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Of Fleece and Friendship                               by Kathie Miller 
Heather and I met on a 
trip to St. Kilda in      
2000, both of us drawn 
by our curiosity, sense of 
adventure and our love of 
Soay sheep. 
 
She had kept in touch over 
the years, always talking of 
her dream of moving to a 
farm. Despite her frequent, 
fascinating e-mails, we still 
barely knew each other. At 
last, in 2007, she came to 
visit and we discovered we 
had more in common than 
we realized. As she was 
leaving, she took one last 

trip to the 
barn. While 
there, she 
lifted the lid 
of a garbage 
can marked 
“Margaret ’s 
Wool” only 
to discover it 
was full of 
raw fleece. She 
grabbed a BIG handful and, 
without saying a word, put it 
in a bag she was carrying.      
 
Two months later, a package 
arrived. Inside was an     
incredibly soft, hand knit, 

chocolate brown hat. 
The wool she had 
taken had been spun 
(using a simple 
handheld device 
called a “drop spin-
dle”) and the fistful 
of raw wool had 
been transformed 
into yarn that she 

had knitted into a cap.  
 
One year later I needed that 
cap, which somehow 
Heather had seemed to 
know. As it turned out, one 
of the things we had in   
common was cancer. 
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Fringe Benefits           by Kathie Miller  

THIS MONTH’S FEATURE 

fibers: American buffalo 
(bison), cashmere, llama, pet 
fibers and now Soay and 
Boreray, the only mill in the 
U.S. that can make such a 
claim. They were undaunted 
by the Soay’s short one- to 
three- inch staple length. 
Margaret had Still River 
wash and, if it contained 
guard hairs and/or some 
“VM” (vegetative matter), 
de-hair and/or fiber clean it. 
Then it was spun to her 
weight and ply specifica-
tions. She prefers a 2-ply 

In summer, my thoughts 
turn to wool, and how a 
phone call from across  
the continent began my     
unexpected entry into the 
wool business.   
 
A number of years ago I was 
contacted by Margaret B. 
R u s s e l l  o f  A n t r i m         
Handweaving in Byfield, 
Massachusetts, an artisan 
handweaver specializing in 
heritage breeds of British 
sheep. Margaret hoped to 
support both the preservation 
of these breeds as well as the 
ar t  of handweaving.              
I referred her 
to a couple of 
breeders who I 
knew were 
interested in 
wool produc-
tion, but when 
none replied to 
her inquiries I 
volunteered that 
I had some dirty fleece from 
last year that was stuffed in 
an old feed bag in the barn.  
If she wanted it she could See “Fringe” page 2 

have it for the postage.   

I reluctantly packed it in 
a box and shipped it off 
to her, a bit embarrassed 
by its condition, and anx-
ious about what her reac-
tion would be. This was 
someone who had been 
weaving for twenty-five 
years and knew a good 
fleece when she saw one.  
To my shock she was 
thrilled when she opened 
the box. Not a handspinner 
herself, Margaret found a 
processor to which she      
forwarded the     carton.  

S t i l l 
R i v e r 
Mill in 
Eastford, 
Connecti-
cut, is a  
f a m i l y -
run op-
e r a t i o n 

dedicated to    
serving small farms and  
producers all over the   
country. They process small 
lots and specialize in rare 

Blond ewe molting in Wales 

Rooing 
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