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Asante Jones entered The Woolen Oasis dressed in her usual attire: sleek black leggings, a well-worn, oversized HBCU sweatshirt, and pink Doc Martens. The small bell above the door chimed as she walked in, she smiled at the familiar warmth of the shop. The soft tinkling announced her arrival and resonated with the shop’s rich history. This cozy yarn store, nestled among charming brick buildings on bustling Main Street in the quaint small town of Sheffield Springs, served as a creative haven for knitters, crocheters, and spinners. Skeins of vibrant yarn in every hue imaginable adorned the shelves, and the walls displayed a tapestry of fiber braids from everyday sheep breeds to the most exotic. The familiar scent of wool and lanolin enveloped her, offering a comforting embrace that made her feel instantly at home.

“Hey there, Asante! Welcome! What brings you in today? On a mission to find something specific, or just soaking up the vibes of the shop?” beamed the spirited young woman, her infectious energy lighting up the already vibrant room from her spot behind the register.

“Hi, Londyn! Always a pleasure to swing by. Caught the shop’s latest Youtube video showcasing the newest yarn and notions. I couldn’t resist stopping in to lay eyes on the coveted ImaniJade project bags. Any chance there’s a lingering bag or two in stock?” Asante beamed, her excitement palpable. She was hopeful but wasn’t holding her breath. She knew ImaniJade bags vanish like magic.

“I’m sorry, Asante. We waved goodbye to the last bag yesterday. How about I pop you on the waitlist for the next wave of bags? We’re expecting another batch in about six weeks, and you’re on the top of the VIP list,” suggested Londyn, her tone apologetic yet optimistic.

“Alright, sure. Sounds like a plan. Thanks, Londyn. While I’m here, I might as well look around and see what calls me.” Asante nodded, determined to turn her quest into an adventure.

The shop’s wooden floors softly creaked underfoot as Asante began her leisurely exploration. Shelves bowed under the weight of yarns, her fingers trailed along neatly stacked skeins, each a dazzling mosaic of texture and color. Cashmere’s softness, merino’s durability, tweed’s rustic charm, and acrylic’s versatility—all types of yarn, each in its place on the shelves.

As she continued her perusal, each skein was an invitation to explore. Feeling a sense of belonging amid the hum of conversations from the group knitting and crocheting around the large table, she noticed an unusual gap between some of the yarn. Hidden within this alcove, she spotted something out of place—an old, leather-bound book. Dusty and forgotten, it lay behind a stack of multicolored skeins. Asante’s heart quickened. She couldn’t help but reach for the book as if an invisible thread connected her, pulling her toward it, her fingertips brushing its weathered pages which held secrets woven by generations past. The book’s hard cover bore the marks of time, the once embossed leather worn and aged. Its spine, ancient and weathered from decades of use, faintly displayed gilt lettering that read: ‘The Magic of Knitting Patterns.’

With gentle reverence, Asante opened the book revealing yellowed pages filled with elaborate and mesmerizing knitting patterns. There were beautiful illustrations and photos of the designs, and detailed step-by-step instructions. These patterns were unlike anything she had knitted, let alone seen before. They were a testament to the artistry of generations past, each one a true masterpiece. Delicate frays at the page edges hinted at countless knitters who had sought inspiration and guidance within these pages.

As Asante delved deeper into the book, something even more intriguing caught her eye. Among all the patterns, one in particular stood out. It was a pattern for a beautiful lavender scarf. What made it unique wasn’t just its design but a note in the margins, handwritten in faded ink, accompanying it. The note read: ‘Knit this scarf to protect against accidents.’

Asante chuckled, thinking it was some whimsical suggestion from a long-forgotten knitter. Nonetheless, she decided it would be fun to give the scarf pattern a try. From the vast fiber combination, she selected a soft worsted weight merino and silk blend lavender yarn to match the image of the design.

Asante continued to flip through the antique pattern book, captivated, as she walked toward the counter to make her purchase. The spot behind the register was replaced by Mrs. Anderson, the owner of the shop. The older woman sported an intricate knitted yoke sweater, its design and colors mimicking the vibrant essence of Kente cloth, draped over a simple yet elegant flowing dress.

“Good day, Asante. Lyndon just dashed off for a quick break, but she filled me in on your quest for the elusive ImaniJade project bags. I heard the disappointment was real, but fret not—we’ve got your back. We’re stashing away the very first one from our upcoming order, and it’s got your name written all over it,” Mrs. Anderson revealed, her assurance echoing through the cozy shop.

“Wow, Mrs. Anderson! You’re saving one for me? That’s incredible. Thank you!” she exclaimed, her excitement bubbling over.

Mrs. Anderson smiled warmly, “It’s our pleasure, Dear. You’re a valuable part of our crafting community. Now, what has caught your eye today?” she asked, eyeing the items on the counter.

“Oh, just a few things —,” Asante was saying.

The bell above the door tinkled once more, announcing the arrival of another customer—an elderly woman with ornate barrel roll locs, wearing an exquisite yellow and gray brioche shawl draped over her slender shoulders. It was as if the sun had walked into the shop. She approached Asante and the shopkeeper with a friendly smile.

The older woman’s eyes sparkled as she peered at the open pages of the book. “Isn’t that a fascinating book?” she remarked, a wistful look filling her soft brown eyes. “I remember knitting some of those patterns when I was a young girl; they bring back such wonderful memories.”

Asante couldn’t help but smile in response, feeling the palpable sense of nostalgia in the air. She wondered about the stories behind those cherished memories. Out loud, she replied, “Indeed, it’s a true treasure. I stumbled upon it hidden behind some yarn.”

The shopkeeper, a curvy and amiable woman with graceful silver micro locs and deep, expressive brown eyes, chimed in on the conversation. “Oh, that old thing,” she said, chuckling. “It’s been here for ages, waiting for the right knitter to discover it. We never thought much of it, but it seems to have caught your eye.”

Asante nodded. “It certainly did.” Flipping to the page featuring the lavender scarf, Asante continued, “And look at this. There’s a note here on this scarf pattern that says, ‘Knit this scarf to protect against accidents.’ It’s such a peculiar instruction to include in a pattern book. Have you ever heard of such a thing? I’m intrigued by what it might mean.”

The elderly woman’s eyes twinkled. “Ah, that scarf,” she began, her voice carrying a hint of mystery. “It’s said to be a bit of a local legend around here. Some say it’s just an old superstition, but others swear it has a touch of magic woven into it. I knit one for my granddaughter years ago, and she’s never had a serious accident since.”

Asante arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow, her curiosity piqued by the idea but tinged with a bit of skepticism. “Magic, you say?”

Mrs. Anderson shrugged. “Who knows? Knitting has its own kind of magic, bringing comfort and joy to those who create and wear the pieces. Maybe there’s something to it.”

As Asante paid for her yarn and the pattern book, she couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming sense of curiosity and excitement. She was about to embark on a knitting project unlike any she had undertaken before, and the possibility of a little magic added an extra layer of intrigue. Little did she know that the scarf she was about to knit would not only keep her warm but also lead her on a journey filled with unexpected twists and turns.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Magic
Knitting
Pattern

Boo

jTi‘a , ‘hnaughton ;






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
The Magic
Knitting
Pattern

Boo

£

Tlaﬁ‘Connaughton





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





