








The family in the portrait represents my maternal line. The woman standing proudly
behind her husband is my great-grandmother, while my great—gmnafal/]er sits with
my grandmother (as a baby) next to him. Great-Auntie Bessie is standing to his right,
while Aunt Elsie stands on the other side.



‘Now I Let You Go...

In the mid-sixties I had an insight into the nature of existence following the sudden death of an
elderly great-aunt. One crisp autumnal day, she had been standing at the kitchen sink preparing
lunch, when her heart simply stopped beating. As she fell backwards, the hot contents of a pan

of soup were cast all over the linoleum floor in a splashed mess of stock, carrots, potatoes, onions,
and peas. Several hours passed before my parents were to encounter this scene. The table had been
laid out for a lunch that was never to be consumed.

Two days later, they took me to visit the small bungalow in which she had lived and now (suddenly)
died. We entered the house with a shifted sense of reality. The small hallway was silent and dark.
Through the filter of closed bedroom curtains, an open wooden casket caught a dusty shaft of late
afternoon sunlight. Her bedside table was unchanged, her lamp and reading spectacles in place.

Stepping tentatively closer, I witnessed the surreal wax-like figure of my Great-Auntie Bessie,
attired in a brushed nylon apricot nightgown, both hands crossed over her chest, as remote and
still as death alone can be.

After the funeral, my mother and father—who’d been tasked with clearing her possessions—were
to discover something rather poignant. Auntie Bessie had always been a spinster. For all intents
and purposes, and as far as we had known, there had never been a man in her life. But a small box
was found at the back of a drawer in a wooden bureau in her bedroom. It contained an engage-
ment ring. She had kept it ever since her fiancé had been killed in the First World War, and it had

never been mentioned since.

We interact with an infinity of objects from birth to the grave. Our belongings become more
steeped and resonant with memory and nostalgia as the years pass. In many ways, personal
objects express aspects of who we are—our identity, our values, our statements and choices.

The mound is a dreamscape of memory made manifest. There are several themes beginning
with the letter “M” contained within and surrounded by the mound: Music, Maternity,
Mortality, Motherhood, Memory, Mythology, Mysticism, Mourning, Magic, Marriage,
Mystery, Movement, Meaning, Melancholy, Manifestation, Meditation...Then there are lots

of other words beginning with different letters: Creativity, Consciousness, Emotion, Beauty, Regret,
Reflection, Life, Loss, Achievement, Destruction, Chaos, Childhood, Art, Birth,

Age, Fame, Death, Dreams, Femininity, Sentiment, Transcendence, Life, Introspection,

Time, Joy, Imagination, Impermanence, Space, Connection, Nostalgia, Element, Expression,
Poignancy, Humour... it goes on. The meaning behind these words are all part of the connected
threads running through the dreamscape of ‘Now I Let You Go...

We cling, consciously or unconsciously, to “things” that are endowed with emotional
significance—keeping memories alive, while the uncomfortable awareness of the inevitable
moment of departure is held at bay.

— Annie Lennox





