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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.

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. | 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 | work with silver, my fingernails fill with
dust, or get filed off, or covered in polish. | 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 | trying to remove flaws like weeds? Perhaps it's time to
try a new recipe.

| 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. |
often feel envious of the devotion and dedication of the hardened gardeners with
perfect plots and perfect crops. | wonder if I'm just romanticising the idea of
perfection. The master gardener, the genius artist. No weeds in sight. | can’t even
imagine what that would be like. It doesn’t really exist. Instead | 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






MIDWINTER

The final chapter of this story is set at a midnight moonlit mourning in
midwinter. Imagine if Turner had painted a nuclear holocaust as
opposed to ships at sea. That is the scene we are being presented with.
Grab your popcorn as we usher in the end of the world. A silent funeral,
as the Hierophant proclaims that God is Dead. The Hierophant
proclaims; “God is Dead.” Chaos erupts as a spectacle to be siphoned.
Someone finally decided to press the button that says do not press. It
was always only going to be a matter of time. It is a mess. We had seen
the paintings, read Dante, examined the Cuneiform. Cross-referenced
Wikipedia and deep-dived on YouTube conspiracy theories backdating
to the year two thousand and nine. To clarify; the year is now two
thousand and twenty-one. We are in the midst of a global pandemic.
And everyone has an opinion. The age of the earth is approximately four
point five four billion years old. Many ancient texts are the equivalent
to ancient grocery lists. Usually pragmatic, neither comedic nor
dramatic. It helps us to remember it is the banalities of our daily lives
that are most important. Preserved for millennia. [ reminisce about the
full-scale stone phallus remaining multipurpose, a fertility icon, an
offering to the old gods, a tool for onanism. A family heirloom to be
passed across generation for sacred masturbation. Now lives at the
British Museum. It is what we call keeping it in the family. I consider
how disappointing it may be for future alien-earth inhabitants to
ponder over our amazon wish-lists. The surreptitious and
sanctimonious seraphim squander the last few drops of Coca Cola,
whilst eating stale granola and pork pies. The uninvited guests drink
champagne whilst wailing, listening to The Kinks; “Lola” on a cassette
player. I play cards and I always draw the joker. No poker. My late
husband was a broker. We ended up bankrupt. We mold each other into
shape. I think we must have always loved to hate each other. Some sort
of twisted peace at last. | have always loved a spoiler. I had been

MIDWINTER

recklessly abandoned several times before I finally dropped the rock.
Cut the cord for one last time. The tin foil, mortal coil, plants in soil, toil,
and trouble. It is all going tits up now. [ breathed in and out, chained to
nothing, changed to nothing but my own beat. Butt on the old, cold car
seat. It is quite the feat to leave something you thought you might die
without. Leaving home is rarely fun, check that the laundry is done. The
authorities on the radio told me where we are going, we wouldn’t need
any stuff. I thought “tough” and grabbed my most expensive goods. A
bougie candle, skin care made with snail slime, the keys to the car. They
always tell you in the event of a fire you should leave the residence
without collecting any possessions. They are idiots. There is no doubt
that “Winter is Death” and a nuclear winter would potentially be death
times a thousand. I do not know why we expect each other to do
anything at all; except to mope under dirty duvets, crunching crumbs
between our toes, farting out clouds. Metamorphosing into crowds,
whilst concurrently conducting a solitary orchestra. There goes the
wailing again. Drink Champagne. To be perfectly alone, restrained by
our own container, sometimes I wish I could melt into everything. I
meditate into you. Oblivion. In the event of a nuclear disaster. What do
you do? Limbal rings remain the viewfinders of eternity, singing songs
obnoxiously of what it means to be free. “You're free to do what you
want to do.” Honestly, I call bullshit. Should you remember to bring
your lover to the wake? Crossing the Styx; mistaken for a lake. Cobblers
stuff their faces with a Gregg’s Steak Bake. The most romantic facade is
now deemed a fake. I do not remember Jesus wearing shoes anyway.
Pencil it in your diary, for today is Judgement Day; as we all quit the
game as we no longer wish to play. Life on earth is defined by nobody
opening the curtains. I used to live in a town that was impossibly
autumn, but winter was omnipresent. Winter began on December the
21st.

































a more reader-friendly
version of this text is
available at
https://bit.ly/3egHVdP



http://bit.ly/3egHVdP










2027



