that moment.  What he saw startled
him.  Drew and Susan looked
transfixed, but Dan’s face was wet
with tears.  Dan cleared his throat,
excused himself, and walked out of
the room.  Roger was convinced
that Dan was simply feeling the sort
of relief and gratitude his own
mother had felt upon his rescue,
until Dan came back into the room
carrying a fairly large, ornate
wooden box.  He cleared an area
on the dining table and set it down.
Opening the box, he pulled out a
beautifully decorative quilt.  Holding
it with reverence, he looked Roger
in the eye.  “I didn’t know for sure
until you told me you used to be
known as Adam.  I was passing
through Colorado on my way
elsewhere when I heard the story
of the missing boy on the news.  I
had explored a cave or two and was
not any kind of expert, yet I had a
sudden prompting to come help
with the search.  I stopped at a
hardware store and got a couple of
flashlights and a safety helmet and
came to search that cave.  I felt like

there was someone right in front of
me, guiding me to where you were.
I didn’t make a single wrong turn in
finding my way to you that day.
Afterward, I was not inclined to
accept a lot of thanks or gratitude
from people because I didn’t think
it was me who really saved you.
That’s why I left as quickly as I
could.  But your mother did make
me take this wonderful quilt as her
profound gesture of gratitude.  And
now I realize something else.  In
saving you from that cave back
then, you were in a position that, all
these years later, you could rescue
my son.”

The End
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