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an exploration of memory through collaborative sculpture

anthology of works

curated by Sadie Askwith






My paper-clay sculpture ‘memory’ was made by
collecting over 20 individual paper artworks from
friends, family and strangers, both over the internet and
via post, nationwide and worldwide. These artworks
were then printed off, soaked in water, and the
separated fibres of the paper were then combined with
clay. Over a two week period the clay was moulded,
dried and photographed and exists now as an artwork
available to view 1n the online zine. Thank you to
everyone who got involved — from the humorous and
light-hearted jottings-down to the beautiful drawings
and thoughtful tributes to family and friends; I hope
you feel my work has done your memories justice

Sadie
May 2020



Memory

Quite a thought provoking word on an ordinary day
But today especially

Amid lockdown

Everything seems so much more elevated

At the forefront of my mind

My thaughts are of one specific memory

And many other lifelong memories

Memaries of Gary-our best friend
7 whole years have passed since that day
April 3rd 2073

Devastating

Phil

370 miles away

Broken

6

Australia miles away
Unreachable

Me

Cldham

Hiz hometown

Thoughts of that day evoke special and profound
memories

Football matches
Home and away
Glory days

Latics and Liverpool
Eating pies

Chinese

Danchrg

Dreamers

Bowie

Drinking too much
Laughing

Always laughing
Crying

Pure emotion

True friend

Mever forget
Especially today
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Wetsuits, wetsuits... put on your wetsuit,
It's warm outside but it's ice in the seaq,
Don't forget the sun cream.

Empty beach, cold seaq, ice cream.

The perfect trio.

But this won't last forever,

A little 2 week escape every summer,
The whole family -

Will it ever be the same?

All grown up,

No more beach, sea or sun cream,
Instead family means more,
Family is partners and nieces,

And that's okay,

Summer has changed,

And that's okay.



“Can you imagine? There's a butterfly
fluttering against the window" - A response to
Ingmar Bergman's 1978 film, Autumn Sonata

The butterfly chimes. Its monarch wing dusts
the beam of sunset slipping through the
hulking, dark curtains. Steaming pools of
wax buoy the candle sticks, each one lit for
the years passed by. All those eternal years
absent of a mother's love now ingrained in
the wrinkles around Eva's melancholy eyes,
She sighs and pushes her round glasses
back onto her nose, traipses towards the
kitchen to be greeted by a sink brimming
with dirty dishes.

The Steinway plano looms large in the next
room, its shadow lurking on the wine stained
carpet, Mother has gone again, along with
the smell of her cigarettes and stale
perfume. When dawn breaks Eva will long for
her once more. She'll sleepwalk through
these rooms and dream she is there, arms
wide and ready to scoop her up, laying Eva
back into bed and planting a tender kiss on
her forehead.

Mama, please don't go this time.
Mama, please hold me like you used to when |
was a child.

Mother presses a finger to her mouth

and shhhh. Sleep envelopes Eva, tightly
bound like the letter she will send in the
morming, regretful for her unforgivable
words. Apclogising for her grieving of a
childhood that browned and drooped like
dead flowers. And her Mother will go on, like
an endless train journey she’ll relive each
moment. Each breath she regretted not being
nourished into kind words for her grief-
stricken daughters. Each performance she
pined for, her name on the lips of everyone
watching.






When explaining what happens to memory in dementia it can be useful to use the bookcase
analogy:

Imagine memories are stored in a bookcase with the earliest memories being stored on the bottom
shelf of a bookcase and the most recent memories stored on the 1op shelf.
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In dementia it s like the bookcase is being shaken, the books at the top of the bookcase are |ess
stable and therefore the first to fall out — 5o the first memories Lo go are the most recent,

As dementia progresses more and more books are (ost from the bookcase until very few are left and
those that remain are those that have been there the longest, the books at the bottom of the
bookcase.
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| remember when i was young (3

or 4 years old) we went on holiday
to france and my mum did my hair
in lots of tiny plaits and we kept it
in for the whole holiday to make

it easier because my hair was so
long when i was little. towards the
end of the holiday we went to these
incredible botanical gardens and
there was a gorgeous japanese
style garden with a huge weeping
willow that i was obsessed with
and my scalp was so itchy from the
sun that we took all the tiny plaits
out and my hair was massive and
curly and i remember thinking i was
like the weeping willow because
my hair was so curly and wavy just
like the leaves on the tree, it's one
of my earliest memories of feeling
really connected to the natural world
and is one of the memories from
my childhood that will stay with me
forever
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An early and happy childhood memory | have is of
being 9 or 10 years old and walking miles through
the Gloucestershire countryside with a gang of
around 6 kids. It was the summertime and we spent
whole days walking from our town towards the
River Severn. Our meeting point was behind an old
Castle where Henry VIl had stayed and we followed
an ancient cart track behind the castle towards
small villages and farms. Some of us brought
sandwiches and biscuits or a lidded Tupperware
cup with warm orange squash. We trekked like mini
sherpas through cornfields filled with red poppies
and along dry farm lanes- about 5 miles, one way.
The countryside was beautiful, the weather

warm and days long. On our route, there were farms
selling cider in churns outside their gates and we
crept into orchards & stole apples. We paddled in
gullies & looked for silvery stickleback fish in
streams. Our final destination was at an old pub
called the Windbound which sat right on the River
Severn's bank. We all felt excited and quite
triumphant because we had made and we sat on
the bank for ages looking across the river to Wales
feeling like true explorers. But we were frightened to
play on the beach below having heard the legendary
deadly grey quicksand that could suck you down
and swallow you up. Those summers were balmy
and free. No one knew where we were. We met
early in the morming dressed in 1970s summer
clothes oranges and purples, pie hats and daps.
Some of our gang were as young as 7 or 8 years
old. We always made it home exhausted at tea time
or dusk, hungry and filthy and ready to do the same
all over again the next sunny day. No one knew
where we had been all day and no one ever asked.
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I HAVE FORGOTTEN MORE THAN YOU WILL EVER KNOW
Tille afier Skeeter Davis

1 was once shaped like a window sill. Straight and breastless,
panting afier running circles, barcfoot in the vard.  Begging
at the screen-door to be letin.  Nightly, | would scald my body
in hot shower water to practice for hell. 1 cried  silently, the first
time | saw at my labia  with @ handheld mirror.  Flesh, wnthing
with culpability. Something that looked like a wound or a mouth.
Relived shatter  of youth.  The exact moment my hymen became
atom flag waving  at half mast. Virginity 1s a bodily cavity full
of fake pearls and [ can’t stop  spitting. My tongue, still buried
hke & secret.  Remembenng still feels like stiming the dead,
Each detail: an exhumed body ~ Somuch of life 18 just filling
and emptying.  Once it stops it'll never start again. I don't
remember the first ten years  of my life, My therapist calls
thus a psychic kindness. 1 call it a robbery and he doesn’t
understand.  ltelllumthat  childhood was a hostage situation.
Coca-Cola in a baby bottle. Henny in a paper bag. Those boys
chewing tobacco in their red pickups. The day after Micheal
was found dead. I watched moths electrocute themselves
against. The porch light, and | understood.  Now, ¢ach day
curdles into its end, and | am ravaged. Gricf1s a mouthed
prayer repeating. Suffering 1s recursive and mhented.
A collective writhing. When | feel myself dissolving into
nothing again. It feels like T am returning home.



Dear Masx,

As you're laid here im between my legs, resting your head on my thigh, | wanted to write you 2 letter.
| lowe wou. A million times aver, | love you. Since | was just six years old, | have looked at you and
thought you wers just the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. | remember tha first walk mum and |
took you on a dark evening. You ran as fast as your legs would take you into the bushes to explore, |
thought you wers never coming back. As tears filled my eyes | criad to my mum, “Everything | love
leaves me!”. But here we are, 14 years later, and you're laying on me, breathing heavily, 2nd nudging
your head every time my slesve gets a bit too close to the part of your face you don't liks being
touchead. Even when | know your time on this planet is now limited, | understand that youw could
newver leave me. The endless stream of love | hawve for you can never go. And | know that even when
you're not here im your physical form anymore, that | will still feel your lowe, your calming presence,
your patience, your wisdom and your kindness. That can never leave me, even if you in your physical
form must.

| am unable to put into words how big of a role you have, and still do, play in my life, Max. Ons of our
most favourite places in the world is the Hagg, in Cotherstone. You've always adored the river as 've
always loved to watch you swim. However, more recently you've taken to paddling. You kmow your
body no longer has the strength to carry you against the rapids anymore. | still ses the way in which
you nostalgically look at the water with glee. This past week we have been taking you to the beck in
the middle of ‘the big field’ next to the river, as soon as your toes reach the water, your tail begins to
wag from side to side. Yesterday, your toes didn't touch the water for some time, howewver as you
stood staring at the water, your tail began to illustrate that familiar happiness. | don't know what it is
about the river and swimming after stones, but it has always made you light up. Mum ewven said two
days ago that when we see you paddling around in the water with such joy in your face, you wouldn't
think that you're an old dog. She thinks that you still get 50 excited a5 it brings back zll the happy
memaries of the time you have spent in the water. | hope whan you look back at the fime your two
front teeth wers knocked out a5 you caught 2 stone thrown by some tourists st Cotherstone river all
thiose years ago, it brings you some joy, and dossn't remind you of the pain you felt. The pain most
certainly would have been overridden by the sense of accomplishment you most certainly would
hawe fielt, knowing you caught that stone you'd spend years swimming after.

As we sit here, mum has begun to play the piano, | think she's compasing your song. That's how she
lets her feelings out, she explores the key of the piano with her emotions. | don’t think you can hear
it anymare, but you have always lowved the piano. In recent years, you've taken to laying thers, mot
only when its being played, but when you want to rest. I'm sure this is because of the comfort you
feel when you hear it. As you know, it's our mum who looked after you during your graduwal
detericration of the past few months. During the cold winter evenings, she would light the fire and
rake your bed up in front of it to keep you warm. She tells her piano pupils and their parents that
you'd be sitting in during the lesson. Mo one ever minded, | know it's because so many of them
enjoyed your company.

Ps 1w tbe nony, a e weeeks hzve passed since | 'wroke the abowe: Yesterday marked teo weeks since
yois passed. | dreamt of you kst night, dreams that somebaw we'l gone back in tme and you wers
stiil her with s, encepr yoan were a fowe yoars voundee | cuckliad ug 1o vou the way | have dong sincs

waz 2 child 1 think of vou evs=ry day: Rax, | miss being around your clming presence apd sesing
ol beautiful face. V've alweys thowght you weane the msr bedwnful orestare on this plaret, fiom
wtemn | first san yow an sie yess ald, b0 now as P st here writiog 1his ss s resnrg-yesr-ald

f coidd go on and on, bud |'m going to leave it at that, | hops /s not weind tosay but | 121k o you
suanyday reminiscing old mamgries arsd teliing you Porey mmuch | miss you, [don T thire it'll ewer Fici 8
Thea mlgsing.

lowe you Mas, | alwegs heve and alveays wdll
LintE e mees agan imip hay

o, SrariEm «
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Pasy Stwes,

curied up in eachorher, und er my covers,
Our Coverf, her Covers, mine,

1SUp W next 10 them,

Rert my head with them,

Clp pach Inside of ¥nhem

They fit Wi me, beide me, iaideme,

aver\appng and famiiiar,

| loo ArGUqn Fhelr e9er and they (oot Arauan mine,
S0 cranged now

\can fee now

Tae pmncier fel away one day Qnd 1eF me see my)tirdy
me,

BUr tney 3Ly Eide 4new ey,

Nor quite preem,

Not quite alive,

This FUE aad ( share teenaqe geass
that seliand L Ehare childhood

All 0 w shave 2athol wers feeling
SpeCiric teeling 08 modnents yanied

L WAN 19 hatd thto un my palm
s tnen warm,reid,

Stop Ahe cycle,

Lay Mem o teit.

memoeials 0F moments,

A 1215 YhOt WOI \O5Y hete,

A SUf ANGE WO 0T ME here

STBY) O, hiv DREN NEIE QWer (e SN wu DA here,

Sage under my quilk,

Niding o my hedroom, Wolting 0/ mg 4o come home and

ped owny Hhe pwholes.

Weileep within escnother

Our Tnesp ¢ ang fail and our Nands don'e quike it
Bur Lcan 3y hit, :

The 4e8unq of Lthem, of me of w

Lnednry tode

AN we nad eathethes



past seves 2~ Dde 1o 19,

Bumping 1m0 her on the Cofner 0F my Yoad

Sneewanuhy dowe 10 the Lodge

Goung or drinks with Skye and migay ENAUp I WA la1er
She JOQsat knaw Yer but sney Qi dojjed up and srel

gor a {iver gor a 1axi yuis dh Clie,

Provaply goriome wihd 9% flowtr (p herhail,

At \€ole some gliner on her cheeks,

19, sunken angd §hirdy,

Takes me by sUrprise onen | bums into her dt Teico,
She% granding Some chewits and o, pactof €rajjies,
sound: ke \unch,

Shey iitening O sOmeining lite Lou Reed or noMavk e
sometning lite Forpidden Fruli,

Lou Reed was 15 and sael 13 Now & rae DN
Shoulders (ath meon her WOy fo +he chectout.

Her §ace (s plaikred oa mywall,

Toxterh Te: €0 photobiom,

MMU Meady baby 1t tyme fo spread Fhore wingds,
Her eg) are knocking ohthe side of My bed & | cmb @

rn sikep, ]
Atirs [ock (N Place @ we beHn rrore g the Utliag for

hours,

Eump Jars her 04 ML

18 now! FoundahiOn Jear ! :
Sound: like biterness and the edge of & new beanning,
[ brash Shouider with ner of ien, the e Of ine pa
selve o ve born i Liverpacl,

The LAt ME fo (Ive nér, )

we it side bu side 00 ¢he Ease midlands tram,

fakes me sMile knawing shEU MEet hi miodn,

gau ia love, pecome new

Shes shn wearing +ne planoies, '
boun't even know shey weqring them, ;
boumt KNADW wWhak it's ULt mpe A body, nordwe ik irside o
She'll now £00p thoua\,

She'd be me soon

L31E0F fhe pase SRWVU What a gunny srought, .
Thae VR gucgfown thaje u\:u-, 3 '

I've stopped shedding skins w these sreen

I'm all 1egerher now

| can $it with fem knowng | m wnat they veceme
KNOWING I cnange, buk | don e Pnak Cuever sl
sack:ire my Skul, -

‘W never peel 13 agan

Bevved middle aqed wamen amoenng up kewn window,
posing. for aphoto,

FeLl funny o be Name, weird Bowing it never

fetl une same & wintn ) lived were,

Bur hice tnow9d it does FwAYs feet LLe home,

-£llp Frodgley.
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