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Plastic boxes within boxes, containers contained, nothing goes to waste with Tupperware. Spares, 

carefully crammed into the wall mounted kitchen cupboard, awkwardly affixed over the chest 

freezer. The shelf impeded the freezer lid. Our house was crammed with too much stuff. 

Sliding open the cupboard door, perched on steps, dragged over the lino, was a chore, having to 

scan for the relevant sized box. The phobia came from having to find the right sized box, then find 

the matching lid, then having the patience to restock, re-size order and replace un-required 

receptacles. There is a misery in mis-matching, recursion made me curse. Squirrelling clutter away 

was one of my mother’s strengths. My inability to exquisitely squirrel was always met with maternal 

disdain. The daughter of an abusive third hand on a Grimsby fishing vessel, her second hand 

attachments extended to furniture, clothing, anything bestowed or needing rid-of. I had first hand 

experience of her cruelty. I was a sensitive, creative child - who ‘didn’t know I was born’. I couldn’t 

bear these Grimbarians. However, Grimsby, bore a different desire. 

My first artwork I can ever possibly recall, beckoned me into the town, the anticipation of spying the 

statue, from afar, from the back of my father’s car was cherished. ‘The Nudey Man’ caught my eye, 

held my attention. Striding in front of the college, the figure and his gait appealed, a longer gaze, 

from heavy traffic. Did sculpture make me gay? Accumulation and androphilia inform my practice, 

my childhood susceptibility - Grimsby rubbed off on me or perhaps the opposite? 


