
Take a living object, for instance. What if a living object dies like a body, like my Mother died for 
example. Surely it’s not possible to create an echo from a dead body, so if Ellie no longer exists, I 
can’t ask Ellie if she really saw the Flamingos.  
 
How can I be sure then, that the flamingos weren’t the reflection of the red dipping sun below 
the distant fields, maybe the clouds weren’t dizzy at all, maybe it was Ellie’s head spinning?

When I grow up, Ann next door gets in touch and passes on the e-mail address of ‘Drew’ 
(Andrew Dipper), she thinks he might be able to help me fill in the gaps because he has known 
my Mother longer than I have.                                   
 
                                     My dream of you is longer than my knowing you  9    
      
                                      

In Anne Carson’s essay, ‘The Gender of Sound’, Echo is described as the girl with no door to her 
mouth. 

When Ellie grows up and becomes my Mother, she describes to me a prairie so flat you can see a 
horse standing against the sky ten miles away. I imagine this landscape is similar to New Mexico, 
a landscape infused in Mei Mei’s poetry.  Imagine dry grass, brown bristle on straw brown 10. It is 
hard to imagine the flatness because we are surrounded by mountains in Wales, but I access the 
setting, the scrape of bumblebees against brittle blossom 11,  through her descriptions, making 
streams of rhythm in their repetitions 12 and suddenly, where the river opens onto hoodoos, 
 
 
 
flamingos rise on their great pink wings                                         there is a din of big wings 12   
 
and I believe in their realness because                     these are the  dinosaurs that did not die. 13 
 

But one day I grow up.  And I begin to wonder could this be possible, don’t Flamingos live in 
Africa?  

But if a ghost sits at the back of everything that’s said, then even if the Creek was empty who can 
be sure that     
                                         flamingos can’t be heard from Africa  
                                         who’s to say that silence is not plural. 

Regardless of the probability, the point is, you step outside of a system,  a migratory path or the 
branches of a family tree, and suddenly concentric waves of liminal flight don’t so much connect 
as correspond 14 , in a self-producing system that begins to chug.  
 
Something Novalis refers to as ‘the strange interplay of things’. For example you hear a bird in 
the traffic one day. You move towards the window to try and name the bird and you think the 
bird is a Song Thrush. So you move towards the ‘Song Thrush’ and the ‘Song Thrush’ moves 
towards you.  
 
You are two things moving through time and space at the same time, the way a flock of birds 
flying up acquires 

the shape of her arcs across the ice, a mirror stage
echoing our first misrecognition or the imaginary, to look
again and then look 15 

Because we all understand the value of looking again. It is how we learn the shape of a letter and 
then a word. 
 
 

Do you ever notice as you write that no matter what there is on the written page 
something appears to be in the back of everything that is said, a little ghost? ‘I judge that 
this ghost is there to remind us that there is always more’, says the poet Barbara Guest. 1

I am very pleased to discover that two of my favourite poets, Barbara Guest and Mei Mei 
Berssenbrugge were once good friends. They met through their mutual psychiatrist in 
New York, who perhaps unprofessionally expressed that they should know one another. 
Barbara invited Mei Mei to her apartment on 94th street, New York. She served cold trout 
in aspic. Mei Mei was dazzled by her urbanity and loveliness. They become friends and 
read each other's work for about fifteen years, from 1980 to 1995.

Now I think it was "as if" she constructed poems quickly from slices of apprehension, like 
slices of colored glass, a cubism (what she called surrealism) more luminous than analytic. 
Brightness with intimations. 2
	
Apprehension. Brightness. Intimation. 

I am not sure why it pleases me so much that Barbara and Mei Mei were once friends. It is 
as if their friendship secures something in me through the shared gathering and dispersing 
of meaning in the presence of the other.                                       
                                                                                                   
Instinctively I begin writing out the titles of my favourite poems by Barbara and Mei Mei, 
alongside the titles for some of the short stories my Mother wrote in her lifetime. 
 
 

An Emphasis Falls on Reality           Hello, the roses                  The Parobole of Silence
 
The Screen of Distance                    Dressing up our Pets          Letters from the Zoo 

Roses                                                 The Heat Bird                     Flamingos 
                                                                                                                                                                         
                                                                                                
 

More luminous than analytic, I imagine
their conversations on the telephone
letters to New York, letters to New Mexico 
Mei Mei bathing her baby in Barbara’s kitchen 
sink Barbara introducing Mei Mei to Hölderlin
Mei Mei helping her to drop the word ‘the’
Barbara helping her to not include 

every step of the argument. A sense of comfort here,

because your movement itself binds passing time, more than entering directs it. 3
                                                                                                          Empathy  p. 29

It is hard to know at which direction my Mother enters into the list, or whether she enters 
at all. I know she visited New York once because there’s this story about the time she went 
to a casino, gambled some dollars and won enough to buy a washing machine for her friend 
Ann in England. At the time, Ann was pregnant with her third child and was so moved by 
the gift that when her daughter was born she named her after my Mother Hannah Gail 
Richards.  
 
It’s funny, I’d forgotten this story until now. It ends sweetly, because Ann became our next 
door neighbour in Wales, and in ‘the village’ on the side of the mountain; I would jump 
over the wall to eat  Ann’s plums. 
 
There was a warmth about her, she felt like another Mother. 

I have written ECHO CAMP with this kind of apprehension and friendship in mind. The 
word friendship arrives towards the ‘completion’ of the text. The feeling of  ‘apprehension’ 
remains throughout. 

Apprehension is used as a method to write, through which I invite others to sit with me 
whilst I try to do so. If I am lucky, there is an echo when I speak: my invitation is not only 
received but it is welcomed, it answers back. 

Sometimes, within the apprehension to speak; or to write, there remains a silence, for the 
lack of one sound cannot move another. In these moments, there is naturally a struggle for 
dominance. The echo cannot fold since there is no beginning.

It is within these silences that I lean towards something resembling a parallel stream where 
the creek is still, where there are dizzying reflections of clouds. You could fall into them if 
you’re not careful, so Ellie forces her eyes back to the red sun dipping below the distant 
fields. And then she sees the flamingos. 4

The parallel stream can take shape in the pages of books that sit close, or in the objects 
and sounds that feel further away. They may feel further away  because they happened long 
ago, or because they belong to someone else. They may not even have happened yet but 
regardless, there is activity in the stream. It is full of potential, it is full of things.

‘Things’ can set other things in motion, that set other things in motion. And without 
understanding 5 I am aware that a stream builds up in volume and strength, to become a 
river. And that there’s a moment where separate channels of water flow together                                                                           
                                                                                                    Confluence     Continuum

but are separate (yet together) for a moment                                before they join    
   
to form a single channel with a new name. 
 
THE SAME OBSERVATION IS TRUE OF THE LITERARY LIFE. READING IS 
NOT THE EQUIVALENT OF EXPLANATION. (GUEST) 6

For example, there are many rivers that meet in ‘the village’, on the side of the mountain in 
Wales where I grew up: 

                                               Ffrydlas       
                                               Llafar*                                  
                                               Caseg
                                               
meet together to form the River Ogwen.

   *

                                                                                                                                         7

The way in which a particular thing goes out and modifies its surroundings is beautiful 
don’t you think?  Marian is an expert in rivers. 

 
For example, you might be standing still one night in a forest, in the same way the trees are 
standing still. 

                                                        “Are you counting the rivulets in Nant Ffrancon also?”7

 

Or, Barbara might suggest to Mei Mei that she stops including every step of the argument 
in her poems...and the advice ripples like a pinwheel in space, friendly. 

Sometimes my mouth opens up and my Mother’s laugh jumps out, a parlor trick! 8 
 

                  AN EVOCATION

Mon 09/11/2020 13:03 

Dear Catrin,  
 
You may use everything and everything that I have sent you. Please ask questions because memories 
arise like lumps in porridge, once dispersed they open up more memories and more details. There are 
strange echoes in your life. My first late wife, Jessamy and Tamlan’s mother was from Durban in South 
Africa. My time there was during apartheid, so things were difficult, strange and dangerous. It is a 
beautiful country and strangely both ancient and very young at the same time, like a Rinpoche, those 
precious jewels who have taken the almost unknown track, safely made the journey beyond their last 
life and safely made it back. 
 
 

 Best wishes,

 Andrew

Ellie is a character in ‘Flamingos’ , A collection of short stories by my 
Mother Gail Hughes, published by Parthian Books  in the year 2000. 
The collection follows the progress of a young girl through childhood 
and adolescence on the fringes of the Badlands in Alberta, Canada. 
Ellie is the fictitious name for Gail.

Take this painting as another example: Bianca 
Saricini floating aloft the city of Siena. It doesn’t 
matter that it’s a painting of Siena really, it could 
so easily be New York at sunset, no? Isn’t there a 
weightlessness about her?  Her skirt so full of air? 
She seems to be carried back and away from us 
even as we stare. 16

She is entirely at her ease, as if in someone’s 
comfortably dependable arms!  
 
Sound and light blow us apart here so that at 
one and the same time, we remain where we 
stand 17. I have looked at this painting again and 
again but only now does my looking give me the 
confidence to be sure that the sphere in her palm 

is, in fact...a snowball! 
 

Sent: 19 January 2017 03:31
Subject: RE: magical past
 
Dear Catrin,  
 
Here in Minnesota in winter sometimes it is cold enough that when you 
throw a pot of boilng water into the air it freezes and comes down as snow 
before it hits the ground. When I visited your grand parents and uncle in 
Edmonton I remember that the air shimmered with tiny ice crystals, I had 
never seen anything so beautiful. I went out to cut cord wood with your 
grandfather in temperatures that must have been -24 degrees, we got his 
truck stuck in the drifts and had to get towed out. I had never been in a 
place that was so cold before in my life. Somewhere I have pictures of the 
scene but they are mainly art pictures of the scenery not of people. I had a 
very old retinette camera and it was so cold that the film froze to the back of 
the camera and jammed it until I had the idea of making a little fur coat for 
it. 

All the best
 
Andrew 
 

It has been snowing.  
 
I’ve been going to the ‘hidden garden’ behind Tramway for 
some peace from the pandemic, for short breaks from my ‘essay’, 
to check if the witch hazel is out.  
 
The witch hazel is out, it has been snowing. There are no 
children playing but I know they’ve been here because in the 
centre of the garden there’s a giant snowman, and leading up to 
the snowman there’s a long entrail of green grass where a child; 
or some children have rolled a ball beginning perhaps in their 
hands and becoming, over time, across the lawn, a giant tummy! 
 
I think it looks like the tail of a comet, which makes me think of 
1995, the year of Halle Boppe- when my Mother took me out 
into the garden at night by the hand, we held our breath.  
 
We’re standing still in the same way that the trees are standing 
still. In the same way that Ellie was standing still.  She cannot 
believe her eyes 18, there is a giant snowball burning in the sky !

‘Take a picture with your camera’, my Mother says. Except I 
don’t have a camera, I’m only eight years old. But we have built  
invisible cameras that we take with us on our walks so that we 
don’t forget the pictures that we see. To take a picture, you open 
the irises of your eyes wide with full focus, then you shut them 
as fast as you can, holding your eyelids down tightly to process 
the image and keep it safe.  

Around the snowman I notice there are other creatures made of 
snow: a rabbit with two long leaves as ears and a snow mouse, 
twigs as whiskers. I feel happy that the snowman has company 
and am remembering with fondness the moment in my life when 
I learnt the method of rolling a REALLY GOOD snowball.

There is no apprehension.

The Mother, when we think about it, is very complicated, but still very simple.  

I have replaced the word Rose with the word Mother here. The original line is from an 
essay by Inger Christensen called ‘It’s All Words’: The Rose, when we think about it, is 
very complicated, but still very simple.  
 
A rose is a rose is a rose, as Gertrude Stein says, her insistent repetition highlighting 
the mystery in the rose and in language itself. 

My Mother, when I think about it, was very complicated, but still very simple. She 
cultivated roses on the side of the mountain and gave clippings to her friends. I 
contacted one of them recently to ask her if the rose still existed in her garden and if it 
did, could I go and visit it. She said it wasn’t in bloom yet, but that soon it would be and 
that I could come for tea. She also mentioned that she had written the Rose into her 
new novel ‘We That are Left’.  
 
 
 
 
 

                                                                                                                21 
 

Just like rolling a snowball or cultivating a Rose,   
 
yes just like these things, there is the word that becomes the words, that becomes 
reality itself. 

In ‘Writing blind : Conversations with a donkey’  by Hélène Cixous, the garden 
is invoked as the place of new beginnings ‘-in the garden we engender ourselves 
reciprocally’. She is describing walking through the garden with her mother and with 
her daughter. 

Here, Cixous suggests that the child builds the mother just as much as the reverse. 

I’ve just sent my friend Sarah a poem by Mei Mei, because the day her 
collection A Treatise of Stars arrives in the post, so does an envelope full 
of pink shells from Sarah. They have been crushed on their way to me, a 
tiny thousand pieces of glittering dust, but I don’t tell her this part.  
 
I’ve never met Sarah but she posted on twitter once Anyone want a shell? 
And I said yes please! And then once I posted on twitter Oops anyone 
want one of these? I’d accidentally ordered three copies of  ‘My Private 
Property’ by Mary Ruefle, and two people answered yes please!, one of 
them was Sarah and the other was Jelle. 

Now to reference a
“Wavering but
recognisable image” 22

We begin a correspondence, and whilst I’m trying to write an ‘Evocation’ 
for  ECHO CAMP, I am enjoying Sarah’s recent tweets, in which she 
quotes her young son Moss’s hilarious, charming observations of the 
world.  And so I write to her to ask about the role of mothering in her 
work and the ideas behind her book CONTINUUM Published by Care 
of Time. 

Sarah replies almost instantly and says :  
 
‘I remember once a tutor said that my work in relation to the 
experiences, it so often describes/ is made up or composed of, is like 
someone putting their palm out towards something (fingers facing the 
sky)          and then 

‘In Boulton’s writings, something happens and then another, a thought, a word, a small “so 
I then” sequences it with a consciousness. Here it is words that move, guided by the simple 
running of thought that reveals the connection between why and therefore, documenting 
movements into careful responses at the pace of the body, of thought. Here ideas can move too, 
like arms reaching, like eyes glancing quickly.’ 23

 
 
‘When I was eight my parents packed me off to Little Sir Echo Camp for 
Girls on Lake Armington in the foothills of New Hampshire cofounded 
and owned by Mary Hoisington and Margaret Conoboy ten years earlier. 
Apparently the women chose the name because of an echo that bounces 
off the surrounding White Mountains. An actual child may or may not fit 
parental fantasies. I hated the place. Most of all I dreaded riding classes 
and spent many nights praying I would be assigned the tired elderly 
horse with a creaking stomach for the next day’s obligatory ride around 
the ring. On the one visiting day allowed per summer  we rowed across 
the lake and picnicked on a secluded beach at the edge of a pine forest. 
I begged them to ransom me. But no. Around four p.m. they left for 
Boston, leaving me alone with my dread of being lost in the past; absent.’

From the foreword to Debths, Susan Howe

Dear Andrew 

I’m writing an essay called ‘ECHO CAMP’, stolen from a story Susan Howe writes about her childhood at ‘Little 
Sir Echo Camp for Girls’ on Lake Armington, in the foothills of New Hampshire. I found it in the forward of her 
book Debths. 

Our mother of puddled images fading away into deep blue polymer.
Seaweed, nets, shells, fish, feathers 24

You might like the poems in it!

The essay feels a little messy at the moment, my attempt is the rebuilding of an invisible object (or mother), 
through perspectives that transpose. Not sure. Keep changing my mind.  

I would like to include you and this correspondence but I won’t do this without your permission.  

Perhaps I see the words of others as a good way to tackle confidence and loneliness right now, both as concepts 
and experiences, the former by writing almost as a form of listening to what others have to say, a kind’ve folk 
tradition, and the latter as an extension of this, where the very real mental pain of loneliness is perhaps assuaged by 
the company of others in the form of sentences, that you bring into your home, is that the page? 25

Thanks again for painting your Art School for me. The heat of the furnace, even its memory, so physical! And so 
different to Art School in Glasgow right now. But Jess has built a dark room in our storage cupboard, she’s back in 
South Africa at the moment sorting out her passport but when she’s back, I will ask her to teach me how to develop 
black and white film! I’ll look up Mervin Peake’s  Gormenghast* - Thanks!  

 
 
 
 

*
Sat 07/11/2020 05:02
 
P.S I was teaching at the Central School in 1973, in the department of sculpture 
and in Industrial design.   Your mother visited me there quite often after we first 
met. The studio I worked in was at the front of the building and is the one with 
the huge rounded window on the top floor. There was only a small freight elevator 
at the time and it was an act of bravado to run up the five flights of stairs to the 
sculpture department. The forge and the furnace were in the basement and that is 
where the bronze casting was done. I spent many hours welding steel in that studio. 
The furnace was heated by coke coal and it was like a hell hole during casting. The 
furnace used to heat up really quickly as the flue for the gasses went straight up five 
floors to the chimneys on the roof. Mervin Peake wrote Gormenghast on the basis of 
the building and its artists. Andrew. 

Sent: 03 January 2011 16:17 
Subject: RE: wild geese... and owls.
 
Dear Catrin, 
 
In Northern Minnesota there is a body of water called Lac Qui Parle and 
here in the Fall, all of the wild geese congregate in their thousands. From Far 
away you can hear the sound, almost like a city waking from a deep sleep. At 
sunset they take off and fly in circles in huge V formations. .

 Your Mother's poem Owl reminds me of the association that she had with 
the Native Americans in Canada when she was very young. I will retell the 
story sometime if she did not tell it to you. 
 
Warm wishes, 
 
Andrew

 
 
 I was told a story once by a Welsh relative called Eirwen. Her name means white snow  
 
                                                                                                                   and she described to me  
 
                 the scene of a man on horseback climbing up the hill in the cloud, on a saddle. 
 
                   In one side of the saddle there was a circular object that nobody recognised     
                                    
                                                                          a clock 
   
            and in the other side there was some                    gun powder 
 
     the pattern of my reading this,      beginning with               ‘there was’ 
 
moves into the present     
                       
  now the quarry 
 
is abandoned                       but I still go there and notice the many stones  
 
how they pile up into the visible 
 
                                                                             world                 because isolated  
 
                                                                                                               stones mean very little   
        
                                                                                                                              isolated letters  
 
                                                                                                                                                      even less     
 
                                                                                                                       
 

“I wanted to mirror certain aspects of Mothlight and to do that I’m going to focus on 
Adam’s use of photography and location. I particularly liked the way he used postcards 
as a device to let you know more secret and hidden facts and feelings about Phyllis. 

I will be reading a letter I had written to my friend Catrin who I had met for the first 
time in Bethesda north wales. I never sent her this letter so I will read it to her now. To 
give a bit of background, I am an all analogue photographer and none of my work is 
digital, it’s all produced in the darkroom.  
 
 
Dear Catrin, 
 
In 2015 my partner went to the bothy in Lake Dulyn in Snowdonia, North Wales, 
it was New Year’s Eve and he was with some of his friends. After the slog of getting 
there, carrying fire wood, food and walking the long lightless lines to the bothy; past 
wild horses, streams and endless hills he reached the small hut to rest. However as is 
sometimes the case there were people inside already. There were three men inside who 
were postmen and they were burning the Christmas mail they decided not to post that 
day. Perhaps by some miracle my ghost letter I write here was in their pile. My partner 
and his friends watched the 3 English men, in North wales, burning Christmas cards to 
home.

I’d long wanted to go there, I’d never been to Snowdonia but my relationship with long 
distance walking started at high school when I missed my school bus miles from home 
and I’d continue to accidently miss it for years to come. Crossing the straight planes 
of Norfolk, no hills, no rolling broken landscapes, only straight lines and sparse open 
space. 
 
When I reached the bothy I wanted to take everything in. I wanted to remember 
every inch, to carry it with me when I was back in London. My camera had to do, my 
crumbling Nikon FM2. And whilst combing every page, in every log book and diary I 
found scattered around the bothy your diary entry leaped out at me.

That evening I guessed your age. (but I had also guessed wrong). I wondered if you 
might be Welsh but then I thought you might be from the Americas too. Something in 
the hand, I don’t know what, maybe you were Canadian.
 
After reading your diary entry, I needed to know you, in the way I’ve needed to know 
all my life long friends.    
 
With so much love,  
 
Ellen 27 
 

          ECHO  

 
There was a little girl who played the piano, but her mother came in the room and said it was a mess and took the piano.

Then the girl went out in the night and found the piano and brought it back. But again the Mother took it. The girl found it and put it in a place where no one could take it. But 
then the Mother took it. 

So the girl got an instrument that was invisible. When she brought it home, she said, “invisible.” And the Mother couldn’t find it because it was invisible. 

Then a little bird appeared and sang and sang and became the girl’s pet. The girl sat at the instrument and sang “tweet, tweet.” “Pop, pop, pop, pop,” went the instrument. “Tweet, 
tweet,” sang the girl and she played the instrument very gently.

And then she got back all her instruments and became a pianist. 

-From Dreams, Songs and Drawings, 1976   (MOTHERs, Rachel Zucker) 

When we were growing up, we had a piano. When the piano lost its tune, my Mother would call up the local tuner, who was a blind man who 
chose to speak very little. He lived on the other side of the hill and the day he came was always an ‘event’, the waiting by the window until 
he inched himself up the hill towards us, sunglasses in the rain. I remember the tapping of his stick against the slate steps and my Mother’s 
morbid curiosity towards him. I would often be embarrassed by my Mother’s curiosities, transcribing people’s conversations on public 
transport, for example. I would say stop that! 

I have Alice Notley’s poem ‘A Baby is Born Out of a White Owl’s Forehead- 1972’,  sitting alongside me on the computer screen whilst I write. 

‘My baby is quiet and wise, but I’m
a trade name and I’m
chaos
rainwater on a piano’. 

I haven’t read the poem before, in fact I don’t know Alice Notley well at all, but I follow her daily drawings on twitter,  
and I like today’s one very much. It has an owl and a bat and a flamingo on it, and there are words floating in space: 

 
Rachel Zucker references Alice Notley in her book MOTHERs, which is sitting beside me too, physically.  
 
If Alice is one of Rachel’s Mothers, and Rachel is one of mine, what is Alice to me? 

I transcribe one of her poems. 
 
I’m trying to write an ‘Evocation’ on ‘Mothering’ but I can’t think of what to say. I was thinking about owls and pianos, now I’m thinking about 
bats and flamingos too.  ALWAYS SOME SNOOTS THAT DON’T LIKE YOU OR YOUR POEMS 28. So I start  transcribing ‘The Descent of 
Alette’, not from an Alice Notley book because I don’t have any of her books, but on page 49 of MOTHERs Rachel says, WHEN I GROW UP I 
DON’T WANT TO BE YOU and then she types out ‘The Descent of Alette’ instead, that I will type out too, it goes like this

“I touched the bottom” “& walked ashore” “Then I saw”
“a final entity,: “airy image, pass” “out of my body---” “from my

Forehead” “A small shape”, perhaps brain-shaped,” “that seemed to
contain in miniature” “the cave network” “where I had been”
“I saw the rooms--” “the caverns---” 

Whilst thinking about the word ‘Evocation’ many things are happening at once. Things don’t connect so much as correspond. Everyone is 
speaking at the same time. It’s why I keep thinking about the owl and the piano not because of satisfaction, but framing, an interruption that will 
inhabit me 29, like what happened the other day, whilst I was reading ‘A Baby is Born Out of a White Owl’s Forehead- 1972’ 
 
Jelle sends a text and says how good is this page from POND!  

‘A white horse standing, looks this way, then turns. Gave birth
in the meantime. Blood fresh all the way down hind 
Legs, cord hangs. A black foal slides about nearby, tiny
forehead opening a pale star. Heart lengthens; 
cord swings’. 30

It is good!, I say.  
 
It reminds me of the time I saw a cow give birth on Bardsey island.  
 
I was looking through binoculars trying to hold my breath to keep the image still                                                  baby calf’s legs shaking.

 The bookcase is falling forwards 30 

Sent: 21 January 2016 15:06
To: catrin menai
Subject: RE: the winking of stars

 

What beauty there is in words, and yet isolated words mean little and letters even less. It is only the string of words, the interrelationships and the 
juxtapositions that carry a story, a meaning or a picture. So it is with human life and rebirth. It is only the never-ending scintillation of recurring 
lives that is tinged with meaning. Just like beads on a string there is some subtle diaphanous thread that holds these lives together; an owl, a gannet 
diving on the ocean to catch a fish, or a boy with a silver salmon tinged star on his forehead, all travelers between the worlds.

 

Andrew

P.S A pendulum string that passes by and is struck by a feather will also make a sound. 

Andrew

No mother tongue unless a mother 31. Except my tongue 
extends, distracts. I am trying to write an ‘Evocation’ about 
mothering. But now I’m thinking about bumblebees and 
stars. It seems as though the word ‘Evocation’ is moveable in 
form, adjustable. 

When Rachel Zucker finished her hybrid book MOTHERs, 
she admitted to a friend she wished it had come out more 
like ‘Bluets’ by Maggie Nelson, “more restraint, more 
composure.” Her friend laughed and said, “your book is just 
like you: a too-muchness, a mess.” 

I’m chaos. Rainwater on a piano. There is a problematic 
coherence here, between Mother and child.  The individual 
speaker is not simply herself. I could read the Alice Notley 
poem in a wide way, relating to the poetics of disobedience or 
female metamorphosis, but I am stuck thinking about Owls 
and Pianos.  I am thinking about  the part of the individual 
that is always amongst the people who are missing. Or the 
things. Like our piano. I have no idea where it went. 

The poem as it rests on the page is real but only virtual.

We wait for the event. The silhouette on a hill. Outside 
of the shadow , a stick feels its way into the world like a 
moveable clock. The blind man’s ears, drum. He doesn’t 
take his sunglasses off even though we’re all inside the house 
now. I can hear the echo of the hammers from the hallway. 
The piano is an animal! His fingers stroke the pins of its fur. 
Its belly has a big roar. My Mother pays him some cash, no 
words exchanged, and she resumes her piano playing in the 
days that follow. 

“Diaphanous”, Michael Serres writes, “the world calms the 
turbulent noise of my body”.

The house on the hill overlooks the slate quarry which on 
certain moonlit nights appears valuable and elastic. It smells 
of moss and wet steel, just like Andrew said. My Mother 
proudly tells me that a famous writer once lived in our 
house, but when I grow up I find a plaque further up the 

hill on a farm house, so I guess she got it wrong. I come to 
know Caradog Pritchard’s  Un Noson Ola Leuad, ‘One last 
moonlit night’ as an adult: the sinister black lake over the 
mountain, the mother-son relationship as seen from ‘the 
boy’s’ perspective, the dark underbelly of ‘the village’ know 
only as ‘the village’. I learn about the echoes of biography 
infused into the tale: the death of Pritchard’s father in the 
quarry, his isolated Mother. Later in his life under the 
effects of anaesthetic, memories engulf him, some real, some 
imagined, and as he recovers from his illness he begins to  

The words for Mother and Mud are extremely close in most languages.

 
My Mother is hallucinating towards the end of her life. She can’t speak so she’s transcribing orders, notes and dreams onto various 
scraps of paper. She sees an Owl swooping above a tray of broccoli in the hospital ward and writes a poem about it. ‘I wonder which 
side I am on, incinerator or Owl’, she says.  
 
I make myself busy by digging up the garden, because before we lived in the house on the hill, a ceramicist lived there called Fiona 
Clai Brown (Fiona ‘Clay’ Brown). I am making it my task to rescue her discarded objects:  the offcuts, the pigs, the lonely horses. 
 
I line them up on my window sill, counting their missing eyes, their crooked ears.  
 
I’m trying to write about my Mother but it’s too muddy.  I want the writing to come out more like Rachel’s writing, ‘more restraint, 
more composure’. 

Not possible. 

So I’m reading about the girl who played the piano instead. I’m dreaming about going out into the night and bringing the piano back. 

I’m wondering if I don’t call it a ‘piano’, if I say it is ‘invisible’, will it live forever? 

 

Andrew works as a violin restorer in Minnesota. We’ve never met in person but he’s been helpful in filling the gaps in my Mother’s life.  
Sometimes I send photographs to Andrew and he runs them through a kaleidoscope filter on Photoshop to find hidden meaning in them. 
He also helps me with technical help relating to sound, because last year I was interested in making musical instruments. I am not very 
good at building things and I don’t know how to play music,  so the instruments became more invisible than anything else but I enjoyed 
the conversation.  
 
Tue 25/02/2020 03:22 
 
Dear Catrin,  
 
Perhaps this is the insect wood animal harp that would fit your description of ‘harp animal insect’. If there were thin music strings holding 
the compression pieces in tension then it could sit in the forest and hum in the wind. Imagine two pieces of wood forming two sides of a 
triangle with the third side being a fine wire. The weight of the two arms of wood would be enough to tension the string. The animal has 
long wings held up by fine wires that are tensioned by the weight of the wing structure.

“Can you hear me” says the owl in a speech bubble.
“That was someone else,” says the flamingo. 
“I thought I was an asterix,” says the bat.

Sent: 22 January 2021 05:03
Subject: RE: childhood in Wales

Dear Catrin, yes it could be Bethesda as I do remember the 
wonderful look of the black slate in the quarries and the smell of it, 
It smells of moss and wet steel.

 My friend Ivor Richards used the slate to carve sculptural images 
and I remember telling him how to lay gold leaf on its surface. 
 
We had lunch where the road crosses the river at the Pont-y-Pair 
bridge and then took the B road to Snowdonia. It is memorable 
because I broke a tooth while eating lunch and then a bee dropped 
down my back inside my shirt and stung me, all at the same time. It 
stays in my memory like a lump in porridge. 
 

 
 
 
Regards 

Andrew

Sent: Wednesday, May 16, 2018 6:45 AM
Subject: Re: Andrew’s article on varnish

Dear Andrew

It is amazing that you have dedicated so much of your life to building and repairing violins!  I always remember that 
story...you and your brother scaling up a ukulele and stringing it with bicycle brake cables. 

Parle or parabola. To take from a present or imagined object or event.  
 
Often when I use the word parabole I get asked ‘do you mean parable’ and I say ‘no’. 

Before migration was understood, people struggled to explain the sudden annual disappearance of birds. Some theories of the time held that they turned into 
other kinds of animals like mice, or that they hibernated under the ice during the winter time.

The way we might construct a sentence functions as a situated act.  
 
Letters move and let themselves be moved. 

My main fear, that letters will not move in the room where I sit, trying to write, cannot compare to the dilemma of disappearing birds. 

In Mei Mei’s poem The Mouse, she says her voice softens and breaks off, haunting you, because it’s not connected to any person in the room.

Consider the ‘event horizon’27, a horse standing against the sky ten miles away -allows for the appearance of visitors or listeners.

‘Do you mean parable’ and I say ‘No, I mean parab-O-le’.

Parobole. The point at which two forms, plane and cone, conjoin as the point at which the parab-O-lic curve is formed. In other words, a simultaneous 
articulation of two forms here gives birth to a third and transformed articulator. The making of a metaphor involves a similar kind of metamorphosis. Visitors 
arrive on the horizon. The exhausted bird becomes the sleeping mouse. Words are not they themselves. 

Once I was not myself as if all words were pulled from books. 

Pictures flicker. I’ve been watching Stan Brakhage’s Mothlight on repeat. A briefly-held image of a wing; that convulses and suggests something more 
continuous.

‘Gertrude Stein gave me courage’, Brakhage says , ‘to let images recur in this fashion and in such a manner that there was no sense of repetition.’ 28

A parabole? 

When my Mother sat down to write, the writing was preceded with a silence as she hovered her pen above the piece of paper; letting gravity sway the object 
in tow, a bit like a pendulum. The apprehension and intimacy of this moment felt like divination. Sometimes she would appear in a trance-like state, which 
embarrassed me as much as it entranced me. To watch a mother lose control, as if waiting for stars, instead of waiting at the school gates, did not seem 
responsible. Böhme might refer to these moments as “Ecstasies” or “Perfect Answers” 29.  
 
In the stillness I am watching her secretly, syllables bolt like bullets from the blue 
the pen finds its home, marks its boundary, and begins: 
Ellie is paralysed. She doesn’t dare startle the birds by shouting back. 

The pen moves towards the paper and the paper moves towards the pen. She is paralysed, in a trance. “Flamingos live in Africa,” her dad says later. “There’s no 
way any flamingo could ever come to feed in the Nancy Creek”. But Ellie knew they were flamingos because they were just like the ones she had once seen in 
Calgary Zoo, stepping delicately through a concrete lake on toothpick legs. 

Nouns can be lonely.  
 
Say the word silk and it vanishes with the sound, but your senses, your memory and knowledge cast back an echo. 31

Do the flamingos become lonely nouns then, non mimetic, non-fictional, a linguistic event? 

In the year 1822 a white stork, Ciconia Ciconia is found outside the village of Klütz on the Baltic coast of what is now Germany. Running 
through it is a 30-inch spear, which has entered by the left-hand side of its body and exited half-way up its neck on the right-hand side, 
impaling it in a grotesque fashion. The spear is found to be made of African wood, prompting the inescapable conclusion that the stork has 
managed to fly the 2,000 or so miles from the continent of Africa, from which it has migrated. 

A Parobole.

Two images are juxtaposed in such a way that each original statement is transformed into a new and more eloquent image of their condition, 
leading the mind into new directions. 

‘It is metaphor as transformation which interests me’, my Mother wrote once. The moment at which the transformation occurs- the point at 
which similar or dissimilar images converge in a figure which is a container for each, yet each modified by the other- is the moment at which 
conflict arises. 
 
 
Out of conflict, understanding begins. 

Parobole 1 : A Night of Love 

I was at a party once. The room was filled with cushions,  silk panels draped the walls. People sat 
around the walls on cushions of blue and white and orange and red and purple brocades, satins, 
velvets. Resting in strange and silent positions. Like sculptures, not people. In one corner a group 
circled a Chinese water pipe. Squatted--knees in the air, bands crossed on the top of their heads, 
passing the pipe nozzle from one to the next to the next. l saw Toby out of the side of my eye. His 
arm was draped over a long blonde. l suddenly realized that Toby looked like a cocker spaniel. He 
raised a paw in greeting. l said, “Happy hound, Toby”. 

She was an afghan...yellow shaggy hair tumbled around a pointed muzzle...she sat on her haunches, 
long flowered legs tucked underneath her. l peered through the smoke haze and saw the room was 
filled with carnivores. A red fox sat at Toby’s other elbow chewing on a chicken leg and holding a 
joint with his left paw. Next to him perched a falcon, staring along his beak with gold motionless 
eyes. There was a racoon settled in the corner, carrying on an earnest and myopic conversation 
with his flamingo partner who sat preening her feathers nervously and darting her neck around the 
room. A frog with thick round eyeglasses and gaping mouth crouched by the fireplace, waiting for 
someone to leave the circle around the water pipe so that he could leap into the empty place. Then 
a stork, dressed in a khaki safari shirt and baggy leather pants, filled the doorway and slouched 
against the bookcase just inside. “Anyone for tennis?” it said. 
 
                                                                                    THE END 33 
  
                                                        of this story is unclear. From time to time, when I am 

writing, words come too late, and I am left hanging. But 
even single letters are images, the look of a word is part of 
its meaning. T is for Toby. The word ‘Eternal’ has a granitic 
‘t’ in the middle of it. Eternity : for everything that has 
never begun. It’s as if Toby is being carried away from me 
even as I stare at him, he’s weightless, he may not even be 
called Toby! I peer through the smoke of the party. There 
is a star on his forehead. He stands out from the others, 
not because he has paws instead of feathers, but because he 
might have been the animal my Mother was hunting for.  
 

*

Andrew Dipper
Fri 22/03/2019 03:01 

It was 50 years ago and if I recall it correctly, the early afternoon and the day was warm enough to sit down at the tables of a pavement 
cafe and order something, perhaps coffee, perhaps ‘diabolo menthe’ to drink. Then occurred what I will call the event of the ashtray. 
Gail had at this time, something that she was later to lose utterly, a fascination for iconic objects. She took a liking to a glass ashtray 
with a garish advertisement for Gaulois etched on its surface in bright colors and not too skillfully slipped it into her bag. This was 
not the brightest moment of her life and the waiter, whose job it was to tally the number of ashtrays at the end of the day realized 
in his sheep counting mind that he had a stray. He also must have known from experience at this point that no actual crime had yet 
been committed and that the ashtray had simply been temporally displaced from its usual perch a mere foot or so. There followed a 
brief altercation in French, to which Gail responded as if she knew no French, which was absolutely untrue. If you hold to the rare 
opinion that the French of Quebec and the language of true France have any kind of commonality other than they define two nations. 
The commotion and satisfactory conclusion, with the ashtray returning to the table, attracted the attention of an American man on a 
nearby table, who having a charismatic gaze was invited to join us at our table, since we had four hours to lose before our train left for 
Nantes in southern Brittany. Gail was a writer and drew interesting people to her as a comb gathers hair. I can no longer remember his 
name, which is unfortunate because he has left a lasting impression for two reasons. Firstly, at the table he introduced us to the use of 
a pendulum in divination, which he made an exhibition of by illustrating the dynamic properties of the human body and the complex 
movements of the plumbum above Gail’s wrist, which cavalcaded in ever widening circles and complex gyrations under some kind of 
invisible energy; and secondly by telling us the story of how he had arrived at his nearby table in the cafe.

He began.

“Then occured what I will call the event of the ashtray...” 

The last book my Mother gifted me with was 
called Annelie in the Depths of the Night by 
Imme Dros. It was originally published in 1987, 
the year I was born, and it was gifted to me in 
the year of 1999, when I was twelve, the year my 
Mother began to die.  
 
The book got lost and so it was forgotten about 
for some time.  
 
It’s cobalt blue cover is the same colour as a 
pair of leggings I wore at the time I received it. 
That just-before-dark blue, but more than that! 
Because just like the book cover, the leggings 
had yellow moons and stars on them too! I had 
forgotten about these leggings until Annelie in 
the depths of the Night arrives back into my life, 
triggered by a conversation I’m having with Jelle 
about Glasgow mice.  
 
I first met Jelle in Waterstones on Sauchiehall 
street. He sold me If Not, Winter by Anne 
Carson and later, he said yes please! to a copy of 
My Private Property by Mary Ruefle, because I’d 
accidentally bought three copies instead of one. 
We started to correspond: a mutual curiosity 
towards animals in literature. 

Today we have arrived at mice, through Kafka’s 
Zureau Aphorisms:  

‘Anyway, I’m now trying to harden myself , 
observing the field mice on my walks; they’re 
not so bad, but my room isn’t a field and sleeping 
isn’t walking’.    

The aphorism causes discomfort, turns out Kafka 
hated mice, and so do we. 

‘Mice’, Jelle  says, ‘Individually quite sweet. 
As mouse folk, unbearable. For me it is the 
scratching’.

I agree, and strangely that very night I’m kept 
awake by the unbearable sound of a scratching so 
loud that I’m almost sure a giant rat is trying to 
get into my room by digging a hole through the 
wall. Can nails surpass stone? I don’t think so, 
but in the moment, the rat is the real thing. 

The next morning I discover the sound is 
in fact a broken drain pipe; unloading water 
into a particular rhythm that’s hitting some 
plastic fabric on the ground outside. I imagine 
the design as something similar to what you 
might find in the cage of a domestic rat. For 
entertainment etc.  
 
I’ve never understood that...you know, pet rats. 

‘For me, it’s the tails’. 

Jelle is astonished by the miracle that he’s living 
in his first mouse-free flat in Scotland. I count 
my blessings too. ‘If there is a Mouse God’, I say, 
then they must have decided that I’ve done my 
time.

I have never read Kafka and I feel bad about it. 

I do some google research and discover that 
‘Josephine the singer, or the Mouse Folk’ is the 
last short story he wrote before he died.  The 
story deals with the relationship between an 
artist and her audience. 

Even though Jelle lives down the road, we 
mostly communicate via text. Following Kafka, 
I find myself writing to him about my first bad 
experience with mouse folk: our black cat Orion 
died, and almost overnight the house was full of 
the sound. 

It was when Orion stopped guarding me and 
died, that I started wearing the moon and star 
leggings, the same time my Mother gifted me 
Annelie in the depths of the night, and then she 
died too and the house was full of mice. 
 
But I don’t mention mum dying to Jelle, I stick 
to Orion and the point of the story which is the 
repercussions of an absent cat. I describe the 
time the noise was so close that when I switched 
my bedside lamp on, I found myself  face to face 
with two beady golden eyes.

Annelie is staying with her Grandmother for 
an undisclosed period after her father drops 
her off and leaves. At night, Annelie disappears 
beneath her bed clothes into a dream world in 
which her friends the Moon and the Mouse 
King transport her back to her former home.  
 
Now that I belong to the book again, it 
triggers certain feelings like not feeling old 
enough to read such a story, the emotional 
response of inappropriateness and frustration.  
 
And the feeling of being trapped in the body of 
a child and bound to the body of an adult.  

I also realise that books do not sit alone, they 
sit beside each other on a shelf. Which reminds 
me that the other book my Mother gifted me 
during this period was about another mouse: 
The Mouse and his Child by Russell Hoban.  
 
I ask Jelle if he’s read these books. He hasn’t, 
which makes me feel better about not reading 
Kafka. 

We are laughing, or I imagine that we are, 
because I am, and because Jelle writes ‘Haha’. 

“We’re toy mice”, says the child. “Is it Miss 
or Mr Mudd? Please excuse my asking. But I 
can’t tell by looking at you. 

“Miss,” said the little creature.

She was something like a misshapen 
grasshopper, and was as drab and muddy 
as her name. “I’ll be your friend if you’ll be 
mine,”  she said. “Will you, do you think? I’m 
so unsure of everything.”  26

Not only is Andrew advising me on invisible instruments, he’s also a key chorus in my life, providing me 
with scanned letters, photographs, stories, and parts of My Mother’s thesis, written in 1970 at McGill 
University, Montreal. The text is called Paroboles. It was written in a house on Avenue du Parc on the 
second floor, up the curved wrought iron exterior staircase of a beautiful stone townhouse, with huge bay 
windows, deep window seats, wood shutters, paneled doors with richly shaped wood frames. Outside, facing 
the street, there is a huge plywood cut-out of a buffalo, with electric lights, and a sign saying “King David 
& Co.”, which is what her boyfriend at the time (Clive) called his mythic life/art project; with the motto 
“Bringing the Buffalo Back to the Prairie”. 

“A kind of metaphor”             “for the lives we were living”              “stripped of all the things”
“that characterized”                “the places we’d grown up in”                     “like tidiness,”                                 
       “and order”                              “except for a basic”                                 “animal-like” 
                                                                                                                              “comfort” 31                                            

My Mother’s favorite part of the house is the dust room, a small room on the main floor that Clive has set 
up like an office, with a desk, a chair, and various objects that can be viewed, covered with layers of thick 
dust, through the glass pane in the door, which was not allowed to be opened.

It is like a museum piece. 31

 
Phew! I say back. I was just walking in the ‘hidden garden’ behind Tramway with Erik, comparing British snow with Canadian 
snow. It has been snowing, the witch hazel is out.  

He’s just lent me the book WALKUPS by his friend Lance Blomgren. The novella takes place almost entirely indoors, up the 
steel staircases and behind the closed doors of Montreal’s row-house apartments. Inside these rooms , people are collectively 
beginning to experience something. Time is becoming noticeably slower. Things that were once unnoticeable - or even 
invisible- are suddenly impossible to ignore. I’m reading from the blurb. Then I flick to page 55 where I find Avenue du Parc, 
where my Mother once lived and wrote PAROBOLES. 

5155 Avenue du Parc.
Unplug your ears. You are now in a room full of birds. It is dark, but you can see movement as the room changes shape around 
you. You can feel wings brushing your face and legs as you enter. 
 
I love the book and tell him it’s the last missing piece in the puzzle! Until tomorrow. When I will get back to the flamingos. 
 

more of the story 4_9_2019

You forwarded this message on Tue 05/05/2020 20:16
Andrew Dipper
Tue 09/04/2019 10:47
More actions 

Dear Catrin,

Let me know if I have left out a paragraph. I have lost track of what I have sent already

Andrew

 

Gail was certainly a polymath and had a natural affinity for the culture and languages of other nations. She was really good at that precise action of hammering large 
nails that requires a will and accuracy of an accomplished marksman and using a saw, with minimum effort, to good effect. She found it easy to become one of the 
team and be interested in everyone’s life and how they had arrived in this tiny hamlet in Morbihan. She had a childhood in the open spaces of Alberta and later at 
university ensconced briefly in the  rare culture of Montreal and the opposing forces of France and England. The telling of these stories was rare and I only found 
an acknowledgement of the claustrophobic nature of London in comparison with the vast expanses of those glacial table lands illuminated by the performances of 
the Northern Lights in their equal and unequal change. I recognized only that there is a point of pain in people’s lives where remaining does not equal the promise 
of new beginnings. I was captivated by her stories of her friends and the native Americans, the ceremonies on the prairie and one in particular that concerned a 
peace pipe that found its way back home to its tribe and how, when it was unwrapped and smoked, there arose a sudden change in the weather and a squalling 
blizzard came flapping in, landing like a white crow, covering the hills and lakes in feet of snow. Her story was so vivid that afterwards I dreamed that I was there and 
was given something precious and powerful that I had to treasure and guard for a while. She told me about her time at McGill university and her apartment in the 
city and her writing and then the leap across the Atlantic to London and an unsure future with only the residue of literary strings as a support.  
 
We introduced each other to books. She opened up the world of Gorges Luis Borges to me and I introduced her to the Madrus and Mathers edition of the 
thousand and one nights, with its beautiful translations of the classic Arabian stories of Swan lake and Ali Baba. Then she discovered the writings of Freya Starke and 
Gertrude Bell and their travels in Turkey and the Middle East. There is a certain kind of resonance in people’s lives 
 
There is a certain kind of resonance in people’s lives and how they are drawn together each carrying in their precise shadow their individual ghosts.

LAC QUI PARLE 	

Wed 16/12/2020 09:52 

Dear Andrew

I was walking with my Canadian 
friend Erik and he was describing 
to me the sound of loons echoing 
across the lakes near Quebec. It 
reminded me of your descriptions 
of their cry in Minnesota. I 
was trying to deconstruct some 
of Gails' stories, particularly 
'flamingos', which got me looking 
at the migration of birds and 
questioning whether she did in 
fact see them drinking at the creek 
or whether they had escaped from 
the zoo. What do you think? 
 
Warm wishes

Catrin

Thu 17/12/2020 04:13 

Dear Catrin 
 
I have thought about the flamingos in Gail’s 
story since I read her book. I believe that they 
are a symbol for her future life as seen from her 
childhood in Alberta. There was always a sense 
that Gail’s vision went beyond the ordinary 
boundaries of daily life. The appearance of 
Flamingos in the creek does reverberate in the 
Arabian stories of the One Thousand and One 
Nights, where resolution of problems consists in 
the injection into the story line, of magical animals 
with special powers.  
 
Certainly they do not belong in the Alberta 
badlands but they do belong in Gail’s future and 
in her writer’s mind. Like the special animals in 
the writings of Carlos Castaneda that she found so 
compelling. Sometimes future lives are presaged 
in present visions in the same way that parts of a 
jigsaw puzzle, once fitted together, may indicate a 
missing piece. If you look for flamingos you will 
find them in many places and some of those places 
will be strange and lead you on to other strange 
meetings and other even stranger places.

Best wishes

Andrew

I don’t mean for this to sound complicated or godly, it’s actually quite straight forward. 

 Is it as simple as that? 

S is for Snake. 

a snowball! 

Green grass speaks for yesterday and the hope for snow. 

into the dark we hold our breath.

We think of it is a country when it is made up of parts that can never be a country and yet it is a country because the idea of it is born new each day in the hearts and minds of its people.

There is no apprehension in the body of 
Bianca because she is beginning. Here the 
world reads itself. Words begin as she opens 
her palm to the sky.

From a small bud emerges a tight wound bundle of babyskin coral petals, held in a half globe, as if by cupped hands. 25

and then quickly spinning the hand around to show what was received on the palm. 

or Bianca Saracini who’s motion permeates both backwards and forwards...

Crossing the straight planes of Norfolk, no hills, no rolling broken landscapes, only straight lines and sparse open space 

“From my Forehead”

Ivor Richards was married to Ann next door. They had a daughter 
together called Hannah Gail Richards. Ivor still lives in Bethesda but 
he has lost his memory. I have just found some footage from 2011 on 
YouTube in which he speaks about the process of sculpting into slate. 
Initially, he says, it was a free material which he could just glean off of 
the slate tips.  
 
It has a tendency to split.  
It wants to be flat. 
 
To sculpt slate requires a bit of luck then, and a degree of skill I suppose. 
In the footage, Ivor exhibits a sculpture called ‘The Medicine Bag’, 
inspired by Native American objects. The medicine bag is ambiguous 
and frustrating because you cannot open a bag of solid slate, and yet, the 
implication is that within that form it contains something else.  
 
The slate is a verneer, it is a skin.  32 

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U5_tV-77yJA 

Ciconia                         Ciconiaaa
 The Mystery, now a friend, and helpful - Suzanne Césaire

except I don’t remember this part yet

My heart stopped. It looked…startled, 
friendly. A friendly mouse?  
 
Could it be? ‘They’re not so bad’? 

And that’s when she hits me: Annelie. In the 
depths of the night. That strange book, the 
before-it-gets dark blue, the moons and stars 
on my legs, matching. And her friend, 

                  THE MOUSE KING. I loved Wales and the freedom from parents that these long trips in the Summer would bring.

CAMP

‘In the beginning there were Flamingos...’

You can find her in the centre of the page.

An actual child may or may not fit parental fantasies.

A few years after meeting Ellen in real life, I attend an event 
at The Photographer’s Gallery in London, where she is 
giving a talk as part of the launch of Adam Scovell’s new novel 
‘Mothlight’, a story based in Bethesda, ‘the village’ where I 
grew up.  
 
It is strange to sit in the audience and listen to Ellen’s ghost 
letter to me. Her descriptions of Norfolk remind me of  the 
Badlands.  
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RfB8tKc5Naw

Mud , Mudder, Mother

The Parobole of Silence  

We went to visit a village of snakecharmers on the edge of ----  
they live with a collection of cobras and mongooses in open ended tents ---- 
they are nomadic people and very beautiful ---- 
Capo wants to buy some snakes and take them back to Europe so we now have complete information 
on the care and handling of cobras ! 

S is for Snow.

Erik is telling me a story about Canada. ‘One day’, he says, ‘we rowed across the lake and 
picknicked on a secluded beach at the end of a pine forest. And there, before our eyes, as we 
were digging into our peanut butter and banana sandwiches, were three flamingos! We couldn’t 
believe our eyes. Later, we heard on the local news that a flock of them had escaped from Grandy 
Zoo, Montreal ‘. 

Voices 
 
1. Barbara Guest
2. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge 
3. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
4. Gail Hughes
5. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
6. Barbara Guest                             
7. Marian Pye
8. Kate Zambreno
9. Unknown
10. Gail Hughes
11. Gail Hughes
12. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge,
13. The National geographic
14. Patrick Farmer
15. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
16. Michael Glover 
17. Tim Ingold
18. Gail Hughes
19. Inger Christensen 
20. Juliet Greenwood
21. Inger Christensen
22. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge

23. Care of Time Website
24. Susan Howe
25. Patrick Farmer 
26. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
27. Ellen Rogers
28. Alice Notley
29.  Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
30.  Claire Louise Bennett
31. Rosmarie Waldrop
32. Ivor Richards
33. Gail Hughes
34. Gail Hughes
35. Franz Kafka
26. Russell Hoban
27. Mei Mei Berssenbrugge
28. Stan Brakhage
29. Jakob Böhme
30. Inger Christensen 
31. Clive Russel

...But Ellie knew they were flamingos because they were 
just like the ones she had once seen in the Calgary zoo, 
stepping delicately through a concrete lake on toothpick 
legs.  

The creek is still, with dizzying reflections of the clouds. 
You could fall into them if you aren’t careful, so Ellie 
forces her eyes back to the red sun dipping below the 
distant fields. 
 
That’s when she see them. 

Three of them are standing on the water’s edge, arching 
their long pink necks in S shapes that ripple in the 
bronze mirror. Holding her breath, Ellie stands still as a 
pebble. She cannot believe her eyes.

The flamingos become aware of her presence and 
incline their necks in her direction, regarding her 
with beady golden eyes. For a moment, Ellie and the 
flamingos are joined in a perfect hush, broken only by 
birdsong. Then the flamingos, ever so slowly, move off 
upstream. 

The flamingos become aware of her presence and incline their necks in her direction, regarding her with beady golden eyes.

Sent: Friday, January 22, 2021 10:02 AM 
Subject: Re: childhood in Wales

 Hi Andrew

A quick question. The road leading down 
to the forested hill, could it be Bethesda? 
It looks like Bethesda to me (a particular 
road that leads down from Gerlan to the 
river) but you don’t mention Bethesda in 
the e-mail. And I guess it could be Betws y 
Coed too.

Best,

Catrin

Images in order, from left to right:   
 
A page from Flamingos, written by my Mother Gail, 2000 
Fragment from a conversation with Marian Pye, 2021 
Dear Drew’, a letter from Gail to Andrew, 1973 
Fragment from a conversation with Jelle Cauwenberghs, 2020 
Halley’s Comet as Seen by Giotto, Paterson Ewen,1979 
‘We went to visit a village of snakecharmers’, a letter from Gail to Andrew, 1978 
Fragment from a conversation with Juliet Greenwood, a friend of my Mother’s, 2020 
A Treatise on Stars, by Mei Mei Berssenbrugge, with crushed shells from Wales from Sarah Boulton, 2020 
Fragment from a conversation with Sarah Boulton, 2021 
Stone horses in Wales, family photograph, date unknown 
Bianca Saracini suspended aloft above the City of Siena, Francesco di Giorgio Martini, 1472-74 
Llyn Dulyn, Ellen Rogers, 2017 
Daily drawing, Alice Notley, 2020 
Portrait of Alice Notley, date unknown 
Andrew Dipper on a bicycle trip through Wales, 1960 
Photograph manipulated through a kaleidoscope filter by Andrew Dipper, 2020 
‘Blindside’, slate sculpture, Ivor Richards, 2013  
Abstract page from ‘Paroboles’, Gail’s thesis, 1970 
Pools of Tears 2 (After Lewis Carol), Kiki Smith,  2000 
The Parobole of Silence, drawing by Gail, 1970  
Fragment from a conversation with Justin Erik Stephens, 2021 
Gail loading film into her camera in Great Leighs (Essex), where she lived with Ann and Ivor. Photograph taken by Andrew, date unknown. 


