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Endnotes

I travel a lot. I teach workshops to guilds in 
new parts of the country, where I sample new 

cuisines, stay in unfamiliar homes, see new land-
scapes. I love new experiences. That’s why I never 
read the same book twice or see a movie for the 
second time—even when I own the movie. Once I 
know how it turns out, the magic is gone. It is the 
mystery of the unknown that captures me.

I approach everything I do in my studio 
with the same sense of adventure. I 
take a pile of yarn or a grouping of 
fabrics, look at photographs of my 
travels and inspirational images, 
research things on the Internet, 
and add that to the mix. And 
then I set out as if I packed my 
bag, and I and the contents of 
the suitcase dive into a grand 
creative adventure. I never 
know where I’m going, and 
I definitely don’t have a clue 
how it will all turn out. I 
stopped worrying long ago 
that I might create a disaster 
and be mortified that anyone 
seeing it might think: Daryl, 
what were you thinking?

I figure I own a good pair 
of fabric shears. If something 
isn’t working, I can cut it and 
make it into something else. 
I’ve added and subtracted warps, 
tweaked and chopped and gone to 
plan B, then C, and always some-
how when I come to the end of the 
grand adventure, I’m happy. It’s not so 
much the results that make me happy but 
instead the adventure of getting there.

Except once.
A few years ago, I thought it would be help-

ful (since I do work alone in my studio) to get 
feedback, and so I started a blog. I had just 
finished weaving a combination twill and plain-
weave fabric in hand-dyed rayon. I made a couple 
of muslins, sketched some things in Photoshop, 
and posted the ideas on my blog. To my surprise, 
people were honest. They were kind, but many 
suggested I rethink the direction I was going. 

Inspired and challenged, I took the fabric, 
bypassed the patterns completely, and jumped into 
uncharted territory by just draping the fabric on 
my dress form. A few photos and blog posts later, 
the cheering section urged me enthusiastically in 
this new direction. I worked feverishly to get the 
dress far enough along so I could take it to my 

next guild meeting. 
I love Show and Tell at guild meet-
ings—especially seeing the design 

process and the end results from 
fellow members. At this particular 

meeting of the Frances Irwin 
Handweavers in New Jersey, I 
planned to model my nearly 
finished gown. We photograph 
our Show and Tell, so I turned 
the camera over to another 
member and slipped into the 
restroom to change. When 
I came out wearing my 
handwoven gown, the room 
erupted in applause and I 
was pleased as punch. Then 
someone asked me to turn 
around. I did, and the room 
fell deathly silent.  

The member who had my  
camera handed it back to 
me, and as I scrolled through 

the images, I quietly asked the 
guild member if the dress really 

looked like “that” in the back. 
She discreetly nodded. 
 The placement of the warp-paint-

ed stripes on the back of the fabric 
made it look like there was a full-sized 

beach ball stuck in the back of the dress.
I wasn’t home from the meeting five minutes 

before I grabbed my shears and started to rip. 
Luckily, I was able to realign the stripes to make 
the dress a success.  

I still stick by my design methods, because I 
know I can always take something apart, repur-
pose it, or cut it into pieces. My studio is like a 
busy airport, there are planes leaving constantly  
on new fiber adventures, and I’ve only to hop on 
one whenever I’m in the mood.  

Daryl Lancaster: Designing as adventure
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