

		In A Bit Of a Yarn
Sharon and I were grade school friends who
spent a lot of time together. We spent most weekends
together, alternating between our homes.
	One time when we got together, she showed
me inch or two wide headbands she was knitting in
a variety of colors.
 	I had to have headbands like hers. How hard
could knitting be? I was about to find out. First of
all, I had no knitting needles. Her dad quickly produced
a pair for me, fashioned out of number nine wire.
	The second problem was not so easily solved. She was
right-handed, while I was a southpaw. Every time she
tried to show me how to cast stitches on the needle, or to
do the movements necessary to make the garter stitch,
everything looked backward, and I would end up with a
knotted mess of nothing. I would throw down my needles 
in disgust.
       Enter my older sister, Sharon to try to save the day. Even
Though she, too was right-handed, she insisted I could learn.
 She stuck with me through tantrums and stomp-offs as she
Patiently reinterated the needed instructions until they finally
stuck.
      Soon my headbands graduated to a stocking cap for a niece,
A variegated vest for a nephew. Progressing on, I learned to knit
Baby sweaters for gifts, dishcloths, and slippers.
     But, my crowning achievements have been afghans, particularly
Irish afghans, with their twists, cable, and coin patterns, many of
Them in the traditional ecru color.
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