A Delicately Laced Fingerprint
By Fiona Linday

Indeed, it's right that I can’t completely understand 
what happened in the Lace Market from beginning to the end. 
On a protected heritage journey planned, I made sense 
from connecting with this famous industrial landscape,
to recount these interwoven back in the day memories. 

Because today, in the footsteps of the great and the good, 
following the Middle-Ages route taken from Nottingham Castle  
by the legend of Robin Hood, I’m bound for St Mary’s Church. 
I'm in good company, standing on high ground near my birthplace, 
Mary was rewarded for providing the firm foundation for all.

It’s forty years since an old Stoney Street warehouse supplied 
bleached cloth emblazoned with a classic five-leaf, floral motif.
There I completely identified, with the Lace for Loveliness theme.
It was in the same week as Charles & Diana’s marriage-
that a stylish marriage gown, fit for a princess, was mine.

Then after almost sixty years, promoted to Mammar, I discover
many different contradictions highlight this ancient local history. 
But I am just another, who stumbled across this High Pavement 
to tread timeworn cobblestones around grand Victorian homes,
spied from twitched nets when madams wore scalloped collars.

Passing the sandstone caves, traditionally sheltering the hungry
pulls at my heartstrings at those faded, noxious tannery efforts.
There lace turned from brown to white with dye, in basements.
Toil of that bustling trade was toxic for girls and children alike-
sweaty, back-breaking roles around hot, filthy lace machines.  

When the original tram stopped for the Weekday Cross 
at High Pavement, it was the preacher, John Wesley who spoke
of the church as a boss; Hannah Guilford, a Sunday School teacher,
became Chairman of the Chapel Council, in 1904. Applying-
“You are the body of Christ. Each one of you is a part of it.” 

Progressing from a British Empire’s Hey-Day, market's stone lintels
told philanthropic tales above doorways to the lace storerooms. 
That behind the Victorian mantles many had fine motor skills exploited. 
Overlooked mothers who once powered a hosiery trade became
out workers mending trimmings, as embroidered novelties declined.

Present-day stone gargoyles narrate battles over the use of remaining 
warehouses swapped for shops, creative businesses and restaurants.
On the Walk, I'm wondering; Thomas Adam’s schoolroom grew to a college. 
Now, small stone flowers adorn offices to celebrate a conservation area.
Keeping faith was vital to cherry blossom our Contemporary paradise.



