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This publication documents and celebrates the work
created by members of Sculpture Cymru in response
to the theme of ‘Journey’. Twelve members made
individual responses to specific places that hold a
special kind of resonance for them. The places,
spread across the south, mid and west of Wales, are
intimately known to the individual as they are often
visited as part of a walk or a regular journey.
The Project involved the creation of artwork
responses to be installed or left at the specific sites.
Photographs and documentation of the artwork in situ
were made along with other responses, such as
drawings, prints and writing, some of which are
reproduced in this publication along with artist
statements about the work and the sites.
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The Unfolding
CIARA HEALY

There is a passage tomb near the river Boyne in Ireland called
Newgrange. During the solstice it was believed that mortals
could pass into the Otherworld more readily in this place, or
make contact with those in the Otherworld more willingly.
Standing in a beam of sunlight as it floods the tomb, one can
become a liminal link between the past and the present. The
psychologist James Hillman1 suggests that when we
experience this kind of convergence our consciousness is
moved via our hearts rather than our eyes, because this is
where our imagination resides. Newgrange is a place where
the “priori remembrance of imaginal presences transferred
with us into this life” can be remembered. Although fleeting,
the experience of this place can invoke an intense sense of
proximity to other possible realms of existence.
The artworks that constitute Journey : Response to Place,
created by members of Sculpture Cymru, are analogous to an
assemblage of passage tombs. Each work transports us, the
viewer, through a portal into a place significant to the maker.
Each object, often imbued with tenderness, celebrates
metamorphosis, mutation and transformation. Reminding us
that Otherworlds are still capable of existing in art, and when
artists go about making them they create a secret
transparency through which we can see everything.
Collectively this project represents the phenomena of lived
experiences designed to contemplate what Berger2 calls the
“gasp of home.” Such romanticised sentiments are easily
dismissed as regressive, especially as so many of the artists
are haunted in some way by allegory, ruin, past loves and
childhood longing. An excessive penchant for nostalgia, for
romantic myths of belonging, can be dangerously excluding.
Unbridled, such thinking can lead to the kind of entrenched
nationalistic or fascistic rhetoric with which philosophers such
as Heidegger were once briefly aligned in the 1930s. However
the contemporary critic Frederic Jameson3 argues that looking

back to a past because it appears to be better or more
beautiful than the problems of the present is not necessarily
regressive if it can be used to change the future.
So when occluded histories and unofficial stories are
remembered, like they are in Simone Bizzell-Browning’s
Hawthorn Effect or John Howes’ Terra incognita: marks to the
invisible and Lyndon Mably’s Merthyr Mawr - Remembering, a
place is kept alive. It develops a second skin, a kind of film of
enchantment that offers protection, shielding it from illconsidered development and destruction.
Alison Lochhead’s Mine Memory, Dilys Jackson’s Leaning Peak,
Jane Fox’s Journey to the Sheep and Starting the Year with a
Bang by Andy Griffiths, all respond in some way to the
fecundity of the margin, to the latent possibilities of
attending more closely to Earth Life4 in all its mildewed,
abandoned and dynamic splendour. They champion the
possibility of transformation in overlooked, rain-soaked edge
lands, in the small, sometimes fragile communities of the
periphery. Places where both ‘nature’ and ‘culture’ intersect,
overlap and endure.
Peripheral vision allows one to consider what would otherwise
be ignored in the margin of sight. Glenn Morris’ Rest by the
Wayside contemplates the edges of a place. Accompanied by
Richard Jefferies’ poem The Life of the Fields (1884), this
work invites us to consider the prosaic attempts of the natural
world to defend itself against those who see tidiness as a
virtue. ‘Hounded with fork and weed killer’5 small and hardy
wildflowers, through which we as children often first
encounter nature, cling to the edge lands of existence. Like
John Clare’s bank with brambles overspread,6 Morris’ work
sees in them a story of survival, endurance and hope.
It is interesting to see how the concepts of the periphery, of

transformation, and of the Otherworld have gained popularity
in recent years in literary and visual culture. Stealers by
Matthew Tomalin reminds us that we once believed in a much
greater permeability between worlds. His waterside
sculptures allude to beings that could cross the thresholds of
space and time with ease in search of children’s souls.
Threading Time by Gwyn Price, Her Journey by Sue Roberts
and Ram in a Thicket by Antonia Spowers recognize the
importance of maintaining ancient ritualistic and sacred
beliefs in contemporary art. They, like Tomalin, understand
that we are all part of a universe in constant play, of which
the tangible form is only a part, a perception that we cannot
fully comprehend if we root ourselves to a single viewpoint.
Work like this offers us a more sophisticated mechanism
through which we can develop multi-constituency dialogues,
which, in turn, might help us to address the complex socioecological issues that now face us.
For Heidegger, understanding our being in relation to place
was not unlike following a path that has been inscribed in the
ground by others who have gone before us. The artworks
created by Sculpture Cymru all follow intersecting pathways
and tracks through time. Each present manifestation is a
transformation of something formed in the past. A process
which will begin again when these works are encountered in
the future. Journey : Response to Place draws our attention
therefore to the possibility of eternal renewal. When roads
intersect the intention of our soul is revealed. The next point
of confluence between the viewer and these artworks might
just inspire another unfolding.
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Mine Memory
ALISON LOCHHEAD

When I look at a landscape I do not only respond to
the beauty, the textures, the colours, the constant
changes that light and weather descend upon the land
but who has walked over the land, who lived on it,
died in it, what is beneath the land. What has
changed over millennium, what have caused the
marks, the scars, what lies under the ground and
what gets revealed to us when we dig it up? How we
exploit, use and explore what the earth holds?
The landscape of the Cambrian Mountains is in my
blood; although it does not hold my ancestors it holds
a part of my being; I was brought up in it; its moods,
colours, bleakness, textures. This work is a response
to Cwmystwyth mine, within the Cambrian Mountains
- the histories, stories and memories and physical
realities about and around the mine. I am exploring
the visual impact the mine has on the landscape, the
juxtaposition of raw material, construction,
exploitation and change.

The rocks, spoil and materials from the mine
transform in the fire of the kiln; they explode,
disintegrate, change into another form, join together,
push apart, melt; they can reveal fragments of
memory of the lives, the pains and traumas, the
fragmentation and strength of the land. One day the
casual passer-by may come across one of my
sculptures, which are returned to the landscape from
where they came; and wonder.

Far left: Mine Memory - materials from the
immediate environment of the lead mine,
including metals, spoil rocks, earth, clays
Above right: Ffair Rhos - collagraph print
Left: Cwmystwyth mine

Rest by the Wayside
GLENN MORRIS

Every blade of grass, each leaf, each separate floret
and petal, is an inscription speaking of hope.
Consider the grasses and the oaks, the swallows, the
sweet blue butterfly - they are one and all a sign and
token showing before our eyes earth made into life.
So that my hope becomes as broad as the horizon afar,
reiterated by every leaf, sung on every bough,
reflected in the gleam of every flower. There is so
much for us yet to come, so much to be gathered, and
enjoyed. Not for you or me, now, but for our race,
who will ultimately use this magical secret for their
happiness. Earth holds secrets enough to give them
the life of the fabled Immortals. My heart is fixed firm
and stable in the belief that ultimately the sunshine
and the summer, the flowers and the azure sky, shall
become, as it were, interwoven into man's existence.
He shall take from all their beauty and enjoy their
glory. Hence it is that a flower is to me so much more
than stalk and petals. When I look in the glass I see
that every line in my face means pessimism; but in
spite of my face - that is my experience - I remain an
optimist. Time with an unsteady hand has etched thin
crooked lines, and, deepening the hollows, has cast
the original expression into shadow. Pain and sorrow
flow over us with little ceasing, as the sea-hoofs beat
on the beach. Let us not look at ourselves but
onwards, and take strength from the leaf and the signs
of the field. He is indeed despicable who cannot look
onwards to the ideal life of man. Not to do so is to
deny our birthright of mind.
Richard Jefferies. The Life of the Fields. 1884

Over the years many people have made a connection
with nature, the environment that they inhabit and
the beauty of life. Those that have allowed their very
being to absorb the wonders that surround them,
through good fortune or sensitivity, have also felt
acutely the fragility of the very things that they hold
so precious.
Only with change will people benefit from the
richness and bounty of the Earth but change will only
come when the majority of people understand that
society in its present form cannot and will not provide
what is the birthright of all people. Without such an
understanding we may sit awhile and reflect but
ultimately we must, once again, step back onto a
path over whose direction we have no control.

Threading Time
GWYN PRICE

At Llantwit Major in the Vale of Glamorgan, ancient
Celtic crosses are being newly displayed in St Illtud
Church, brought out in to the light, while on the side
of the valley leading up from the sea to the church,
tangled woodland is being restored by the Welsh
Wildlife Trust. In past times, this site was an Iron Age
fort, with views across the Bristol Channel. Journeys
were made between here and Brittany, perhaps to
Breton churches dedicated to St Illtud.

I have become interested in the origins of Celtic knot
patterns and the visual link with the weaving of ivy
tendrils around tree trunks. The movement of the
plant shapes below and over each other in
complicated knots and ribbons must have been
inspiring.
Trunks are sometimes washed up on the shore
enclosed in a tight web, a cage of ivy, now so
enclosing that it is hard to remember it was once
alive, growing across the surface of the wood.

The action of carving wood or stone, hammering,
making chips fly, is different from the stillness, the
weight of the finished piece. A feeling of movement
remains, as the eye follows the form.

Left: Threading Time
Top right: Cwm Colhum, Llantwit Major
Right: Celtic Cross (detail) St Illtud Church, Llantwit Major

Leaning Peak
DILYS JACKSON

These strange tree trunk formations are on a journey I
make several times a week from my Edwardian
terrace house in Cardiff. They seem anomalous in this
orderly suburban environment. They bulge and ooze
over kerb and pavement surface. They elicit a
kinaethetic response which causes me to imagine
them actually moving. They catch my attention
because their textures are akin to those that I have
been using in my work since I cast bark during my
Leighton Fellowship Residency in Banff Center for the
Arts in Canada. I enjoy the ambiguity of a surface that
was wood, but whose form can be cast and used as a
metaphor for rock or water. These strange roots cause
me to wonder and to consider the next step on my
journey as an artist.

Far right: Leaning Peak

Journey to the Sheep
JANE FOX

My journey is a slow ramble in a forestry commission located somewhere between
North Cardiff, Caerphilly and Rudry. It is a place where I have been spending time since
I returned to Wales in 2005. I view being in the landscape as a sculptural wonder-world
informed by seasonal variations. Here, I write poetry directly in the landscape,
consumed by changes in shapes, textures and arrangements, colours, smells, sounds
and the creatures of course, that allow me to share it with them. I am exploring Loss of
Innocence in relation to the existence of the beautiful animal we know commonly as
sheep; in the landscape and how they inform my journey in this place.

Familiarity. A beginning. So what, that my boots are here. Sparkled shaft
lambs leaf runners and climbers walk path of The Brute vertebrae
snaking horizon. The sun still. Beautiful. Track of the track. Quiet green
gone The Brute. Spaces. Motorways between trees. My friend pylon
touching sky unthreatened. Where The Brute foxgloves sprung
iridescent pools alive. Missed the purple parade. Dry raining leaves.
Pee soup cress overgrowth black bubbles spawn. Pop. A bubble not
toads, ancients, sheep. Sheep don’t grow in ponds. But, if they did,
millions stark oily tranquil cress touched blackberries lost to fluid.
Where the world is. Embankments. Sun raining needles. Didn’t look
up. Not sheep. Man. Resigned, malshaven entrenched faded denim. V
oaks snow of Snowden clouds of Rudry. Caged nothing bramble stakes.
Chest. In the dark oranged velvet nipples bitten snug to trunk stalks
climbing bark. Rubber not velvet. Moss covered rocks fallen glade
home. I can see the bed blossom mushroom plates solar-ridged bulbous
intertwine hawkclaw knobbled eruptions lazy branches. Where one
begins undercarriage sunken. Nests elbows. Head of a gargoyle belly
of a crusty hippopotamus lichen breasts thighs snouting orifice. The
golden glade remember I loved you. Everything still. New stream in
the stream. And, you all knew. Ferns grounds streams leaves. You
know. No trace of sheep today. Raining over there. Purple downpours
over purple coasts purple seas. Wind at back bridge sun-defined.

Starting the Year with a Bang
ANDY GRIFFITHS

This is one of a continuing series of ‘medals’ I have
been making which use found material for their
casting and respond to the place and time they are
made in. The medals are poured, chased, signed
and finished on site and then thrown away at the
location where they are made. The only remains
are the photographs of the event; these become
both a record of the event and the artwork. I am
interested in the transformation of rubbish into art,
through the medium of fire; the discarded rubbish
of society becoming a ‘precious’ art object, which
is itself then, discarded.

Made on New Years Eve the cuttle fish for the mould
was found during a morning walk, the metal was
provided by some beer cans I bought to be consumed
during the evening. The mould was carved with the
word bang and the metal melted, during the firing it
began to rain and I had to move inside to use the
woodburner as a furnace as I could not get enough
heat outside. Once the medal was made and finished
a hole was drilled and it was attached to a rocket by
string. At the stroke of midnight the rocket was lit
and lifted the medal into the sky.

Terra Incognita: marks to the invisible
JOHN HOWES

MOUNTAINSIDE WALKING
TRACES REVEALED
HUMAN ENDEAVOURS
REMAINS ENIGMATIC

SILENT
SEALED

RESPONSE TO RUINS
PLACES UNKNOWN
CLUES FOR THE CURIOUS
MARKINGS ON STONE

Inscription engraved in the Blue Pennant Sandstone of the ruined perimeter
wall of the Gwrhyd mixed infants school, Gwrhyd mountain, upper Swansea Valley.

The first school mistress of Gwrhyd mixed infants school, Matilda Thomas, from
Alltwen, Pontardawe commenced duties on 13 January 1889.
She found ‘the children in a very backward condition (and) therefore decided
to teach them the elementary subjects only for a time’.
The school was closed in 1906 and became a hospital in 1928 to treat smallpox
sufferers, which then closed at the time of the Second World War.

In 1973, I moved to a smallholding on the Gwrhyd mountain.
At that time, the schoolhouse was a partially roofed derelict shell without windows
or doors and acted as a shelter for the grazing sheep and cattle.

Stealers

MATTHEW TOMALIN

Among the universal narratives told to explain
mysteries or lighten sorrows, some of the most
enduring stories have revolved around stealers of
souls; these would often have been the souls of
children – who might sometimes be replaced by
changelings.

In this country the stealers, though nearly always
unseen beings, were thought to be found near
streams (as well as in orchards and around the
hearth.)

The photographs were taken around some of the many
streams, which tumble and slip off the hills in the Brecon
Beacons.

Merthyr Mawr - Remembering
LYNDON MABLY

I stood in the river, camera in hand, documenting the now.
As a leaf rolled slowly by; dragged by the flow of water;
My mind was dragged back to the yearlong summers of childhood.
We played on this bridge and its cousin the Swing Bridge too.
We imagined the tousled, gritty, fleeting, bleating sheep as they
Hurled themselves through the parapet into the deep water below.
We hurled ourselves too, my friends and I, shocked and shrieking into the frigid flowing water.
Again and again we doused ourselves, keeping cool in the halcyon hot days of summers past,
our immortal youth denying the dangers that existed in our leaps.
The Dipping Bridge looks smaller now, the arched height not as great,
it remains however, the gateway to memories that eternally reside but seldom call to be heard.

Merthyr Mawr Dipping Bridge
This 15th century bridge has two openings to allow
sheep to be herded through into the river Ogmore,
Glamorgan, for their seasonal dip.

Her Journey
SUE ROBERTS

This project developed from the placing of a figurine
in Strata Florida, Pontrhydyfendigaid, Ceredigion,
which on my next visit there I found she had
disappeared and had set off on a journey of her own!
I thought at the time how the story of the journey
would be as important as the placing of a figure.

The figures are my attempt at borrowing from a lost
aesthetic. I collected clay from Tongwynlais, although
very gritty managed to form the figures by hand and
fired in a simple wood fire. My interest is finding the
power in these figures that we can touch upon today,
and in the way landscape, people, and the sense of
place holds a history which is there if you can engage
in it. These figures are sometimes regarded as
simplistic, but they are as sophisticated a
representation of the human figure as any.

This is not only about the ancient past and
archaeology, the other element which brings this right
up to date is geo-caching, where people use GPS to
find hidden objects and leave something in its place.
In the past people would have spiritual reason for
going on a pilgrimage to spiritual places and leave
offerings. Today some will go on a day out to
historical sites, looking at our past, therefore the idea
of travelling in search of something persists.
To view the progress of Her Journey visit
https://www.facebook.com/figureinthelandscape

Above right: Manobier, Pembrokshire
Far left: Tinkinswood, Vale of Glamorgan
Far right: Tongwynlais Woods, Cardiff

Ram in a Thicket
ANTONIA SPOWERS

My journey is more in the mind than a specific
physical place. It began many years ago when I lived
in London and spent many happy hours in the British
Museum. I was always fascinated by a standing figure
of a goat in lapuis-lazuli and gold from UR, Babylonia
and the idea has had a long gestation. When I first
moved to Wales in 1996 and lived in a rented house
while looking for somewhere to live and work I made
a small wall piece using sheep wool with brilliant blue
branding and a tangle of copper wire.

complete with horns which was kindly lent by a
friend. It proved to be a mesmerising object to draw.
The frontal image suggests an intense and somewhat
diabolical quality though this is not so apparent in
profile views.

On my walks in the Black Mountains and surrounding
areas I always manage to find something to carry
home whether feathers, bones, stones and discarded
metal objects. Although I once found a horse’s skull I
cannot claim to have discovered a perfect ram’s skull

In Middle Eastern cultures the ram is associated with
procreative powers and the idea of the ram in the
thicket is ambivalent-both fecund, strong and
creative yet also associated with fire and destructiondeath and re-birth.

The thicket is a dense heap of branches encrusted
with lichen and a contrasting large dark fleece
crowned with the pale horned skull. Bone, wood and
wool all mingle, relate and re-enact the story.

Hawthorn Effect

SIMONE BIZZELL-BROWNING

Where dips the rocky highland
Of Sleuth Wood in the lake,
There lies a leafy island
Where flapping herons wake
The drowsy water rats;
There we've hid our faery vats,
Full of berries
And of reddest stolen cherries.
Come away, O human child!
To the waters and the wild
With a faery, hand in hand,
For the world's more full of weeping than you can understand.
Excerpt from W. B. Yeats The Stolen Child

Sculpture Cymru : Sculptors in Wales
Sculpture Cymru is an organisation of sculptors living
and working in Wales. The organisation creates
opportunities for sculptors to come together to make
work, exhibit and exchange ideas.
The members organise exhibitions, residencies,
workshops and seminars. The Group also works with
sculptors and groups from other countries. Recent
collaborations have involved artists from Brittany,
Ireland, Catalunya, Argentina and the USA.
Sculpture Cymru also offers advice and management
for sculptural projects and welcomes applications from
sculptors interested in joining the group.
Sculpture Cymru was formed in 2000 in response to
Association of Sculpteurs Bretagne's wish to create
exchange exhibitions with sculptors in Wales. Since its
inception, the Group has gone from strength to
strength with something like 30 sculptors from Wales
and 60 from Brittany, plus some from Ireland, Cornwall
and Catalunya, having taken part in these exchange
activities.

Following on from this early activity, the Group began
to focus its energies within Wales by organising
exhibitions and demonstrations at venues such as
Margam Park in South Wales, National Botanic Gardens
of Wales and Picton Castle in West Wales. These events
have significantly helped to raise the profile of the
Group and consequently Sculpture Cymru is now being
approached to develop and manage a range of visual
art projects. In recent years the Group has worked with
Cadw (Welsh Government’s historic environment
service), creating and managing two major exhibitions
of sculpture at Kidwelly Castle, Carmarthenshire, the
Sixth International Cast Iron Conference, Groundwork
Trust and the Strata Florida Project in mid Wales.
Sculpture Cymru is included in the strategies of both
Cadw and the Strata Florida Project.

2012
Sculpture Cymru at Strata Florida
Pontrhydyfendigaid, Ceredigion.

2012
Castle: Sculptural Responses
Kidwelly Castle, Kidwelly, Carmarthenshire.

2010
Ironstone: An international Exhibition of Contemporary
Cast Iron Sculpture
Kidwelly Castle, Kidwelly, Carmarthenshire.

2010
Outside / Inside
Sculpture Cymru exhibition at the Sixth International
Conference on Cast Iron Art, Kidwelly Industrial Museum,
Kidwelly, Carmarthenshire.

2009
Fuse
Sculpture Cymru exhibition, Oriel Canfas Gallery, Cardiff.
2009
Picton Castle
Sculpture Cymru exhibition, Pembrokeshire.

2008
Les Vingt Ans
Sculpteurs Bretagne exhibition, Landivisiau, Brittany.

2008
The Swan at Hay
Sculpture Cymru exhibition in the grounds of the Swan
Hotel, Hay on Wye during the 2008 Literature Festival.

www.sculpturecymru.org.uk

2007
Hiraeth: Sculpture from Wales
Sculpture Cymru touring exhibition. The European Academy
of Otzenhausen, Nonnweiler, Germany; The Gallery, Alan
Baxter and Associates, London and The Town Library Gallery,
Barry, Wales.

2006
Residential Iron Casting Workshop
West Wales School of Art and Design, Carmarthen.

2005
Crossing Over: Sculpture from Wales & Ireland
Garter Lane Arts Centre, Waterford and Oriel Coliseum,
Aberystwyth.
2004
Sculptureworks
Sculpture Cymru international exhibition and residency
Margam Park, Neath Port Talbot.
2004
Arc Internacional D'Escultura
Associacio D’Escultors De Catalunya exhibition,
Terrassa, Barcelona.

2003
Amalgam: Sculpture from Wales & Brittany
Henry Thomas Gallery, Carmarthen; Pontardawe Arts Centre
and the Rhondda Heritage Park.

2002
Celtic Exchanges: Sculpture from Brittany & Wales
Electric Mountain, Llanberis; Henry Thomas Gallery,
Carmarthen; Pontardawe Arts Centre and Ucheldre Centre,
Holyhead.
2001
Celtic Exchange: Sculpture from Brittany & Wales
Courtroom Gallery, Lampeter and Pontardawe Arts Centre.

2000 - onward Exchange exhibitions
with Sculpteurs Bretagne, Landivisiau, Brittany.

Sculpture Cymru was formed in 2000 in response to the
Association of Sculpteurs Bretagne’s wish to create
exchanges with sculptors in Wales.

