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Notes on making and growing 
 
The smell of tomato plants. Hot. Feeling and thinking about being on the peripheries 
or on the outskirts of something. A place or a space or a group or a set of people and 
looking out at them. Outside looks fresh, soil damp from the recent rain pour. They 
look free out there, uncontrolled. Roaming. Like looking through a window when you 
are sat in the room at the same time. Perspiration on the windows. Roots not deep 
enough to reach underneath. Like you know what they are talking about but it’s hard 
to truly understand what they are saying. Ear pressed to the wall. Murmurs in the 
soil. It is frustrating. Reliant on essential water from somewhere else. Waiting for it to 
come. Like you are present and connected but not at the same time. Dependant. 
Too much foliage. Too thirsty. Drooping. Drinking. Revitalised. It rains some more 
outside. Humid. It is overcrowded now. Heat rises. The door opens. Fresh air. The 
removal of excess foliage means finally there is room to breathe, to inhale and 
exhale. Whispers as the first sign of green fruits start to surface. Fresh leaves sprout, 
unfurl. Fruit blushes red. Promise.  
 
Days pass. Wet and warm. The conditions are perfect for inquisitive spores, passing 
through on breezy gusts. You don’t notice at first, it feels safe inside, sheltered, dry. 
But it has gotten a little congested in here again. Too busy actually, uncomfortable in 
the crowd. You battle your way through. Talking turns to shouting. Sweat drips from 
the ceiling. Thirsty. Gulping from a can you’ve been clutching for too long. Warm 
liquid splashes back onto you, drips, seeps in, permeates. You don’t see anyone for 
a while. Just get on with it. Try and concentrate on growing, producing, drown out the 
noise. It happens very suddenly. The warning signs were there. Things start to 
disintegrate, like an argument working its way through a group of friends. If you could 
just… take it back, you didn’t mean it, remove the infected area, the moment. I’m 
sorry. With no sides left to pick, one by one the rot sets in. Rotten stems and bloated 
fruit. Decomposition. Was it my fault? Try again next year. 
 
 
I have been thinking a lot recently about the similarities between growing and art 
practice. Both require time, testing, failure, happy accidents, effort, labour, resource. 
They are a process, craft and skill. One year you might grow or make something 
really successfully. Sometimes things just flourish, sometimes things just wilt. Both 
practices are contingent on external forces. Artists need certain conditions the same 
way plants do; some nurture and support. Mostly time. They don’t always thrive. I 
often feel envious of the devotion and dedication of the hardened gardeners with 
perfect plots and perfect crops. I wonder if I’m just romanticising the idea of 
perfection. The master gardener, the genius artist. No weeds in sight. I can’t even 
imagine what that would be like. It doesn’t really exist. Instead I steal snatches at my 
allotment and my practice. In Summer you can go after work, for an hour, or two 
when the sun sets as late as ten. The weeds are endless though, they just return in 
different spots. Why bother, it takes years and years of hard work to even get close 

to being rid of them all. Help from friends. Artists as workers. A rounded practice. 
Rhizomatic root systems lurk in the soil waiting to regrow, like relationships.  
 
You never stop learning about growing or making. I think the best thing is that there 
isn’t necessarily a correct way to do anything. Everyone has tried different things, 
and will happily give you tips, share seedlings, share ideas. A special generosity. 
You can just give it a go and see what happens. The more you try the more you will 
learn. My fingernails fill with mud. When I work with silver, my fingernails fill with 
dust, or get filed off, or covered in polish. I think about value. What it means to be 
able to make or grow. To produce. A glut. A collection of jam jars ready to be refilled 
each year. Nourishing. Pickling, preserving; in jewellery making you ‘pickle’ the metal 
to remove oxides after soldering. The silver comes out of the pickle a pale matte 
colour, it loses its metal-ness. Ready for finishing and polishing in a strange pursuit 
for shiny perfection. Why am I trying to remove flaws like weeds? Perhaps it’s time to 
try a new recipe. 
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a more reader-friendly
version of this text is
available at
https://bit.ly/3egHVdP
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