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Needle Therapy

By Suzette Martinez Standring

My newfound passion for knitting was met with stunned silence and a smirk.  "OK, Granny, whatever," said a long-time friend.  

Now that’s an outdated stereotype.  There’s a knitting renaissance going on out there!  People most likely to be clacking their bamboo needles are probably half my age. 

I’ve spent years searching for an artistic outlet, yearning to be someone who could paint or quilt or carve wooden Grizzly bears with a chainsaw.  My closet is stacked with abandoned needlepoint, cross-stitch and beading work. Like St. Bernadette who couldn’t be cured at Lourdes (even though she discovered it), I was about to throw in the towel and say, "The spring is not for me."

Then three months ago, and one Idiot How-To manual later, I taught myself to knit.  Soon I discovered the craft was undergoing a resurgence.  Notice how a brain bug suddenly infects the collective consciousness.  We’ve seen it happen. Suddenly every other girl is named Tiffany, or everyone’s sipping a cappuccino, or lo and behold, all the neighbors are knitting!

Gone are the days when sweaters were knitted for frugality. Have you seen the price of an Adrienne Vittadini ball of yarn? No, it’s different now.  Necessity no longer carries the day. Nowadays, it’s creativity, or the productive use of time, often, the thrill of a handmade item.

I’ll shoot you a straight and simple answer from my own diary, Bridget.  It’s therapy.  My friends can’t picture me knitting.  "You’re a Type A on skates," they laugh.  Therein lies my problem. If I were to pay $120 for a shrink, I’m better off having a sweater to show for it. 

Some days my mind is a gerbil set afire in a bathtub. I take a deep breath, reach for my chunky yarn and Size 13 needles, and about 12 rows calms me right down.  The repetition allows my mind to settle into a safer neighborhood.

My husband looks at me and says, "Knitting again?"  I say, "No, I’m growing dendrites."

Then I explain.  Did you know the brain needs strengthening exercises?  Puzzles, reading and riddles are good.  (Mind games with a husband are not.) Yes, now in addition to upper arms and thighs, I have to squeeze in a cerebral cortex workout.  There’s not enough time in a day.

In the neocortex part of the brain, the nerve cells are finite.  Born with 100 gigamillion?  That’s all you get, but they are expandable.  With mental stimulation, the neural network grows with the aid of branching cells called dendrites. Thusly, we increase or prolong our capacity for intelligence. 

Whew! I’m going for the Gold of the Brainiac Olympics, given the number of knitting projects I’ve ripped apart and redone. Yet, it still has that strangely calming effect.  Who knew that knitting could talk me off the ledge?
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