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ESKIMO

Polarcap is pleased to present its third exhibition and publication, ‘Eskimo’.

The artists were selected in anticipation of their response to the new gallery space at Eskmills. We were fortunate at
this time to be able to also use the former net factory part of the building, which has been compared to the Arsenale
buildings at the Venice Biennale in its layout and scale. Itis, in part, this air of grandeur as well as the history and the
location of the venue, which has been a key factor in the artists response in producing their works and in the eventual
form of the exhibition. As always, Polarcap allows the artists the maximum freedom possible in the eventual making of

their work and we are proud to present another rich and varied output.

Polarcap would like to thank the following:

Malcolm Gillies, ELC, Lesley Smith, Sarah Lee, Brigitte Weiss, Josh Christopherson, Emma McDonald,
Christopher Welton, Rachel Menzies, Duncan Bremner,Amber Roome, Amanda Catto, Stephen Palmer,
Joanne Brown, ECA, Natalie McGowan, Mark Gardener at The Glasshouse, Michael Windle, Herman Blount,
Alan Rankin, the Bird and all the Eskimo artists and writers.

‘Willingly we impart our things, not not willingly we accept better ones’.

Liz Adamson and Graeme Todd

And know that we love you...

Polarcap Ltd



Ola Wojtkiewicz

A shaman in a Ishing net.

In Canada and Greenland, the term ‘Eskimo’ is how
perceived to be derogatory, mainly down to the false

perception that it means “eaters of raw meat”.

In these areas, it has been commonly replaced by ‘Inuit’.

However, the former term continues to be used in
Alaska and Siberia. Etymologists have identiled two
different origins of the word ‘Eskimo’. The most
well-known translates it as “snowshoe netters”; the
other being “people who speak a different language”.

Just like artists, in a way.

Eskimos and artists: exotic, mysterious and challenging
a conventional way of life. While the Eskimo has to
conquer the circumpolar spaces, the artist endeavours
to !l it with their creative footprints; striving to melt
through the ice of metaphors, to see the various colours
in white, to breathe a warm breath to the cold founda-

tion of a concept.

Artists like to have their own rituals and often seek to
examine the spiritual strata of a human soul. They look
at things until they see them, taking refuge from an
oppressive reality in the worlds only they can access.

I have met people who describe them as shamans.

While the origins of the word ‘shaman’ are debated,
one explanation of its meaning is “the one who knows”.
As well as music and dance, they also use mantric
recitation and ritual objects to interact with other
realms. Through their mystical journeys, they take the
earthly predicaments of mere mortals and bring back
remedies for them. Within most Eskimo groups, there

exist those who have such a mediator role.

The shaman amongst artists is more likely to search for
the knowledge, ask questions; and only suggest answers.
This is needed more than ever in an uncertain and com-
plex modern era. The artist plays the mediatory role in
society, offering hand-made antidotes to omnipresent

synthetic solutions.

In 1812, James Paterson from Musselburgh invented and
patented the !rst machine capable of tying knots for the
manufacture of Ishing nets. When he died, his company
was taken over by J.W. Stuart who established a new
factory for the manufacture of Ishing nets on the banks
of the River Esk. His business rapidly expanded into a
world-leader within the industry. At the height of their

success, Esk Net Mills employed over eight hundred

people in both cotton processing and rope manufactur-
ing. The mills played a major role in the local economy,
dominating the net manufacturing industry for decades.
Its slow decline began when man-made materials such as
nylon were introduced to the industry. These stronger

and cheaper innovations inevitably brought about its

eventual closure.

Eskmills renders the past through its vast, elongated
body, where the twine of !shing nets was once knotted.
Its sturdy stone silhouette encapsulates an airy interior
that sieves the light into rope-coloured shafts. Framed
with bones of wooden beams it is a harbour for those
who speak the language of art "uently. Fourteen of them
have hand-knotted their ideas into the nets of their art.
The arrangement of symbolic hooks, needles of thought
and sinkers of colour results in a labyrynth of creativity,

which responds to the unique space of the venue.

As a foreign Art Historian based in Scotland, | am

moved by the way places determine peoples’ creativity
and thinking - in both global and local ways (with local
always being my favourite). A never-ending search for

the provincial traditions, rustic outposts and islands of

untainted beliefs help to assuage the longing for my
homeland. Eskmills convinced me that there are more

places called “home”.

The needles hold the meshes, while the hooks seize

the lower part of each and twist it into a loop. Through
the series of loops so formed a steel wire is shot, carrying
with it twine for the next range of loops. This twine the
sinkers successively catch and depress suflciently to form
the two sides and loop of the next mesh to be formed.
The knot formed by threading the loops is now tightened
up, the last formed mesh is freed from the sinkers and
transferred to the hooks, and the process of looping,

threading and knotting thus continues.

Itis art in itself to be the Eskimo in the world once
conquered by nylon.The netter must avoid losing the
thread of their thought when passing it through the

eye of their chosen media. On the polar cap of Eskmills
one can venture to a former factory, where the drone

of machines has been replaced with the voices of images
and objects conversing with the vast space, in many

languages at one time.



Alexander Guy

Randy Nelson, a local from the Roxsburghshire town, took one 54 year old for a dance then plunged his hand down her top.

She explained “l was wearing a basque, a black strapless top and trousers. He asked me what held it up and | said bones which
make it keep its shape. He then said he wanted to see what they were like and put his hand down my top, grabbing my breasts.

| said, that’s enough of that, and just walked away.”

The woman, who had been drinking vodka and cokes, 'nally plucked up the courage to tell her husband what had happened
Ive hours later#

Meanwhile Nelson, 64, proved a Man’s a Man Fir A’ That by pawing another woman...while she was bouncing on his knee.

The married 46 year old admitted they had been talking about sex AND THAT SHE HAD FLASHED HER BOOBS.

But she was appalled, when he touched her up when she sat on his lap. The victim, who had been guzzling Smirnoff Ices,

yelled “F*** Off Jimmy you dirty Fing Bastard.” She said Nelson - stripped of the club Presidency three weeks ago, told her

he hadn’t had sex for four years. She added,“l am ashamed at what | done, but he should not have touched me. | felt disgusted.”

The Irst victim called the cops when she got home, and the second told the club Secretary, who said it was a police matter.

At Jedburgh Sheriff Court on Friday, the retired Shop Manager claimed the women were drunk and had only made up the
claims following a row at the club. But Sheriff Colin Miller found him guilty of both assaults. He will be sentenced next month.

No one from Hawick Burns Club was available for comment.

Deluxe Jumbo Dolphin Rider 2007




Dean Hughes

4 boxes,
23cmx15x6¢cm,
2008,
Image courtesy of the Artist and Dicksmith Gallery




Gareth Fisher

Alp 2008 Baroque 2008 Heads 2008 Sprouting Column 2008



Graeme Todd

On a summer day in 1969, ladies and gentlemen, shortly after the spaceship Apollo 11, in elliptical orbit around the moon, released the
lunar module Eagle and in it the two men in their enormous suits with their offerings, something happened that no newspaper saw !t

to report. Even television hid behind the excuse of ‘static’ when the two astronauts - immediately after landing the plaque, the "ag and
the sensitive instruments - unpacked archaic household utensils. Edwin Aldrin set up the scales, the hourglass and the bell, laid down
the magic number square and struck the open compass, which cast a normal shadow, into the ground. With his gloved !nger Neil
Amstrong traced, large and as though for eternity, the initials of the Nuremberg master: between outstretched legs the A took the D
under its protection in the moon dust. All this happened on 21 July in the Sea of Tranquillity. Here at home people were talking about
the war experiences of the suffragan bishop Defregger. The Deutschmark was/wasn'’t going to be revalued. Saturn looked on and was
well pleased with his children.

On Stasis in Progress:Variations on Albrecht Durer’s Engraving MBleBoatier Grass.

A.D. 2008, Acrylic & varnish on canvas, 105 x 120cm, 2008



Graham Fagen

West Coast Looking West (Caribbean) 2007, 98.5 x 144 cm, Edition of 3 + 2AP, Colour photograph West Coast Looking West (Atlantic) 2006, Edition of 3 + 2AP, 98.5 x 144 cm, Colour photograph
Image Courtesy of the artist and dogger!sher, Edinburgh Image Courtesy of the artist and dogger!sher, Edinburgh



lan Hamilton Finlay

lan Hamilton Finlay (1925 - 2006).

| Irst met lan at the Fettes Row, Edinburgh "at of a bookseller colleague Cyril Barrow in late 1964. On inviting me to meet

a friend, Cyril opened the door of a large cupboard in which | saw the extremities encased in worn desert boots and standing
on a wooden platform a !gure who appeared to be sawing vigorously at some object. This, it emerged, was lan Hamilton Finlay,
engaged in toy-making.

With a mutual interest in football and poetry (but mostly football) | spent many happy hours in lan’s "at in Fettes Row where he
and his band of willing helpers (including an Edinburgh Academy student who eventually became lead singer with Manfred Mann)
were planning, editing and distributing numbers of his seminal magazine “Poor.Old.Tired.Horse”. lan had no television so on each
Wednesday and Saturday he would come to my "at to watch football. | had only vaguely heard of the condition agrophobia but
was very struck by its effect on lan who until then rarely, if ever, left his familiar surroundings, so the journeys from Fettes Row

to my "at 300 yards distant were very fraught.

In the 1960's, as he put it he felt “an absolute need to turn from the rhythmic to the static” and turned towards making little
toys - things of no account in themselves, yet true to [his] inspiration, which was away from syntax toward ‘pure’.

| was the very grateful recipient of this example.

Alan Rankin

Toy Fish, painted wood, 1965
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Kevin Henderson

in The Forest of Pretty Things

for EO

“With a little bit of grace.”
Andrew Shandro, irseasons

“There is the Sun and Beetlejuice and Taurus,
who gets angry when he sees red.”

Wheest, nou, till | spier o ye
will ye haud wi me?
Kathleen Jami&peirin

‘The Forest of Pretty Things’
Neon, 2008
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