



FIRST STEPS


Newly divorced, I moved back, with my children, to be near my parents . Although I knew the 
move was right for us all, I felt rather lost. With encouragement from Mum I was persuaded to 
look for an evening class. ‘To do something for yourself’ as she put it. 


I looked locally and saw a lace making class just down the road from my house. I had always 
been fascinated by lace and thought I’ll sign up.


On that first evening in September I was a bundle of nerves, what if I make a fool of myself? I 
stood at the door of the hall and took a deep breath and went it. The others in the group seemed 
to all know each other but made me very welcome. 


The tutor started me off with making a simple pattern ready for the pins on my cushion and 
showed me how to begin. Over the weeks I got to know the others and as we chatted the rhythm 
of moving the bobbins over each other and twisting of the thread was therapeutic and calmed my 
troubled mind. 


I think now of the lacemakers of years gone by and feel they must have used the same rhythm 
and chewed the cud with their neighbours as they worked.


Eventually I was confident enough to try something on a grander scale. A collar I had in my book 
seemed lovely, so I decided to give it a try. It wasn’t easy at first but with much help from the tutor 
I got in the swing of it. When eventually I finished I was so proud of myself and I think it was the 
first steps on finding my self esteem and confidence to move forward.


Unfortunately the class was stopped after that first term and although I tried for a while I wasn’t 
experienced enough to learn on my own. When I saw the theme of lace making I hunted for my 
lace collar, eventually finding it at the bottom of a box. It had survived two house moves and thirty 
odd years without getting misplaced. As I looked at it again I wondered how I’d managed to 
create it and felt that feeling of pride I had so many years ago.







