
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ENLARGING THE SMALL ONES:  

A Critical Reflection on the MA Performance by Shannon Roszell 



 

 

The Performance 

 

‘The Small Ones’ examines just those: the small items, the small moments and the small 
memories that compose a life. It is a solo performance exploring memory and object 
juxtaposing live-feed projections with the body in space. The piece is a series of 
examinations of these memories through objects that are revealed to the audience through 
a live-feed projection. In ‘The Small Ones’, the presence of the live performer sits in stark 
contrast to dozens of objects that have been carefully preserved in jars. In each of these jars 
rests an object, but more important than the object is the memory attached. One live-feed 
projection invites the audience to see the small object as it is enlarged on the screen while a 
second live-feed projection allows for the close observation of the performer, as she shares 
associated texts. The digitized image allows the audience to encounter these objects in an 
aesthetic and heightened manner and acts as a gateway into the performance of memory. 
At the same time, there is an interplay between the live, living body onstage and the 
projected image of this body that is certainly not alive. This dance between the live body 
and the digital image, past experience and present memory evokes questions of mortality 
and pays homage to the passing of time. 

 

 

 

The Commentary 

 

‘ENLARGING THE SMALL ONES’ seeks to provide further insight into the performance 
‘The Small Ones’. The commentary is divided into three sections each working to elucidate 
different aspects of the work. Section one articulates the process of creation as recollected 
by the artist and details her practice-as-research into the performance of memory and its 
relationship to object. Section two considers the philosophical and theoretical 
underpinnings of the performance: the way objects are performed in the piece, the 
digitized image versus the live body as well as the treatment of time and duration. Section 
three draws conclusions from the research, contextualizing how the artist’s memory has 
been altered through the creation and performance of the piece. 
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‘Ideas are to objects 
as constellations are to stars’. 

 
—Walter Benjamin 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

‘What I call “my present” has one foot in my past,  
and the other in the future’. 

 
 –Henri Bergson 



 

 

 

I 

 

 

This critical reflection is the memory of a process, of a performance, of 60 minutes and the 

hours leading up to it. This memory is just as fragile and delicate and incomplete as all of 

the memories voiced in ‘The Small Ones’. While certain aspects of my process will be 

emphasized, others will be lost, but the pieces deemed worthy of inclusion remain intact 

amongst these pages.  

I ask you only to accept (as I have accepted) that I shall eventually crumble into 
(approximately) six hundred and thirty million particles of anonymous and 
necessarily oblivious dust. This is why I have resolved to confide in paper, before I 
forget. (We are a nation of forgetters.)                               –Rushdie1  

Forgive me, but we must dive in and bend time to our advantage. We (you, Reader and I, 

tentative writer) begin our dialogue two weeks prior to my performance. It is September 3rd, 

2009. I am begging to write a thesis rather than perform. I can’t perform, I contend. I do 

not understand this thing that I have created, it’s not an anything yet and I feel like I’ve 

been bashing my head against a brick wall with it. I attempt to communicate this in 

between heaving sobs. Yes, I am happy with the setup: two wall-sized live-feed projections 

and a shelf holding 87 objects delicately preserved in glass jars. It looks beautiful but that’s 

as far as it goes. Beyond looks, I have nothing.   

In writing that I realize I should first provide you with more context. Let me begin by 

explaining the previous paragraph. In the studio I began working with the objects that I 

had carefully collected in jars. I wanted to closely examine these small objects and it was 

essential to include the audience in this. Live-feed projections seemed necessary but my 

aversion to technology encouraged me to find another solution. I worked with a music box 



and was fascinated by the beauty and intrigue of the mechanical cranks and gears as they 

danced across the projection screen. At that moment, I conceded to integrate technology.  

But why did I begin working with these objects at all, you wonder? To be honest, my 

conscious mind is still unsure why. All I can say with any certainty is that I became 

fascinated by things that outlive us: our genes, memories of us, the art we make, our 

photographs, our journals, our schoolwork, our cosmetics, the matched and the 

unmatched socks, knickknacks from trips we’ve taken, the random things that we’re saving 

‘just in case’. These are the remnants of our lives, the residue marking our time.  

In returning to Wales from Canada, I wandered through a charity shop and saw a small 

ceramic figurine of a rabbit. One of its ears had been broken off and then glued back 

together. I was amused by this rabbit and wondered who its owner had been and, 

moreover, why that owner had considered it to have enough value to be relegated to a 

charity shop rather than the bin. I paid 20 pence and the rabbit was mine. So I do not 

really know why I began collecting evocative objects2 from charity shops but it began with 

that rabbit. I also sent out a call to friends and family requesting a small object that could 

fit into a jar and an associated memory. I became a collector of stories, of objects, of pasts.  

I hope that is enough clarification, Reader, because we must rewind even further in time to 

mid-July. I don’t know the exact date but I do know I am on the south beach of 

Aberystwyth. It is a particularly fine summer’s day and I sit in my folding beach-rocking-

chair and track my memory as it performs: 

memories of black seeds in watermelons 
memories of a lake without zebra mussels 
memories of putting worms on hooks, ripping their bodies in two with my bare hands 
memories of not thinking twice about driving the car, of flying in a plane 
memories of husking corn on the sidesteps 
memories of the hammock 
memories of under-dogs on the swing 
memories of ice cream in Manilla, the double cones they had that I never got 
memories of cigars on the dock under the stars 



memories of new notebooks 
memories of my parents’ duvet on the floor 
memories of sitting in the hall late at night tearing through books 
memories of adventures in a VW golf 

 
With bare feet dug into the pebbly Welsh sands, I stumble onto what I consider my 

happiest memory.  

Back when I was young, every Saturday morning, every Saturday we would have breakfast on 
the dock. The July sun sparkles across the lake and we have a wooden tray with coffee for the 
adults and cinnamon buns from the local bakery where the pet food store now is. Those buns 
were cut lengthwise and smeared with butter and served on wicker plates lined with disposable 
paper. There was also fresh fruit. Peaches.  

I cannot ever remember being unhappy while eating one of those cinnamon buns. Everyone was 
there: Mom, Dad, Grandy, probably my sisters, sometimes Curt and Vicki.3 

This memory, although thoroughly positive, was devastating to recollect. It called to light 

how the present moment is so very different from those Cameron Lake Saturdays and the 

fact that those Saturdays can never happen again. My family, as remembered, no longer 

exists – distance, divorce and death separate us. As I write these words now, I am once 

again overcome by the sadness of time passing.  

Alexander García Düttmann conceptualizes art-making as a process of ‘not-knowing with 

regard to what is being made’.4 I want to admit to you that throughout my process, I was 

lead by my intuition. I did not have a concept that I was working to bring to fruition; I 

grappled with questions of memory and being. I observed the performance of my own 

memory and was troubled by the passing of time and its relentless march forward into the 

future. Most troubling of all was the thought that we forget much of what happens to us. 

Watching one grandmother fall victim to Alzheimer’s and the other develop Dementia, I 

am deeply troubled by the threat of forgetting. Even at the age of 27, I find myself unable 

to recall many details of my past and I question the validity of the memories that I do 

recall. Memory has a reconstructive aspect to it that undermines the understanding I have 

of myself based on my past. With this in mind, Reader, I ask that you read each word with 

full understanding that it may not have happened exactly how I tell it here. This is the way 



it will always be recalled, however, as it is transmuted from cloudy memory to unwavering 

binary code to ink on paper.5  

Let’s return to the Aberystwyth beach for an instant. Only in retrospect, Reader, am I able 

to recognize this moment as being pivotal in my process. My Cameron Lake Saturday 

recollection is the one memory I want most to remember. I want to wear it on my hand 

like the amethyst ring I bought in Aberaeron. I want to possess that memory in such a 

tangible way that I know it can never be taken from me. Unconsciously, I stopped 

recording my own memories on that beach and began to focus my efforts on the memories 

of others. It seemed my memories were too dangerous.  

In the studio I had refined my performance setup of two video cameras with live-feed 

projections, a desk and chair and dozens of jars with carefully preserved objects lining the 

windowsill. I understood that it was necessary to retrieve these jars from the shelf and 

reveal their contents under live-feed projection. What I could not figure out was exactly 

what I wanted to do with the objects. And the biggest question surrounding the entire 

project was why. (This brings us back to the beginning of our dialogue. Remember the 

heaving sobs and wanting to write rather than perform?) 

The mighty Jill Greenhalgh counselled me endlessly about how difficult it is to make a 

thought into three-dimensions; she views this as the central challenge for creators. Jill 

contends that we have one thought that we spend our entire artistic careers attempting to 

accurately express and each performance we create is a separate endeavor dealing with the 

same core concern. Christian Boltanski expresses a similar notion. ‘At the beginning of the 

work there is a kind of trauma: something happened. This might be a psychoanalytic 

problem. All your life you can be telling the same story, but then you can tell it in different 

ways ! through poetry, through song etc.’.6 The underlying difficulty in the process 

culminating on September 3rd, 2009 was that I was unable to accurately identify the 

thought that I was bringing into three dimensions. I knew it had something to do with the 



fragility of memory and the interplay between object and memory but this foggy notion did 

not help me make concrete choices in the studio.  

On August 19th I received a letter from John, a friend in Canada that I barely knew. A 

scrap of fabric fell out of the envelope and upon closer inspection I recognized it to be the 

heel of a sock. The sock scrap had a large hole in it where presumably John’s heel had worn 

away at the stitching until there was nothing left. A simple text accompanied the hole: 

What is memorable to me here is this hole. The fabric surrounding it is evidence of the fact, so 
that you can believe me when I say that it’s a hole I mean. And I wish it was always that 
simple. I mean I wish it was always easy to provide evidence of things lost and our memories of 
them.  

Ok, so it’s a hole in a sock and we’re all familiar with the concept. This one will never be 
darned by my mother and a very many were in my past. This time, everything but this hole is in 
the garbage.  

I began considering skills that are no longer passed down to younger generations such as 

sock darning. I had recently spoken to a watchmaker who was from a long lineage of 

watchmakers but had no one to pass his knowledge on to – his knowledge would die with 

him. I contemplated the skills that I regretted not learning from my grandmother before 

she died and set out to learn to make chocolate fudge, a skill my mother certainly had not 

mastered (but more on making fudge later). I worked to fill John’s hole by learning to darn 

and fixing a beloved pair of wool socks for a dear friend. I embarked on becoming a living 

archive of these skills that risked being forgotten. In retrospect, it seems obvious that I was 

once again seeking to address my tremendous fear of forgetting, but of course while 

engulfed in the process this was not so apparent. 

Let’s not delve too deep into how hard I was working and how saddened and frustrated I 

was with my product. Suffice it to say, I thought too hard and did too little. I made choices 

but would then doubt them, question them and eventually, throw them out. If I didn’t 

understand why, then they must be poor choices. There were traps that I felt my piece 

threatened to fall into. I did not want to be self-indulgent and have observed many 

autobiographic performances that became just that. I was interested in creating a piece that 



stimulated the individual memories of the audience. I was of the opinion that what the 

objects meant to me and the memories that I attached to them were not as important as 

the memories that they triggered for the audience members. I couldn’t figure out a way to 

do this.  

At this point, I could regale you with details of how I tried to sabotage myself and throw 

out the entire project on September 2nd, but let’s skip over that section and return to 

September 3rd. The last time we were here, I was sure I couldn’t perform. Eventually I 

admitted that I wanted to and gave up the idea of writing a thesis. That evening, I fully 

surrendered to whatever force is responsible for art-making. I did not think about the 

project at all, I was simply kind to myself. I walked without a destination for hours. I 

stopped for the man outside Spar and bought the latest ‘Big Issue’, enacting my belief that 

to give is to receive. Late that night, while taking a long shower, it finally hit me – John’s 

sock was the key to the performance. The hole was the why. I stood in the shower, hot 

water pouring over my head and I sobbed. At the end of the day, the memories and the 

objects just point to the lack – they remind us of the people that are no longer with us, the 

events of days gone by and the places we will never return to. All that remains are the 

holes; the objects and the memories are the fabric surrounding the holes. I sobbed in 

thinking about the holes in my life. I sobbed in acknowledgment of time passing.  

That was the culmination of the story so I hope you found it satisfying because this is the 

denouement. In short, the piece was created easily over the next three days. All the 

elements had already been created, I just had to order them and rehearse them (this is of 

course reductive but let’s continue onto new topics of discussion).  

 

 



 

 

 

II 

 

 

I don’t want to shock you, Reader, but we are shifting gears. We are now getting into 

philosophy, into critical theory perhaps. 

Herbert Blau talks about the ‘ghosting aspects of theatre’ as erasing ‘the differences 

between the living and the dead to produce an uncanny spectacle in which the animate 

and the inanimate coalesce’.7 In ‘The Small Ones’, the presence of the live performer sits 

in stark contrast to the dozens of objects that exist in a state of careful preservation. In each 

of these jars rests an object, but more important than the object is the memory attached.  

I picked up Grandy’s fudge recipe. It is not merely a worn recipe but a storehouse of 

memories: Mom and I trying to make fudge, Grandy and I making marshmallow treats at 

the cottage, the plastic containers lined with wax-paper full of her chocolate-chip cookies.  

This recipe is a map that she draws for me. A record of her hands working, curling and looping 
the letters as they fall out of her pen onto the paper. The same pen and ink dance that I know 
from Christmas and Birthday cards. A record of her hands working. Wooden spoon in hand, 
she stirs.8  

But this is no metaphoric substitution, in handling the recipe, Grandy and I are ‘attached 

by mutual touch’.9 Ethnologist, Daniel Miller suggests, ‘Objects store and possess, take in 

and breathe out the emotions with which they have been associated”.10 In crafting the 

performance, I worked with my own objects as well as those belonging to friends and 

family that were already assigned narratives. Like the ceramic, broken-eared rabbit, other 

evocative objects were acquired: a pair of old glasses, the ink drawing of a sailboat with the 

caption ‘With Love, Mommy’ and D. Morgan’s 1957 diary that I rescued from a Cardigan 

antique shop. These were not my objects but they continued to breathe out emotions 



despite being discarded by their owner or relatives outliving the owner. They each 

possessed an uncanniness and became metonymic for my personal memories. The sailboat 

drawing was certainly not drawn by my father nor is it a picture of my father but I can not 

help but be reminded of him whenever I look at it. The drawing is metonymic of my 

father. 

Little girl in sock feet. ‘Let’s Hear it for the Boy’ from the Footloose soundtrack blasting on the 
record player. They dance in the living room on the wooden floor in front of the fireplace. But 
to really do all the tricks of their duet, they take it out into the hall. The grey marble tiles are 
shiny, new, slippery. Her socks make it easy to be twirled and twisted by her favourite dance 
partner. Holding both her hands, he swings her through his legs then back up and her socks fly 
through the air.11  

To Susan Stewart, ‘The souvenir is by definition always incomplete’.12 It has been removed 

from its original setting and requires a narrative to prove its heritage and assert its value. 

The objects themselves have no authority and are only given meaning through how I 

perform them, through the narratives that I assign. The objects are never explained, they 

are never verified as ‘genuine’, nor is their history the subject of the performance. These 

objects are not purported to have meaning; they are ascribed meaning. Barbara 

Kirshenblatt-Gimblett points out the danger in identifying a truth or a history for an 

ethnographic object. She contends that ‘Ethnographic artifacts are objects of ethnography. 

They are artifacts created by ethnographers. Such objects become ethnographic by virtue of 

being defined, segmented, detached, and carried away by ethnographers’.13 The narratives 

we assign to an object therefore illustrate more about the person telling the story than the 

object itself. To Maurice Merleau-Ponty, ‘The thing is inseparable from a person perceiving 

it, and can never actually be in itself because its articulations are those of our very 

existence’.14 In that way, the narratives that I created for these ‘rescued objects’ are just as 

valid and true as those belonging to their original owners.  

Susan Stewart identifies ‘the capacity of narrative to generate significant objects and hence 

to both generate and engender a significant other’.15 For the audience, the objects 

themselves were not meaningful until I performed them. My handling of these objects was 

performative – the slow reverence as each object was purposefully and carefully selected 



from the shelf and brought to the desk, the repetitive yet varying ways in which these 

inanimate objects became animated as they were danced onto the live-feed projection 

screen – and the way each object was performed contributed to the layers of meaning and 

memory triggered through their performance. The amethyst ring slid slowly onto my finger, 

an act redolent of engagement and marriage, a gesture archetypal in nature. These physical 

interactions were expressive but it was the narrative that I attached to each object that 

opened up possibilities of meaning for the audience. By connecting them to a narrative 

from my personal history, the objects gained greater significance. To anyone seeing the 

objects outside the context of the performance, however, they will remain ordinary and 

insignificant.  

In his discussion of Psychical Distance, philosopher Edward Bullough contends that in 

order for something to be viewed aesthetically, it is necessary to create ‘Distance…by 

putting the phenomenon, so to speak, out of gear with our practical, actual self; by 

allowing it to stand outside the context of our personal needs and end’.16 The objects in 

the performance are fairly unremarkable and monetarily worthless but the intrigue of these 

objects is heightened in their careful preservation and handling. The audience and I were 

able to interact with the objects differently when they were enlarged and projected on the 

wall. There is a substantial difference in the way we see an object in everyday life versus 

how we see it when it is in a piece of art. By removing the object from the everyday and its 

usual surroundings and placing it in a photograph, installation or theatre piece, we are able 

to contemplate it in more detail and gain perspective. ‘The sudden view of things from 

their reverse, usually unnoticed, side, comes upon us as a revelation, and such revelations 

are precisely those of Art’.17  

‘The Small Ones’ examined just those: the small items, the small moments and the small 

memories that compose a life. The digitized image allowed us to encounter these objects in 

an aesthetic and heightened manner and acted as a gateway into the performance of 

memory. The effect of the live-feed projections on both the object and on me, the 

performer, is perplexing indeed; the audience simultaneously gained both distance and 



intimacy.18 Memories possess that duality, that feeling of being distant and intimately 

connected at the same time. I attempted to embody this notion through the physical way in 

which I interacted with the audience. On the one hand, I was very much present in the 

space yet I did not speak directly to the audience. My face and actions were obscured by the 

video cameras yet the projections were configured so that my digitized image spoke directly 

to the audience. Despite being a digitized image, my face was magnified on the screen and 

my emotions were easily visible to the audience so that it was quite intimate. At the same 

time, there existed an interplay between the live, living, breathing body onstage and the 

projected image of this body that is certainly not alive. This dance between the live body 

and the digital image, past experience and present memory, continued to evoke questions 

of mortality. ‘The enactment of invocation and disappearance undertaken by performance 

and theatre is precisely the drama of corporeality itself. At once a consolidated fleshly form 

and an eroding, decomposing, formlessness, the body beckons us and resists our attempts 

to remake it’.19 

My own fleshly form was indeed a key element in the performance. It was the only living 

element amidst a graveyard of past moments and memories anticipating recollection. The 

way in which I wielded my body was purposeful and each action was carried out with the 

utmost precision and intent. Time shifted in the space –  each step and gesture soaked up 

the seconds like a sponge. It was about duration. The uncomfortably slow speed once again 

magnified the objects and the movement to pay reverence to the small ones. This 

relationship with duration did not change throughout the piece, and the hour ended with 

the same speed and intensity with which it had begun – it did not speed up, it did not slow 

down, it simply continued along like a ticking clock. The silence of the movement had a 

ghosting effect and attempted to erase ‘the differences between the living and the dead to 

produce an uncanny spectacle in which the animate and the inanimate coalesce’.20  

 



 

 

 

III 

 

 

To remember is to destroy. In the act of remembering lies the act of selection and inherent 

to the act of selection is an act of deletion. As a memory is remembered and re-lived in the 

mind, certain aspects gain vibrancy and clarity while others are blurred and forgotten with 

the passing of time.  

To remember is also to distance oneself further from the experience. One can argue (and I 

hope you take this stance, Reader, because it is a belief far more optimistic than mine) that 

each time we remember we are brought closer to our memories through recollection. Henri 

Bergson supports this saying in his words, ‘Memory is only a function of the brain, and there is 

only a difference in intensity between perception and recollection’.21 I agree with Bergson as far as 

identifying intensity as a chief differentiating feature between the present perception and 

past recollection. I believe that each subsequent time a memory is experienced, it triggers 

similar thoughts but the intensity of the associated emotion lessens. Each time you recall a 

memory, it is less intense than it was when you had a similar recollection in the past. The 

memory becomes a memory of a memory – a muted picture which cannot be as clearly 

recalled in the present moment as it has been before. Each time we remember an event we 

distance ourselves further from the original, and each time that recollection loses clarity in 

our minds.  

But if the act of remembering only distances ourselves from the pure memory and mutes 

its vividness, how can we reassure that part of ourselves that is so desperately terrified of 

forgetting? (I include you in this statement, perhaps all too boldly, and assume that others 

are as fundamentally troubled by forgetting as I am. I hope that this assumption is not the 



case.) If we are to retain the vibrancy of our memories, we must hold onto some sort of 

tangible proof that will be guaranteed to trigger our memory in a way that is vivid, new and 

original. We must not look at this trigger often or its potency will also wear off. Certainly it 

must be kept but not looked at with any sort of regularity. 

After the death of her beloved grandmother, Olivia Dasté watched her mother mourn by 

cleaning out her grandmother’s house. ‘With each book, shoe, and coat my mother 

grabbed and threw in a trash bag for donations or garbage, my stomach turned and my 

heart sank. The evidence of her life was being erased’.22 Dasté countered her feelings of 

desolation by collecting evocative items into a suitcase that her grandmother had never 

gotten to use. This case would house sweaters gently scented by her grandmother’s 

perfume, 2 tea cups in ode to their late-night conversations, quotes Dasté found scattered 

around her apartment, and a stack of letters written to her grandmother. For Dasté, 

opening that suitcase is an act of remembering, but there is fear that opening the suitcase 

will also cause her grandmother to be lost. ‘The suitcase brings her back to me with the 

worry that I will lose her if I open the suitcase too often; her smell will evaporate, the 

letters will fade, and the clothes will no longer hold her shape’.23  

‘[T]he object is the thing with which we construct our mourning: the object represents our own 

death, but that death is transcended (symbolically) by virtue of the fact that we possess the 

object; the fact that by introjecting it into a work of mourning – by integrating it into a 

series in which its absence and its re-emergence elsewhere “work” at replaying themselves 

continually, recurrently – we succeed in dispelling the anxiety associated with absence and 

with the reality of death’.24  

I gather four jars. Tweezers in hand, I begin to lay them out in a row.  Orange and black 

butterfly, gentle white powder coats her wings. Apple green grasshopper, another antenna 

has fallen off. Grey moth. Yellow and black bumblebee – the camera doesn’t do this one 

justice. I watch them on the screen. The audience watches all of us. I watch myself. I tilt my 

head up. I reveal what will be my eventual end. The five of us are suspended on the screen 

in still, silent acknowledgment.    



 

 

So what is the fallout from this performance? My memories have become permanently 

altered by their scripting, performing and re-performing. In that sense, I have distanced 

myself from them. On the other hand, there are forty or so people who retain at least 

fragments of the memories I shared. To them, I say ‘thank-you’. I also extend this 

sentiment to you, Reader.   
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(London; New York: Verso, 1968) 104. 
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APPENDIX 

 

the small ones 

Created by Shannon Roszell 

 

Audience enters the space to see two wall-size live-feed projections and a shelf holding 87 objects 
delicately preserved in glass jars. One projector displays a close-up shot of the artist who is sitting at a 
desk while an ink drawing of a boat is in jar under the second live-feed camera. The audience settles 
and the jar with the boat drawing is pulled slowly out of view of the camera. Artist leaves the desk 
and selects the first object from the shelf.  

The Feather 

The artist slowly brings the jar into camera view and reveals a feather. 

She writes: 

I remember an evening sitting in an amusingly typical dorm room with twinkle lights 
haphazardly taped to the ceiling. To the soundtrack of a quiet song, one friend fixated 
upon a computer monitor while two friends in one corner seemed to be falling for one 
another. And in the other corner I sat on a bed with the most important person to me in 
the room, plucking the tiniest feathers from out of my winter coat. We plucked them and 
we threw them up in the air and we looked at each other and laughed because we knew no 
one else in the room noticed or saw what we were seeing in feathers slowly floating down.  



Artist pulls the feather slowly out of camera view. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object 
from the shelf.  

The Diary 

The artist slowly brings the diary into camera view and turns to the first page. 

1st page: 

If found please return  

to D. Morgan 

52 Pendre, Cardigan 

Turns to 2nd page: 

January 1957: Had photo and letter from Peggy. 

Turns to 3rd page: 

February 8th, Friday: Uncle Ben and Aunt Sal come down on 5 o’clock bus. Cut my hair. 

Turns to 4th page: 

May 1957: Reverend Jacob, Fishguard buried Uncle Ben. Went to funeral. 

(reading same entry again) 

22 Wednesday: Reverend Jacob, Fishguard buried. Uncle Ben went to funeral. 

Turns to 5th page:  

October 22 Tuesday: Peggy Ladd had baby boy. 

Artist pulls the diary slowly out of camera view. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object from 
the shelf.  

The Ring 

Artist places her hand under camera. Ring is slowly slid onto her finger. 

Aberaeron, 30thJuly, 2009 

The man I buy my ring from tells me a story about a train that ran from Swansea down the 
coast to the beach. You had to go that far to get clean water. That steam train doesn’t run 
any more. As a child, he would go to the beach on that train. He wanted to swim but first, 
had to get tea for his parents. Tea was served on silver tea services. He had to give a deposit 
then he would carry the tray with the pot and the cups and the saucers all the way down to 
the beach. It was a very long walk and just as he was about to go swimming, they’d want 
more tea.  



Swimming on the beach. German plane flies overhead, bombs a tankard out on the ocean. 
They duck for cover under the rocks where the tea is served.  

The siren saying it’s safe begins. He still wants to swim. He goes back out into the sea. 
When he comes out he is covered in crude. He is wrapped in a towel on the train home. 

Artist takes ring off finger and watches her hand on the projection as it moves. Artist brings the boat 
drawing in the jar back under the camera and pulls the drawing out of the jar. 

The Boat Drawing 

Each night I would keep running to the stove to check the time.  

538 

542 

544 

549 

556 

559 

I am told you are done work at six o’clock. 

Six o’clock but no you. I still wait but am probably watching TV at this point. 

When you finally do arrive, it’s a small daily miracle.  

After supper, we dance to the Footloose soundtrack on the record player. ‘Let’s Hear it for 
the Boy’. And I dance furiously. We dance furiously. 

We do that every night after six. 

Artist pulls the drawing slowly out of camera view. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object 
from the shelf. She repeats this until she has four jars. 

The Bug Dance (as I like to refer to it) 

Butterfly, cricket, moth and bumblebee are carefully removed from their jars with tweezers and placed 
in a row under the camera.  

Artist looks at bugs then slowly looks up to the ceiling, drastically changing her appearance on screen. 
There is a moment of suspension at this point.  

The bugs are returned to the jars. Artist slowly pulls an old wedding photo under the camera. 

 



The Wedding Photograph 

This is the third picture I’ve ever seen of John- Grandy’s husband, Mom’s father, my 
grandfather I suppose, but I’ve never really thought of him as that. John shoots the camera 
a sideways smile and I see myself in him. 

Artist turns head to side and mimics the picture. 

The only stories I know of this man are from my mom and she was too young to have 
anything more than a couple of fragments. Grandy never spoke of him. She severed those 
stories from her telling mouth. The depth of her sorrow must have been so great that 
pushing him out of her mind was the only way to continue. 

As Grandy grew more and more old, her days were spent in bed with the television tuned 
to a children’s station.  

Here, her dreams more real than the rest of us.  

Here the years blurred into one another.  

Here she let John back in.  

She opened up to his memory that was so vivid and so bright that it became her reality. 
She was getting married she would tell my mom. 

Photograph is removed from view of camera. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object from the 
shelf. A recipe is revealed under the camera. 

Fudge Recipe: 

Grandy’s recipe is mailed over to me. The last time it was attempted was in the 80’s by 
Mom and I. It was a glorious failure that ended in a broken wooden spoon and fudge that 
wasn’t quite right. I can’t remember the fudge or even the attempt actually, but I remember 
the remembering of it. 

On a different continent, standing in a freshly cleaned kitchen with a new candy 
thermometer, baking pan and wooden spoon, I begin.  

This recipe is a map that she draws for me. A record of her hands working – curling and 
looping the letters as they fall out of her pen onto the paper. The same pen and ink dance 
that I know from Christmas and Birthday cards. A record of her hands working – wooden 
spoon in hand, she stirs. Her hands have all the knowing. Mine do not.  

 Artist pulls the recipe slowly out of camera view. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object 
from the shelf.  

The Brass Key 

The artist slowly reveals a brass key. 



337 8518 

Lakeshore Road 489 

I snuck back into the house after we sold it. After my parents lived in very separate areas of 
town. I showed him. I needed him to see this home. See the barn. See the inside. See my 
old room. I tried to take my doorknob on moving day but I couldn’t get it off. The old 
brass screws had been painted over many, many times and were stripped. 

They tore that house down and it just sat in a pile of rubble for years. 

The key is removed from under the camera. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object from the 
shelf. 

The Pair of Glasses 

The artist slowly reveals a pair of glasses. 

Grandma used to lie in bed with us, tell us stories and sing. She wasn’t a very good singer 
but it didn’t matter. We recorded her one night on my sister’s primary-coloured cassette 
player. I wish I knew where that tape is. 

Long before I knew Grandma, as the story goes, she sang at some sort of function. There 
she was, microphone in hand singing ‘Slow Boat to China’. She worked the room, singing 
to all the men but all in good fun. When they got in the car to drive home, Papa was 
furious. Papa isn’t a particularly kind man.  

Many moons later, when even Papa was a stranger, she would sing that song. 

Artist leans in to camera and sings: 

I’D LIKE TO GET 

ON A SLOW BOAT TO CHINA 

ALL TO MYSELF ALONE 

GET YOU AND KEEP YOU IN MY ARMS EVER MORE 

LEAVING ALL YOUR LOVERS  

WEEPING ON THE FAR-AWAY SHORE. 

 

OUT ON THE BRINY 

THE MOON’S BIG AND SHINY 

MELTING YOUR HEART OF STONE 



WELL I WOULD LIKE TO GET YOU ON A  

SLOW BOAT TO CHINA 

ALL TO MYSELF ALONE. 

The glasses are removed and the artist once again brings the ink drawing of the boat under the 
camera. 

The Boat Drawing 

Little girl in sock feet. ‘Let’s Hear it for the Boy’ from the Footloose soundtrack blasting on 
the record player. They dance in the living room on the wooden floor in front of the 
fireplace. But to really do all the tricks of their duet, they take it out into the hall. The grey 
marble tiles are shiny, new, slippery. Her socks make it easy to be twirled and twisted by her 
favourite dance partner. Holding both her hands, he swings her through his legs then back 
up and her socks fly through the air.  

The key is removed from under the camera. Artist leaves the desk and selects the next object from the 
shelf. A jar is placed under the camera and a broken bracelet is pulled out. 

The Broken bracelet 

The cottage is falling apart now. No electricity, no running water and the toilet is on the 
verge of breaking in half. A crack encircles the base but it also sits on rotting floorboards. It 
is a gamble which of these inevitabilities will happen first. 

Back when I was young, every Saturday morning, every Saturday we would have breakfast 
on the dock. The July sun sparkles across the lake and we have a wooden tray with coffee 
for the adults and cinnamon buns from the local bakery where the pet food store now is. 
Those buns were cut lengthwise and smeared with butter and served on wicker plates lined 
with disposable paper. There was also fresh fruit. Peaches.  

I cannot ever remember being unhappy while eating one of those cinnamon buns. 
Everyone was there: Mom, Dad, Grandy, probably my sisters, sometimes Curt and Vicki. 

I wonder whether I will be the lucky one who falls through the floor next summer. 

The bracelet is removed. 

The Hole 

An envelope is passed under the camera. The artist opens the envelope and removes a letter as well as 
a scrap of old sock with a hole. This remnant is placed under the camera. The artist reads the letter. 

He writes: 

What is memorable to me here is this hole. The fabric surrounding it is evidence of the 
fact, so that you can believe me when I say that it’s a hole I mean. And I wish it was always 



that simple. I mean I wish it was always easy to provide evidence of things lost and our 
memories of them.  

Ok, so it’s a hole in a sock and we’re all familiar with the concept. This one will never be 
darned by my mother and a very many were in my past. This time, everything but this hole 
is in the garbage.  

Artist removes sock remnant from camera view. She takes off her shoe her sock. It has a hole in it. 
Her shoe is replaced and this new hole is placed under the camera. The artist stares at the projection 
of her sock. After a long pause, the artist gets out of her chair and stands next to her desk looking at 
the projected image of the hole. The performance ends here. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SOME OF THE SMALL ONES 
 
A key from Cara 
A driftwood stick from Chris 
A white feather from Anita 
A small, green toy that chirps from Simone 
A metal Indian foot charm from Simone 
A package of ‘throw-downs’ from Simone 
A guitar pick from Sinéad 
Three pink, fake flower petals from Sinéad 
A paper airplane from Sinéad 
A piece of ancient Egyptian temple from Caroline 
Alfalfa seeds from Aldith 
A hole from John 
Two pens from Cindy 
A blue and white ribbon from Michelle 
A string bracelet that I made for Mom 
Mousse’s dog tag  
A broken brass bangle from Mom 
A serenity poem Grandy gave to Mom 
A small love note that Dad wrote Mom 
A note written by Lisa as a child 
An Arts Centre discount card from Sarah 
A miniature tea-cup from Glesni 
 
 
 

My sincerest gratitude  
to all those who gave me  

small objects, small memories, small words of encouragement, small insights, large insights 
and everything in between.  

 
I would like to mention the following people by name:  

Margaret Ames,  
Cara Brostrom, Chris Okerberg,  

Sinéad Cormack, Simone Kenyon,  
Linda Peckitt,  

and of course, John Becker.  
 


