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Marion Richardson, Art and the Child, University of London Press, 1948, p 43-44.Natalie Shapero. "the nature of the rows," habitus • newspaper. 2016.  
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Marx's Coat. Peter Stallybrass. Border fetishisms : material objects in unstable spaces. New York : Routledge, 1998. p.183-207. Joseph Conrad. Heart of Darkness. New York: Penguin, 1899.
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...the historical evolution of the woolen outer gar-
ments that Europeans now placed over the soft 
white tunic or chemise. Like the tunic, its sim-
plest form is a plain rectangle of cloth straight 
off the loom. The men of Homer’s epics, for in-
stance, each wore a big woolen rectangle over 
the tunic, using it as a cloak by day and as a 
blanket by night. Later Scotsmen did likewise: 
Their pieces of plaid wool (often worn with a 
shirt) used to be some sixteen feet long, half 
being belted around the waist like a skirt, with 
enough pleats tucked in each time to allow free 
movement, and the other half being thrown over 
the shoulder as a cape. Stories have it that the 
Scots were able to outlast the English soldiers in 
running warfare because the Highlanders would 
take off their kilt-cloths after dark, roll up in them 
three or four times, and remain warm enough 
to sleep out the night under any bush. Unfitted 
clothing has great versatility.

Barber Elizaberh Wayland. Women’s Work: The First 20,000 Years. W. W. Norton & Company, 1994. Sheep. Carlos Relvas. Print from stereoscopic collodion negative. 1870.
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Pablo Neruda. "The Country Boy." In Memoirs, translated from 1974 manuscripts prepared by Mathilde Neruda and Micguel Otero Silva. 
New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, LLC, 1977.

Robert Jennings. Sheep, Swine, and Poutlry. Philadelphia, PA: J.E. Potter and Co., 1864.
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Keith Thomas. Man and the Natural World: A History of the Modern Sensibility. 
New York: Pantheon Books, 1983. 96.

These domestic beasts were often dressed up with bells, ribbons, and other 
finery. They were also frequently spoken to, for their owners unlike Cartesian 
intellectuals, never thought them incapable of understanding. ‘Hillo, ho, ho, boy! 
Come, bird, come,’ says Hamlet; and the dialect dictionaries give us a fine range 
of such modes of address. Geese and chickens were called to their food: Yulu, 
yuly!, ‘Coom biddy’ (come I bid thee); sent away: ‘Shoo, shoo!’ Shough, shough! 
Pigs were called: ‘sic, sic, sic’ in the north; ‘chuck, chuck’ in Hampshire; ‘sug, sug 
in Norfolk; ‘sool, sook’ in Devon. Bawk up,’ said the Suffolk milkmaid as she tied 
up her cows. Rynt these,’ said her Cheshire counterpart, meaning ‘Move over, I’ve 
finished.’ ‘How up, how up,’ shouted the men as they drove the cattle.

Even the bees could be communicated with for when they swarmed their owners 
would whistle, clap their hands, ring bells and tinkle basins and kettles. This was 
an ancient practice, going back to Roman times, but still universally observed 
in eighteenth-century England. Its original purpose seems to have been to warn 
neighbors of the approaching swarm and to prevent disputes by establishing the 
owner’s right in advance. ‘The tinkling,’ as one expert put it, ‘secures a legal right 
to follow your swarm upon another person’s grounds in order to hive them. But by 
early modern times the noise was widely regarded by country people as a means 
of addressing the bees themselves. It was thought to prevent them from flying very 
far; it made then ‘knit’ and encouraged them to settle sooner.

A. Hyatt Verrill, Knots, Splices and Rope Work: A Practical Treatise. 1946.Keith Th omas. Man and the Natural World: A History of the Modern Sensibility. New York: Pantheon Books, 1983. p 96.
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Griffiths, W. H. How to sing : a complete treatise on singing with practical illustrations and diagrams. 1900.
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Charlotte Brontë. Shirley. 1849. Robert Bringhurst. Everywhere Being is Dancing: Twenty Pieces of Thinking. Counterpoint, 2009.
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What is that little stream of sound we hear from 
wind, tea kettles, trains, blades of grass, lips, and 
memory - that clear sound hailing from thin air-  
which we call whistling. Greater than the reach 
of one’s hand to touch or one’s eyes can see, whis-
tling is a wordless call, is a  signal, is protest, is 
ovation, is laboring together or walking alone, is 
touching at a distance.  

An afterthought in the annals, mentioned more 
in literature than music or history books, the odd 
history of whistling is hard to pinpoint. Perhaps 
rightly so, for whistling is, in the end, character: 
it is walking with a spring in your step, it is run-
ning a stick along a fence in a buoyant mood ready 
to pluck an apple. 

While other instruments are seated in orchestras, 
discussed in treatises, hung in museums, played in 
homes, whistling is blithely otherwise,  is, some-
how, outdoors. is a spree to the hillside, hanging 
around in the breeze, idly conjured while walking 
to school or taking the laundry from the line, whis-
tling is idleness’s resistance to the clock’s time. 
Other worldly, mercurial,  incognito  and yet like 

a signature, truly known - it ‘s call is recognition, 
the approach of my mother, my child long before 
they become visible.
Most simply, whistling is the melodies that live 
In the cracks and crevices of our minds and days. 
When the memory  that holds a melody spills out 
unconsciously,  there is whistling - trilling its way 
back from body to sound to atmosphere, there to 
be overheard and drawn again into another mind, 
again and again, carried over centuries with lit-
tle effort or weight, only the memory of melody 
and the melody of memory, from just a pocket of 
breath forced through the small hole between  lips 
or teeth, so humans might nimbly soar with the 
birds. 
If you can make a clean blade of a sound through 
your lips, first a whisper, then a tone, wobbly at 
first like a plane taking off in the wind, then steady 
and clear, like liquid Mercury. Then if you dialed  
up and down with your tongue, conjuring the last 
thing you heard on the radio, the first tune you 
heard as a child, the new song that is now in your 
head.  -  Ann Hamilton & Emily Eagen

“� ey had become an occasional mutter, like the interior sounds a woman makes when she 
believes she is alone and unobserved at her work: a sth when she misses the needle’s eye; a 
so�  moan when she sees another chip in her one good platter; the low friendly argument 
with which she greets the hens.”  - � e Bluest Eye,  Toni Morrison

“. . .will you whistle, whippoorwill, oh will you whistle, whippoorwill for me. . .?”

whistling

Whistling: to emit a clear, high-pitched sound by 
forcing breath through a small hole between one’s 
lips or teeth.
Around 80 cultures worldwide have developed a 
whistled form of their language, which they are 
able to project over great distances, for the most 
part all these cultures are placed in rugged, moun-
tainous terrain or dense forest. Their whistled 
speech is a developed form of their language not a 
separate language. By examining the uses of whis-
tled languages, linguists hope to learn more about 
how our brains extract meaning from complex 
sound patterns of speech. Whistled languages 
tend to mimic the patterns of spoken languages.
 • Pucker whistling: the pucker is the most 
common form of whistling. In this form of whis-
tling, air is either expelled or sucked through 
pursed lips to produce turbulence and in turn, the 
whistle.
 • Finger whistling: it is also known as wolf 
whistling and the technique involves inserting 
fingers in the mouth to shape its opening. The 
whistle produced by this method is forceful and 
the sound is loud.
 • Palatal or Roof whistling: in this type of 

whistling, the air that is pushed between the roof 
of the mouth and tongue produces the turbulence.
 • Hand whistling: to whistle in this man-
ner, the hands should be cupped together, and the 
air needs to be blown out of the mouth into the 
resonant chamber formed by hands.
 • Bottom-lip whistling: the bottom-lip 
whistling is performed by sucking the air inside 
the mouth. The turbulence in this type of whis-
tling is created by pinching the bottom lip at the 
centre. The sound produced by this method is 
piercing and one should practice regularly in or-
der to master this loud whistling technique.
 • Teeth whistling: it is the most difficult 
form of whistling and requires the whistler to 
draw air through the central incisors.
 • Throat whistling: the mouth is kept 
closed for whistling in this manner. In this method 
of whistling, the air is forced between the tongue 
and the back of the throat.

On the art of whistling, Edinburgh City Libraries, 
by Douglas in the Music Library team. Posted on 
October 9, 2023.

Diff erent ways of whistling with the fi ngers, Le Monde Siffl  er. 1893. 
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From the middle English lullen (to lull) 
and by[e] (in the sense of “near”) we 
have the word lullaby.  No one can know 
when the first song was sung, what sound 
emerged from an idle moment, how hum-
ming became a song, or where the melo-
dies that make up our day come from, but 
when new in the world,  a lullaby - sung 
to sooth or comfort - may have been a 
first cradle. Newly made or old as the first 
known instance preserved in clay, it is as 
ancient as a stone, the moon at night and 
a kiss before bedtime, is your company 
rocking a baby, peeling  an orange,  tying 
your shoes, and  folding warm laundry – 
is the tune animating  the small alcoves 
and spaces of your day. You are song.

Call them lullabies  or love songs,  min-
iature miscellany or story, the songs we 
sing a beloved, the song that we sing to 
ourselves, is a solace,  is a spinning inside, 
is the music in the trees and the walls, is 
memories remnants, is a vessel to remem-
ber, is a message, is the inside humming, 
is the far away calling the near by.  
-  Ann Hamilton & Emily Eagen

“And the air was full of �oughts and �ings to Say. But at times like these, only the Small �ings are 
ever said. Big �ings lurk unsaid inside.
A lullaby dri�ed in from the verandah. A song that baby Rahel was already forgetting, though it had 
only just been sung. Something about a moon and a bear and a lullaby and a mother’s breath on a child’s 
forehead."  - �e God of Small �ings by Arundhati Roy 

“A sleep came over them, a drowsing sleep, and the singing �lled the room with a quietness, a kind of 
peace. �e baby slept, and the mother’s voice went on, low and sweet, and a little tremulous. It was a 
lullaby for fear.”  - �e Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeck

lullaby

Dorothy Una Ratcliff. "Yorkshire Lullaby," Yorkshire Lyrics, Yorkshire Dialect Society, 1960.
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Nicole Krauss. The History of Love. New York: W.W. Norton & Company, Inc., 2006. p. 49. 

Federico García Lorca On Lullabies. Las Nanas Infantiles. A lecture, given in Madrid, 1928. Nicole Krauss. The History of Love. New York: W.W. Norton & Company, Inc., 2006. p. 49.
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Chart of Elocution, Frank H. Fenno. Fenno's Science of Speech. 1912.
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Andrew Bienkowski. One Life to Give. Experiment. 2010.Galette Des Rois, Nigela Lawson.
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Th e Book of Days A miscellany. Edited R. Chambers .W&R Chambers. 1888.
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Lewis Hyde. The Gift: Imagination and the Erotic Life of Property. New York: Vintage Books, 1983.

‘The Shoemaker and the Elves,’ a shoemaker is down on his luck and 

has only enough leather to sew a single pair of shoes. He cuts the leather 

out and goes to bed, planning to sew the shoes in the morning. During 

the night, two naked elves come and make the shoes. The shoemaker is 

speechless with astonishment when he finds them. Not a stitch is out of 

place! The shoes are such a master•piece that the first customer to appear in 

the morning pays handsomely for them, and the cobbler has enough money 

to buy leather for two pairs of shoes. That night he cuts the leather out and 

goes to bed. Again in the morning the shoes are made, and again they sell 

for such a price as to afford the leather for four pairs of shoes. In this way 

the shoemaker soon prospers. 

One evening (‘not long before Christmas,’ the tale says), the cobbler 

suggests to his wife that they stay up and see who has been helping them. 

They leave a candle burning, hide behind some coats, and, at midnight, 

see the elves come in and set to work. In the morning the wife says to the 

shoemaker, ‘The little men have made us rich and we should show our 

gratitude for this. They’re running about with nothing on and might freeze! 

I’m going to make them each a shirt, coat, jacket, trousers and a pair of 

stockings. Why don’t you make them each a pair of little shoes.’ The cobbler 

willingly agrees, and one night when the clothes are finished he lays them 

out on the bench in place of the leather. He and his wife hide behind the 

coats to watch. 

The elves are surprised and pleased to find the clothes. They put them on 

and sing— 

‘We’re sleek, we’re fine, we’re out the door, We shan’t be cobblers any 

more!’ 

And they dance around the room and away. They never return, but 

every•thing continues to go well with the shoemaker and he prospers at 

what•ever he takes in hand.

Lewis Hyde. The Gift: Imagination and the Erotic Life of Property. New York: Vintage Books, 1983.

‘The Shoemaker and the Elves,’ a shoemaker is down on his luck and 

has only enough leather to sew a single pair of shoes. He cuts the leather 

out and goes to bed, planning to sew the shoes in the morning. During 

the night, two naked elves come and make the shoes. The shoemaker is 

speechless with astonishment when he finds them. Not a stitch is out of 

place! The shoes are such a master•piece that the first customer to appear in 

the morning pays handsomely for them, and the cobbler has enough money 

to buy leather for two pairs of shoes. That night he cuts the leather out and 
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for such a price as to afford the leather for four pairs of shoes. In this way 

the shoemaker soon prospers. 

One evening (‘not long before Christmas,’ the tale says), the cobbler 
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see the elves come in and set to work. In the morning the wife says to the 
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gratitude for this. They’re running about with nothing on and might freeze! 

I’m going to make them each a shirt, coat, jacket, trousers and a pair of 

stockings. Why don’t you make them each a pair of little shoes.’ The cobbler 

willingly agrees, and one night when the clothes are finished he lays them 

out on the bench in place of the leather. He and his wife hide behind the 

coats to watch. 

The elves are surprised and pleased to find the clothes. They put them on 

and sing— 

‘We’re sleek, we’re fine, we’re out the door, We shan’t be cobblers any 

more!’ 

And they dance around the room and away. They never return, but 

every•thing continues to go well with the shoemaker and he prospers at 

what•ever he takes in hand.
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Lewis Hyde. Th e Gift : Imagination and the Erotic Life of Property. New York: Vintage Books, 1983. Mahatma, Gandhi. Th e Wheel of Fortune. Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library. 1869-1948.
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needle and tie a knot. �ese marks 
are direct. Reading is swifter but 
less material. My �nger may scan 
along, leading or following my eye, 
but for a sacred text the small sculp-
ture of a hand caps a metal rod, a 
Yad, with an index �nger pointing. 
�e Yad separates human �esh from 
animal parchment, leads the eye 
across a surface. �e hand directs 
and the voice follows, as the eye 
plows one line, then the other, then 
another, until the touched and 
sounded page turns. 

 “A time to gain, a time to lose, a 
time to rend, a time to sew” are bib-
lical verses (from Ecclesiastes) adapt-
ed for the lyrics of a song written by 
Pete Seeger and popularized by the 
Byrds. �e general view of stream 
of consciousness described by phi-
losopher William James remarked 
on “the di�erent pace of its parts, 
Like a bird’s life. it seems to be an 
alteration of �ights and perchings.” 
For James an X might be a perch-
ing. When dates are carved into 
wood or stone an X represents the 
number ten. Gridded paper �lled 
with X’s of alternating colors chart 
the needlepoint pattern the hand 
follows. X, the twenty-fourth let-
ter of the alphabet, rarely begins an 
English word and is the third least 
common letter. X is the horizontal 
axis in the Cartesian coordinate sys-
tem and while we orient ourselves to 
the horizon we �nd a county on the 
map with intersecting lines of lon-
gitude and latitude. Often, some-
one points their �nger and says “X 

�e momentary pleasure of weight-
lessly rotating around a wheel in the 
sky was the mechanical promise of 
a relatively new amusement on dis-
play at the Exposition Universelle in
Paris in 1900. �e grounds were 
thronged with people, and one 
could be lost in the crowd, but the 
experience in the sky was di�erent. 
�e Ferris wheel o�ered a bird’s eye 
view to a weighted body. Around 
and around a central axle, the imag-
ined �ocking of this technological 
wonder spun with the roar and thrill 
of moving together. 

History is the story of cultures 
con�guring and recon�guring the 
many relations of self to other-selves. 
A universal history of humankind 
may be impossible, but the idea of 
universality is seductive. �e Uni-
versal Declaration of Human Rights 
was adopted by the United Nations 
General Assembly on 10 Decem-
ber 1948 at the Palais de Chaillot, 
Paris. �e productions of Univer-
sal  Studios promise absorption and 
abandonment in moving images on 
screens, surrounded by loud sound. 
Projected light reels images into 
dark spaces built in turn-of-the-cen-
tury exposition scale, animating the 
screen with narratives of good and 
evil, right and wrong. Particular cir-
cumstances of place and time pull 
against universalizing tendencies, 
but an appetite for a world of clearly 
drawn oppositions and outcomes is 
never stilled, and so the �lms spin 
their many versions of the story. We 
see but do not witness the wars, the 

battles, the bodies in agony, the cit-
ies wasted, the forests and oceans 
poisoned. We sit in the reassurance 
of the darkness alone together yet 
we long for a release from a world of 
opposites, for turnings less mechan-
ical in the ensouling of the world. 

“Listen to the reed and the tale 
it tells, How it sings of separa-
tion…” wrote Jalāl ad-Dīn Rumi, 
a Su� mystic and poet whose thir-
teenth-century words of univer-
sal love and service transcend the 
time periods, national borders, and 
ethnic divisions that carve a con-
temporary world. �e lexical roots 
of the Su�s lie in sūf, the Arabic 
word meaning wool and safā, which 
means purity. Whirling Dervishes, 
the ones who wear wool on top of 
purity make visible to a wider pub-
lic the physical meditation of their 
religious practice. From the distance 
and perspective of an onlooker, the 
motion of the felted wool skirts the 
dervishes wear creates the illusion 
of a stationary white ring around 
a moving center. Resisting vertigo, 
the dervishes whirl in a continuous 
rotation from right to left around 
the heart, braiding stillness and 
whirling in a discipline of abandon-
ment and merging. 

Perhaps one version of a contem-
porary vertigo lies in our confu-
sion between entertainment, spir-
itual practice, and social change. 
�e spinning movement Mahatma 
Gandhi initiated as part of the In-
dian independence struggle pro-
duced miles of cotton yarn. �e 

Khadi cloth woven from it became 
a symbol of a self-reliant economy 
free from English cloth and foreign 
clothing. �e old English word for 
whirl is whorl. It is also the name 
given to the spherical weight on the 
end of a drop spindle which increas-
es or maintains the spindle’s mo-
mentum for drawing yarn by hand  
from strands of plant or animal �-
ber. When the shaft stills, the new-
ly spun yarn is wound around the 
spindle. Successive lengths thicken 
above the whorl, and the accumulat-
ing weight makes the spindle rotate 
longer and more easily. We know 
from archaeological records that the 
making and weaving of thread is 
one of the oldest technologies, but 
the speci�c origins of spinning are 
lost, as is my sense of time when ab-
sorbed in repetitions of the spindle’s 
turnings and windings.

Wool, spun from sheep’s �eece, 
is the yarn densely twisted into the 
three strands of a bell ringing rope 
to mark the strokes and protect the 
hand from the cha�ng of the linen. 
�e plush grip of wool twisted into 
linen plies plant with animal and is 
called a “sally”—so named for the 
motion of the rope leaping, dancing 
back and forth in response to the 
bell’s weight and pull. �e hand lis-
tening to the ear must know when to 
pull, when to hold, and when to let 
go; the counting rhythm of letting 
go and catching creates the pattern 
of the bells. (Weight and weightless-
ness are bound. Abandonment and 
restraint are woven. Sound and si-

lence are twined.) �e order of the 
bells is counted, the movement of 
the hands reeling in and releasing, 
sets the score in muscle memory. 
On paper the score is a pattern of 
crossed lines that looks like knitted 
argyle. �ere are usually six posi-
tions but an almost in�nite number 
of possible patterns in a change ring-
ing score.

Cross-stitch is a form of counted 
thread embroidery in which each 
stitch is an uniform X. �e pattern 
and the color of individual X's stitch-
es an image into a cloth ground. �e 
letter A can be formed from eleven 
cross stitches, a simple tree or �gure 
from twenty, a landscape from many 
hundreds more. �e hand sews with 
sureness, knows the exact pressure 
to poke the point of a needle up and 
smoothly through the linen backing 
cloth; up, down in a left-hand slant, 
up in the opposite corner, down in a 
right-hand slant. One stitch mirrors 
and crosses the other to complete 
a single X. Four holes in the cloth, 
two stitches for one mark, each 
mark next to another until the trail 
of thread and the direction of the 
hand make the �gure A. �e sur-
rogate index of the needle is slower 
than the continuous line of a cursive 
hand writing with pen or pencil, but 
the slant is the same. 

�e time it takes to tap the key-
board to make an X on my screen 
is only a millisecond, the time to 
write less than a second, the time to 
stitch two or three times longer—
not including the time to thread the 

spinning

marks the spot.”  
What does it mean to say “I lose 

myself ”? In his 1786 essay “What 
is Orientation in �inking?” phi-
losopher Immanuel Kant wrote “to 
orientate oneself, in the proper sense 
of the word, means to use a given di-
rection—and we divide the horizon 
into four of these— in order to �nd 
the others, and in particular that of 
sunrise. If I see the sun in the sky and 
know that it is now midday, I know 
how to �nd south, west, north, and 
east. For this purpose, however, I 
must necessarily be able to feel a 
di�erence within my own subject, 
namely that between my right and 
left hands. I call this a feeling.” 

Seated on an airplane I do not 
feel that I am �ying. As technolog-
ically wonder-evoking as the Ferris 
wheel was in its time, this is mo-
tion almost without sensation. We 
sit in our seats, we rise, we hurdle 
at great speeds through the sky, and 
we land somewhere else with hardly 
a wrinkle in our clothing. Physical 
transport without physical transfor-
mation: we are surrounded by mo-
tion but held in stillness. �e speed 
of travel doesn’t tempt our thresh-
old for control. �ere is no spin-
ning, and there is no blurring of the 
clouds outside the window. 

A photographic image, when 
blurred and out of focus, may be 
seen as a mistake. �e paradox of 
stillness in movement and move-
ment in stillness is instant in �lm 
and photography. Technologies be-
come ways of seeing and ways of 

seeing become ways of being within 
the centrifugal forces of time and 
the intensities of speed that hold 
and make our sensuous conscious-
ness. �e camera in my hand is now 
a wand of light. It no longer “cap-
tures” or “takes” a picture with the 
window of an open aperture but 
optically scans as it moves across a 
surface. �e resulting blur is not the 
speed registered by the chemistry of 
�lm materials but a consequence of 
the hand’s motion, the hesitations 
and breath of the body. A drawing 
made with eye and light and hand. 
If the object and my seeing hand are 
moving in unison or in opposition, 
the image condenses the time of in-
tersection. Each stroke of light over 
an object becomes an image at that 
moment of passage. Blur registering 
motion registers touch. Upon seeing 
the image, my hand is motionless, 
still, it registers the gesture of con-
tact’s touch, its invisible tremor is 
the hand’s memory, a still frame in 
a blurred image. 

�e paci�st community of Shak-
ers, known for their ecstatic behav-
ior during worship, danced their 
separateness and togetherness in 
weekly gatherings in which the 
women danced on one side of the 
room and the men on the other. 
When the motion was exhausted 
they formed a circle and would wait 
for any appearance of a gift. In one 
account “two of the sisters …com-
mence(d) whirling round like a top, 
with their eyes shut; and continued 
this motion for about �fteen min-

utes; when they suddenly stopped 
and resumed their places, as steady 
as if they had never stirred..."

Dancing in a circle to music is a 
ritual of many cultures and time pe-
riods. �e Hora is a circle or chain 
dance in which the dancers hold 
hands and each other and spinning 
counterclockwise, following a se-
quence of forward and backward 
steps. Everyone connected hand to 
hand, everyone in contact, one body 
to another, creating a larger motion. 

Like a ball of yarn in relation to 
a length or strand of thread, the cir-
cle dance is in relation to the indi-
viduated line dance, folk dance, or 
disco. As with my individual screen 
and your individual screen, we no 
longer inhabit the same space but 
our faces are both illuminated by 
the screen’s light. 

“We think by feeling,” wrote 
poet �eodore Roethke. We circle 
words, space, time, each other. We 
open our mouths, we listen to the 
abundant sound of things and their 
motions. Time, like cotton spinning 
into  thread, must be loosely held, 
must allow the pulling forward and 
letting go in one continuous mo-
tion of drawing in and handing o�. 
Our photographs and our objects 
accumulate material evidence of 
our holding on. We wear their im-
print, like the sweaters of our grand-
parents, as surely as footsteps left 
in sand as gifts from another time. 
AH

Ann Hamilton, CHANNEL, video still

- Ann Hamilton
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 Isabella Mary Beeton. Beeton's Book of Needlework. 1870.
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By kind permission of the Society of Dyers and Colourists Textile Collection.
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My mother loved to receive a 
letter. Her sister was a postwoman 
for a time in the 1940s. It was a role 
she enjoyed, and one that suited her 
buoyant outgoing personality. No 
household on her round would su�er 
from a want of human contact, with 
any delivery sure to combine person-
al messages by post and postie. My 
mother was the younger and shyer 
of the sisters so focused her atten-
tion on the letters themselves. �ey 
were a more natural form of com-
munication for her, a silent call and 
response that chimed the words and 
thoughts of one with another, and 
even the notion of a letter was greet-
ed with eager anticipation.  An en-
velope on the doormat was to her a 
miniature adventure that had crossed 
at least two thresholds, possibly hav-
ing traversed an ocean or a land mass 
en route. It was something that de-
served her attention, and this is what 
she gave. Today we might call it an 
act of mindfulness; the total focus 
on what lay initially in the doorway, 
and then in her hands. Held lightly 
between the thumbs and fore�ngers 
of both hands, a letter would �rst be 
held up to the light, then lowered to 
the height of her waist as she exam-
ined the qualities of the paper, the 
details of the postmark and the �ow 
of the handwriting. When the front 
had been scrutinized, she would �ip 
it over to see what the back might re-
veal. Only then, when all other forms 
of evidence had been exhausted, 
would the letter be opened and the 

self returned. When that moment 
came in 1946, they chose to invest 
his army grant in their coupled 
lives, and in buying the time they 
needed to restore the locust years 
of separation. �ese were the days 
when they unwrapped the bundled 
letters and read them to each oth-
er, �nally sharing that which they 
had been compelled to experience 
alone.  �e day they �nished read-
ing the letters, they lit a �re, burned 
them all, and turned their attention 
to writing a future together.

It is calculated that four million 
letters were sent every day to and 
from the frontline during the �rst 
world war, totalling ten billion by 
the end of the war. Many of those 
sent home have survived but cop-
ies of those received at the front 
are rarer. One notable exception 
is a cache of 2000 letters that were 
exchanged between Paul Piraeud, 
a soldier who served in France and 
Italy, and his wife Marie, at home 
on the farming commune of Nan-
teuil-de-Bourzac (population 485). 
�eir correspondence is chroni-
cled in Your Death Would Be Mine 
(Martha Hanna, Harvard, 2006) 
which places their personal story 
within the broader political, social 
and cultural events that they de-

scribed and experienced.  
Paul wrote to Marie every day for 
the duration of the war, declaring 
his love and sharing the minutiae 
of his day: of how he made bread, 
cared for the horses, fed shells into 
75mm artillery guns and dodged 
those �red back. When he saw ac-
tion at Verdun and the Somme, 
he did not hide from his wife the 
incomprehensible horrors he wit-
nessed, “It is extermination on the 
ground”. Marie would send by re-
turn kisses and encouragement, 
sharing snippets of news and re-
porting on the farm whose work 
she increasingly shouldered.  As 
the months passed and they ad-
justed to their altered circum-
stances, the couple’s letters show a 
growing self-con�dence and mu-
tual enlightenment. �ey become 
more political aware and less pa-
rochial, more focused on learning 
and science, less on superstition 
and folklore. �e world was chang-
ing, as were they, encouraged in 
part by the letter writing itself 
which required a self-re�ection 
and self-awareness that le� them 
better able to communicate with 
one another. Add the billions of 
other letters written by their con-
temporaries to the Pireaud’s 2000, 
and we gain some sense of the per-
sonal and communal transforma-
tion engendered by what has been 
described as an “enforced wartime 
correspondence course in self-dis-
covery”.  - June Hill

mystery of its contents resolved.   
We received few letters, but the ac-
tions of my mother ensured that 
we knew how each should be ac-
knowledged. �e reverse also ap-
plied. Any correspondence sent 
was subject to the same methodi-
cal process: the stationery carefully 
selected, the words considered and 
studiously written in a copperplate 
hand that will always remain hers, 
even though she no longer remains 
with us. 
Simple as this practice was, we 
knew that it mattered a great deal 
for she had experienced �rst-hand 
the di�erence a letter could make. 
From 1942-1946 my mother wrote 
daily to my father as he served in 
the forces. She was a seamstress. 
He was a plumber turned radio en-
gineer. �eir letters connected the 
matters of home in Bradford to 
military camps in southern Eng-
land, North Africa and Europe.  
Moments not able to be shared in 
person, were shared instead on 
paper. �eirs was a modest cor-
respondence, but a heartfelt one. 
Every letter, received singly or as 
a batch, was read and reread; the 
words written between the lines ab-
sorbed as eagerly as those written 
upon them. �e instability of con-
�ict made it di�cult for my father 
to retain his letters, but my mother 
saved all those that reached home, 
tying them into bundles with red 
ribbon.  It was a part of him that 
she would keep safe until he him-

letters

A Poet Reading, Master of the Playing Cards (artist). Engraving on laid paper. 1430s. 
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Natalie Shapero. "Regarding Writing," "Regarding Reading," the event of a thread • newspaper. 2012.  
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Ann Brontë letter to Ellen Nussey, Brontë Society and Brontë Parsonage Museum.
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Rebecca Solnit. Orwell’s Roses. Granta Books, 2022.
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Jahnvi Lakhota Nandan and Shivani Gupta. Pukka Indian: 100 Objects Th at Defi ne India. Roli Books, 2018.
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Matthew Goulish. Windrows - a commonplace. Unpublished Writing from The Rockafeller Foundation Bellagio Center, 2016. Natalie Shapero. "the nature of the rows," habitus • newspaper. 2016.  
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Edith Durham letter and drawing of loom: Bankfield Museum, Calderdale Museums. 1937.
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No ideas but in things are five 
words from poet William Carlos 
Williams, author of the sixteen-word 
poem, “The Red Wheelbarrow” 
which like the three wheels such a 
cart depends on, gained momentum 
to generate miles of conversation. 
The words became an object known 
and turned by many hands. Words 
pass, repeat, set a pattern in motion, 
like stones tossed repeatedly into a 
pond. We look for their pattern, wait 
for their surfacing, their cloaking of 
the waters, invisible though present, 
echoing. Without the consequence 
of a stone’s ripple, we live in an ocean 
of images migrating from screen to 
screen, living everywhere and no-
where in particular. We are blanketed 
by the clamor. We look for the pat-
tern. Mathematician and philosopher 
Alfred North Whitehead wrote that 
“art is the imposing of a pattern on ex-
perience and our aesthetic enjoyment 
is recognition of the pattern.” Still, 
our drowning eyes long to be washed 
in what poet Walt Whitman called 
“the perfect silence of the stars,” but 
our fingers itch for feedback. The pa-
per’s texture once sounded by the pen 
nib is now the light emanating from 
our screens. My hand extends, my fin-
ger longs to know, to touch, to affirm 
with contact and to say this is here, 
this is real, this is something. The 
screen returns smooth images and the 
digital moment that once was. Philos-
opher and cultural critic Walter Ben-
jamin wrote that the invention of the 
match around the middle of the nine-
teenth century “brought forth a num-
ber of innovations which have one 
thing in common: one abrupt move-
ment of the hand triggers a process of 
many steps.…With regard to countless 

movements of switching, inserting, 
pressing, and the like, the 'snapping’ 
by the photographer had the great-
est consequences.…The camera gave 
the moment a posthumous shock, as 
it were.” The subject of the first dura-
ble color photograph created in 1861 
by James Clerk Maxwell was a tar-
tan ribbon tied with a rosette in the 
center, the ribbon tails outstretched 
upward like the wing of a moth but it 
has been reproduced wings down as 
well. Maxwell had the ribbon photo-
graphed three times, with red, green, 
and blue color filters, then had the 
resulting glass plate images projected 
on top of one another by projectors 
equipped with corresponding color 
filters. The superimposed projections 
formed a single full-color image. This 
three-color approach remains the ba-
sis of nearly all color photography, 
film-based, analogue, and digital. A 
pattern seen, an image made from the 
saliva of time with light, chemicals, 
object, and invention. Threads cross 
at right angles in a woven tartan. The 
pattern, called a sett, is a consequence 
of the structure, the position, and the 
color of the individual threads. When 
warp and weft are the same color the 
crossing makes a solid color. If the two 
colors are crossed, an equal mixture 
is made. A sett of two colors makes a 
mixture of three. Mixtures increase at 
a scale of four as the number of thread 
colors increases. Six differently color-
ed threads make fifteen mixtures and 
twenty-one different colors. A sett is 
also the name of the network of tun-
nels and entrances of a badger’s den. 
Without the second ‘t’ it is a folk dance 
based on coordinated pairs moving in 
a rectangle, feet echoing the forma-
tion of the quadrille once performed 

by four mounted horsemen in a 17th-
century military parade. Words are 
bodies. They inherit other words and 
carry histories no differently than the 
patterns of horses and people. Tar-
tans came to be called plaids, from 
the Gaelic plaide (blanket). The word 
echoing its own origin came to de-
scribe not the pattern but the object 
of the blanket itself. Before blankets 
were plaids or tartans they were a spe-
cific fabric, a heavily napped woolen 
weave carrying the name of the Flem-
ish weaver who invented the process. 
His name, Blanket, is now a rectangle 
of cloth that keeps us warm, is an all 
inclusive covering over, a thick layer, 
the felt between the roller and the pa-
per on a hand press, the rubber surface 
that transfers an image in ink from the 
plate to the paper to a wall where it 
now may hang. There were hundreds 
of homelooms active in communities 
at the end of the nineteenth century 
making similar coverlets and bed cov-
erings. Laid over wool blankets and 
cotton sheets, they “made-up” the 
bed. One slept under a blanketing of 
plant and animal fibers. The over-
shot geometric patterns varied from 
loom to loom and hand to hand but 
they were often the same colors. The 
dark blue dyed from indigo, the red 
from madder or walnut. Before pho-
tography, generations of families were 
documented as fruit on embroidered 
trees, as patterns woven into cloth, or 
as names written into family bibles. 
Where there were not images to pass 
from generation to generation, the 
linens and the coverlets and the blan-
kets passed. My body slips under the 
weight of a woven blanket. Folded 
in sleep, I am only the measure of a 
small rug, my weight imprinted in 

cardboard or mattress, a common-
ness. The pattern of the blanket is 
the weave itself: blue alternating with 
yellow in plaid or stripe or check, 
brown twill alternating with natural 
solid red, white, and blue plaid, un-
bleached plain weave bordered with a 
red blanket stitch. The blanket’s cloth 
cocoon is a space for reading. How 
to explain the permissions found in 
the page? How to describe the falling 
in and falling out, the motion of the 
mind wandering, the concert between 
the reading, the page, and the room 
where I lie? The eye follows the words 
in their regular parallel lines while 
peripheral attention slips in and out 
like a needle stitching through cloth, 
binding the printed words to the im-
mediacy of the lamp light, the heat, 
the blanket weight, the plane and si-
ren that pass outside. I disappear into 
it and it disappears into me. I become 
the page, the screen, the words and 
they become me, as have my house, 
weathered with scratched floors, and 
my clothes marked by worn knees. 
Body, word, and material mutually 
shape each other. I follow where oth-
er readers have been. Paper holds the 
memory of other hands, the spine falls 
open to mark a former place. I feel the 
paper’s slickness or thickness. If the 
words are written by hand, I follow 
the slant, pause where the ink pooled 
and dried thick, register the width of 
the ink or pencil lead. I am touched by 
the cadence of a voice.We begin where 
we are: a reader and a page carrying 
a writer’s words. Two waves meeting 
from the stone thrown. Within the 
reverberation, we lose ourselves, are 
absorbed by words, sound, blanket, 
each other.  -  Ann Hamilton

weaving

"…some hand, now forever quiet, had made at certain passages strong pen and ink marks, 
long since browned by time." - George Eliot, The Mill on the Floss (1860)24

 Courtesy of Bradford College Textile Archive.
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David Leatherbarrow. “Leveling the Land.” Recovering Landscape. Edited by James Corner. 
New York: Princeton Architectural Press, 1999. p. 174.

On the third day Zeus made a great and 
fair cloth, and on it he wove the [lines or 
divisions of the] earth, the ocean, and the 
houses of the ocean This they say was the 
first anacalypteria [wedding veil], from this 
the custom [of the veiled bride] arose from 
gods and men.”
The marital veil, on this account, was 
really a map that entwined in its fibers the 
axes and ordinance of the world. It was not 
really a covering, but a gauze, gosamer, 
or filagree framework that disclosed an 
inhabitable landscape, one that had been 
there but was unknown, meaning that the 
act of veiling resulted in an unveiling.

 Courtesy of Bradford College Textile Archive. David Leatherbarrow. "Leveling the Land," Recovering Landscape. Edited by James Corner. 
New York: Princeton Architectural Press, 1999. p. 174.
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The word delph is derived from the 
Anglo-Saxon delfan which means ‘to 
dig’. This digging can take many forms 
– tilling soil, excavating land, mining 
the earth – but is perhaps most associ-
ated with the extraction of stone, with 
the word itself an alternative name for 
a quarry. Many local quarries have been 
worked out or are no longer commercial-
ly viable, but they remain as part of the 
area’s geography and toponymy. There 
will be places near you called delph -per-
haps a settlement, or more likely a street, 
or piece of land. Delph Hill, Delph Ter-
race, Delph Quarry, The Delph. Do not 
pass these places by, learn of them, find 
them on a map, explore them with your 
feet, delve into their history. Delve. This 
is another word delfan has given us. To 
delve is to investigate, it is the word of 
an explorer who has set a course for the 
deep. 
For the delvers of stone this was an ar-
duous task. Their job was to cut the 
stone out of the seam where it had lain 
for hundreds of millions of years. It re-
quired hammers, chisels and wedges, 
hours of arduous toil and years of tac-
it knowledge; of what was and was not 
good stone, what was and was not safe. 
Every stone their hands won had to be 
transported from the quarry floor to the 
surface; stored in bags, carried on their 

backs, up ladders, or- for the more fortu-
nate - lifted by derricks.  It was strenuous 
and dangerous work with a high death 
rate, yet still they delved. Every day dig-
ging deep into the bedrock of sedimen-
tary rocks that time had compressed, 
digging deep into their selves. 
We are told that rocks with fossils were 
used for dry stone walling rather than 
primary construction as they were con-
sidered flawed. We are not told if that 
had a financial impact on the delver but, 
if so, one hopes that the unveiling of an 
extinct lifeform offered the compensa-
tion of a moment of wonder. Perhaps 
some delvers also sensed an identifica-
tion with the preserved life that they had 
extracted. Or perhaps those moments 
came away from the quarry, during the 
days of relaxation at Shipley Glen when, 
with their family sat on the ground about 
them, they rested their back against an 
exposed rock form, closed their eyes and 
took a deep breath. 

—

A layer of sedimentary rocks deposited 
during the Carboniferous period (351-
310 million years ago) forms the bedrock 
of the Bradford district. The fine-grained 
sandstone of this strata is a valuable con-
struction material that unites the area’s 

natural and manmade landscape. These 
rocks are overlain by a layer of Millstone 
Grit -  a dense sequence of interbedded 
sandstones, siltstones and mudstones 
with subordinate thin coals, fireclays and 
ironstones – which crops out over much 
of the district, forming uplands with ex-
tensive moorland and escarpments, such 
as Shipley Glen and Ilkley Moor. This 
has also been commercially extracted as 
building stone. 
Although there is evidence of local ex-
traction in medieval times, quarrying de-
veloped in the seventeenth century with 
demand for stone increasing as industri-
alisation accelerated. In 1875 Bradford 
historian William Cudworth recorded 
thirty-six stone quarries in the township 
of Allerton alone, and a further seven-
teen on land owned by the Earl of Rosse 
in Shipley and Heaton. Two decades ear-
lier, twenty local quarries had supplied 
the stone required to build Salts Mill. 
Quarries (or delphs) were also excavated 
for specific construction projects such 
as canals, reservoirs or factories. The re-
mains of one such small quarry can be 
seen near the Leeds – Liverpool canal at 
Hirst Wood, Shipley.  -  June Hill

stone

Loom weight, Pre-Roman artefact, Museo Arqueológico Martins Sarmento, Guimarães, Portugal.



Bradford 2025 We Will Sing Salts Mill, Saltaire Bradford 2025 We Will Sing Salts Mill, Saltaire

Ann Hamilton Studio Ann Hamilton Studio

Simon Armitage. Stanza Stones. Enitharmon Press, 2013. p 11, 13.
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Inger Christensen. alphabet. Translated by Susanna Nied, 2000. p 15. Extract from Maggie Scanlon letter from prison, July 1986,  Peace Museum, Bradford.
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