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“A long winded yarn about yarn” or “The fable behind 
the fiber” or “Confessions of a Fiber Junkie”. 

I live on Finney Farm.  My house is an unfinished stone cottage, 

complete with stone tower and dungeon (er, root cellar) deep in a hundred acre 
wood.  I moved here in my early twenties with a partner and a young daughter, 

cleared land, planted food, built relationships and infrastructure, birthed 

another daughter in the cottage, gathered skills, and stayed busy.  Our 

community doesn’t seem particularly outlandish to me, nor do our politics or 

belief systems seem unusual but we get plenty 

of feedback from visitors with opposite 
observations.   Recently a young man visiting 

the farm told us that before coming here, he’d 

never met anyone like the Finney Farmers. He’d 

only read about people like us in books.  I’m not 

entirely sure what that means but I’m going to 

choose to consider it a compliment.   

I grew up about 30 miles away from Finney Farm, outside a village of 

800 nestled in a small valley in the Cascade Mountains. My parents had grown 

up in a suburb of Seattle—which is now infamous as the birthplace of Microsoft 

but when they were kids it was mostly old farms, some new tract housing, and 

lots of woods and streams.  They’d escaped to the country by the time I was three 

and started their back-to-the-lander existence.  We had, at various times: 
chickens, geese, pigs, ducks, cats, dogs, rabbits, goats, pheasants, guinea fowl, 

peacocks, a donkey, sheep,  bobcats (yes, bobcats), plus the assorted hamsters, 

birds, fish, and other things kids keep in cages.  My mom made soap by saving 

the ashes from our woodstove and rendering down fat.  I carried a glass jar back 

and forth to the neighbor’s for fresh cow milk daily-we made butter and cheese.  

My dad worked as a fisherman in the summer, and spent the winters running a 
trapline and taking rich people fishing on the Sauk or Skagit River.  Years later, 

when I became a vegetarian, the first thing my Dad did was hand me my “Jr. 

Trapper’s Association” membership card from when I was 7 and tell me “You’ll 

never escape your roots. I give it 6 months.”   

But I digress. 
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Sufficed to say, my parents were hardcore for a while. In 4th grade I 

desperately wanted a pair of neon legwarmers from Kmart. Instead…my mom 

sheared a sheep, skirted the fleece, picked/teased and scoured the fleece, ran it 
through her drum carder, spun it up into thick Cowichan style yarn, dyed it 

with grape Kool-Aid, visited an elder woman from the Sauk-Suiattle tribe and 

got some traditional pattern designs from her, and knitted up some uber thick 

homespun legwarmers with Indian artwork all over them.  At the time, I hated 

them but oh how I wish I had them now!  So many things I had as a kid were 

handmade, I just wanted some tacky legwarmers made from fabric created in a 
lab. I mostly loved our lifestyle but sometimes it would have been nice if my 

parents could have at least warned me that other kids might not react well 

when I brought a couple of beaver pelts and a wolf eel skull to show and tell. I 

learned pretty quickly that no one wants to carpool from basketball practice in 

a vehicle stuffed with skinned animal carcasses.  For a while they’d shut off the 

electricity a few nights a week to…you know, toughen us kids up for the 
collapse.  Learn how to live without electricity, or running water because at 

some point, the “bureaucrats” were going to wreck everything and we’d be 

living like Laura Ingalls Wilder.   They weren’t really concerned with the 

environment and didn’t have any inking of peak oil, but had their own brand of 

collapse enthusiasm.  Mostly libertarian, with a healthy dose of Jedediah Smith. 

So I embraced being the weird girl in school, learned a lot of 
traditionally female skills (I sewed, my brother ran power tools, we both stacked 

firewood), started dating my sweetie at age 15, and moved to Seattle the week I 

graduated from high school. Did a couple of years of college, worked for 

Microsoft, had a baby, got married to my sweetie, and decided that we didn’t 

want to raise a city kid…so we moved to the country, planted a garden, grew a 

lot of  peaches (or blueberries) and tried to find jesus on our own.   

In case you’re not a fan, that last bit is from a John Prine song. Don’t 

worry…this isn’t going to devolve into some kind of jesus freak zine.   

Anyway, I’d grown up with a bunch of rural skills…feminine 

archetypal  skills…and beginning in my early twenties I started developing a 

series of cottage industries.  I sewed hippy patchwork dresses, faerie outfits for 

wee ones, crocheted hats in all sizes, candles for new age book stores, I must have 

spent thousands of hours making macramé hemp jewelry for hemp and hippy 

stores, I made and sold baked goods, bellydancing costumes, 
salves/tinctures/cordials,  embroidered Sanskrit OM symbols on baby onesies, 

grew vegetables, made victorian bloomers, kitschy towels, steampunk waist 

cinchers, and punk rock skirts.  I hawked my wares at festivals, in markets, 
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events, put them on consignment, and sold wholesale to stores.  Some of them 

came and went with the trends (thank gawd those ugly tie-back patchwork 

dresses went out of fashion) but all of my ventures were able to be produced at 
home, by myself, and at a decent profit.   

In my late twenties, I was invited to a local newly formed spinning 

and knitting group.  The fact that I didn’t actually spin and was a terrible 

knitter (crochet was more my speed) didn’t keep me away and at the second 

meeting I actually spun some yarn on a Louet wheel.  My mom had been a 

spinner of course, but although I’d always beg to try it she never showed interest 
in teaching me. Processing wool…that was another story altogether. I’d picked, 

teased, scoured, and carded but missed out on the fun part.  The very nice older 

ladies at the spinning group declared me a “natural” but those first few times I 

felt like anything but.  I watched them spin spiderweb-like thread but when it 

was my turn at the wheel the wool slipped unevenly through my clumsy fingers 

to form big lumps that were too fat to fit through the wheel orifice next to yarn 
so thin it broke before it could wind itself on.  Those nice ladies deemed it “a 

wonderfully homespun look” and I took it home to show it off to my sweetie.   

And I knew then, even though my teeny little ball of yarn looked 

terrible and I felt dreadfully awkward with the treadling and the drafting and 

all of it in fact…that there was something about spinning which did feel natural. 

Timeless.  Like I was supposed to be doing it, or that it was ingrained somewhere 
in some bit of ancestral DNA just waiting to be accessed, activated.   So I started 

spinning, bought a drop spindle,  drove to the old homestead and snuck my 

mom’s wheel from the attic when she was out of town, and began to refine my 

technique on an Ashford Traditional wheel.  I badgered experienced spinners 

to teach me whatever I was capable of learning at the time. 
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I continued as a hobby spinner for years.  There was so much to learn 

and I finally did get to making some of that wool thread like the other ladies.  

But I’m a merchant and a production engineer at heart and I couldn’t stand that 
I was unable to make yarn to sell. I certainly could produce a skein, but my 

hourly wage hovered somewhere around fifty-two cents and the fiber was 

expensive when you buy it by the ounce.  At 

some point, I realized that all of my yarn 

purchases (which still occurred with 

regularity) were for single ply bulky or 
worsted weight yarn.  Basically, a slightly 

smoother version of my beginner yarn.  I began 

to consider that I didn’t really like knitting 

with the finely spun and plied yarn that I 

normally made and wondered if I could make 

some of that single ply homespun looking stuff again. This proved more difficult 
than I imagined.  After spending those first few years refining my technique, my 

muscle memory balked at intentional mistakes.  I was eventually able to spin 

the kind of yarn I liked to knit with, so the obvious next step was learning to dye 

fiber.  I have to say that “The Twisted Sisters Sock Book” was like a bible for a 

month or so, eventually moving on to other advanced techniques in books like 

Deb Menz’s “Color In Spinning.”  I was hooked.   

The thing is, I adore color but I’m just not that fond of wearing a lot of 

it.  I am the type of person who favors vintage clothing and unique fashion but I 

tend to wear a lot of black and gray, with perhaps a bit of green or maroon as an 

accent.  Suddenly, I had an amazingly satisfying outlet for exploring color. I 

tried all sorts of dyeing techniques, blending on the carder, at the wheel, plying 

for color, palindrome sequences, self-striping, repeats…and had a grand time of 
it.   

But my internal merchant was nagging at me and it was time to see if 

I could market my wares. By this time, I’d been spinning for 7-8 years and had a 

pretty good skill set foundation. I hate backtracking and inefficiency, so I’d 

already improved my process significantly. I was still spinning Ye Olde 

Ashford although I’d also gotten a hold of two other wheels from the 70’s-an 
Ashford Traveller and a Clemes and Clemes. I liked different things about both 

wheels but ultimately passed them along in pretty short order.  A few friends 

had mentioned a new art site called Etsy and one day I took some bad photos 

with my crappy camera, spent way too long uploading photos on my slow-ass 

dialup connection, and had myself a store.   
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My sweetie and I are in disagreement in regard to which one of us 

actually came up with the name Yarnarchy! but since he’ll be reading this zine I 

must refrain from mentioning the actual truth of the matter.  Regardless, 
Yarnarchy! fit just right. Yarnarchy! for handmade goods, Yarnarchy! for one of 

a kind yarns, Yarnarchy! for defying tradition in fiber and embracing new ideas 

and concepts, Yarnarchy! for piles of tangled yarn chaos everywhere! 

I didn’t sell much during the first 9 months but I kept at it and again, 

talked to everyone I could about marketing on Etsy, marketing yarn, 

production spinning…  I continued to improve my process and started selling 
more yarn.  By the time I’d been online for a year I couldn’t deal with the 

Ashford any longer.  I had to twist my 

body to spin and it scooted across the 

floor when I worked quickly.  I had 

planned to buy a reasonably 

affordable Louet, but after briefly 
trying a Schacht Matchless at a 

spinning meeting I knew I had to have 

that wheel. Unfortunately, it’s 

basically the most expensive 

commercially made wheel available 

so it took a bit of time to save some 
dough and find a good used one.  It 

was pretty much the best thing I 

could have done.  Huge ergonomic 

improvement, better tool=better 

product, and it was way, way faster.   

 

That was about three years ago. I’ve added a portable wheel-a 

Majacraft Little Gem, which weighs less than 10 pounds and can fold up to fit in 

a bicycle basket.  I’ve also added some other neat gadgets such as a wheel 

skeiner, a huge skein winder, sexy black and white ruffled rubber gloves to use 

while dyeing, a good scale, drop spindle whorls from the Pr.  I have learned that 

it is pretty much impossible for me to make a living wage if I process the wool 
myself from a raw fleece.  I still do it, but it’s for love and not money. I mostly get 

my fiber online (wholesale and made in the US) or from local sheep or alpaca 

farmers.   
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I work primarily in my cottage. I do my dyeing at the community 

house, with the luxury of cold running water.  I bring big bags of fiber 

everywhere and predraft at kid playdates, meetings, classes, potlucks. I bring 
my portable wheel to spin in all kinds of interesting places, but most often I’m at 

home sitting in an overstuffed armchair which belonged to my great-

grandmother.  I sometimes feel like a director or conductor…while spinning I’m 

overseeing household chores, homeschooling, hollering at kids, fielding 

questions from farming interns, socializing.   

While the summer is certainly a slow period for yarn sales, I still 
managed to make over $10,000 last year on yarn alone.  I made another $4,000 

on value added items such as knitted fingerless gloves, hats, scarflettes.  One of 

our primary goals at Finney Farm is to create an environment in which one can 

choose to live affordably, avoid forced wage slavery, and expect that they can 

spend time doing what they love.  My father was the one who worked for wages 

while I was growing up-and I can’t even begin to recall how many times he 
exclaimed with delight “I actually get PAID to do what I love! I can’t believe I 

get to fish and it pays the bills!”  I grew up without the expectation that I’d have 

to suffer through an asshole boss, or a dead-end job, or working an unsavory 

occupation.   We have reduced our individual needs at the farm through shared 

resources, self-imposed restrictions or lifestyle choices (No new car every two 

years? Heh! Try no indoor plumbing…), and mutual aid.  It works for us.  My 
sweetie, who’s a builder by trade (something he loves), lost most of his 

employment when the economy crashed a few years back. Because we live 

affordably, grow lots of our own food, have no debt, own our house and cars 

outright, and haven’t created a lifestyle based primarily on consumption, we 

have been able to basically live in the same manner even though there have 

been marginal employment opportunities for him as of late. 

Yarnarchy! has been really 

good for us.  The whole family is involved 

at times…our youngest daughter (who’s 

almost ten) is a fiber genius and does 

dyeing, spinning, most of my carding, 

winds skeins.  Others help by working 
market days, toting fiber around, 

cleaning, drafting, putting up with fiber-

fiber-fiber everywhere at times.  My fiber 

genius has been weaving lately, and 

continues to amaze me.  
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Being vegan, I sometimes consider the ideology behind wool yarn.  

Sheep and fiber animals are somewhat unique in the animal husbandry world 
in that males are valuable as something other than meat.   Vegetarians 

purchasing local goat milk and feeling good about it are often unaware that 

the male offspring of the doe is likely to be culled for meat since a male goat 

can be a pet, brush eater, or stud—and there just aren’t that many of those 

positions available.  There is more gender equality with fiber animals-male 

fiber can be just as valuable as female.  I also appreciate that when I’m buying 
locally produced alpaca or sheep fiber, I can see firsthand how the animals are 

treated.  Still doesn’t address the whole animals as slaves thing, but vegan 

options for fiber seem more fucked up somehow.  OK, not local flax or nettle…I’m 

talking more about trendy fibers like soysilk, bamboo, and seaweed.  Super cool 

and unique but certainly not environmentally sound.   It’s basically impossible 

for an individual to create a refined yarn from any of those fibers—you need a 
lab and a factory and a whole lot of fossil fuels to grow/process/transport it.  I 

once wrote to Josh Harper, an SHAC 7 animal rights activist, while he was in 

prison to ask him about his opinions on local wool. He said it was one of those 

confusing gray areas for him. Perhaps he was just being polite to a spinner, but I 

think there is a strong argument for using locally produced wool as opposed to 

chemically produced alternatives.  

What’s next for Yarnarchy?  At the Okanogan Barter Fair last fall, a 

psychic traded me a reading for a couple of skeins of yarn.  Not my normal thing 

but I thought I’d give it a whirl (another spinning pun!). Although she didn’t 

help me one single bit with my latest poly drama as I was hoping, she did go on 

and on about  a yarn collective which kind of surprised me because I’d been 

giving it quite a bit of thought .  I do know that I won’t be able to keep up with 

my production level indefinitely—I’m wreaking havoc on my left shoulder, 

forearms, and wrists.  I know that I am nearing my production ceiling, I can 

probably only accommodate a sales increase of 25% before I’d need 

production help.  I might choose to hire local independent spinners who work 

from home at their own pace for a living wage.  I could open up Yarnarchy! as a 

collective endeavor, encouraging other spinners to join forces and take over 
machine spun yarn everywhere.  Maybe there will be a storefront, or maybe it 

will just continue online and at markets or events.  I love what I do, and I’m 

excited to participate in the future of Yarnarchy! 
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An introduction to fiber and spinning terminology… 
Are you a knitter?  Spinner to be?  Weaver, crochet artist, yarn slut?  I’ve 

compiled a list of yarn terminology and basic information that has been helpful 

to me at times as I hope it will be to you, dear reader. 

 WPI-Wraps Per Inch. This number is meant to help determine the 

weight of a yarn. The basic process is to wrap the yarn around a ruler, 

making sure the yarn lies flat. Push the yarn together so that there are 

no gaps between wraps but don’t push it tightly together (no 

cramming).  Measure the number of wraps per inch. This seems pretty 

straightforward but it isn’t. Some sources say to cram the yarn 

together, some say to wrap loosely, and one person’s wrapping could 

differ significantly from another’s.  It’s not a perfect method, but it 

does help give you an idea of yarn weight.  

 Yarn Weight-Skipping over differences in international yarn 

weights/terminology and ply information, the basic idea is that:  

Laceweight or Thread=18+wpi=600-800 meters per 100 grams 

Fingerling=14-17wpi=400-480 meters per 100 grams 

Sport=12wpi=300-400 meters per 100 grams 
DK=11wpi=240-300 meters per 100 grams 

Worsted=9wpi=200-240 meters per 100 grams 

Aran=8wpi=120-160 meters per 100 grams 

Bulky=7wpi=100-120 meters per 100 grams 

Super Bulky=5-6wpi=less than 100 meters per 100 grams 

 

 Plying-There is a vast amount of information about plying but in a 

teeny little acorn nutshell, plying is when you spin multiple single 

strands of yarn and then spin them together. The most common way is 

to spin two separate strands of yarn with your wheel turning 

clockwise (referred to as “Z”  or “down” twist) and then holding them 

together and spinning them with your wheel turning 

counterclockwise (referred to as “S”  or “up” twist).  Plying adds 

strength and durability to yarn, and a variety of other desirable traits 

such as color or fiber blending.  Most plying involves spinning 2 or 

more different bobbins of yarn and then plying them together in a 

variety of techniques or combinations but there are some exceptions 
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such as Navajo plying which creates a three ply yarn using only one 

strand.  This sounds complicated but it’s actually just like making a 

really long finger crochet chain while spinning. I guess that is sort of 

complicated. Anyway, it’s not terribly difficult and can create really 

neat effects with color but many spinners poo-poo it as being some 

kind of fake novelty plying technique. I think it’s neat but it does take 

a lot of work. For those wondering why handspun 2 ply yarn is more 

expensive than a single ply—you probably get the idea by now but a 

two ply yarn is basically 2.5-3 times the amount of labor as the single 

ply.  

 Protein and Cellulose fibers-This one is pretty easy. Protein fibers are 

from animals and cellulose fibers are from plants. Protein fibers 

generally are warmer and have better insulating qualities. They are 

also feltable as all protein fibers have little barbs on each individual 

strand, when they are agitated they lock together and make felt. 

Some fibers felt easier than others, just like some people’s hair will 

make dreadlocks easier than others.  Cellulose fibers are generally 

stronger than animal fibers and they have less elasticity.  They will 

ignite easier than animal fibers which seem to have some natural 

fireproofing.   

 Fiber Types-Regular ol’ wool is from sheep, goats make mohair and 

cashmere too, bunnies make angora, worms make silk, musk ox make 

quiviut, and there’s llama, alpaca, camel…even the family dog’s hair 

can be spun.  The only creature that is killed for their fiber is the 

silkworm, the rest of them may be shorn, cut, combed or plucked 

without harm.   Cellulose fiber types include cotton, flax (linen), hemp, 

ramie, bamboo, jute, sisal, nettle, cedar, seaweed, soysilk, agave, and 

more. Some cellulose fibers are bast fibers which means that they use 

the inner bark tissue (flax, hemp, jute, nettle, and ramie are examples 

of bast fibers) and some use the leaves (sisal, abaca) or flowers, or seed 

cover (cotton).  

 Natural and Chemical Dyes-Again, information that could fill a 

library but I’ll just give my two cents. Natural dyes are of course great 

for a variety of reasons… one being that you can use many readily 

available ingredients for dyeing. Walnut husks, berries, onion skin, 

lichen, tree bark are all great examples of natural dyes.  A couple of 

drawbacks with natural dyes are that they aren’t usually as colorfast 



10 

(they fade or wash out) as chemical dyes and they require mordants. 

Some mordants are hazardous chemicals, which make them pretty 

much the same as chemical dyes in my opinion.  Mordants can be 

expensive and some are difficult to acquire but with a little shopping 

around you should be able to find something affordable and non-

toxic.  I primarily use chemical dyes for one reason-color. While I do 

believe that you can get an amazing palette of gorgeous colors from 

natural dyes, you can’t really get them all on the same strip of fiber.  I 

like to handpaint roving and batts which means that I literally paint 

dye concentrates onto a canvas of fiber, combining colors and patterns 

to create a variety of results.  Many spinners prefer dye yarn but I like 

to dye the fiber and then spin. I hate spinning miles of white fiber.  

Anyway, there are some ways to lessen the environmental impact of 

chemical dyes—you can choose dyes without heavy metals (I use 

Jacquard Low Acid Dyes), find one that doesn’t use a harsh mordant 

(low acid dyes generally use vinegar), and you can be prudent with 

your quantities, using just enough dye to exhaust itself fully into the 

fiber and leaving the remaining dyebath or rinse water clear.  

Learning how to use the correct quantity of dye means that you won’t 

be pouring dye down the drain. Also, dyes act differently on protein 

and cellulose fibers.  Natural dyes often use different mordants for 

different fiber types and chemical dyes are designed differently 

depending on fiber type. My normal dye is for protein fibers and 

doesn’t really work for cotton etc.  Rit dye is a chemical compound 

containing two different dyes—one for protein and one for cellulose. 

This is why you still have a bunch of color in the water after you’re 

done dyeing cotton t-shirts. All of the protein dye is still sitting in the 

water. I hate Rit dye for a variety of reasons but if you must use it, try 

to dye both types of fiber with the same dyebath so that you can use 

up as much of the color as possible.  

 Why does handspun yarn cost so much???  Basically, machines can 

spin faster and more efficiently than humans. Factor in wholesale 

pricing for supplies and suddenly you’ve got yarn for pennies a pound. 

Handspinners are often using little better than Stone Age technology 

to create yarn.  While this is super duper cool from my perspective,  

one can imagine how much more production time is required and why 

it is basically impossible (production wise and financially) to 
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“compete” with industrial yarn makers.  Once, a few years back, I 

counted the number of times I touched the fiber as it went from roving 

to yarn.  This started with roving which is fiber that has already been 

skirted, scoured, picked, and carded into a long thick strip.  So from 

the roving to the yarn point, I touched each bit of fiber at least 18 

times.  This included many steps (weighing the roving, soaking the 

fiber, handpainting, rinsing, pre-drafting, spinning, blocking etc) but 

when you consider that if nothing else, each inch of yarn has been 

handled by a real live human at least 18 times, you start to understand 

the labor involved. In addition to explaining why handspun yarn costs 

more than machine spun, working that closely with the fiber also 

gives one a sense of connection to spinners immemorial. I have a 

couple of Pre-Columbian whorls (these are inserted on a dowel to 

complete a hand spindle) which are totally inspiring. It’s absolutely 

amazing to spin on a tool which was used by a woman 3-5,000 years 

ago.  But all handspun yarn has some of that feeling to me.  Being a 

Luddite at heart, I admire and encourage all things low-tech.   

 Can I do it?  A resounding yes!  Not everyone winds up (sorry, another 

yarn pun…I can’t help myself!) enjoying spinning but I think that 

everyone is certainly capable.  In its most basic form, yarn is simply 

fiber that has been twisted.   There are so many ways to do this but a 

really common way to try is by making yourself a drop spindle.  Take 

a 12” dowel, a couple of CDs, a cup hook, and some duct tape and 

assemble it as shown in the image. Tie a length of yarn (30 inches or 

so) under the CD and wrap some of it around the dowel, bringing the 

yarn up and over the CD to wrap once or twice around the cup hook. 

If you hang the drop spindle, it should be suspended by at least a foot 

of yarn. Hold that leader yarn in your non-dominant hand, place the 

dowel against your thigh (CD is on the inside of your thigh) and with 

your dominant hand roll the dowel down your thigh and let it fall. If 

done correctly, it should be spinning like a top and your leader yarn 

will be getting mighty twisty. Practice this for a bit, and then try 

holding a thin strip of fiber next to the leader yarn while spinning. It 

should catch the fiber and start putting twist up the fiber. You can just 

experiment from here, or you can watch it on YouTube. OR you can 

find a real live bona fide person to help you. I could (and likely will at 

some point) create a whole zine on a critique of DIY mentality and the 
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loss of apprenticeship culture.  Probably someone spins in your town, 

or nearby. Find them and ask for lessons. You can probably barter for 

your instruction and I guarantee you it will not only be a lot more 

informative and rewarding than YouTube but you will be immersing 

yourself in an apprentice or student role which is of great value to 

one’s personal growth.    Take your CD drop spindle to your first lesson! 
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 Where can I acquire handspun yarn?  Unfortunately, there probably 

isn’t a lot of handspun in your local yarn shop.  Merchants are used to 

doubling the wholesale price which brings them a tidy profit but 

handspinners can’t afford to sell their yarn as cheaply as machines 

can.   A few companies like the co-op Manos Del Uruguay produce 

handspun yarn which is exported.  Although the yarn is lovely and 

the concept is great, it’s interesting to note that there aren’t any large 

scale handspun co-ops happening in this country.  I believe this is 

primarily because knitters are able to take advantage of imported 

handspun products and do not have a true sense of production cost. 

Manos yarn is produced in Uruguay where the average income is 

$4,500-$6,000 a year (depending on source).  Even if the spinners in 

the collective make twice that amount, the cost of living in the US is 

so different that a local spinner couldn’t support her family on that 

same income (something that Manos emphasizes).    I generally sell 

Yarnarchy! 100 yard single ply skeins for $20 directly to my 

customers.  Manos retails a similar yarn in a larger skein (138 yards) 

for $16.   In order to offer my product to yarn store owners at the same 

wholesale rate, I would need to sell my yarn for $5.50 a skein. Instead 

of $20.  Is this starting to make sense? So…please support local goods 

and request US made handspun in your local yarn shop and think 

quality, not quantity. Buy directly from spinners on Etsy.  Imports can 

be beautiful and inexpensive but they are not good for the long term 

health of our local economy.  And don’t forget to keep your eye out 

for handspun at local craft fairs, county fairs, and other events, but 

you can also look online at sites like Etsy and Artfire. Yarnarchy! is 

available online at www.yarnarchy360.etsy.com   
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Super Duper Easy Instant Gratification Yarnarchy Wrister Pattern 

 
1 skein of Yarnarchy! Handspun (100 yards, thick and thin worsted to bulky) 

Set of 4 dbl pointed needles, size 7 or 8 
 

Cast on 32 stitches. Divide onto three needles-12, 12, and 8.  

Cuff: Knit ribbing for an inch or more-knit two, purl two. 

Body: Knit all around for stockinette stitch. Continue until the 

wrister measures 4-5 inches in length. At some point in the round, 
bind off 4 stitches and continue knitting around. When you return to 

the first bound off stitch, cast on one stitch and knit. Repeat three 

times (you have now replaced the 4 bound off stitches) and continue 
knitting in the round for another 1 ½ -2 inches.  

Cuff: knit ribbing (knit two purl two) for ½ to 1 inch.  Bind off. Make 
another wrister. Voila!  

 

You may experiment with adding a basic cable, making the whole 
tube in ribbing, skipping ribbing entirely and just knitting in the 

round for the whole thing.    
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