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when my nan died my dad found a few
hundred pounds or more stuffed away in
a chair her favourite sitting chair with its
trail of spilled tea leading up to it from
when and where my grandad had brought
it through all those times the money was in
all the crevices and joins and down into the
chair itself in the frame and in the springs
and in the spaces in between twenty pound
notes each folded and folded and folded
again then slipped away sometimes wedged
and held sometimes falling into the inner
workings of the chair hidden and forgotten
in all those final weeks and months in her
more confused moments she’d accuse my
dad of stealing her money but he wasn’t
he was just caring for them and it was just
lodged and lost to her more were then found
in the walls in her bed in her glasses cases
in the beside drawer she was only small
when she died a nervous timid creature
and then so was my dad when he died
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The “Sundew" Dragline - Corby Northants 1980

‘Surely my own story is also contained in this pattern of cards,
my past, present, and future, but I can no longer distinguish it

from the others. The forest, the castle, the tarots have brought
me to this point, where I have lost my story, confused it in the

dust of the tales ...’

Italo Calvino, The Castle of Crossed Destinies, 1969




With these words I knock on your door Aiken-Drum

I have been thinking about a story, a story of my own
familyand ahometown,asmall storyofindustrial transfer,
relocation and place building, with much in common
with the many similar stories. A town built rapidly out of
a village to support iron and steel works, and which saw
thousands of people leave Scotland to travel to a barely
built place in the middle of England. Growing from 1500
people to 30,000 in only a few decades and then to 50,000
a few decades later and then more again. Many still from
Scotland. But not only. Many of those from Scotland in
those first years, walking, hitch-hiking, cycling the 300
plus miles. Doing what needed to be done to arrive for
the chance of work and home.

The mythical figure of Aiken-Drum looms large in this
story for me. A figure who on one telling, in a children’s
song, is a travelling musician who lives in the moon and
wears food for clothing - haggis, beef, bread and cheese.
An old Scottish folk song of uncertain origins. Perhaps a
marching song from the Jacobite uprisings but also the
song of a rougey, rougey piper. In this story I’'m thinking
of he travelled in this cheerful song to this new town.
And perhaps the rougey piper joined him too. My sister
would certainly say so, but that is another story.

Yet in another telling, Aiken-Drum is a ghostly figure
with a ghastly appearance, and who only wants to work
for the most meagre of pay; and I wonder if he also came
like this to this same town and worked in filth of the iron
and steel works. Maybe his claws and long arms were
the very same as the mighty draglines that smashed and
grabbed the earth for the iron for all those vears; until the
works were all shut down and the draglines slowly moved
off to labour again elsewhere. Did Aiken-Drum leave ever
so slowly with those great draglines, as the town was left
to start over. Maybe he did. And perhaps he is also here
now, as this story is being told.
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|Combined |
|Compressed |
|Tied |
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|Around |
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In my object compositions I'm thinking about
an architecture of self, place and objects. And
thinking of the home as a place for things
and their stories, and our stories, and a place
for the roles, routines and chores performed
alongside the care, love, loss and change.
Things known and precious. Together with
things unknown but collected. Fragments or
small items that can be collected and stowed
away in a pocket or held lightly as I travel here
and there. But sometimes hauled and even
dragged. Found as part of the human waste
and detritus of the street. Things cast aside,
or broken free, to tumble and turn in the world.
Passing through. A sort of material travel
diary. Things lost and found on the way to
somewhere, sharing places with specialthings.
Travelling in place and time and thinking about
then, now and next. Accumulations brought
together through repairs and provisional
combinations and the structures that follow,
as ways of creating and holding spaces for
people, stories, places and other things.
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the journey away

away

away to the edges

the edges of this life

of our emotional memory
to be released

or perhaps justlost
lostinorout of the home
butlost all the same

lost to us now



Instagram : _michael.bradshaw_
Website : michael-bradshaw.com



