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            Praise for Bolt from the Blue

            
                

            

            ‘Bolt from the Blue is a scintillating, wistful exploration of a good career and a poor relationship. Pithy yet expansive, it’s an essential, engrossing, illuminating read for any aspiring artist.’

            — Sara Baume, author of Handiwork

            
                

            

            ‘There’s a strange magic to Jeremy Cooper’s writing. The way he puts words together creates an incantatory effect. Reading him is to be spellbound, then. I have no idea how he does it, only that that I am seduced.’

            — Ben Myers, author of The Offing

            
                

            

            ‘For a book that has the word ‘love’ on almost every page, Bolt From the Blue is endlessly inventive in showing us how love is often hidden, rationed, coded and disguised. It is an epistolary dialogue between a life of possibilities – as shown through the maturing vision of an artist – and one of disappointments, expressed through the wise and seasoned scepticism of the artist’s mother. Jeremy Cooper is a deft and sensitive writer who understands how to entrust his book to his characters.’

            — Ronan Hession, author of Leonard and Hungry Paul

            
                

            

            Praise for Ash before Oak

            
                

            

            ‘Low-key and understated, this beautiful book … is a civilised and melancholy document that slowly progresses towards a sense of enduring, going onwards, and even new life. It feels like a healing experience.’

            — Phil Baker, The Sunday Times

            
                

            

            ‘A study in how writing can give lives meaning, and in how it can fail to be enough to keep one afloat, this is a rare, delicate book, teeming with the stuff of real life.’

            — Publishers Weekly, starred review
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            To Lindsay Seers and Ben Rivers
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            To keep things straightforward and, as far possible, honest, I have precisely transcribed all the postcards and letters, later emails, I could find between my mother and me from my moving down to London in October 1985 until her death in August 2018. It turns out that we each kept a fair number through thirty years of moves and marriages. Mum’s letters to me I had stacked in date order in an empty drawing-paper box in my studio, inside their envelopes, the emails in a folder of consecutive printouts. My letters to her I found in a jumble at the back of a clothes drawer, emails on her low-tech old PC in a file titled GIRL. The arrival of the internet and email does not appear to have much affected the way Mum and I wrote to each other. My last words to her were on a postcard. We were hooked by then into set habits of language and form. Subjects changed with time, as did the relationship, the basic structure of our connection hardly at all.

            My letters and postcards and emails were always dated, hers never. Not all the time-gaps are due to missing letters, as one or other of us, usually both, regularly went silent. I can also see that some absences of information in the letters may be due to the intervention of our very occasional telephone calls. This does not explain all the empty months, nor the way some letters refer to the contents of another letter which no longer exists. Dozens of letters were allowed to disappear. There may be an ex plicit reason why, for example, the year 1987 is almost a complete letter-blank, together with the first half of 1988, but it is too long ago for me to meaningfully recall the circumstances. Several significant occurrences to fill various gaps over the years do spring arbitrarily to mind, in visual detail, without my knowing why there are no letters recording the event. In more recent years I 10 was frequently away, researching and making my films, then showing them, often abroad, too preoccupied to write and uncontactable by Mum.

            While I can remember a few of the letters from me that Mum did not keep, most of the absences are lost in the mist. I prefer to leave them there, in limbo. My policy is to look forward not back. Cut off and move on. My motto.

            Some of Mum’s letters which I do not have I tore up and threw away within seconds of reading them, they made me so angry. Others have simply vanished, maybe left by me in a jacket pocket and discarded by the dry cleaners, or abandoned by mistake on a café table. Neither of us were great letter-writers anyway. Even if I had them all, the narrative they tell would still be partial. Nothing is ever complete, everything always a version. An illusion to imagine that diligent research and enquiry, about anything or anyone, can produce the whole story. There is no such thing.

            This is what I have.

            Period.

            Patterns coalesce, sometimes by chance, at other times by design.

            It took years, but our contact did seem to find, in time, a worthwhile rhythm, tightness and tedium giving way to a skewed sense of connection and care.

            The letters tell only a tiny part of what has happened to me as an adult. They offer even fewer details of Mum’s life.

            Re-reading this correspondence was a disturbing experience.

            I cannot deny that these are my words and yet they do not feel like me. A depleted with-mother me? Although flashes of my actual presence are seen in a fair number 11 of thoughts which I still hold today, this remains a selective misrepresentation of who I am. The temptation to add and improve, to remove repetition, tone down my rants, was considerable.

            I am pleased that I managed to resist. Because inconsistency, contradiction and exaggeration I have come to accept as the marks of reality, proof that, however inadequate in terms of communication and inaccurate as history, these letters are right. True, in my seeing, gathered by me for myself alone and not for others.

            It is difficult, I find, to match the Lynn Gallagher who wrote these letters to the person who made the films described, even though I am both these women.

            I made the transcriptions over several months, bit by bit, in an effort to establish to my own satisfaction why the outwardly unexceptional relationship between a mother and daughter affected me badly for so many years. The effort was wasted. Work on the texts has told me nothing. To the present me, my past feelings remain in essence inexplicable. Rereading these pages, I cannot understand how Mum’s behaviour drove me to physically cut myself away from whatever it was in her that I felt the need to protect myself from.

            Where in these letters is there evidence of maternal ill-treatment?

            That is what I have been asking myself, and am obliged to answer ‘Nowhere’. In between a line or two, or ten, maybe.

            Nothing serious.

            Would I have written so many letters with ‘news and views’ if our relationship was as bad as I constantly told myself it was? Equally, it is unlikely that I would recently have spent masses of time on this project of reclamation had it not felt important for me to do so. 12

            While I do care that my films and photographs are seen – art-things do not exist until entering the lives of others – this does not alter the fact that the work matters essentially to me, will forever matter most to me, whatever anybody else might feel about it. Even more so with the transcript of these letters, my making of a private memento to Mum and me.

            It is true what Mum used to say, that at heart I have never much cared what others think, preoccupied instead with my own concerns.

            In my mid-fifties now, I have led a rich life, to which Mum appears in these letters to have contributed more than she took away. Her self-negating acceptance of things may have tied Mum down but it did not hold me back. The mistakes I made are my own and it is ridiculous of me to blame her, as I have tended to do for far too long.

            We suffer. Of course we suffer, from time to time. Some people a great deal more than others. I have been lucky.

            Sadly, alongside my narrow-minded account of art things, this correspondence mostly tells of our family difficulties. All the same, I hope some real qualities in Mum’s and my relationship manage to push their way through.

            These letters are letters, not literature.

            I am a maker of films not a writer, and Mum was neither.

            One thing which surprises me is the overlapping language, the shared phrases, related tone. Probably because it is me to her and her to me, us to each other. I write differently to my friends, and to myself.

            My thoughts at least are not my mother’s.

            I don’t think they are. 13

            Are they?

            Don’t tell me, I’d rather not know.
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            BOLT FROM THE BLUE

         

         1 OCT 85

         Mum

         Busy, brief.

         Arrived safely and found the college digs easily enough.

         Direct by 19 bus to St Martin’s.

         St Martin’s College of Art! How about that!!

         I feel … I feel happy.

         Love

         Lynn xx

         7 OCT 85

         Mum

         Me again.

         It’s great here: London, the school, the students.

         I feel at home. It’s where I’m meant to be.

         Already into a routine. You know how I need routine.

         For the first few days I couldn’t find any time to read my novel-of-the-moment, which worried me. Now, if nothing else, I’ve at least thirty-five minutes twice a day on the top deck of the bus to and from St Martin’s. To bury myself in a story.

         Decided to tackle Doris Lessing.

         Not ‘tackle’, that makes it sound a chore. It’s not. Not at all. She’s wonderful. I meant that I intend to read several, beginning at her first, The Grass is Singing, then move straight on to  The Golden Notebook, which is the one I’m most looking forward to. Finishing off with The Good Terrorist, just out in paperback.

         With the scholarship, I’m able to buy every book I read – second-hand if necessary – and will begin to make my own grown-up library.

         Most of the teachers are practising artists and understand 15 that the point is to encourage and support, not tell.

         Midwives not policemen.

         So refreshing after the drag of eleven-plus and O-levels and A-levels, and the portfolio and interviews for here.

         No more exams, ever! It’s all coursework, and assessment of stuff made. Not a problem.

         I think so, anyway.

         Must rush.

         Love

         Lynn

         17 OCT 85

         Mum

         Have you got the correct address? Lynn Gallagher (First Year), St Martin’s College of Art, 107-109 Charing Cross Road, London WC2H 0EB. Each student has her own pigeonhole, where event notices and timetables and letters are placed twice a day. Except I haven’t received a single letter.

         Nothing to tell you. I’m not going to write into thin air.

         Lynn x

         28 OCT 85

         Mother

         Take a jump.

         Lynn

         
             

         

         [Written in black ink capital letters on the message side of a Leeds Postcard, the front with a field of grey pound signs overlaid in block lettering with the slogan: I DON’T GIVE A SHIT WHAT YOUR HOUSE IS WORTH.] 16
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            Dear Lynn

            Sorry, love, haven’t been feeling too good. Taken on more shifts at the pub, now that you’re not here in the evenings. It’ll sort itself out.

            Glad to hear you’re settling in.

            You’re my star.

            Lots of love

            Mum

            
                

            

            P.S. Great card. Money, that’s all anyone thinks about, isn’t it?

         

         3 NOV 85

         Dear Mum

         We’re making postcards at St Martin’s.

         B-NEGATIVE painted in my own dark red blood! Not a cow’s!

         My tutor liked it a lot. Now it’s yours.

         Love

         L x

         
             

         

         [Posted the postcard in an envelope, to prevent damage. Strange now to handle something I made over thirty years ago and had not seen again until clearing Mum’s flat. Like most of my past work, I remembered precisely how it looked.]

         
            [image: ]

         

         
            Dear Lynn

            Dead right title for you! 17

            Wasn’t it hysterical when the school nurse told us you were this rare blood type? They were always calling you to give blood.

            Useful earner.

            I’ve settled in.

            To my new hours at The Blind Traveller.

            And to controlling the booze.

            Ankles swollen from the extra-standing. Better than they were.

            You get used to anything, in the end.

            See you.

            Love

            Mum

         

         19 NOV 85

         M

         Beware of apples’n’onions bunions!

         How’s Chippy puss?

         Does she miss me?

         I miss her!

         L xx

         
             

         

         [Embarrassing Kardorama postcard of a fluffy grey kitten playing with a large ball of yellow wool.]

         18 DEC 85

         Mum

         I’m afraid I won’t be home for Christmas or New Year.

         A friend has invited me to stay at her parents’ place, near Exeter. Sounds quite a large house.

         She’s got a car, so we’ll be driving down

         Her father runs the family firm of stockbrokers. Four days a week in the City. That kind of stuff. 18

         As it’s your busy time at the pub you’ll barely notice.

         Love

         Lynn

         20 JAN 86

         Mum

         How are you? Was Christmas OK?

         I’ve caught a cold, touch of flu perhaps. Never mind, it’ll pass.

         Full of ideas for work

         Lynn xx

         
             

         

         [Written on the classic Guerrilla Girls postcard of a billboard in New York showing the Mona Lisa with a green gag, the black and pink capital letters reading: First they want to take away a woman’s right to choose. Now they’re censoring art.]
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            Dear Lynn

            Xmas was fine, thanks. Plenty of visitors, people dropping by. At  the pub, mostly,

            Bought myself a new radio in the sales. And fancy underwear.

            Yeah, I’m in pretty good shape. Considering.

            Didn’t have to do Christmas turkey or anything. Don’t know why I bothered all those years.

            Love

            Mother

            
                

            

            P.S. The cat’s fine too. No cat has ever missed anybody. Nor any other cat, as far as I can see. Food and warmth all they go for.

         

         19

         15 FEB 86

         Mum

         Thought it was Christmas at home which I find impossible. Bliss compared with Devon!

         Safest, I’d say, to pretend the visit never happened.

         Except I’ve been trying to blank it out, and can’t. So, need to get it off my chest. To you, of course!

         One of my lists!

         That fucking family. Frisky, freezing, freaky, fraudulent, frantic, foxy, foul, fossilised, formal, forlorn, footling, foolish, foetid, fly-blown, fleshy, flatulent, flash, flaky, filthy, fiendish, fidgety, feeble, faulty, fat, fatal, farcical, false.

         Reverse alfabetical!

         Jerk of a father made a pass at me.

         They have an outdoor swimming pool. Heated, in winter!

         On the way out, this breed. They must be. Surely?

         I’m going to ignore Christmas completely from now on.

         Love

         Lynn

         16 FEB 86

         Dear Mum

         There’s a teacher at St Martin’s who bangs on about contact-making, how important it is for our careers. Weird!

         Since when did being an artist become a career?

         If it is then I don’t want to be an artist. I do stuff, that’s all.

         Stuff which may or may not mean anything to anybody else. To me, though, it really matters. That’s the point.

         Love

         Lynn20

         P.S. St Martin’s College of Art is now officially called the London Institute. Makes no difference.

         28 FEB 86

         Mum

         You asked if I had somewhere to work at college.

         I do, it’s great: open long hours, seven days a week.

         First year students have individual studios on the lower ground floor. Cubicles, with eight-foot high wooden divides, open on the passage side, no doors.

         Looking out of the window, below the level of the pavement, I can see passers-by up to the top of their thighs.

         Fascinating. I could watch for hours. Who are they?

         Where’ve they come from, where are they going to?

         I’m obsessed!

         ‘Tell me another,’ I hear you saying!

         Out of the hundreds and hundreds of Polaroids I’ve taken, I’ve selected a hundred and thirty and mounted them flush-floated in a Perspex box frame, ten across by thirty down. Made the whole thing  myself.

         Spent days fiddling with patterns, direction of travel, coat colours, male/female, etc. One dog, placed near the bottom right of my grid, pissing against the railings.

         Can’t see his willy.

         My photographic grid echoes the old iron bars on the window. Sort of.

         Enclosed is a Polaroid of the Polaroids.

         What do you reckon?

         Love

         L xx
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            Dear Lynn

            I like it when you ask my opinion.

            What do I think of your … what would you call it? A picture?

            Don’t think much of it, to be honest. Looks a bit of a mess.

            You’ve always been so very tidy, and organised. I hope they don’t ruin that for you at art school.

            See how it goes. Keep K V.

            Love

            Mother

         

         26 JUNE 86

         Mum

         Last night I had an experience I’ll never forget. Ever.

         At the Almeida Music Festival I saw John Cage, the man himself, face of wrinkles and smiles. Plus his fat fellow-American pianist with a droopy moustache. In a performance of 4’33”.

         Do you know about this piece?

         Cage wrote it soon after the war.

         Mikhashoff, the pianist, sat down at the grand piano, closed the lid, set a stopwatch, folded his hands in his lap and rested in solemn and silent concentration for precisely four minutes and thirty-three seconds. After which he turned off the watch, opened the lid to expose the keys, stood up and bowed. To rapturous applause from the audience and a hug from Cage.

         Creaks of the floor, a man in the third row clearing his throat, cups clinking in the café outside. Loads of music! The near-silent sound of my own breath, blood beating in my ears.

         I’ve never seen anything like it. I mean, there’s no-one like Cage, or his music, and I’ve never seen or heard either live before. Of course not. I’m twenty-one and until 22 nine months ago I’d hardly moved from a Birmingham suburb!

         Despite his size, Yvar Mikhashoff is a champion tango dancer, it said in the programme. Not his real name, an art self-christening. Pinched from his grandfather, who, he claims, was a Russian  general.

         London!

         London!!

         London!!!

         Love from Lynn

         29 JUNE 86

         Mum

         I told you money’s short and I’ll need to work through the summer?

         Would’ve been at home, the usual, Sparkhill Co-op, if I hadn’t landed this great job up in Newcastle. At the Hatton Gallery, attached to the university. Tom, my tutor, knows the head of art there and recommended me for freelance work – cataloguing a collection of British drawings they’ve just been given. I’m thrilled.

         I’ll let you know how it goes.

         Take care of yourself.

         Make sure lover-boy does his share in the house.

         Big wish!

         Love

         Lynn

         
            [image: ]

         

         
            Lynn

            Are you never ever coming home again in your whole life?

            Mother

         

         23

         [I remember at the time wondering what the connection was between the image on this postcard and her words. None the wiser today. Maybe it was a card Mum hap-pened to have lying around, perhaps one I left behind in my room? It is captioned What price defence? by the photomontage specialist Peter Kennard, of a billion-pound note passed into a skeletal hand in exchange for missiles. On the reverse is a quotation from 1980 by Francis Pym, Defence Secretary at the time: We have to possess the most horrific weapons precisely so as not to use them.]

         28 SEPT 86

         Mum

         Back in London getting ready for term.

         It was brilliant up North, exactly the type of work I like.

         After sorting the drawings into some kind of order, I devised an effective method of categorization and piled through them.

         The experience of looking hard, for weeks on end, at other people’s art-ideas. At drawings, at the heart of things, hand to pencil to paper. Leaves me with a respect for the act of making miles beyond my previous thoughtlessness. Making things is a serious business. No fooling.

         Lynn xxx

         4 OCT 86

         Mum

         A thought.

         The thing which excites me about looking at non-commercial exhibitions, at the Whitechapel, say, or the Serpentine, is feeling the vitality in the best of these 24 older artists. A sense of their energy of endeavour, in everything they did, a lasting presence in their work after the death of the body.

         Love

         Lynn xx

         
             

         

         [Sent this on a words-only postcard: MAKE LOVE NOT BABIES – BAN THE POPULATION BOMB.]
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            Dear Lynn

            Wanted to tell you how pleased I am you’re finding your way forward.

            Pleased for you, not myself.

            True.

            I had my chances and didn’t take them. You have. Good for you, luv.

            Forget that nonsense about daughters fulfilling their mothers’ dreams. Flipping insult. To us both.

            Make your own bed, I say, and sleep on it yourself. No room for me. Wouldn’t want to anyway. Jesus, you shared my bed for long enough when you were little!

            As it happens, I agree with you about getting a kick up the pants from looking at tip-top art. I mean, that Picasso, he can do anything. Always making stuff nobody’d dreamt of doing before. Can’t stand half of it myself. So what?

            I love his hands, in the photos.

            Keep it up! Strength to strength!

            With love

            Mother

         

         
            
[image: ]25
            

         

         
            Dear Lynn

            I can’t believe you’re AGAIN not coming up for Christmas.

            I don’t understand. You say refusing to see me isn’t personal.

            Bloody well feels like it, I can tell you!

            Barely remember what you look like. Never saw much of you anyway. Out at school, or staying-over with friends.

            Suppose you cut off all your lovely hair once I wasn’t around to stop you?

            Never mind. It’s your life. I don’t mind.

            All I want is to see you home for Christmas.

            Love

            Mother

         

         14 DEC 86

         Mum

         I never said I refused to see you, just that I don’t want to step foot in Sparkhill. Not for the time being, anyway.

         Not necessarily forever.

         I’ve told you why. If you don’t get it, that’s not my fault.

         There’s nothing stopping you from coming to see me!

         Do you? No.

         Do you ever even suggest it? No.

         Please, don’t make such a fuss. I know it’s not normal.

         Nothing is ‘normal’. Not with us or anybody else.

         This is how we meet, in letters and postcards. For now.

         We’re getting on fine.

         Don’t rock the boat you used to tell me, when I took against your boyfriends.

         Same to you now. Different circumstances, same principle.

         Let go, please.

         Love

         Lynn26

         16 AUG 88

         Mum

         All the talk at London art schools this summer is about Freeze.

         Pretty annoying, as nobody seemed to notice our degree show. Doesn’t really matter. I was happy enough with my drawings. Which won a prize, actually!

         Don’t imagine news of Freeze reached Sparkhill!

         It’s a show of their own work organised by final year students at Goldsmiths, in a disused gym down Deptford way.

         Don’t wait to be asked, we’ll do it for ourselves!

         A short ballsy bloke from Leeds is the ringleader. He’s a whirlwind. Persuaded the developers across the river in Canary Wharf to pay for publication of an A4 illustrated catalogue. For a bunch of students!

         I liked Gallaccio’s piece best, the colours and shapes made by pouring molten lead over the floor. Apparently, she burnt her foot in an early session and couldn’t walk, her colleagues rallying round to finish the work for her, while she sat at the side giving instructions. ‘We were all Anya’s slaves,’ one of the other students said. ‘While she hung about on crutches drinking a glass of wine!’

         They were their own curators, taking turns to open up and sell catalogues. While I was there two of the small coloured cardboard boxes in Hirst’s sculpture fell off the wall and Fairhurst, I think it was, stuck them back in place.

         Derivative stuff, self-deciding to abandon ship. He’s the Leeds lad. A way to go.

         Pretty inspiring, though, all in all.

         Or is it a storm in a teacup?

         I wonder.27

         Telling you about it helps me see things from the outside. Cuts the London art dragon down to size.

         Love

         Lynn

         3 FEB 89

         Mum

         Relieved to say that I’ve got a part-time job. My friend Georgie, from the year above, found it for me. Studio assistant to a painter called Cedric Dawson. Big decorative rubbish. Him too. Fat, all flowery shirts and innuendo.

         Suits me perfectly. Go in, do my job without a thought, pocket the cash and get on with my own thing.

         It’s friends I talk to. Like Georgie. Not past-it pricks.

         She told me that once when the Director did his studio rounds with them last year, he looked into one cubicle, then outside in the passage was heard to complain, shaking his head: ‘There’s one in every year.’

         Bloody rude!

         Must ask Georgie whose studio it was. Probably turn out to be a  star!

         Must rush.

         Love

         L xx

         27 FEB 89

         Mum

         Can’t believe what I heard last night on the radio.

         President Reagan defends his fitness for office by the fact that he can still put on his socks without sitting down!

         Lynn xx28

         
             

         

         [On a postcard of Margaret Thatcher with her head in her hands above the red-edged banner: Maggie Shock. American Failure To Buy Britain.]
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            L

            I’ve stopped myself asking you this dozens of times, but … Do you have a boyfriend? Or girlfriend, I don’t mind. Is there anyone you love?

            M xx

         

         [Written on a commercial postcard view of the National Exhibition Centre in Birmingham, the same side of town as Sparkhill, not far from home.]

         20 MAR 90

         Mum, you’re so funny! I knew this was the one thing you really wanted to know!

         No, I don’t.

         I did.

         Off and on.

         A very clever artist and utter arsehole. Unbelievably self-centred. I suppose I thought I could change him.

         Standard woman stuff.

         He was at the Slade. I saw the light in the end and floored him by saying that I felt lonelier with him than on my own!

         Tant pis, as they say.

         Not that I’m certain I know what that means

         Tant pis, all the same.

         xLx29

         22 SEPT 90

         Mum

         If you want me to tell you about boyfriends, you’re also going to have to listen to me bang on about art. Though both subjects frequently bore me rigid!

         Pleased to have come across an artist, a couple of years older than me, whose work I like a lot. Michael Landy.

         His dad’s Irish. A show he calls Market has just opened in Bermondsey and I went earlier today.

         Takes on an enormous space, a decommissioned biscuit factory, set out with piles of coloured plastic crates and ranks of metal market stalls covered in rolls of fake grass. Empty. No fruit or veg. Nothing.

         Wandering around there on my own I felt even more self-conscious than I usually do at exhibitions. Not sure why. Relieved to be drawn towards the sounds of a video piece he’s made, in a room at the side.

         ‘No choice … That’s it, simple, there’s no choice. From quite early on, already at secondary school … I mean, and then, after art school, you just drive forward, whatever the setbacks,’ Landy says.

         I agree.

         Love

         Lynn

         4 JAN 91

         Mum

         I give up.

         Love!!

         Me, I thrash around in perpetual misunderstanding. Love may seem on occasion to work. It never does, though. Never can, I reckon. Doomed. 30

         No use asking you to elucidate!

         LOVE from me xx

         
             

         

         [Written on another Leeds Postcard, Angela Martin’s stylised watercolour of a disgruntled woman, titled Famous Radical Feminist Sayings and captioned Dead as a Dildo.]
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            Dear Lynn

            What do you mean?

            Don’t be so rude.

            May not be the standard deal but I’ve had a lot of love in life.

            Given plenty, that’s for sure. Happy to have. Love’s not a balance sheet, you know. It doesn’t cost anything. Giving love to someone is gain not loss.

            What’s more, it’s you who can’t understand, won’t listen. Not me who can’t explain.

            You don’t actually want to know, if truth be told.

            Love

            Mother

         

         6 MAR 91

         Mum

         At the end of last year I jacked in my job with that lousy Cedric Dawson.

         Mustn’t do this again. Anything’s better than working for a crappy artist. Hat-check girl. I don’t mind. Pole-dancer? Maybe not. Too thin, minimal boobs.

         Don’t have to, anyway. Susan Hiller has asked me to help with her Freud Museum project, and she’s the tops, in my view. 31

         At Matt’s Gallery last year, I spent ages looking at her film installation, with those boxing skeletons. Badgered them to put me in touch with Hiller. I think she may have seen my work somewhere, or maybe Klassnik at Matt’s had, I can’t quite remember. Doesn’t matter now.

         Two days a week in her studio, a short walk from St John’s Wood Underground, halfway to the Saatchi Gallery in Boundary Road.

         I’ve loved being there from the first moment.

         I’m lucky, I know.

         Love

         Lynn

         
             

         

         P.S. Incidentally, Matt isn’t a person. He’s Robin Klassnik’s large, very woolly English Sheepdog! The gallery also handles Joel Fisher and Mike Nelson, two other artists I like a lot.

         20 MAR 91

         Mum

         Working for Susan Hiller is perfect. Instead of the loss of two days it’s total gain.

         1. She’s intellectually inspiring.

         2. I earn enough from her to cover my share of the flat’s rent.

         3. I get tons more done during the other five days than I ever did in seven.

         The system is that Susan does the finding and fetching of the material for her Freud boxes, and writing the texts, while I do the setting and mounting in archive boxes.

         She’s very particular.

         Which I like, as you know.

         The first piece that I’ve finished is quite complex, with 32 cut-out slots to hold a wooden slapping stick and, bottom right, a magnifying glass focused on a Mr Punch postage stamp. In the lid, the photocopy of a photograph of a Punch & Judy performer talking to a boy from the audience.

         She has titles for each box printed in capital letters on a rectangular white card stuck on the outside of the lid.

         This one’s called: SLAPSTICK (slaep’ stik).

         It’s never dull with Susan. Earlier today, seeing my puzzled frown, she told me it’s too late to question her sense of humour!

         Indeed!

         Why would I want to? She’s such fun.

         And democratic. Such a healthy vision of art. Considers viewers and listeners and readers to be active participants, as collaborators, interpreters, even detectives.

         Go work it out, fellas!

         With love

         Lynn
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            Dear Lynn

            Do you listen to the radio these days? You always used to.

            I could never get what you saw in that Letter from America.

            He always seemed to miss the point. Never trusted the man myself, his pretend innocence. Me, I ten times prefer the open crook to a closet deceiver. Worst are those who don’t even know they’re not telling the truth. Too far up their own arses to notice.

            Your weekly date with the Top Twenty was all right, I must admit.

            Anyway, what I wanted to say is that Gardeners’ Question Time next week is from Solihull. I’ve got a ticket. And a question. 33

            What peach tree would the panel recommend I plant against the sunny wall of a Sparkhill semi?

            Trouble is I don’t know what sort of soil it is. They’re bound to ask.

            Don’t suppose I’ll get called. You might like to tune in, in case.

            Love

            Mother

         

         2 MAY 91

         Mother

         Missed the programme, sorry.

         Are you really going to plant a peach tree? You’ll need a team of your ex-blokes to pickaxe the concrete first!

         I agree, plain-speakers much better than smarmy gits.

         Doesn’t politeness drive you mad? Does me. Bugger manners. Society’s thumb screws.

         I keep changing my mind about the radio. There’re days when it feels productive to have Radio 4 playing in the studio while I work. At other times I find any extra sound a total distraction. Get so irritated by the small mindedness of those middle-class, middle-aged, middle-of-the-road, privately educated, politician-worshipping, in-joke addicted, overpaid, time serving presenters.

         And your years of Archers-worship at dinner send me straight to the off-button the second that terrible tune starts up.

         I still listen a bit to Radio 3. Less than before, because in London I can do my music-listening live. Mark up in my diary dates in advance and book tickets.

         Alone.

         I love going to concerts of contemporary music on my own. Listening and listening. And watching. Following the conductor’s hand to look for the sound about to be 34 made by the players.

         The new music scene’s so unaffected. No trendies, concert hall three-quarters full at the most, people there because they want to hear.

         Not to see and be seen.

         I never meet anybody who knows me. Another attraction.

         With love

         Lynn

         23 MAY 91

         Mum

         A confession: I’m hooked on Boulez!

         He’s set up this experimental music school in Paris.

         Near the Pompidou, I think.

         Anyhow, he brings his musicians over quite often to play at the  Barbican.

         I always go.

         Took a note the other day of something he wrote: ‘We must never give in and simply follow the existing rules, which are not difficult to observe … but take action as direct as possible to transform those rules, which have often become nothing more nor less than the conventions of an established swindle.’

         Phew!

         Love

         Lynn X
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            Dear Lynn

            What’s wrong with Mantovani, king of the strings?

            A lot, I agree! 35

            What I’d love to go to, one day, is the Bach B Minor Mass at King’s College. Your Aunt Betty’s invited me a couple of times but it’s always been around Christmas, when I’m working.

            On my visits to her in Cambridge we do go to the theatre. The Footlights one year, with Hugh Laurie. I didn’t laugh once.

            Surprised she doesn’t take me to concerts. Betty was always more musical than me. Perhaps that’s why. Afraid Mahler might be beyond me!

            The so-and-so!

            Mother x

         

         2 AUG 91

         Mum

         I made an exception last night to my no-previews rule, for Sarah S., and went to the opening of the group show she’s in. Broken English at the Serpentine.

         ‘Prestigious young British art’, they’re calling it.

         Whiteread, Hirst, Landy and the rest.

         She’s laid out on the lawn in front of the gallery a massive Union Jack of broken glass. Thousands and thousands of smashed green and clear glass bottles. I spilt my glass of wine laughing when Sarah said to me, RSC style: ‘In my mind, somewhere far away, in what was once called British Empire, an ancient wind-ravaged Union Jack, drained of all its colour, hangs abject, on a forgotten flagpole.’

         She’s good!

         It was difficult to take in the work, with the crowds and chatter. And a touch too much to drink, to calm my nerves.

         Saw Sarah was wilting too. Persuaded her to leave early and we walked arm-in-arm together down Exhibition Road. 36

         To Daquise, a cheap Polish restaurant near South Ken tube.

         Where we talked in the kind of way I love.

         Lynn XX

         4 SEPT 91

         Mum

         This will infuriate you! More gossip about the tiny, tinny, trivial world of art!

         This summer, a bloke called Gavin Turk, who failed his MA at the Royal College, has been taken on by White Cube as one of the five artists they’ve chosen to represent on opening in the West End. Stuff qualifications!

         Hirst, of course, is one of the others.

         Yeah, so what?

         Right, seeing that White Cube is run by a rich name-grabber, the son of a Tory ex-minister, his gallery stands for everything people like me DO NOT want the art world to be.

         Except Turk’s different. I’ve never met him but I’m sure he is, you can tell from the work. Sure, he takes himself seriously. Never too seriously.

         Enough!

         Love

         me xx
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            Dear Lynn

            This Turk bloke sounds a bit like my dad, your grandfather, who you never met. Everyone liked him too.

            I loved everything about him. His smile, his smell, his jokes. His oil-stained mechanic’s hands. Sunday visits to the pub for lunch 37 with him and Mum, Betty and me included, he always insisted.

            He drank, of course. Men drink. Though I never saw him out for the count.

            Died from blood poisoning, like plenty of blue-collar workers in his day.

            You’re not like him at all. Or my mother.

            And not remotely like your own useless dad.

            Bolt from the blue, you!

            M xx

         

         21 NOV 91

         Mum

         I’m not being pathetic, not complaining. Just that I can only once remember you looking proper-happy when I was a girl.

         Twice, to be precise, on the same day.

         Preparing to go to and then returning from rehearsals for Handel’s Messiah with Birmingham Amateur Choral Society. I reckon you must’ve loved singing. The unity of a choir, or something?

         Maybe you had a beautiful voice and were proud of the sound you made?

         Never showed an interest in other classical work, as far as I can remember.

         How did you learn to read music? And Betty the piano, for that matter. Grandpa a mechanic.

         It’s possible, now I think of it, that you pretended to read the notes and sang by ear.

         You’ve always been good at winging it!

         Love

         Lynn 38

         17 DEC 91

         Mum

         You’ll have noticed that I decided to save you from a blow-by-blow account of life in the Hiller studio. May not always be able to restrain myself!

         So you know, though … it’s fantastic!

         Love, Lynn

         
             

         

         [Sent on a Cath Tate postcard from four or five years before, a photomontaged bottle of eye-bath treatment, the label with a wedding photo of the Prince and Princess of Wales, with the brand name Royal Eye Wash and printed at the base Guaranteed Free of Homosexuality And Ethnic Minorities.]
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            Lynn

            What, there’ll be MORE art news on the way?

            You’ve already twice put me to sleep!

            Seriously, you’re writing like a robot. Or to a robot. In some letters I don’t hear you or see myself.

            Not much fun either way.

            Ahoy there! It’s me! The woman who used to do your cooking!

            Mother x

         

         10 FEB 92

         Mum

         You’re not going to put me off! Aren’t you a teeny bit interested in that shark in formaldehyde?

         In our lunch break yesterday, Susan and I walked down to Boundary Road to see what the art-crowd are making 39 such a fuss about.

         Much as expected. Kind-of clever. Nose for publicity.

         Enterprising of Hirst to pull it off technically and then flog the silly thing for a fortune to Charles ‘the baron’ Saatchi.

         Susan has no time for art like this. She quite liked its title: The Physical Impossibility of Death in the Mind of Someone Living.

         Must be a relief in Birmingham that the estate agent’s been released unharmed. Eight days bound and gagged in a coffin in a padlocked workshop. No picnic.

         The man, he’ll be convicted.

         I’ll write again soon.

         Love, Lynn
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            Dear Lynn

            Stephanie Slater, yes, awful. She was lucky.

            In the pub some know-all said the kidnapper, Sams, has only one  leg.

            Seems unlikely. You’d need to be nifty to catch an estate agent and shut her in a box, I reckon.

            I can believe him being married three times. There’s no accounting for the shitty men us idiots get tied up with.

            Susan Hiller sounds a hoot.

            xx Mum

         

         16 SEPT 92

         Mum

         Who is it who comes up with the headlines?

         Like ‘Black Wednesday’, ‘The Great God ERM’, ‘Limp Lamont’. 40

         I mean, limp rather than lame is genius!

         I’m busy fixing boxes. Yesterday it was an ace Hiller number, with the photo of an American cowgirl called Jennie Metcalfe and two Staffordshire white china cow creamers.

         Susan said she’d never heard women called cow until she came to England.

         As she’s a word buff, I should ask her about the origins of popular newspaper phrases. We’ve made a Freud archive box titled NAMA-MA, the word for mother in one of the Aboriginal dialects.

         When she was in Australia not long ago, Papunya artists showed her where to find the earth pigments with which they make their paintings. She brought samples home, which I’ve ground and mounted in glass cosmetic containers, to place in a fitted compartment in the box.

         Though she’s a bit of a mystic, believes in auras and dreams and communication beyond the grave, Susan is super-conscious of the practicalities of making art. Very down to earth, essentially.

         She’s such a challenge!

         Love, Lynn xx
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            Lynn

            You haven’t got the message, have you?

            I tell you, I hate the way you lecture me about art. As if I’m a brick. A blank wall. ‘Slap it on. Don’t worry, she won’t understand’.

            Why bother, in that case?

            As a matter of fact, I’ve always liked looking at paintings and sculpture and things, when I get the chance. Who do you think encouraged you in the first place?  41

            Big field, can’t see everything. You know what you know. Me, I happen to have heard of Hilliard and not Hiller, until you started in her studio. His work’s pretty good too, don’t you think? Saw his photographs a couple of years ago in the Barber Institute, over in Edgbaston, at the University.

            You can be as critical of me as you like, just don’t write me off as thick.

            Bitch, if that’s what you think. Not stupid bitch.

            Mother

         

         27 SEPT 92

         Mum

         Do I sound as though I don’t give a toss what you think about my work?

         It’s complicated.

         Sorry if that’s how I come across. It’ll probably be a hangover from when I was a teenager, convinced you weren’t in the least bit interested in what I did. Sensed your desperation to get shot of me.

         Both may be true. Or neither. I honestly don’t know what I really feel.

         About anything.

         Except perhaps my work. Which for sure has a solid way to go yet.

         Maybe I’ll really want to know what you think when I’ve finally done something that I myself reckon might be worthwhile?

         Time. It takes time. Everything takes such a very long time.

         Be patient, please.

         We’ll get through.

         With love

         Lynn42

         7 OCT 92

         Mum

         I wake up early at the moment and can’t get back to sleep.

         Lie there in the dark, thinking.

         Several times recently about my childhood. Remembering how calm you were in a crisis. When I fell into a bank of nettles in the Norfolk dunes one baking summer’s day and stung myself all over. On our holiday, in a caravan site.

         Do you remember?

         And me feeling sick in the coach on the way down to London, our first time on the M1, and you forcing the driver to stop on the hard shoulder and let me out for a breather.

         All the sympathy and caring sent haywire by your angry eruptions at the drop of a hat.

         Incidentally, I’m really pleased I speak with a Brummie twang. I usen’t to be, when I first went to St Martin’s.

         Got myself in a state about the dismissive assumptions by art-snobs. Which is everyone in the commercial art world, just about.

         Seven years later I’m happy to hear the sounds I make.

         Pleased I didn’t snuff them out in embarrassment.

         With love

         Lynn

         25 JAN 93

         Mum

         Have you come across Morton’s Dot-to-Dot postcards?

         Lynn xx

         
             

         

         [Sent her Paul Morton’s postcard Thatcher Therapy. 43

         Dot-to-Dot Puzzle No. 1, with instructions on the reverse: ‘Thatcher Therapy. Take a broad, black, water-based felt-tip pen and follow the dots until Mrs Thatcher’s face is obliterated. Wipe clean and it’s ready for the next go. In no time at all you’ll be looking forward to starting the day with fresh vigour.’ Printed and published by Morton at his Hot Frog Graphics in Yorkshire.]

         
            [image: ]

         

         
            Dear Lynn

            You chose that postcard on purpose, knowing how much I admire Mrs Thatcher!

            Good laugh all the same.

            She might be a bossy old bag but at least she speaks straight. I always know what she means. And quite often agree with her.

            Definitely about looking after the pennies. Family thrift, that kind of thing.

            What about the threat to the climate, one of your sacred cows?

            Mrs Thatcher’s right on side with that.

            Doesn’t fit so well with her work these days for Philip Morris, the tobacco people, I’ll give you that!

            I like getting your postcards. The postie winks at me when I answer the door on a postcard morning.

            Love

            Mum

            
                

            

            P.S. Don’t forget: I have NEVER voted Tory in my life, and never will.

         

         18 MAR 93

         Mum

         ‘With due respect’, ‘if the truth be told’, ‘all things 44 considered’, ‘I have to say’, ‘frankly’, and so on and so on. Whenever I hear phrases like this on the radio, I know I’m about to be lied to.

         I’ve my suspicions even about the pseudo-innocent ‘So …’!

         ‘To be honest…’ implies, to me, that the remark about to follow is so marginally true as to be basically false! Every remark without this preface can presumably be taken as, at best, dubious? By intention or unknowingly.

         Makes little difference.

         The other day a Tory MP claimed in a by-election programme on Radio 4: ‘Chances are, if you vote for us England will win the World Cup and your daughter will marry a millionaire.’

         Honestly!

         No joke even if it is a joke.

         I forgot to say a while back that, like your dad, Landy’s dad was a working man. Built tunnels. Badly injured in the 1970s when a roof collapsed and has never been able to work since.

         That’s not funny either.

         Love, Lynn
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            Don’t be silly, love. Those clichés don’t mean anything. They’re just what everyone says. Without thinking.

            M xx

         

         [Mum wrote this on a Janet de Wagt postcard titled Women are called birds because of the worms they pick up, a drawing by the New Zealand artist who lived at the time in England, printed by the Tyneside Free Press Workshop.]45

         30 MAR 93

         Mum

         So it’s great for everyone to go around saying what they don’t mean? On the radio, in parliament, at school?

         OK, I’ll stop. Dead end!!

         L xx

         
             

         

         [Written on Situationist Postcard No. 2 published by Exitstencil Press, designed by Gee Vaucher, female founder and lead singer of the anarcho-punk band Crass. A photomontage of a starving child served on a silver platter by a waiter to wealthy guests seated at a restaurant table.]

         23 MAY 93

         Mum

         Things aren’t easy, at the moment.

         I’ve been selected for several group shows, and dealers are sniffing around. Reckoned I’d get by.

         And I am, financially.

         It’s me. I’m the problem. My brain has collapsed. Into sponge. Moss.

         Been reading the book No Author Better Served, of letters between Samuel Beckett and his American theatre director Alan Schneider, in one of which Beckett wrote: ‘Not an idea in my head for new work of any kind – but then there never was.’

         Ditto.

         Double ditto, given the fact that when they did come Beckett’s ideas were hundreds of times better than mine ever will be. 46

         ‘Get a dog’, you say. ‘Have a baby’. I wish you’d stop making such ridiculous suggestions.

         Please Mum.

         Don’t worry, I’ll turn the corner.

         With love

         Lynn X

         2 JUNE 93

         Mum

         Stroke of luck.

         Not being in the swing, I hadn’t heard about the studio-gallery set up by two young artists down Bethnal Green Road, close to Brick Lane. Until I happened to pick up – can’t remember where, maybe at The Barley Mow – a copy of Purple Prose, with an article on them.

         Walked straight over.

         There they both were, sitting at a table making things. I bought a white T-shirt with the hand-painted slogan in black capital letters HAVE YOU WANKED ON ME YET.

         They’re just doing what they do, not being ‘artists’. It’s great. In their Purple Prose interview one of the women said: ‘We don’t have a plan, we are the plan. I can’t think of anything else I’d rather be doing.’

         I’ll keep an eye out for those two, that’s for sure.

         Love from Lynn
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            Dear Lynn

            Sounds to me as if you’re bang at the centre of things. No art-wanking in Birmingham!

            Suppose they’ll settle down soon enough to the standard slog. 47

            Might as well enjoy themselves while they can.

            Long live grants. And their dads probably slip them a fiver or two now and again.

            Is it all girls, or are there boy artists in the mix too?

            Rather you than me.

            With love

            Mum

         

         18 JUNE 93

         Mum

         Yeah, I think women are taking the lead these days, to some extent.

         The men tend to be more conventional.

         You’re wrong about money from the dads, though, in this case. The father of one drives a taxi-cab and the other is married to a different woman from her mother!

         When I was at the Brick Lane place three artist-friends of theirs dropped by. They were chatting about dealers and selling and stuff, and I overheard one of the two women say: ‘I don’t care how. All I want is to be rich and famous.’

         ‘Give us a break, please,’ one of the blokes responded, frowning in disbelief.

         You never know. Determination gets you a long way.

         I noted down from a Doris Lessing book: ‘It’s my belief that talent is plentiful, and that what is lacking is staying power.’

         Off for a swim. Might try the London Fields Lido.

         Beautiful afternoon, and it’s an outside pool.

         Maybe it’s no longer open? Saw something about it somewhere. Must check.

         See you.

         Love, Lynn48

         6 JULY 93

         Mum

         Susan’s turning up with more and more things for me to box.

         Yesterday it was a sandpainting she had picked up somewhere. Stylised teepee collage formed of different coloured sands ‘collected from the deserts and mountains of the southwestern United States’. She’s called it PLIGHT (Plite), with an elaborate text pasted onto the inside of the lid.

         I get the feeling Susan prefers to work alone, doing without studio assistants. She’s warm and generous, but I tread carefully.

         Don’t blame her. I don’t think I could ever co-direct a film. Need to do everything myself. Write the script, find locations, set the lights, hold the camera, edit the film, compose the credits.

         Difficult enough managing the occasional actor, I find.

         Would really like to do the acting too!

         You run your own life, Mum. Maybe I caught the independence bug from you?

         Dad seems to be a lazy, bloody … What do I know?

         Haven’t seen him since I was two and a half!

         Let him go. Move on and let it go. That’s what I must tell myself.

         Love

         Lynn
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            Dear Lynn

            You mentioning your dad made me think of mine. As I often do.

            As you know. 49

            It was he who arranged for my singing lessons, in Thetford, when I was sixteen. After the school told him I had a special voice.

            He used to drive me over on a Sunday morning, his day off, and wait outside in the car, chain-smoking.

            My teacher was blind.

            I remember the dead leaves and litter blowing in the porch of her ground floor flat. No front step. And stumbling after her in darkness down a long passage when she answered the door.

            Then her teaching room full of light, facing the yard. Which she couldn’t see, of course.

            The lessons were cut short by dad’s death.

            You’re right, I never did learn to read music.

            There’s a lot I can’t do.

            Love

            Mother

         

         1 AUG 93

         Dear Mum

         That’s sad about the singing. Without your dad I guess there’d have been no way for your mum to find the money to continue the lessons.

         Coincidence that yesterday I went to something called the Fête Worse Than Death. I can see that for you there couldn’t have been, at the time, a fate worse than your father’s death. Must’ve affected everything

         This FTWD was a street day-event put on by artists in Shoreditch. Planned now to be annual. The best bit about it was that almost all the participants, and the audience as well, knew each other. Us bystanders were involved in the act, our responses part of the show. Although there were maybe fifty stalls set out on both sides of the street, it was really intimate. Like a party at home. 50

         Young artists performing with and for each other.

         A few of my St Martin’s lot were in the crowd. It was good to catch up.

         Sarah S. and Georgie actually had stalls. With a bunch of the ex-Goldsmiths crew also doing their number. That Damien Hirst had a pitch. Stall set out with loads of tubes of paint, squares of cardboard and a turntable. His new thing: making spin paintings for a quid each. Hirst and Fairhurst, his studio-mate, were dressed and made-up as circus clowns, elaborately face-painted by big Leigh Bowery, the punk jeweller. For an extra 50p they exposed themselves, showed off their striped cocks and spotted balls!

         Not for me, though. Too pally, in the end. A closed shop.

         Compston, the young man running it, has great energy but is quite a toff. Scent of swastika about the logo and retro line in waistcoats.

         Got a good name for his outfit: Factual Nonsense.

         Here’s a typical FN slogan: ‘So drop a flippin’ stitch or two, pick up a piece and uplift your splendid soul.’ Not bad, I have to admit!

         Love

         Lynn x

         
             

         

         P.S. I’ll try and mention names less. Doesn’t matter who they are, whether publicly known or not. Will concentrate on what they do.

         11 SEPT 93

         Mum

         I’ve been doing a lot of drawing. Comes out kind of weird but friends encourage me to go on with it.

         This is one of the best, in my view. 51

         What does it remind you of?

         Love

         Lynn

         
             

         

         [This note and the folded drawing were still in the stiff brown envelope in which I had posted them.]
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            Dear Lynn,

            Odd, as you say. Got something, though. I’m not qualified to say what it has but, as you asked my opinion, I’d say it looks skilful.

            I mean, it can’t be easy to draw like that, realistic and sort of abstract at the same time.

            Mind you, I can’t see many people with your talent wanting to use it quite like this!

            I’ll ask your Aunt Betty what she sees in it.

            Do you mind if I show Charmian too? I met her last year. She’s a catering assistant at the National Exhibition Centre. We get on.

            Won’t take it to the pub, I promise!

            Love

            Mum

         

         29 OCT 93

         Mum

         Tom, my old tutor at St Martin’s, got in touch with a bunch of us to arrange to meet up at House, off Bow Road. It’s a ‘masterpiece’, he says. Crap word. Fantastic artwork.

         Difficult to describe. Won’t try. You’ll have to wait till there’re photographs.

         Even then you won’t get the texture of the thing. Or feel 52 the threat of inside-outside, of wondering quite where you are.

         I had to escape across the park to the canal and down the towpath for half a mile to stop myself going a bit crazy.

         It was partly that I felt disappointed in myself, stabs of fear that I’m getting nowhere with my work. The artist is only two years older than me and she’s done this monumental piece!

         Think positively for me, please!

         Love

         Lynn X

         
             

         

         P.S. See, no names!
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            Dear Lynn

            It’s probably not a good idea to make comparisons. We never know what’s going to happen, or which is the right direction.

            And I’m not completely ignorant, I do know her name! Rachel Whiteread’s doing great right now but in ten years’ time could be … I don’t know … knocked sideways by the death of her kids, say, in a car accident. With her driving, and escaping injury!

            Don’t be so dramatic. You’re on your own path.

            I can tell, I’m your mother.

            You’re the most strong-willed, independent creature on the planet.

            From Sparkhill, anyway!

            Must be a good few others like you in London, stands to reason.

            Whiteread for one.

            I’ve never even begun to do the things I wanted to, yet I still have  fun.

            Chin up,

            Love

            M XX

         

         53

         22 NOV 93

         M

         How’s it going?

         L xx

         
             

         

         [Wrote this on a 1920s postcard of Niagara Falls, with rings and bangles I had cut out from an Argos catalogue and collaged at the base of the waterfall. Someone had told me that thousands of couples get engaged every year on the walkway above the drop, exchanging rings, most of which might as well be thrown straight into the void.]
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            Dear Lynn

            Yeah, I’m doing all right, considering.

            I’m more-or-less manager of The Blind Traveller on the four nights I work there.

            The man of the moment is OK too. So far!

            I’m haunted by pictures of that poor black woman, her pretty son murdered at the bus stop by a gang of thugs. Also, those little boys killing another little boy, beside the railway. Can’t get my head around any of it, even now, months later.

            Not sure why it gets to me. I’m not the maternal type. I don’t think.

            Suppose it’s because the TV and papers hit us over the head with these sorts of stories. You’re expected to feel outraged even when you aren’t.

            Whose fault is it when youths and kids behave like that?

            The government. And the public education system, I’d say.

            Simpler for them to blame the mothers.

            It’s not right, though.

            Love

            M XX

         

         54

         10 JAN 94

         Mother

         Turning up for work with Susan after the bullshit of Christmas has cheered me up no end. I love her sharpness. And her head of hair! Tied back most of the time, a revelation when loose.

         The Freud piece is nearly ready now, in this version.

         Luckily for me, as I’ve still got a fair amount to do on the video for  her Gimpel Fils show, on at the same time.
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