“The C_Otton Spinner

WEIGH Four caI|co bags bulglng with cotton are unIoaded from the car |nto SER
'_J?the mill’s devil hole, where techn|C|ans haul them onto the steeI bed of a
scale. They constantly refer to my smaII amount’ of cotton. After welghlng,
| _the bundles are carr|ed to the blowmg room. Marklngs on the discarded i |nner
i coverlngs read — BaIaka MaIaW| where the cotton was glnned BIantyre
7 | Malawn where |t was Ioaded and HeImsdaIe ScotIand |ts destlnatlon

o Wounds gouged from mountaznszdes m seareh of the cave 43 entmnce Fumes
o of smelted oar clog the alreaoly thick air on approach No mercy, a mother’s
~ blood once spilled cannot be gathered up again. Enveloped n an unolulatmg

heat. A tzghtemng passageway of blue and purple cobwebs, stztcheol together
 with the tangled hair of beldams withered and decayed. szpzng down into

- velvet blackness, envelopeol by a downy Sea ﬂames reoluceol to squealzng pzles
s of SHOW- whzte ash

i rLOFT When the cast |ron hopper—opener IS SW|tched on, its rumbllng jo|ns
| 'the background din. Two men stand on either side and feed cotton into its’
- ~ black, bucket- mouth. | peer over the edge and see this lofted up by a row of
e spikes, before belng sucked into tubes above. The overhead mechanisms need S
"constantly prodded and uanocked The end of this process dellghts us; greatly'- o
| |ncreased in volume, cotton fibres- drlft down into over- flowing bins.

The horizon grows Szckly, leaden wzth the lust of becomzng A great and e
i 'evzl rhinoceros grmds and clangs inside the blinding clatters of a million
- supernovas. Gmssy daggers cling desperately to the shields of earth that
~ crumble and fragment, joining the chorus of searing noise as they fall into pzts g
~of oozing friction. While far above a young girl gathers flying petals in the folols
' of her dress. She cries with Joy as her ﬁngers earess the Supple fuzz content "
wzth not knowzng All that lasts s chomge | ' |




& SCUTCH The techn|C|ans are nervy about the temperamental scutchlng
mach|ne to keep It operatlonal they must make constant running repairs.

. Once p|Ied onto a sIow movmg belt of wooden sIats the cotton d|sappears It -
_emerges loosely felted, onto the final belt, to berolled into a fap. Spilled cotton e

s contlnuously retrleved and brushed from the roor After four hours four
iz perfect Iaps are welghed and I m toId that less than a pound of f|bre has been

~lost from the startlng welght

- The wheeleol arachnwl rolls and races in the sand, thoasanals move in arzzson
~ to form the knots and nets of precious sraf She tends to her coSMic garolerz of s

- neat hedgerows and gathers lives in ]ags from the crimson river. Inﬁmte worlols e
- encased in pebbles anolerfoot The iron door looms, adorned with strange flags
| and anfamzlzar carvings. Countless storzes carrzeol carelessly m the hanols of T 5

: alzen otlzer across the cavernous thresholol

e CARD We go up in the I|ft to the sp|nn|ng roor In5|de the wooden covers of

| f_' the cardlng mach|nes rotatlng drums comb and tease the cotton Iaps |nto airy 2
. fibre folds, fed into a spinning; vertical drum. A cont|nuous rope of sliver forms,‘_f-’
| 'peaklng over the top of the drum before a pIate compresses it down ldecant: o

~ thefirst cons into three he55|an sacks ’'ve brought from home the rema|n|ng

s cotton W|II fill about seventy seven more bags.

'- : A corzreyer belt of rotatzrzg rzeeolles rakmg at the taat surface Horror anal 2
~ beauty in rare combination. King of the cloud and lord of the winds in turn e

1 ‘ denied her and the third bell began. to toll. A szngle crystallme tear fat arwl
~ bulbous wzth a thoasarwl arzspoken worols twists and turns. A sea of rusted

it nails hammered by a father’s hands into the wooden cezlzng of her own tzrzy
o horne oloomeol to float for etermty on rollmg whzsps of asp




| SPIN To turn the sI|ver |nto thread I have a book Charkha splnnlng wheeI
|mported from Indla | practice determlnedly for days in front of YouTube

o V|deos watchlng Amerlcan Iad|es spin on the|r sofas and Ind|an men sit on

s thefloor, keeplng the Charka steady with a crossed Ieg After countless
| adjustments | Iearn to draft an arms- Iength of soft fibre from the sI|ver in my |
iz _Ieft hand, turn the big wheeI cIockW|se to add tW|st then backwards to wmd

e my thread down the sp|nd|e sp|ke

5 ; lees of tangled limbs andalatmg as one Brahches anal lzgaments all znszale oat e

= loopeal around the spinning engine. A woven border of olive branches and in

 ome corner, a pzle of deer bones on the mossy ground. Varmsheal anal glistening .

o  they wait patzently to be ]aalgeal as znstraments of pleasare or pain. A laughing e

 hyena wrapped in a tight cocoon of dry, course grasses, rolled towards the road i

 waiting to be barneal alzve The elephant retarns wzth matches She oaght not
. -.blame her daughter SER R | |

“ SKEIN | read Gandh| S deS|gn br|ef for the Charka, wh|ch cIearIy states 5 lady

- shall be able to work w:th it for e/ght hours.. w:thout great effort put in. St|II
o need to stop every ten minutes to stretch. When thread needs wound from |

_ St g full splndle | assemble the yarn- wmder p|eces from the charka box and fit .
~itonto the top of the smaller wheel. Yarn is wound in loops around the four

' "spokes securer t|ed together shpped Ioose and tW|sted into a skeln ready
for weaving. ' ' & e

. | -_Once it was ﬁmsheal She slammeal the hoxwood shattle alown Ohto the chzld’ Lo
~ head. One, two, three times it was raised and broaght alown agazn Poanalzng o g

~ and crushing until ﬁesh and hone could be shaped into neat cylinders and -

- laid carefully in spzrals across the ground. A tiny haby wrappeal ma smooth

- white cloth, gurgling into nothmgness A silent Screamzng song of silver anal |
- red all neatly packeal reaaly to be Sabsameal mto the zgnorance of tzme in Some |
faraway plaee - | P . | |




