
On making three warps     Wednesday, 13th October 2021 
 
I am on warp two, I can think differently now, I know how to proceed. It’s more a copying of 
the first warp rather than working out how to do it and thinking through different options. 
 
Now that I attached the first six threads, working from the centre outward, I am threading a 
future. I am thinking of Penelope1 weaving during the day, unweaving at night. Of doing 
something that has no instrumental value. There is a force in such an activity, a potency. 
I feel at times overwhelmed, make myself a coffee, watch the news. I have learned to not 
chastise myself, to follow the call to step back, to divert my gaze so as to be able to re-turn, to 
look again, look against the background of discussions on what happened last year, of 181 
families having lost a loved one in the last 24 hours; of the confrontational approach to 
resolving border problems in Northern Ireland. 
 
These warps are all about knotting, knotting the transparent thread at 1.5cm distance along a 
pre-shaped piano wire suggesting the shape of bundles of hair cells sitting on a tongue-shaped 
membrane inside the spiralling labyrinth that is the cochlea. The piano wire is covered in 
modelling clay to hold the knots in place. On top of the basilar membrane hair bundles are 
flowing in liquid, waiting to be agitated, to be pushed upwards, reaching toward a ceiling, a 
roof, a cover pushing downwards, another membrane called tectorial2 
to be touched.....to touch....,  
another agitated surface moved by frequencies as they are. 
 
40cm down each transparent thread I knot a mohair/silk thread onto it. I mirror the line of the 
piano wire as I knot each thread, six threads in the centre shaping an apex; fourteen threads on 
either side rising toward the edge. I completed the six threads in the centre before I sat down 
to read this. 
 
The membranous environments of the inner ear permit certain solutes to ‘enter’ whilst others 
are ‘excluded’, or pushed out. The oval window (both door and membrane) of the inner ear’s 
double labyrinth enables pressure fluctuations, compressions of fluid and air, to dissipate, 
thereby maintaining some sense of verticality as the elements break against the tertiary bulge 
of its cherubic globes. (Patrick Farmer; 2020)  
 
The Space of Sound addresses inclusion and exclusion in a wider sense and in a very local 
context:  
 
How does that which our body inhales and exhales/resonates through vibrational waves 
change?  
 

                                                
1 In Homer’s Odyssey, Penelope claims during Odysseus prolonged absence, she will choose a new husband 
when she has finished weaving a burial shroud for Odysseus's elderly father Lartes. Every night for three years, 
she undoes part of the shroud to make time for Odysseus to return. 
2 See https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC2874155/  and Patrick Farmer; 2020: In a practise of 
obverse homeostasis, the tectorial membrane gives us our hearing by distributing nanoscale pores as a mean to 
control the movement of its own water. For a long time, its presence atop of the inner ear hair cells opened 
mouths. The size and arrangement of pores within this mercurial membrane, an accuracy of black and white 
clods, creates a distal clade in the ear where anthropomorphised deities, sound–hearing–listening, become 
waves of light entering the brain, honeycomb under a microscope, ice on the ground, bats in the trees, moods 
stuck to us.  
 
 



 
 
Our approach of researching throuh making and moving begins in our post-pandemic present 
in a Performance Studio at the Institute for Creative Cultures in Coventry Technology Park, 
where we invite the public to share anecdotal experiences of how sound and silence felt in 
times of isolation. From this neutral space we will move on to site specific performances. 
Come spring next year, we will reflect on the time of 1847, the year the Anglican Church in 
London Cemetery was built and by summer 2022 we reach our destination, the apple store 
built in 1381, an outbuilding of the Carthusian Monastery. The Carthusians chose to spent 
their life in isolation and silence. 
...... 
Now that I am copying rather than improvising, the work has slowed down. It is more 
painstaking, where did that word come from? Stake "to risk, wager, put at hazard or risk upon 
a future contingency,"  The transparent thread keeps escaping the knot. Barely visible and 
smooth, it has way of wriggling itself out just when you think you got it positioned at the right 
height. 
And then, rhythm enters the work. With rhythm comes trust. My fingers show me how to do 
it. 
 
How painstakingly the intelligence of the body has crafted these inner technologies.  
 
What did the Carthusians know? Why make a vow of silence, why no longer use speech for 
everyday communication, why use one’s voice exclusively in order to sing in chorus and to 
sing in a second language? At night, with no audience. 
 
This research through making and moving is speculative, it’s form can shift as can the 
content, it has many ears, it grows a reticular homegrown network born of a tidal bore that 
hears the umbral of sound3. 
 
Can how we know be rethought through making and moving?  
 
 
         Friday 15th October 
 
I am finishing the third warp. I feel my fingers begin way more confident. I am leaning 
toward an emerging future. I have learned in the intermittent time that I was mistaken in 
thinking Penelope was weaving a wedding gown, she was weaving a funeral shroud for a still 
living person. I tried to work out how the relational movement between the basilar membrane 
and the tectorial membrane might be described and I learned that the tectorial membrance 
does not touch the tips of hair cells. I learned that the hair cells on which I modelled the shape 
of the warp are called outer hair cells and are attached to the underside of the tectorial 
membrane. They give a ‚small physical kick’(Wright;2009;29)  as the travelling wave reaches 
its peak and this ‚kick’ enhances the movement of the inner hair cells on the basilar 
membrane. These inner hair cells are set in a straight line. Suddenly where I had resonated 
with differentiated movements between two membranes leading to touch I encounter 
movement between two sets of hair cells, two kind of warps. The energy of one, of the w-
shaped one, is setting off or amplifying the energy of the other, the straight one. The long 
white warp in my previous work asserts itself on my mind. These new warps are not a 
displacement but an addition.  

                                                
3 I am indebted to Patrick Farmer for the the notion that tidal bores hear the umbral of sound.  



 
I work with more ease, though the knot that links the threads seems to have moved out of line, 
either descended or risen, whenever I return after reading, after writing. To readjust their 
positioning I add another knot and they settle into place. 
 
I read: Outer hair cells three rows, one behind the other, inner hair cells single row. 
(Wright;2009;27) 
 
I try to think from within, try to sense these minute hair cells. You have to hear it before you 
see. I woke several times last night, the silence was so beautiful. I woke to enjoy it. My hair 
cells at rest? 
 
Yesterday, my grandson and I looked at a book of maps we made two years ago in Shanghai. 
None of use could recall what they meant. He would have been five then. He liked the page 
that was most crumpled up and had been pressed back into shape. 
 
Hair cells developed 430 million years ago4. What memories do they carry? They have 
maintained their natural habitat, flowing as they do in a fluid environment. 
 
Would my grandson and I recall the meaning of the maps if we would still be in Shanghai? 
 
I return to the warp, I think of the notion of creator, I was taught that god made the world. I 
feel I have and continue to make what I am through exposure, through placing myself in 
different environments. Sometimes I get scared, I feel I may have gone too far out, I might 
fail, might drown. Sometimes there is some kind of inner pain, it comes from nowhere. I have 
learned it announces an opening. It is nothing to be afraid of. I walk with it. I let my rhythm 
take care of it. 
 
A hair gets moved by a liquid, a liquid is moved by the pressure of air waves. Sound is 
returning to it’s homeground, the element of water that crafted the antecedents of the inner ear 
including the vestibular system. Together with the rhythm of oceanic water the elements of 
the inner ear were shaping and being shaped, they became capabilities, technologies waiting 
to be embodied, to facilitate a life on solid ground, a life in the air, a life subject to gravity. 
The tide moves with the rhythms of the moon, the earth and the sun, the tide moves rivers and 
lakes. The movements are so minute, we do not see them. The tide moves the liquid in our 
bodies, the movements are minuscule, we do not feel them. 
 
Between tides there are slack times, when nothing appears to move, a time of potency. I am in 
one right now. The time I feel confident about the making of the warp. The time when the end 
is in sight and I delay it because once it is made, time will take on a different dynamic again. I 
will no longer be in the cocoon of making without reason, the time of potency, of futures 
emerging. 
 
 
 

                                                
4 ‚Such evidence includes the presence of hair cells in both modem lamprey (jawless fishes 
that represent a sister group to jawed vertebrates) and modem gnathos- tomes (jawed 
vertebrates), suggesting an origin in a common ancestor at least 430 million years ago’ 
https://link.springer.com/chapter/10.1007%2F978-1-4419-8957-4_3 
 



Origins  
 
After finishing the third warp, I spent the afternoon with other artists making maps explaining 
how we work, the process of making a work, the origin, the look out for people, for 
validation, the readiness to wait for the right moment, to let things lie dormant, then bang!! 
people gather around, the procrastinating, researching, pregnancy, cups of tea, soap operas, 
mooching around shops looking for the right paper, that magic pen, doodling, some people 
have got funding at this point, then realising you have forgotten the original idea, going back 
to origins, restart the circle. Now in the company of collaborators, nail some more and forget 
and return, start to look for funding if you haven’t yet, forget and return, forget and return, 
forget and return, forget and return, forget and return, forget and return, forget and return, 
once more return and the final nail. Work toward a scratch show and one last time return, a 
cyclical journey of generosity toward yourself and others. 
 
It all started in a barn in August 2019, in a valley where the tradition of circular dancing lives 
on in the embroidery of women’s traditional dress. This transition from one movement form 
to another poses the question how tacit knowledge folds5 itself across disciplines. 
Two artists had arrived from London. They triggered an unlived life in me. Their arrival 
inspired me to pick up a failed attempt, an installation made next to the piano where the 
visiting composer from Columbia worked, he who had introduced me to the craft of Qipao, 
knotting as archive. The dogs had got into the studio and demolished my work. I felt no loss. 
The musician did. 
 
After the two artists from London had arrived I suddenly needed to make a presence visible. 
Adding one failed attempt to another, I chose the barn where I had wanted to make theatre the 
previous year. The barn where Hestia and Hermes had lived in my imagination, a space I had 
swept daily for a time, waiting for inspiration to rise, a floor I had marked with the 
dimensions of the golden mean. 
 

 

                                                
5 Cocker, E. (2017)  There is no visible/invisible within these practices: preparation is not concealed but 
becomes folded into the practice itself, is part of—and not prior to—the process. (2017:131) 
 



 
Now, a year later, I attach threads along a piece of string fixed across the side facing East. On 
my fortnightly walk circling the farm, I pass a tree. I note half of it has died, I notice the 
young apples hanging off dead branches are stunted in growth but in perfect condition. I pick 
them without guilt and attach them to the ends of the threads. I make another line of threads 
weighted by small stones and thus demarcate this space of sound and echoes. I play with the 
magic of frequencies, of movement in synchrony because objects that hang on a piece of 
thread of the same length will move in unison. It is not their weight or shape that matters, it is 
the length of the piece of thread. 
 
I rise in time to watch the sun appear behind the young mountains that envelope this valley 
inhabited by the Naxi people, one of the many ethnic communities living in this transnational 
South-east Asian region. I to listen to the sounds. There is always a wave of density just 
before the sun appears, the air is filled with anticipation, the threads move as if a breath is 
passing by. 
The sun casts shadows. I mark with chalk the ones made by the hanging apples on the wall, 
mark them at equal intervals until sometime after ten when all of the interior is cast in shadow 
and the sun is heading closer as it moves more distant. Moves to bathe us, to immerse us from 
above in its light and warmth, keeping a safe distance so as not to harm the internally crafted 
technologies of our bodies. 
 
People are passing the work, it is beautiful they say. The two artists from London send me a 
draft by an artist called Helen Robertson called air liquid architectue, she quotes Le 
Corbusier: “Forms create noise and silence; some speak, others listen” (1955). They say I 
should meet her. Validation has come my way. And then there is dormancy - two years pass – 
until, recently returned to England, I meet Vipavinee Artpradid in November 2020, we meet 
regularly on zoom, we click, we spent the year of lockdown shaping the project in words. We 
get vaccinated, we find venues, we find more collaborators, Lily Hayward Smith, Louisa 
Petts, Karen Wood, Sara Allen. 
 
And now the first scratch show is due in November this year, 2021. 
 
A new cycle of forget and return is waiting. 
 
Today, just before midnight, in a pub in Chinatown in Birmingham, Liz says, when I heard 
you talk about hair cells in the inner ear, I immediately wondered what their hair style might 
be.  
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For details of the buildings mentioned see: 
Anglican Church: https://historicengland.org.uk/listing/the-list/list-entry/1001205 
The building of the church coincided with the decline in weaving see 
https://heritagecalling.com/2020/05/21/working-from-home-englands-domestic-textile-
industry/ 
And Coventry Historic Trust https://www.historiccoventrytrust.org.uk/projects/charterhouse/ 
 
 


