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Your views on the British Art Show 9
Welcome to the third and final edition of the Stonehouse Echoes
in this series, for which we invited people to review the British
Art Show 9.
Because Stonehouse is the city’s most creative district, we
asked artists and creative practitioners associated with the
neighbourhood to record their views about the show.
It is the second time the British Art Show, organised by the
Hayward Gallery, has visited Plymouth. Its first visit was in 2011,
when the city’s creative sector was less developed than it is
today.
Art is transformative and can raise many questions about how
we challenge and organise society.
Art is also inspirational. For example, Stonehouse’s KARST
Gallery grew from three people’s ideas when they saw the 2011
show in the city. A decade later, it is a BAS9 co-host and one of
the region’s leading contemporary art galleries.
Several people selected to write about the work at KARST; others
chose exhibits at The Box and Arts Institute. We hope you enjoy
reading their views.
We would like to thank everyone who took part in this edition.
We are particularly grateful to the National Lottery Community
Fund for the funding that made this magazine possible.
Alan Qualtrough, Editor
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Gabi Marcellus-Temple: make the show your own
The long-awaited ninth iteration of the British Art
Show has finally hit Plymouth. Delayed by the
pandemic, as so much has been, this behemoth of a
show by Hayward Gallery Touring is visiting our city
for the second time. BAS7, when it came to Plymouth
in 2010, acted as a massive catalyst for visual arts and
culture, leading to arts council priority funding and
a series of organisations blooming around the city,
including Take a Part, Visual Arts Plymouth - the group
behind the popular Plymouth Art Weekender - and a
gallery founded by artists in a disused warehouse in
Stonehouse, KARST.
Twelve years on, not only is KARST going from
strength to strength, but it’s one of four host venues
for this significant show. Every five years, the British
Art Show is put together by the country’s leading
curators - in this case, Hammad Nassar and Irene
Aristizábal - and showcases the most important
contemporary artists in Britain today. So, how is this
show presented at KARST, and what does it mean for
the gallery and the area in which it is set?
Firstly, I love the British Art Show - as an artist, I was
hugely inspired the first time it visited Plymouth, and
this has been no exception. I’ve found KARST’s shows
are somewhat variable but always professional as a
gallery. I accept that not everything is for everyone.
One thing that’s been amazing to see is the footfall
in KARST since the show began. The usually quiet
gallery was packed to bursting at the private view, and
there has been a steady flow of visitors whenever I’ve
visited since. Take a Part will run ‘Plain Speaking Tours’
throughout the show. It will take a straightforward
approach to the art and make it accessible to anyone
to say what they think without feeling intimidated.
The group of ‘ambassadors’ working with the show
all have projects designed to open the galleries up
to the project and get people to enjoy this fantastic
opportunity while it’s here.
So, what about the artwork itself? The British Art Show
has work by 37 leading British artists spread over 4
venues throughout the city - arguably 5, if you count
the Box and St Lukes, which contain differing artworks
and have a very different feel. Each venue has taken
its own approach to displaying the work and has a
distinct atmosphere. I was pleased and surprised to
see how the space at KARST was transformed by the
show and genuinely preferred it to the presentation at
each other venue.
The entrance to the gallery emerges you at once into
an installation by Mandy El-Sayegh. I always prefer to
absorb a work for myself before I read anything about
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it. The immediate impression to me was of a
hospital - perhaps due to the shade of green of
the wipe-clean mattress and the clear relation
to shit smears in the paint on the walls and
floor. Artworks resonate with us on a personal
level. Having worked as a care assistant and
made installation work about disability and
hospitalisation, I strongly felt the work was
talking about this. An emotional response,
perhaps, but a restrained one. Reading the
description on the wall entirely changed that the piece refers to prisons in Northern Ireland,
a subject which, due to family connections,
I find far more emotive. There is a sense of
shame in having been raised and abused by
someone traumatised by Northern Ireland on
the colonialist side of the conflict. As such, it
raised feelings of despair and horror that were
otherwise not present. Closer examination
of the work shows that the paint-smeared
surfaces of the walls and floor are filled with
pages from newspapers, eyes and poetry. This
confusing jumble is hard to engage with but
keeps drawing you back to find out a little
more every time.
Ghislaine Leung’s work ‘Violets 2’ is magisterial.
The only discordant note is the inclusion of
a locally sourced welcome sign, which forms
part of the work according to the ‘score’ by
which it is installed at different venues. In
Plymouth’s case, this is a little sign decked
in seahorses. It looks more suited to a
bathroom than a large-scale installation with
an industrial aesthetic. It makes me wonder
how Plymouth is viewed by outsiders and
newcomers to the city.
The piece itself consists of the ventilation
system of a bar, again installed according
to Leung’s ‘score’, which adapts the work to
each new site. Given KARST’s semi-industrial,
somewhat raw look, the work beautifully
echoes the exposed skeleton of the building.
The pipes, beams and metal staircases visible
from within and around the gallery are
brought into view as never before as they
are echoed and complemented by the work
running along the floor and up the walls.
The gleaming silver pipework really brings
the building into focus. It creates a new and
exciting aspect, showing the potential in the
forms and spaces around the room.

As it snakes around the space, the work leads you
to the other works in the show. For example, the
two pieces by James Bridle seem distinct in some
ways, and the natural flow of the exhibition tempts
the viewer to examine them separately, which is not
necessarily a bad or inappropriate thing.
The first part you come across is a series of A4 framed
sheets of dense handwriting describing the study
of a tagged flamingo over time. From an access
perspective, this is perhaps problematic - for a start,
the writing is dense and continuous, which presents
difficulties for visitors with dyslexia or problems with
focus. Additionally, as a wheelchair user, the work is
at a height which is difficult to view and, as such, I’ve
read bits and pieces on various occasions when I’ve
been in the gallery. I quite enjoy interacting with the
work in this way, but other visitors might find it easier
to have a printed version of the text to which they can
refer - large print descriptions and content would also
be helpful for visually impaired audience members.
Following the ventilation pipe past these works
naturally takes me to a small room where a film by
Helen Cammock, ‘Changing Room,’ examines her
father’s home and amateur ceramic work with a
voiceover describing his experience of living and
working in Wolverhampton, which was one of the
other host cities for this iteration of the British Art
Show. The seating in the area consists of small,
uncomfortable stools, which keeps the seated viewer
on edge in tune with the spoken words, which include
shocking and painful language of abuse and racism.
The piece is fascinating and feels like a genuine insight
into the artist’s relationship with her father and home
country.
Working back around the gallery brings you to three
screens with films by Hardeep Pandhal, including
music over animated videos designed to explore
the artist’s upbringing in Birmingham. These pieces
are more difficult to relate to. This is partially due
to the choice of display, which is standard for art
galleries, where screens are mounted on the walls
with headphones attached. There is an inevitable selfconsciousness to using equipment like this and I tend
to view it a few moments at a time, especially when
other people are present in the gallery. I pondered
for a while, upon first viewing the work, whether this
presentation fit with the more traditional concept
of art as the videos seem more like music videos.
Reflecting on the placement of different works, as in
the age-old precedent of Marcel Duchamp’s ‘readymades’, I came to enjoy their presentation in this

setting. It made me think about what we put where
and how we perceive it. However, I can’t say that the
images appealed to me, and I’m still unsure why. I
find them unsettling to some extent, but that makes
me want to engage with it further, and I’ll go back
to consider the work more. I’m not promising I’ll
grow to like it, but art doesn’t have to be liked to be
interesting.
The piece I visited last in the show is a film by James
Bridle, he of the writing on the wall, intriguingly
named after the Lincolnshire Poacher, a folk song
famously used on a ‘number station’ - mysterious
broadcasts listing numbers, which began during the
cold war. The room forms a central space in the gallery,
which has a womb-like, comforting quality. The film
shows the flamingos simply existing in their habitat,
and I’ve found it a space I go back to again and again.
This is the first time that the British Art Show has
been adapted for each city it visits and given specific
themes for those places - Plymouth’s theme of
‘migration’ clearly links to the work by James Bridle
and Helen Cammock, for example. The show is wellinstalled and forms a fascinating adaptation of the
gallery’s open, blank white space at KARST. It both
embraces and reflects the area and transforms it. As a
British person, there is an inevitable pain to much of
the work which explores colonialism - the Northern
Irish prison environment by Mandy El-Sayegh, which
immerses you as you enter, the harsh language of
Helen Cammock’s film, the vibrant discord of Hardeep
Pandhal’s film. To me, this is why the route formed by
Ghislaine Leung’s pipe is so central to the installation
of the work, as it creates a natural path around the
gallery, which concludes in a healing space with
Bridle’s piece on flamingos, again reflecting a key
theme of British Art Show 9.
The British Art Show is open in Plymouth until
early January and presents a unique opportunity
to experience and explore a snapshot of British art
right now. The public can engage at all levels, from
sculpture based on the show in workshops at the
Scrap Store to high-end talks and presentations
by artists involved. To go from an independent
gallery struggling to survive in a derelict building
in a deprived area to a host venue for this massively
important touring show is a considerable achievement
and one of which KARST should be justifiably proud.
The engagement programme is equally huge. This
should be taken as an opportunity to get hands-on,
explore the city and make the show your own.
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Background Image: Mandy El-Sayegh’s blank verse, blanket man, (2022)

nicola westlake: ways of seeing
The themes of the British Art Show 9
exhibition in Plymouth are centred on the
migration of bodies, peoples, plants, objects,
ideas and forms. James Bridle’s two works fit
comfortably into these themes raising many
interesting questions about human and nature
surveillance and migration.
His works consist of a 32-minute film, My
Delight on a shining night (2018), which is
shown in a room at the BAS9 exhibition at
KARST in Stonehouse. It is, along with his
other work, ‘Abdf’, which consists of nine
pages of A4 hand-written text complete with
crossing outs, displayed in white frames on a
baby pink painted wall. Why a baby pink wall,
you may wonder? It is likely to be because
the primary subject matter of both works is
flamingos. These birds are known by biologists
as constant migrants as they frequently travel
from habitat to habitat based on the seasons
they encounter.
The film title is taken from an English
folk song, ‘The Lincolnshire poacher’,
which celebrates the joys of stealing game
from wealthy landowners and outwitting
gamekeepers. To view the film, you enter a
room with a large screening of hundreds of
brightly coloured flamingos; the sound of the
birds and the striking visual experience are
exhilarating to the senses. The room is set up
to encourage the onlooker to sit on the comfy
floor cushions and observe. The footage is shot
in Cyprus at Akrotiri Salt Lake, a temporary
home to flamingos and the site of a UK/US
airbase and a vast surveillance and air control
radar installation. Fascinatingly the first bars
of the folksong ‘The Lincolnshire poacher’
that this work is named after was used as a
callsign of a mysterious radio station believed
to be associated to espionage broadcast from
Akrotiri throughout the Cold War until 2008.
The theme of surveillance runs through
Bridle’s work. When undertaking research
at the Akrotiri salt lake, he found himself
also observing the flamingos. Interestingly
the flamingos themselves were also being
monitored by a biological station in southern
France called Tour de Valet, which since 1977
has been a site for observing the birds.
Bridle’s work questions the collection of data
and tries to bring to life and breathe life into
the data subject rather than the subject being
an impersonal statistic, which is often the

opposite of what is experienced with exploring
collected data. Bridle’s work ‘Abdf’ explores the
data collected about the life of a male flamingo
and brings his life alive through the work,
which is experienced when watching the film
and seeing flamingos in action. ‘Abdf’ is the
flamingo in question who was tagged in 1985,
his rather impersonal ID code was ABDF right
across his life until he was found dead aged 37.
‘Abdf’ details his life as he forms a partnership,
has many chicks of his own and explains
interesting facts about flamingos and realities
about human exploitation, such as how some
salt lakes in other countries exploit their
workers. Workers get paid an average wage of
five euros for an eight-hour shift which is then
shipped to Europe to melt ice on roads. ‘Abdf’
also enlightens us about the history of places
the flamingo visited, such as the lake of Tunis.
The future of flamingos could very well be
affected by the salt lakes they rely on becoming
too shallow for them.
Bridle advises: “We are going to have to think
carefully about what we choose to look at, and
what we choose to see through these various,
complex, and compelling lenses we have built
ourselves and could “radar ornithology could
be used as a guide, to turn the extraordinary
powers of our technology to the service of
nature, rather than its destruction?”

Image: James Bridle, My Delight on a Shining Night (2018)
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A ceramic kneeling figure made by Helen Crammock using the ceramic moulds of her father, George, a potter

georgia buck: all fired up
Mandy El-Sayegh has created an immersive
environment, cleverly placed at the beginning
of your experience at KARST. A space that feels
unsettling to be in yet invites you to search beyond,
tempting you to step closer and stare longer. There
is a perfect balance of distressing notions mixed
with cleverly hidden messages that are screaming
to be seen through the clinical latex that has been
emotively smeared over them, referring back to
Mandy El-Sayegh’s interest in sending out signals as
a way of making ones self-noticed.
This troubling yet alluring space is an unavoidable
setting you wouldn’t normally choose to step
into, yet once in it, the depth in the layers on the
floor and the walls keep you there, searching, and
without noticing you fully feel the experience she is
looking to portray.
James Bridle’s film ‘My delight on a shining night’
explores the migration of a Greater Flamingo
population, expanding on the entangled histories
of surveillance and the collection of intelligence. I
approached Bridle’s film without reading into his
work, I’m glad I did, as I wasn’t distracted by the
fact that these birds were under surveillance. The
ebb and flow of the flamingo’s movements means
you become absorbed by them very quickly. The
rhythmic twitching of their legs, the graceful long
strides they take across the screen, and even the
excitable bouncing of the hatchlings is completely
encapsulating, it’s as though they are all speaking to
one another through movement.
What struck me is that for this population of birds,

every movement is being tracked and recorded, yet
the birds themselves are completely naive to this.
Maybe that’s why they are so relaxing to watch, so
unfazed by the world around them. Unlike humans,
artificial intelligence and the invisible flow of data
that surrounds us is disturbing, yet for these birds
their humdrum is undisturbed. No thought is given
to the fact that their movements are being analysed
and documented. There’s something humbling
about the uncomplicatedness of this.
Ceramic animals made by her father, an amateur
Potter, guides the dialogue of Helen Cammock’s
work. As a potter myself I was immediately struck by
these figures. They are well made, robust, beautifully
glazed and detailed. I can see that this man was
more than an amateur. Cammock describes her
father as someone who is annoyed they didn’t
make more of themselves, I often have to remind
myself, you are on an ever-evolving learning curve
when you choose to work with clay, and that
alone is a sign of a person who is committed and
determined. Pottery is an unforgiving craft, often
leaving you feeling unaccomplished, yet always
giving you a glimmer of hope just when you need
it. Just when you’re ready to throw the towel in,
you’ll open a good firing and it’s like you’ve won the
lottery. I imagine Helen’s father felt this way also,
and that’s why these ceramic animals are clearly
prized possessions of his. Displayed with pride
around his home, a mark of achievement and most
certainly not creations of an amateur, but those of
an accomplished man.
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heather knight: eye to eye

Image: a ceramic made by Helen Crammock using one of her father’s moulds

In a small dark rectangular space, an image of a dusty
ceramic ‘deer-like’ animal, an Okapi, stands bleakly
on the screen; I notice its leg is cracked. The camera
pans down to its lower limbs, making me feel this is
somehow significant. But I’ve arrived in the middle
of the film rotation and will have to wait for it to loop
around again to hear the whole story.
This art installation is a 14-minute film of an imagined
conversation between Turner prize-winning artist
Helen Cammock, to her late father, George. Helen’s
softly spoken tones feel reassuring. This contrasts
with the wall’s cautionary note that the art installation
“includes language relating to histories of racism
that some people may find offensive.” Curiously, that
drew me in and led me to stay longer than I might
have. It felt essential to hear the whole message.
The conversation is accompanied by images of her
father’s sculptures remade through moulds she found
in his house once he moved into a care home. The
ceramic sculptures sit on timeworn surfaces. I notice
the dust, the stillness, faded art on the walls, quivering
dried flowers, pottery and animal sculptures, a sense
of place once full and vibrant, now empty, silent.
Helen reflects on her Jamaican father’s experiences
of struggle, endurance and disappointment at the
restricted life he was permitted to live in a racialised
society. She relays the hidden hurt, the wounds
that run deep in the community, inflicted by social
narratives often visible only to those wounded by
them and those willing to listen to their stories. At
one point, Helen describes her head scar as “invisible
to the eye but visible to the touch”. It felt relevant.
Helen’s words are interspersed with the words of
other authors: Foucault, Fanon, and Benjamin - an
assembly of ideas that intertwine across place and
time.
The references are given at the end of the film; but
there is no separation during the narrative, no way
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of knowing (without doing the work to find out)
which parts of the story ‘belonged’ to her and her
father - which are Helen’s words and which are other
people’s words.
I ponder whether this bothers me or whether it is
essential to know who said what. Yet, this desire to
separate out experiences and give them ownership
implies that stories and experiences are purely
individualised and misses that experiences take part
within a culture and a historical period. Thus, they
overlap to form part of an overarching and collective
story.
This is significant in Helen’s work. She has previously
argued that histories are never behind us; they are
here and are part of who we are, who I am, and who
you are. I can’t even think about making work about
contemporary life that doesn’t involve histories”.
Thus, the film reflects on the impact of society’s
positioning of black people, the impact of this on her
father’s life and in turn, the impact of his experiences
on her life. In doing so, she reveals how personal
stories cannot be separated from social stories and
histories.
Alongside this are reflections on what makes an artist
and who can be an artist. I look further into Helen’s
philosophy and am pleased to discover that her art
is about transformation. She is interested in history,
and omissions, what doesn’t figure in the record that
we understand, representing the gaps. As I listen
and watch, I think about the ways that art provides
a powerful vehicle for expressing and conveying
history with unheard stories. The imagery of art and
film can prod us to rethink, thereby opening up new
meanings. There is much imagery and metaphor
in Helen’s work, yet it is subtle and leaves space for
the viewer to do the work and make meaning. The
Okapi’s cracked leg comes back around on the video
loop. This time, its eye is staring at me too.

azza gasim:
finding your place
When someone asks us who are you? We take a
second to reflect and begin to ask ourselves internally
and judge whether this is a question of interest or
not before coming up with an answer.
Is it because of how you are dressed?
Is it because of the way you speak?
Is it because of your background?
Are they putting you a box? Or are they ticking a box?
Is it because I do not fit in here?
Do they think I am not good enough?
These are the questions I repeatedly ask myself
when I step into a room and have an intimate
conversation with like-minded people or a room
full of opportunities and if the answer is Yes to the
questions, then I am not in a welcomed space and
need to find a way out to feel safe. But if the answer is
No, then I am in exactly where I need to be and with
the right people.
Hurvin Anderson’s piece at the British Art Show
located at The Box, Is It Okay To Be Black? questions
this very same mentally that we as minority people
ask ourselves daily when we are trying to understand
if we are welcomed in the right spaces or not, even
with our communities.
Although his piece, which shares black icons of Martin
Luther King and Malcom X, and smaller nameless
icons, makes me wonder about representation, who
will these nameless faces become in the future. I
also love his use of colour the contrast between
bold turquoise and black and white also shares this
idea of a city that claims to be so diverse and up and
coming, but there is a search for belonging.
For someone, who was born and raised in Plymouth
and has struggled with a sense belonging and
searching for her voice and identity, this piece spoke
to me in many ways and made me truly feel that I can
do more to become one these nameless people and
become iconic in every creative space I enter, which

Detail from Hurvin Anderson’s Is It OK To Be Black?

I have only felt recently with all of the projects I am
working on.
I use my appearance to reflect what I represent.
I use my voice to speak out for others who cannot.
I use my background as a foundation for others to
learn from.
Now, when someone asks me: Who are you? I can
boldly respond with:
I am Azza G DC asim.
I am a creative and I like to use my passion for the
arts to inspire and empower others.
And to answer Hurvin Anderson’s question Is It OK
To Be Black? is an emphatic Yes. To be black is to be
bold, brilliant, and beautiful in whatever path our
journey takes.

Page 7

Above: Neon Hieroglyph (Tai Shani)
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Left: Cat-tharsis (Andy Holden), and above: Mary enjoys a cup
of Artemisia tea

mary toon: it's not for the fainthearted
There’s not much to love or go “wow” about in the
BAS9, but it’s an informational roller-coaster with a lot
of emotional power.
The observer or sentient human must watch documentaries, listen to lectures, observe interviews, make
connections, read books, and take notes. There are no
“just passing through” or shortcuts. I left feeling I’d just
completed a degree course, but not necessarily in art.
As an artist, however, there was plenty for my eye to
linger on and my heart to respond to. A wide range
of domestic and global topics are raised in the many
installations on offer across the five venues.
Each artist has generous space to present their work’s
whole picture through written statements, spoken
word, film, stills, sound, music, lighting, decor and
silence. It all creates an immersive atmosphere and
enhances understanding.
I will pick out a few that really hit home for me and
entreat you to go because patience and openmindedness will be well rewarded.
I related to the animals behind bars section, where
humans are subjected to the restrictive monotonous
conditions in which animals are caged.
There is a grown woman crammed into a cot, and
unresponsive humans with blank expressions, listlessly
performing repetitive acts. It highlights our need to put
ourselves in others’ shoes before we impose our ideas
on them. It is sad and demeaning.
I loved what I called the psychedelic room (Neon
Hieroglyph). It is where the artist explores the theory
that ergot, the active ingredient of LSD, a fungus,
may have influenced witches’ legendary Macbeth-like
behaviour and acted-out fantasies.
The artist Tai Shani uses rich materials and many skills
to represent these to a startling, larger-than-life effect.
In KARST, I was absorbed by a film in which many
slowly moving flamingos stretched their legs and

necks, which, when reflected in water, created fantastic,
absurd angles. I loved their sheer beauty and pinkness.
In St Luke’s (opposite the Box), a piano mimicked
a camel, black drapes suffocated and concealed
children’s doodles and Esperanto was remembered
and celebrated.
But what drew me, cleverly placed below three existing
stained-glass windows, was a very stark and personal
interpretation of the most demeaning aspects of
slavery. Against the backdrop of three contemporary
glass panels depicting the artist prone and looking
defeated, we are transported to a slave auction where
named “items” are paraded. Their prices according to
sex and age read out as a bell tolls.
Artemisia Afra in the Arts Institute is a feast for the
senses where this essential plant that prevents malaria
is celebrated. We see photo negatives of the plant’s
progress, women harvesting the crop, and an artist
painting this as a mural. Then a song enthusiastically
praises the plant’s properties, all to deny big business
by getting everyone to grow this valuable commodity
on their own patch. Finally, and unexpectedly, we are
invited to sample Artemisia tea in the Levinsky gallery.
It is all-encompassing.
Finally, I saw Cat-tharsis, a tribute to china cats, a
cheeky title, and a collector’s nightmare. While each
cat is unwrapped from its own historic newspaper,
the film commentary covers philosophy, history,
geography, sociology, psychology, politics, and
biology (Alzheimer’s). And to think , when I first saw the
collection, I though it might be tedious!
You may have to visit the show several times because
there’s a lot to see. You will need plenty of time,
stamina, and imagination. Still, we are lucky to have
this challenging show in Plymouth for the second time.
Enjoy.
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samantha carr
I was nervous when asked to write a critique of one
of the exhibits at BAS9. I’m not an artist; my career
studying art ended with being held back after class for
not ‘making enough effort’. I am, however, a mother, a
retired nurse, a writer and a Plymothian.
Caroline Walker’s Home is a series of five paintings
exhibited on the upper floor of the Box. Caroline’s work
focuses on women’s experience; for this project, she
collaborated with Women for Refugee Women. The
large paintings depicting refugee women take up a
commanding space juxtaposed with the room that the
women themselves take up in their actual lodgings.
The painting of Abi on the basement floor of a church
shows the stark reality of the government’s hostile
environment, far away from family and community.
Abi lies on a mattress, surrounded by cardboard boxes
of presumably her few belongings or items that were
pushed aside to make space for her to sleep. In front of
her is a carrier bag with clothes, likely the only ones she
owns and probably not of her choosing.
As a mother, my gaze is drawn to the children’s drawings
taped to the wall to bring a connection with home into
the basement. My own fridge is littered with colourful
splodges from my daughter’s nursery years and
certificates dated before the pandemic for excellent
behaviour in class and for completing a water polo
course. There is a drawing of me, somewhat painfully
entitled Supermum.
A single plastic chair and a fridge are in the painting
of Abi’s home. The doorway is open, highlighting the
apparent lack of privacy. The BAS9 online resources
have additional information about the women in

Walker’s exhibition. It tells us that Abi is from Nigeria
and lived in the church basement for three years as she
could not afford her rent in a private dwelling. A story
echoed around the country, particularly in Plymouth,
which saw a recent Evening Herald story about
homeless people living in tents on the land outside the
historic Citadel.
Abi describes initially sleeping on the floor, but later
she found a discarded mattress on which to sleep more
comfortably. Unfortunately, the space was multi-use,
and she often had to leave on short notice. She has
since moved out due to harassment and now lives in a
temporary shelter in South London. Abi has been able
to work on a temporary visa as a midwife but has had
difficulty obtaining permission to remain.
I worked as a nurse at our local Derriford Hospital for
several years, where the shifts were gruelling. At that
time, we worked 14-hour shifts that often did not
include toilet breaks, let alone a complete rest break.
I cannot imagine coming home to sleep in a church
basement and dealing with visa paperwork. The UK is
currently short at least 2000 midwives, the people that
mean life or death for mothers and their children.
Another painting depicts Consilia, a South African
domestic violence survivor who was refused asylum
and now lives in a psychiatric ward. She is unable to be
discharged to the community as she has nowhere safe
to go. One can only imagine how the cost of providing
a bed in a unit with qualified staff compares to a home.
She is depicted as reading whilst sitting in an armchair
in an obviously clinical environment. Through a window
in the room, we can see the rest of the unit, where
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people are sat collectively alone in their armchairs. The
strip lighting reflects the white walls in what is likely a
headache-inducing space.
Consilia describes the ward as depressing, somewhere
that worsens her symptoms. The painting captures
this sense of isolation and powerlessness. However,
she describes hope in the community that Women
for Refugee Women has provided in sharing stories
and opportunities, such as being portrayed in Walker’s
paintings. Storytelling is a powerful tool which is not
often open to the most vulnerable.
Joy is the only woman portrayed in the series to
have been granted asylum and has been able to start
building a life in her own home in London. The painting
depicts Joy lying on a bed; behind her is a solitary
picture taped to the wall. She stares at the observer
through the doorway. We don’t need to be told that
she was trafficked and suffered abuse. We can see from
the fear etched on her face that it will take some time
to forget.
She is also grateful to Women for Refugee Women for
the sense of community and for helping her to learn
English. Joy is also thankful to her local community and
Britain for helping her find a safe space to call home.
Plymouth is home to 264,700 people, with an estimated
asylum-seeker population of 350. Home means many
things to the people here – Home Park, the place
where the local football team carry the hopes of fans
at the weekend. The Elizabethan House on the historic
Barbican is a reminder of Plymouth’s largely erased
architectural history due to the second world war. It
is a solitary survivor of the memory of the slums that

existed in the 1900s in an area now considered prime
real estate.
There are projects to modernise council housing.
Removing estates that, although crumbling, had a
supportive community which thrived. I grew up on a
Sutton Trust housing estate – home to me back then
was knowing everyone on that street. It was being
able to cross the road and play in the park without
supervision. It asked the neighbour for coffee, milk,
sugar or a cup of washing-up liquid.
For many, this sense of community seems absent
today. Yet, when there was a fire in a block of flats in
Devonport, an appeal went out for clothes and bedding.
The reception centres had to close the following day
due to being overwhelmed. Numerous community
enterprises and networks include Devon and Cornwall
Refugee Action, Plymouth Food Banks and Devon and
Cornwall Food Action. Plymouth also has the Chornobyl
Children’s Lifeline, which, over the last 30 years, has
invited many children to reside with families over the
summer. Recently, Plymouth has become home to at
least 89 Ukrainian refugees providing a temporary
refuge from war.
The paintings ask us what home is? Is it a place where
we sleep at night? Or a place where all our memories
are kept? If we had to leave our possessions behind,
what would we keep to retain a connection with our
past? A children’s painting. A beloved outfit? Essentially
after a long journey, the only thing these women were
able to bring was themselves. Caroline’s work displays
that with a rawness that does their stories justice. It also
asks us how we can make home a better place.
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Mary and samantha holly: sharp focus
I will embarrass you with my reality? My feminism?
My transness? With us, by us, by our existing. Good,
see what you’ve done to this woman. All of you. I
don’t have the luxury to care; you’ve taken everything
from me, my hope, my daughter, my life - all is gone.
It is only we who remain.
I was asked to write about some art, something in
the British Art Show 9, and I like a piece by Abigail
Reynolds. It’s at the Levinsky Gallery, where I work as
an Emerging Artist Invigilator.
Trauma has caused me to live within my schizophrenia,
a psyche that can no longer contain its pain, where
injuries are like shards splintering - white hot from a
wheel holding to a steep curve. If those tracks break,
I will end.
But I’m not alone. And I can never be alone again.
My plurality, my presences hold what remains of me
together. I cannot survive, and they will my survival. I
cannot suicide, leave this nightmare, horror, because
they still hope, and in their hope is our covenant of
life and happiness. For this woman to again be happy
and hopeful. For her to heal.
I’ll write this bit alone (sort of!). I’m Samantha. Mary
exists with me, with her girlfriend, Emma, and with
Eliana, who is our way of life. There is also another
Mary, who is a dear friend of ours. And this is us.
What is there to say about Mary’s coloured glass at
Levinsky? How she paces like a hunting cat before
those planes and sharp lines, knowing none are
perfect enough for her to leave upon.
How, before this art, she’s become exotic to herself in

her feelings, her longings, a sensual phantasy to ease
her way away from her hurt. She’s us, so we know
her and her herself. She is so loved and so safe. Her
movement and thoughts are ours, and she cannot
leave quite yet.
But she is leaving! But that’s me, I’m taking her back
to north London. To where it began. Back to life just
before life was lost to her. Back to her first arrival to
study art. That’s a long-made promise of mine to her
- to restore her to that dazzling moment of hope and
creativity, before bigotry and hatred finally began
tearing her beyond her abilities to recover.
So, we are to continue there, to return her to Central
St Martins, where she was so horribly hurt. I will say,
firstly, it’s where Mary first knew of our existence,
and that Mary’s bravery, her fortitude in the face of
transphobia - she is breathtaking - no one reading
this can begin to imagine what has been done to this
English rose. Still, if you glimpse her, you may sense
that ‘je ne sais quio’ (oh, we know her so exactly!) of
why she is so dear and why she is so dearly loved by
us.
Where was I, we’re tired, she’s becoming uncertain of
reality and I need to get her home from Ocean Studio
and to bed, quickly then! Ah, the future, her future we will keep her safe, secure, away from those who
would be mean and objectify and hurt her. Lovely
safe cultured space and people. And she is to make
her art and to begin again to be quietly hopeful. So
dazzlingly happy in her moments. That’s our wish.
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A woman in response – to art
still cold
falling light
taught upon edges
of such coloured glass
still light
spilling onto my floor
such edges
cut
cut me open
my wrists
around my threads
between them, between us
I wish, I wish
(torn wishes, torn dreams)
I’ll glide across you
open me
let me fall
fall apart again
to my floor
torn apart
again
crumpled, spilling open, across
in the colour stains of my blood
in my dress, my dreams, so beloved
please fall about me
crumple with me
please me
my tears falling still
past last night
still into this morning they fall
still here
still here, why?
why am I still here?
why can I not fly away? through the rafters here
why am I held?

Samantha
holy witch
seamstress
here is my friend, here
here is my sister
my sweet companion
my lover
please believe me,
please believe us
that she’s come
that she’s here
–
honey, my love, my sweet love
hold me, still
bind us
bind us, close
to the close
to the quick
–
thread our tears
our dress
our blood, life
our love
our light
silver, black
–
these bright crisp edges
these sharpened days
all in colours kind
colours torn
bleeding into me, you
–
I love you
I love you too
Detail of the glasswork made by Abigasil Reynolds
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tilly craig: shapeshifting
Latex and blood smear the walls and floor as you
enter KARST gallery’s presentation of British Art Show
9. Mandy El-Sayegh’s immersive installation, ‘blank
verse blanket man’ (2022) merges semi-sheer, bloody
daubs with latex in the specific hue of powder blue
that immediately conjures a non-specific clinical room.
These textured layers form a kind of cracked glaze over
collaged fragments of national and local newspapers,
maps, drawings, sweet wrappers and photographs. A
stainless-steel toilet is fitted to one wall, with a stark
metal bedframe and mattress beneath a Perspexshaded microphone playing crackling audio.
‘blank verse’ references a poetic form employed by
Wolverhampton-¬born poet Alfred Noyes, while
‘blanket man’, draws on an Irish Republican detainee
held at the British prison Long Kesh in the 1970s. The
detainee was a figure in the ‘dirty protest’, in which
prisoners painted their cell walls with excrement. El
Sayegh emulates this abject act of defiance within her
installation’s materials, yet the diffused impression of
El Sayegh’s work is strangely soft and impermanent.
Its pastel-hued surfaces and indiscernible details fall
in and out of focus against the stark metal fixtures,
while the installation’s latex flooring degrades with
every step taken upon it. Perhaps this speaks to the
mutability of these acts, their ability to shapeshift in
meaning, dependent on perspective.

the gallery as systems to be observed, considered.
Previously presented in Aberdeen, an addition lending
a human hand and specific to Plymouth is the small,
hand-carved ‘welcome’ sign commissioned by the
Leung from a local maker. Zarina Muhammad has
described the installation as “a chronic hum under the
skin of a space”, distilling its quiet insistence.
A pink wall faces Leung’s installation running down
the length of the gallery, hanging from it are James
Bridles framed, hand-written texts, Abdf (2018) which
investigate bird migrations over a 30-year period using
digital tracking data. Bridle’s exploration of birds in
relation to industry and technology is further pursued
in his meditative film, My delight on a shining night
(2018), filmed on location at Limassol salt lake, Cyprus.
The area is home to a large population of flamingos,
as well as a strange tale about an old English folk song
(from which the work’s title is taken) broadcast from
nearby RAF Akrotiri. The mesmeric forms of flamingos
gracefully move over the salt flats, behind them pinkhued pylons seem to emulate the form of the birds in
a static, imposing flock. A characterless grey-blue sky
reflects in the salt lake, while snippets of the folk song
play to induce an atmosphere of developing unease.

Snaking around the corner are Ghislaine Leung’s
readymade interventions; metal ventilation tubing
that runs the length of the gallery, reflecting the visible
piping of KARST’s industrial building and presenting
the often overlooked or hidden inner workings of

Background image: Violets 2, Ghislaine Leung
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Coxside collage and poetry

In September, the Echoes series of publications - the Stonehouse Echoes, the Coxside Echoes and
Dasson (Rame) - held a combined day-long series of workshop to celebrate the creativity in the
magazines. The following pages illustrate some of the great work that was made on the day.
The event began with a workshop led by writer and educator Rachel Gippetti (above) inviting people
to try cut-up poetry and collage at Coxside. Here are some of the great pieces that were produced . . .
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Some of the Coxside work
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Ocean Studios creative writing

The second workshop of the day was a creative writing session led by Samantha Carr at Ocean Studios. Here’s a selection of
some of the flash fiction that was produced . . .

Words Swept Away in the Wind
By Beth Richards
Tiny words, slipped away from her fingers, into the grass.
Random phrases were tangled amongst the leaves and
shoots, fluttering in the breeze.
All was quiet in the group as they concentrated on the task
at hand; the calm punctuated by the cries and complaints of
a young girl struggling to be freed from her pram wheeled
past. Then, quiet, other than the dinging of badly rigged
boats in the harbour.
Cutting across the water is the stench of boat diesel – an
oily pool of dark matter, growing bigger across the grey
water. Then, the acrid smell of burning and a boom as the
boat goes up in flames.
The heat hit their faces as if they had opened an oven door.
As they jumped up in alarm, they spotted movement on
board. Was that a figure they saw in the cockpit?
The black plume of smoke fills their noses and mouths,
coating their cilia and taste buds with charred fabric, burning
wood and worst of all, a charcoal meaty taste, as a deathly
wail rent the sky.

Inedible Muesli

By Tricia Stubberfield
A muddle of granules and clods and lumps, resting impertinently in her breakfast bowl. Remnants, deliberately chosen
for the histories they evoke. She takes the spoon anyway,
stirring up heard noises, not a snap, crackle or pop.
Scent is disturbed by the spoon – first petrol, then coffee,
then cheap perfume. Her breath holds sharply – too many
scenarios from too many years passed. She places the
spoon down at the side of the bowl and gathers herself.
What game is her past self trying to play with her?
Her unsocked toes curl and uncurl, pausing at the comfort
of her insoles. She shifts her weight from one buttock to the
other, and fails still to capture a clear thought.
Surely I can’t. She raises the spoon, licks one congealed

slimy little drop. Toothpaste. Toothpaste. There’s something
there, a day beginning to form, an experience literally and
idiomatically on the tip of her tongue. Maybe the breakfast
she made herself last night, she makes herself every night.
And every day begins with this. She stands to go brush her
teeth.

The Art Studio of 3022
By Samantha Carr
Art had undergone a massive revolution – we don’t use
printing presses anymore; we print straight from our
imagination. Unfortunately, I forgot to replenish my ink and
so my homework is just a blank piece of paper with an error
message in the top right corner.
I can almost hear my art teacher even over the background
chatter of the Tutor Room. I hope this doesn’t mean a door
will close on my ambition to go to Space University. I need
an A in every class.
I turn the paper over and over, perhaps it is art? The
surface becomes greasier with each sweaty touch. Maybe
my fingerprints are the selling point. My right watch strap
buzzes and I know the bell is about to go – I’m out of time.
As the bell rings I’m hit with the smell of noodles from the
canteen. At least I’d have a tasty lunch to look forward to
after the shame of class. The door to the art studio is locked.
A bustle of bored teens mill outside – getting louder by the
second until a stressed looking supply teacher arrives. The
noise doesn’t get any quieter – we all know supplies don’t
have any authority.
‘Ahem, quiet please,’ the teacher slammed the table to a
stunned silence. ‘Before we start, I’d like you to take out your
homework.’
I slide it out slowly.
‘And now eat it,’ he said.
My greasy fingerprints help the paper to slide down, but it
still tastes like mum’s diet breakfast cereal.
‘Now take out your pencils and draw the old-fashioned way.’
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Mount Edgcumbe sketches

Unfortunately, the heavy rain disrupted the final workshop and the planned outdoor ‘rock portrait’ sketching
event was cancelled. The group led by artist Tricia Stubberfield retired to the Edgcumbe Arms at Cremyll for an
indoor equivalent. She said: “I led the group in a series of fun timed drawing exercises, designed to encourage
freedom in their mark-making, acceptance of imperfection, and attention to their subject. We drew everything
around us,
finishing with a
more considered
drawing of items
on the table
between us,
our drinks, and
a good deal of
cake. As a group
we discussed the
meditative, mindful
nature of drawing,
its importance
to other creative
practices, and the
impact on the
Rame Peninsula of
the creative outlet
provided by the
Dasson, before
returning to the
rain and the boat
trip home.”
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Mount Edgcumbe sketches
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A Po e m fo r Sto n eh o u s e
Made of Stone
from Devil’s Point to Vicky Park from sea, to road, to
stone something whispers here, echoes that rumble
under waves
and road noise - a chorus of unheard stories that hold
up the houses,
keep Plymouth humming its regenerated melody.
this place is underserved, misunderstood, the “no go
area” with so much to give
if only you’d stop and listen.
we know the truth,
we know the people who complete the puzzle of our city.
the people with their colour, their passions and verve.
people - sturdy as rock, complex as sediment, smoothed
and strengthened by life’s tide. people finding the words,
rearranging, editing
and bringing life to stories untold.
this is for the vibrant, for the silenced
and deferred
to give Stonehouse the voice that always deserved
to be heard.
Malaika Kegode

The Poetry Takeaway
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