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The first awareness of “home” as a distinction for people on the Isle of Man occurs in a manner similar to a young child drawing an apple: a line goes around what is “apple”, keeping it separate from all that isn’t apple.  In the same way, as soon as the boat leaves the harbour, the plane leaves the airport, or the child contemplates the distant horizon from the shore, he or she knows already what it is to be quintessentially Manx.  The line has been drawn. Invisibly.

An island insists on its definitions: the geography of water and land are incontrovertible.  For an island that is also a nation, more than shorelines defines distinctiveness. The Manx pound, the three-legged triskele flapping smartly over public buildings and the annual TT races whizzing past attest to a people who are justifiably proud of their island nation and its modern as well as ancient legacies.

But what makes it uniquely home?  Is it the happenstance of birth on the island that defines a home? Or is it elected as, say, one is born with brown hair but can chose to have it coloured auburn?  The island has attracted incomers of all types -- English, Scottish and Irish in large numbers, and also those who were born further afield.  Is the island less home to them than the long-term residents by accident of birth?


These questions are some of the many that underlie my research, and are at the root of my curiosity about--and creativity with--place and identity, culture and memory, experience and perception. Perhaps the use of the word ‘research’ by an artist is momentarily confusing, as it is more often associated with the parlance of scientists or sociologists.   Artists however are usually interdisciplinary creatures, combining perceptions, insights, observations and learning in non-linear (and often arational) patterns of visual response. Some, as do I, use their artwork to point to both the immediate and the larger, more universal questions. I reflect on questions about what it means to be in a place, and then respond with art based on both traditional and contemporary island life.  


The nature of my work requires collaboration. I am very fortunate to have so many who share similar interests but come from various backgrounds.  This helps me to step outside my own field and experience in a way that requires the language of several disciplines. It is for this reason that I commissioned contributions to this publication from four international academics of widely differing backgrounds. For a topic whose core is the overlay of place seen from various perspectives, there can be little question that interpretations of identity resound with voices from across the world, from the widest international context to closest scrutiny of the Manx island community.
But back to the questions themselves. During the summer of 2005 I was sponsored by Manx National Heritage in a residency at Cregneash, the preserved living-history crofting village.  There, I was able to acquire a vast amount of information, images, video footage, photographs, interviews, drawings and sound tapes upon which to build.  This material was extended to include free access to the Manx National Heritage archives. Questioning island residents, visitors, summer dwellers, tourists, children, retired folk, academics, travellers, university students and public servants, I asked these and similar questions.
There is also a question of choice or volition. Is home something that a person feels,  and is this more  significant than place of birth? The feeling of belonging can define home more surely than origin.  An affinity of land, people, culture, attitudes, values, political climate and so on can induce a feeling of belonging so profound as to inspire a choice of home quite distinct from birthplace. Is there an ‘internal landscape’, bone-deep, that one can find echoed in certain geographic land forms in the external world?
Does this identification with a place change over a lifetime?  For example, do young people find home differently from older people? Many young Manx islanders leave for university or employment. In speaking with many of these people, some said that they were homesick  and missed everything--from family and friends, houses, landscapes and vistas, sunsets, food (Manx kippers) to familiar bicycle rides.  Familiarity seemed to be part of the key to this longing—but in part it is a self-identification which is reinforced by family and friends, by length of ancestry, and importantly, by childhood memories. Artists, writers, psychologists and philosophers have long been fascinated by the shaping qualities of childhood memories.1  

Childhood seems to be a complex and perhaps ultimately unknowable element in identifying home: it is more profound than the parental circle of love and care, although that is extremely influential in how deep the ‘belonging’ reaches. A community of friends and family, extended families with other generations and even cousins, aunts and uncles seems part of the roots that bind. Early schooling, teachers and classmates, playmates and special friends strengthen the bond of community. On a small island (in relative terms) it was not uncommon in my interviews to encounter people who so strongly identified with their immediate and familiar circle of family and friends that they described themselves as North Islanders or South islanders, as coming from Peel (‘sunset city’) or St. Mary or the ‘good side’ of Ballabeg.  The minute scale of this locus has changed in recent years to a certain extent, but it is part of the inheritance of very tightly contained geographical bases for home as described by native Manx. 

The geographical distinctiveness of the island lends itself to this type of micro-identity. The immediacy of the island’s scale suggests that a certain homogeneity might exist. This couldn’t be further from the truth: hills, rocky coastline, Victorian promenades, sandy beaches, heather covered moors, hedge-lined fields, narrow almost medieval city streets, steep wooded glens, or modern housing estates exist in close proximity, and yet reflect very different temperaments.  One can find an external geographical character for virtually any preference. (Back to the idea of the internal finding expression in the external again.) It has been said many times that the Isle of Man recreates all of the British Isles in miniature. 

Having said this, it is interesting to speculate on the wider Manx diaspora—those people, their offspring and following generations—who have left the island. Perhaps, they, too, consciously or unconsciously made some part of their selections of new homes influenced by what they left behind. Newfoundland, New Zealand, Cleveland, Ohio, Australia and South Africa all have strong representation in the worldwide association of Manx friends.  A few visit the island for the first time in their lives and speak of “coming home” to ‘the old country’.  Home for them means ancestral roots. Or at least, more than one place is home. 

I return to other university students and young people as examples of others who have left the island: why does home seem less a priority than job, travel, studies, career opportunities, partners, seeing the world, etcetera?  What aspects of home are self-selected (rather than imposed externally) and how does this choice occur?  The restlessness of youth is not confined to this island or to this generation.  How individual youths resolve this conflict between seeing the world and staying home is central to the future well-being of the island’s young adults.  Nothing will keep a wanderer home, but even the most home-centred folks need breadth of opportunity and educational choices. Going out to see the rest of the world is also a way of overcoming fear of the unknown: I spoke with several island residents who said with deep conviction that if the young people didn’t go before they were 25, they never would. Some islanders seldom leave their own parish.  This is in contrast to the widely held belief that if one travels the world, one will find a Manxman everywhere.  

Journeys are relevant to knowing a place in the way that ‘a mountain is more clear to the climber in its absence’, as the adage goes. Yvonne Cresswell discusses two journeys in her essay here, one within the house as a double-layered trail of valuing and usefulness; the second reference is in a social sense of tradition and valuing artefacts as cultural representations. In my work, this exhibition contained a video entitled Journey is Belonging, made in collaboration with Craig Nugent. This work overlays motion and travel, arrival and departure, place and inhabitants and the activities of moving through daily life. In the manner of the artist Giorgio De Chirico and the writer VS Naipaul, both of whom creatively responded to this idea, it examines The Enigma of Arrival.

There is, of course, the case of ‘not belonging’. Generally speaking, this is the conviction of few children, most adolescents (at least for a while) and some adults—home is not a happy fit, nor a place of welcome.  Contradictions and uncertainties underlie notions of home, homeland, and home territory.  Let us turn the question around: in what sense do individuals, but also families or larger affinity groups, belong to a place? By virtue of shared memories and culture? By familiarity with a specific range of territory, urban, suburban, or rural? By inheritance or continued stewardship?  The island embraces its past through activities in schools and museums, through the Manx language programme aimed at offering every schoolchild on the island some Manx Gaelic.  Respect for traditional life often helps instil deeper understandings of place.  The arts, of course, offer a creative outlet for complex emotions and self-perceptions that are acted out for the benefit of others. But sometimes home is simply too restrictive, too contained in what has been instead of what might be. If the ultimate response is one of rejection, then either the individual must inhabit homelessness as a state of mind, as Gary Peters touches on in his article, or else must go in search of that which offers what the soul the is craving. Homelessness is a topic to which I will return below.  

Some of the wanderers return: I have spoken with many who have ‘come home’ after years elsewhere. For these people, there is the relief of coming back, but admittedly to a different place than they left. Change, even on Man, is inevitable, and some who come back can’t square their childhood memories with what they find now.  Some have always intended to return, after they had the chance to do what they couldn’t achieve here, or after testing themselves (proving themselves?) in a larger world.  Manxmen of the past were famous as sailors, travelling the world, and many Manx sailors have featured in great sailing sagas.2 

It wasn’t always a question of sailors leaving the island: some were based here.  An interesting example may be found in the ‘Peggy’.  She is an eighteenth century schooner-rigged yacht, built for her owner, Captain George Quayle (1751-1835) and housed in the Manx collection at the Nautical Museum, Castletown. Although she was sailed in a few races, she was probably used primarily as a smuggling vessel.3  She lies hidden within the structure of a house whose own interior imitates the layout of a ship, designed by Quayle. Each structure, ship and house, reflect the other in form and content. Each hides (the house hides the ship; the ship hides the goods from the tax inspectors). Each houses the man- the man at home on land, the man at home on the seas.  In a strange and wonderful reversal of expectations, the captain rules on a journey that is ‘off the record’, a journey that is fuelled by desires and secrecy.

Incomers to the island—many of whom come from distant countries—make their home through a process of conscious choice, through community action and interaction, but finally through decisiveness and volition. “Here and not there,” they say, “is where I make my home.”  They bring their diverse backgrounds as adding to, rather than conflicting with, the Manx-ness of their chosen Manx home.  A ‘World Prix’  fun-day sports competition held on the island this summer featured incomer residents of many nationalities who have made the island their home: the winning team was Turkish. 

Well then, here on the island in any given locality--how do perceptions of insiders differ from those of outsiders? What are the cultural implications of having a multiple sense of home?   It is a curious fact that so many people hesitate to describe themselves as ‘indigenous’.  I should specify: so many white Westerners whom I have spoken to hesitate . ‘Are you indigenous Manx?’  I would ask.  Few said yes. Even those who went on to detail ancient family histories based on the island felt uncomfortable with ‘native Manx’ as a description. Native, indigenous, aboriginal, home-grown, local… Why would there be this reluctance? Was it, in part, disquiet with the term as it is applied around the world to peoples who are racially distinctive, who have tribal customs or religions distinctive from their compatriots, or who have even more ancient ties to the land than one can claim here? Tania Ka’ai in her essay here considers various implications for the perceptions of indigenous peoples by settlers of European descent—especially as the establishment might fail to understand native customs.  Ka’ai reflects on the reception of these troubling customs by people who do not understand either the origins or significance of tribal identity.  As a woman who functions in both cultures, she considers how Western values might be in conflict with  those of indigenous peoples. Who advocates and who disapproves? Constantly shifting lines of inclusion and exclusion are bound to make outsiders of us all. 

Perhaps part of the hesitation to claim indigenous status might be due to the intermingling of European stocks: on this island there were formerly unions between Vikings and Celts (themselves a more widely varying group than this generic label asserts), lesser migrations of French and Irish, a small but constant influx of sailors from around the world, and more recently, international tourists, retiring individuals and European Union workers, some of whom have settled, all of which makes identification confusing. Perhaps, as someone else suggested, white westerners feel the weight of twentieth century history and are reluctant to suggest anything that resembles genetic distinctness, setting the stage too easily for claims of superiority and belonging to a master-race. And we know too well the consequence of doing that. 

As nation states cease to have a sole defining role in particular personal—or even tribal/community identification—this question is likely to grow even more problematic. In my own family, for example, two immigrant grandparents, one adoptive grandparent, and one Native American grandparent, along with an immediate family history of frequent relocation, typify problematic locational identity. Is ‘home’ where we came from? Or our parents or our grandparents? or where we simply choose to settle—if we settle at all?  As a counterpoint to place, many people I spoke with began and ended their identification of home with family: people and not place itself make a home. 

For partners of different backgrounds this poses both an answer and new questions. ‘Home is where the heart is.’  And if it is with people, then of course, one is always home when they are together. If it is parents, one returns again and again to homecomings of great joy: the prodigal son or daughter returns.  If it is couched in children, as they grow and leave to make their own homes in the world one waits for word, for vicarious joys, for the voice from afar, and then welcomes home the beloved child. For couples of different backgrounds, merging the two separate histories can be difficult. Where to spend the holidays? Who to visit next? People with partners of differing religions, customs or race face even more monumental issues, especially if children are involved.  Multiplicity of custom and beliefs is embraced as diversity when love or wisdom override differences. For these people I have mentioned, it is not where but who is home…

There is a down-side to this identification of home with those who live there. People who invest their sense of home in loved ones—family and friends—grow increasingly distraught and, well, homeless as their loved ones disappear. Beyond mourning, losing a rootedness in the world is inconsolable—one’s place has vanished. Lost souls wandering the streets because of poverty, oppression, addiction or mental problems are no more homeless than those whose anchors in this life have passed on.

The problems of finding our place in the world is not  as straightforward as it might seem; great migrations of people are underway in sub-Saharan Africa, in the middle and far east, and patterns of significant economic migration have been sustained over the last century and a half. Drought and famine, disease, war, and political pograms have shifted vast numbers of peoples from places where they once called home. 

We are, all of us, sensual creatures and living through the senses often makes the world seem most clear—the sights of certain colours, certain smells, certain sounds brings home to us most keenly.  What, if anything in the external world, could represent home?  Is it the handwrought quilt Grandmother made which lies upon our bed? Is it the smell of baking as we enter the kitchen? The familiar rumble of buses and trams in the street outside?  Is it the soft patterns of sun and shadow playing across the curtains when we wake? Or the cries of the children in the courtyard playing tag? Memory comes back to us most sharply –and unbidden, all in a flash—when certain sensual qualities are evoked: the colour of the oak leaves against a summer sky speaks eloquently of an evening long past, fixed forever in the mind’s eye as just that colour.  We are home in our own past.

How can art or artefacts  visually manifest these symbolic ties to place? Is it possible to create images which have the pull of memories, which convince us –not of reality in representing us with an illusion of here and now—but rather with  many then’s and now’s; with a now seen through the filter of the past.  How are these specific qualities imbued in the art? Are these traces visible to outsiders? 

As an artist who wishes to address a multiplicity of viewers, I wonder how the legacy of culture, history and social milieu affects someone’s sense of ‘home’, and how these contingencies square with individual experience.  If some of these qualities are shared beyond individual experience, how is it possible to step past sentimentality and the mawkishness of rose-tinted nostalgia in order to suggest genuine shared experience? Another danger sign in the road ahead is one of illustration: as an artist it is important to me to suggest but not to explicate, to offer through colour, shape, image, texture, and material that which cannot be said in anything other than this visual form.  The poet Robert Frost was said to have been asked what one of his poems meant. He looked at the lady, and replied ‘Madam, do you want me to say it worse?’

I must admit to another concern that I have as an artist: we are all well aware that we are not always the same person, or rather that we are in fact many individuals under the same skin. When we visit a place, one day we react in a certain way, but the next time we return, our frame of mind might be completely different: in turn we see this place in very different way to the time before. Even on the same day, hints and nuances of sensitivity record this layered perception. How do the qualities of an individual’s experience match with a notion of a multiple self, a self multi-faceted, complex and often contradictory?  I have suggested multiple perspectives, overlays, simultaneous points of view, all of which are my intention to merge together the past with the present, the multitude of selves, the shifting and the fixed.  Difference rather than sameness, even with the same place, is the variable ‘-scape’ in landscape.  A single point of view just will not do. 

I have come to believe that personal understandings of any given place must address a multiplicity of view points. The storyteller looks in while looking out, building on the divided self. Much of continental philosophy in the last two decades has celebrated the notion of difference, of 'otherness'.  Building on this approach, I wish to apply the multiple perceptions of self in overlay to the understandings of place, and specifically, home.  In visual terms, this is what I have attempted in this exhibition. 

This subjectivity is neither to be scorned nor feared. (Academics actually fear it quite a lot.)  Because each of us has different experiences, varying pasts, we will see the present—the ‘here-and-now’—differently.  Psychologically, then, as well as philosophically and physically, we are disposed toward seeing differently.  And when the thing we are looking at is ‘home’, even greater differences emerge.

In his essay, Gary Peters discusses the idea of ‘dwelling in homelessness’. He examines Heidegger’s philosophy of being and dwelling, and Kant’s uses of transcendental imagination and aesthetic judgement. In referring to the work of both of these philosophers he positions thinking itself—‘thinking about thinking’-- in the sense of locating how we know about the world (and home)  and how we position ourselves in relation to this knowledge. ‘Dwelling is lingering…’, he writes, ‘but not making a home.’  We dwell in thoughts, he says, but underlying thinking is the uncanny, the unconscious, the essentially unknowable. An artist creates work inspired by unconscious perceptions, is held by a fascination, but cannot reside within the work. Peters cites Plato, who 


…advised the exile of artists from the ideal republic, knowing that artists, in their inability to inhabit even their own art works​​––their ignorance––are already in exile, both outside the world of truth and knowledge as well as outside their own imaginary world––because outside of the imagination. 
And finally, after playfully moving backwards and forwards, he touches upon nomadism, both literally and figuratively. This is an important element which is also addressed in Gavin Renwick’s essay, reflecting on the nature of movement, action and home.


On many levels, the word Dwelling is central to this discussion: first, it is a noun meaning ‘a house or other building in which somebody lives .’  Houses are significant in what they show, how they are structured, and how they manifest the life within. As physical objects, they stand as containers of life, but have come to mean [as ‘suit’ can stand for businessman] the essence of home.  Nomadic home, as  Gavin Renwick writes, is a movable affair, adapted to place as required, in a way quite unlike the fixed sense of place for buildings of stone, in sensitive response to the environment.  To dwell is also a verb, meaning ‘to live and have a home in a particular place.’  Additionally, it is also a verb meaning to linger, to stay, or to pause. Gary Peters’ essay plays with these meanings, pausing (dwelling) in the house (dwelling), abiding in the abode long enough to locate the awareness of thinking, and then moving on.  


Many people understand both extremes of this link between movement and occupying thinking in their own lives: restlessness urges us to move, to quest for more experience, more understanding, other definitions. Fixity, stillness, reflection keeps us conscious and in the present, attuned to deep knowledge of where we are.

Consciousness of place is arguably even more immediate for inhabitants of a small island (227 square miles) with its absolutely defined perimeters than it is for a continental or larger landlocked country. Most residents I spoke to were surprisingly well informed on the state of the world economy, and the island’s role as centre for international investment.  Media plays an important role in consciousness as well. For example, although the tourist might encounter images representing a romanticised view of this island community, there are few instances of contemporary sites, such as the contentious Post-modern waste-disposal facility, which feature in any representation of the island. Although promotional material aimed at tourists plays a part in framing the sensibility of island residents, incomers utilise different contextual references from those that inform established residents.4

Reflection and consciousness of place are the central in my work as well, as in my installation Healing Earth, for example. In this work, three sculptural forms are located on three separate sites across the island - Niarbyl, near the  Laxey Wheel, and the gardens at the Grove House, Ramsey. Niarbyl is a coastal location on the western side of the island, with a view southward toward the high cliffs and the Calf of Man, which is a small island across the Sound. The Laxey Wheel is the largest working water wheel in the world, constructed during the mining era on the island.  And Grove House in Ramsey on the north end of the island, managed by Manx National Heritage, was the stately home of the Gibb family, and is representative of the living style of wealthy landowners. The sculptures at each site are 16 foot high steel forms that pierce the earth’s skin and resonate with overlays of sound.  The  audio tapes are tapestries of sound, made in collaboration with Mark Wallace, woven together to create a mixture of ambient recordings, old Manx Gaelic, contemporary voices, rhythms, and snippets of music.  The text on the wooden tables reads:

The work beckons us to know where and how we stand. 

We are here on this earth, not just on it, but a part of it. As human animals our lives, at their best, are sustained by ways of knowing that have grown for centuries, tended by our ancestors. Something in the wind’s smell, something in the evening sun, something in the lay of the land whispers to us in words we have forgotten. Awaking dormant knowledge, healing begins with a quest for balance.

The ancient Chinese developed a philosophy, a medicine, and a way of living based on attunement to channels of life energy. These have been called by various names, Chi, Tao or Dao. All refer to a harmony of life force, conducted through Nature and so through the earth, through animals and all living things. Disharmony—or lack of attention paid to imbalances—is the cause of disruption and grief. Acupuncture is one form of healing based on this knowledge.  The needle penetrates the skin, and touches the channel of energy, vibrates and resonates with restorative contact.

So, too, we humans, animals still despite our intelligence, need the grace of harmony. What do we bring? What do we give when we take? Voices from the past echo through the gulls’ cry and the wind.
As I write this I am aware of my surroundings. I am in Cregneash village, on the southern end of the Isle of Man, in view of the Calf of Man. Most of the cottages in this village are thatched roof and whitewashed stone. Traditional farming techniques are maintained here: Loughtan sheep which are a native breed with two or four horns and brown wool, cows and Clydesdale horses graze a few feet from my window.  As much as possible, Manx National Heritage staff live in these cottages and demonstrate traditional crafts within patterns of domestic life. This site means a lot to me because a thread of memory runs right through this investigation. Social history and cultural memory overlay personal memories: I have looked on for weeks as youngsters sit enthralled watching scones baking on an open fire, wool is spun on a spinning wheel, quilts are made, and the horses pull ploughs through the fields. Their grandparents are equally fascinated, reminded of family members who knew and made these things, and even some of them still had these skills. The parents, the generation in-between, smile as their youngsters marvel at baths in the kitchen once a week and are surprised at their parents’ memories. 
Wearing my artist’s hat again (although definitely not a beret) I explore part of this sense of belonging through the nature of making—making in the vernacular tradition as well as within fine art. To do this I must point to the values that sustain our understanding of our place in the world, how we define home, and how we ‘see’ this understanding manifested in specific examples. We are defined by our homespun skirts, by our wicker baskets and our rag rugs. Just as we are defined by our automobiles and our laptop computers.  Overlays.

These rugs, shawls and horse collars, these traditional and functional  handmade objects may be considered visual representations of patterns of life, of cultural values as well as of functional necessity. Often they are inherently beautiful objects in ways that their makers might not have intended, but their handmade aesthetic adds to the significance of readings of identity and home. Home was built by hand scrap by scrap. 

Yvonne Cresswell’s essay on rag rugs focuses on this close scrutiny of the humble object to consider Manx hand crafts and traditions within the home, to examine hierarchical values and attitudes, and by inference, to reflect upon the nature of social customs (and museum collections) in a world of changing opinions.  Attitudes to objects of functional necessity are often at odds with the implicit valuing of collecting. Even more objection is raised by the elevation of these objects to museum status: can such ‘lowly’ items be esteemed in ‘high’ culture? Can objects of thriftiness and recycling  be meaningful now?
When the Turner Prize was established in the United Kingdom in the early 1980s, it was inconceivable that works rooted in the popular and folk arts would be included, let alone win. The work of Jeremy Deller did just that in 2004 following on from Grayson Perry’s ceramics of the previous year. This success reaffirms the artistic possibilities of breaking with the restraints of purity and decorum. Once more--as in the heyday of early Modernism--this breadth of investigation in the contemporary arts—fusion, if you will-- indicates a healthy and critically-aware stance. The so-called ‘high’ and ‘low’ are significant not for differences in cultural prestige, but for the creative power of their  conjunction. 

Perceptions of high and low, the valuing or privileging of some customs over others is (neutrally) a form of discretion but is also (assertively) an exercise in power. The terms high and low in themselves are hierarchical, placing one physically above the other.  Tania Ka’ai’s essay on the actions of indigenous scholars to affect change in social perceptions—and ultimately values—begins with an appeal for understanding. Appreciation follows understanding, she argues, and indigenous customs shared with  non-indigenous peoples is the first step in changing social values. Something as visually apparent as a tattoo can be misconstrued if not understood within the context of its social function. Identity, visual statements and the attachment to the land through inheritance converge in her reflections which echo many concerns shared here.  

-----------------------

Museum-goers to the Manx Museum encounter exhibitions on social history, natural history, geography, culture and art thanks to an enlightened policy which does not seek to overly categorise these into oversimplified departments. A journey of a few steps takes the visitor to physical evidence of ancient human settlement, with contemporary art and animal skeletons nearby. How refreshing it is to have the stimulation, and context for, contemporary art within physical proximity to Neolithic stone tools, eighteenth century landscape paintings and rough woven tunics.  I find the possibilities for unspoken connections and reflections hopeful.  

Which brings me to the second audience whom I hope to address: an international community of artists and academics who see this book and share similar philosophical concerns but whose work does not, as yet, necessarily embrace the visual artefact.  For some of you, it has already seemed that the highest of high art spaces, the modern gallery, the white cube in a metropolitan setting, is actually a ghetto. Come out. It is an overly-sanitised, artificial chapel whose boundaries are stifling and whose parishioners feel the chill. But no more preaching to the converted. Most of you readers will have already found the delights of multidisciplinary curiosities, and seen how handling an object, looking at something as if for the first time reveals as much about now as then, as much about us as its maker, as much about our cultural attitudes as that in which it was made.

The exhibition What Is This Place Called Home? is, in part, a creative response to the Isle of Man as seen through an artist’s eyes. Large format digital prints layer photographic and traditional print techniques (etching, monoprints, lithographs, etcetera) in images which reference landscape, interiors, domestic objects, and dwellings. Artefacts (samplers, rag rugs, quilts, boats, baskets and farm implements) have inspired the sculptural objects in homage to traditional folklife.  The use of materials in these works freely combines and contrasts digital and ancient technologies, such as wickerwork and a horse collar, using each for its aesthetic possibility as well as for referent associations. And finally, in Healing Earth as described above, sited sculptures incorporating sound are positioned at three different locations on the island, and aim to merge place consciousness, memory and reflection within the land itself. 

The essays and pictures which follow are an extension of various aspects of themes in the exhibition. Identification and some further details are provided in the list of illustrations at the end of the book.  Research in the Manx National Heritage archives produced unexpected treasures—I would have liked to have included even more here than I could; the contributions by academic colleagues are rich and compelling; and the conjunction between these elements provides the impetus for further discovery and creativity. 

Mary Modeen
Cregneash, Isle of Man, June 2006
Endnotes

1 Artists as diverse as Giorgio De Chirico, René Magritte, Paula Rego and Cornelia Parker have found inspiration in childhood memories.  Marcel Proust, Virginia Woolf and James Joyce, as three among countless authors, explored the link between memories, place and time in their writings. The philosophers Gaston Bachelard in his Poetics of Space and Paul Ricouer in his Memory, History and Forgetting examine in detail the process of internalised visualisation from early experience.

2 The mutiny on the Bounty, for example, was led by Masters Mate Fletcher Christian (1764-1793), who—although born in Cumbria—was born of a Manx father, whose surname still features prominently on the island.

3 Smuggling is euphemistically referred to on this strategically positioned island as ‘the running trade’.

4 Much may be said concerning the hotly debated ‘Energy from Waste Plant’: while some I interviewed commended its striking sculptural design and others its efforts to deal sensibly with problems of both waste disposal and energy needs, a great many others were incensed with the political machinations, especially costs, associated with this structure. As a result, few current Manx residents will view this image with nonchalance. This is another example of different ‘readings’ of an image, contrasting residents with outsiders.
















