
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

My goals were to reflect upon my own individual creative needs and outputs but 
also to think widely and deeply about how to work with fellow arts and crafts folk 
in Caithness—how to use my skills in administration, organising events and 
funding applications, and how to elevate craft back to CRAFT—CAITHNESS 
CRAFT. 
 
From all over the Highlands and Islands, from the Western Isles, Orkney, Shetland 
and the mainland, came fifty craft artists to follow the Orkney craft trail and attend 
a makers’ day in the Pier Arts Centre, Stromness. 

Trail became path, day became lifetime—a lifetime of experiences revealed and 
shared; an understanding of the paths we are all on. 

Pier Arts Centre—stunning white space with highlights: 
·  The upper gallery contains the permanent collection of recognisable 

artists’ work, lending gravitas and position to this neat little arts centre. 
·  The lower gallery—an exhibition of Roger Ackling’s work—his use of 

salvaged wood, embellished with burnt lines, strikes a cord with my use 
of driftwood. Are my driftwood wall hangings art? Is it only so, if I’d 
been to art school? Are they art if people know me as an artist as 
opposed to the engineer that I really am? If I called my driftwood 
‘salvaged’ or ‘discarded’ wood ‘collected at the margins of the 
landscape’, would that make it art? Ah yes! And why should it not sell 
for up to £6,000 like Ackling’s understated pieces rather than the £200 I 
have the cheek to ask for. In my local arts and crafts scene, driftwood 
art appears to have a £100 ceiling, a barrier which I want to break 
down. 

·  And in the lobby, many multi-coloured makers mingling. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Recurring themes: 
·  Two extremes to craft—‘fine art/ gallery’ versus ‘car boot sale 

mentality with the pink acrylic brigade’—devaluation of craft 
·  No track record of project delivery means your group can’t get funding. 

But no funding means no track record. 

Joni—artfully dressed with piled up snakes of hair with felt accessories—definitely 
a maker—wearing pieces of art that have a function, jewellery, clothes, 
bags….she’d changed in a toilet and lost one such item (a bead with felt for round 
her neck) down the bowl. We walked into the Ferry Inn, post-retail therapy---a 
barful of blokes who we strode past, eyes following the vision of Joni to our dinner 
table. Early Bird Special--£6.95! 

‘small things make a huge difference’ 

‘filling my hopeful pot’ 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Laura West, a one-woman dynamo in Skye, scaring and inspiring us prospective 
group formers in one breath—I’m loving her fruit wrapper notebook bindings and 
her crazy, arm waving moments and committee/ rules/ business plan angst as she 
described how the loss of her local arts centre was the catalyst for her group, 
AOS—how an apparent weakening became a strengthening. ‘We have each other,’ 
she said. 

Denise –self-confessed random knitter, nursing moonlighter, tender of flock, talked 
‘real’ at her Woolshed studio and shop. The constraints on her envied lifestyle, her 
expansive knowledge of all things fleece—I love a woman who talks about wool 
‘by the tonne’ when the rest of us make do with a ball, a hank or maybe a comb. 

‘Sell who you are’ 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

And dearest ‘Diva’ Dawn who compared her £39 handbag with an identical £235 
framed piece of her textile art—hitting the nail on the head of how apparently 
having useful function devalues the outworkings of our creative processes. But 
she’s filling her hopeful pot with a move away from being a slave to production 
line and retail, to her own studio in which to nurture her artistic desires. 

Gilly, with fabulous original jewellery in silver and elastic. How dangerous and 
exciting. How amazed I was to hear her voice her indecision and fear of taking a 
leap of faith with her latest endeavour—and this is the woman who’s done Origin, 
the Chelsea Craft Fair and so many brave things I could never contemplate. 
Concentrate, make a strong ring with your fingers…….. 
 
A big sea on the return journey reminded me of how fragile life is and how 
important it is to pursue our hopes and dreams. 
 
 
 
Louise Smith reporting from the ‘Hamnavoe’ September 2009 


