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The family tree as a symbol for lineage can be 
linked back to the bible. In Isaiah 11 it says “and 
there shall come forth a rod out of the stem of 
Jesse, and a branch shall grow out of his roots”. 
In the medieval period this inspired the illustra-
tion of Jesse with a branch growing from him, 
and by the late medieval period it was common 
to refer to ones linage as a family tree.





“The generations of men are just 
like those of leaves.
The wind scatters one years leaves 
on the ground, but the woods
grow others as they burst into life 
at the coming of spring.
So among men, one generation 
rises up and another passes away.”
 - Homer, Iliad VI 145-49





From my grandparents who planted this tree, 
stemmed my Auntie Heidi, my dad Martin, and 
my Uncle Andreas. Plus there are eight grand-
children who have branched from there. All of 
us have grown up playing in this garden and 
around this tree.  





“When you include everything that 
is alive in that space, and it’s a huge 
space and theres a lot of specimens of 
everything that you can possibly im-
agine there with you, and then you grow 
up knowing that these are all your fami-
ly. You can never feel lonely in that situ-
ation.”
Bob Randall 2009





The tree recently had some of its branches 
thinned and this gave me the opportunity to 
use its wood to create my work. I didn’t imme-
diately consider the value of the wood, but as 
I gave it some thought, it occurred to me that 
each layer I carved into had a history with my 
family. 





“Every part of the tree was used. The 
ropy branches were split for tools, bas-

kets, and fish traps. Dug and cleaned, ce-
dars’ long roots were peeled and split into 

a fine, strong fiber that is woven into the fa-
mous conical hats and ceremonial headgear 

that signify the identity of the one beneath the 
brim. During the famously cold and rainy win-

ters, with a perpetual twilight of fog, who lit the 
house? Who warmed the house? From bow drill 

to tinder to fire, it was Mother Cedar.
When sickness came, the people turned again 

to her. Every part is medicine for the body, 
from the flat sprays of foliage to the flexible 

branches to the roots, and throughout there 
is powerful spiritual medicine as well. Tra-
ditional teachings recount that the pow-
er of cedars is so great and so fluid that 

it can flow into a worthy person who 
leans back into the embrace of her 
trunk. When death came, so came 
the cedar coffin. The first and last 

embrace of a human being was 
in the arms of Mother Ce-

dar.”
- Robin Wall Kimmerer





Uriel Orlow’s ‘The Memory of Trees’ shows trees as 
witnesses of history. The photographs depict trees that 
were there during different significant points in histo-
ry. One of these is a Milk wood tree in Cape Town that 
is over 500 years old. It has witnessed a famous Portu-
guese explorer and his men killed by the Khoikhoi in 
1510, who revenged cattle raids, abductions and extor-
tion. In later centuries under its shade became a spot 
where slave masters bartered away humans, and from 
its branches disobedient slaves were hung. 

The tree in my grandparents garden has thankfully wit-
nessed a more pleasant history. It has witnessed fun, 
games and parties. It has witnessed children growing up 
with great examples and people who love them. 





“in Native (American) ways of knowing, hu-
man people are often referred to as ‘the young-
er brothers of Creation’. We say that humans 
have the least experience with how to live and 
thus the most to learn—we must look to our 
teachers among the other species for guidance. 
Their wisdom is apparent in the way that they 

live. They teach us by example.”
- Robin Wall Kimmerer



Examples







Since my grandma has passed I feel the need to focus 
my attention on her rather than my grandad. He has 
been an influence on my relationship with nature also 
through his love of gardening and walking, but as I 
think about the influence my grandma had on me, it 
connects me with her, making my relationship with 
her ongoing. As I come closer to the tree from her gar-
den, she is in my thoughts and I think of the things 
she loved. It’s impossible to see or hear birds without 
my mind turning to her. My relationship with nature 
is bound to all my relationships with those who helped 
teach me to love it. 





“Before we paddled away from any camping 
place she made us kids scour the place to be 

sure that it was spotless. No burnt match-
stick, no scrap of paper escaped her notice. 
“Leave this place better than you found it,” 

she admonished. And so we did. We also had 
to leave wood for the next person’s fire, with 
tinder and kindling carefully sheltered from 
rain by a sheet of birch bark. I liked to im-
agine their pleasure, those other paddlers, 

arriving after dark to find a ready pile of fuel 
to warm their evening meal. My mother’s cer-

emony connected us to them, too.”

Robin Wall Kimmerer 





Grandma was the first of the family to join my church, 
and had a strong Christian faith. Trees are a significant 
part of culture and spirituality in the bible. In the Gar-
den of eden Adam and eve are told of the tree of life and 
the tree of knowledge. In scripture the house of Israel is 
also compared to an olive tree.   

 Being german, if you were able to look back far enough 
in Grandma’s family tree, some of her ancestors would 
have had similar beliefs to the norse. “In Norse mythol-
ogy, Yggdrasil (“The Terrible One’ s Horse”), also called 
the World Tree, was the giant ash tree that linked and 
sheltered all the worlds.” (Judith Crews 2003)





The tree that I carve into is now like a link between us, 
its arms branching from the physical to the spiritual.



“I’ve always had a complicated relationship 
with nostalgia. Why does a nostalgic object 
cast such an inescapable spell? It is a malady 
I suffer from, mildly mostly, with occasional 

intense lapses.”
– Andy Holden

Cat-tharsis (2016/21)



Andy Holden’s collaboration with his late 
grandmother and his father are beautiful. It is 
reminiscent of a child’s interaction with a par-
ent. In my family I have seen the collaboration 
between a mother and her son as she draws a 
picture for him to colour in. They have creat-
ed two things together, the picture itself and 
the extra link in their relationship. Andy holden 
clearly still sees the value in making these links 
as he creates with his father who is a photogra-
pher. It also seems that he does not give up 
on the links once his loved ones have passed, 
as uses his grandmothers old possessions to 
create work that reignites the bond they had 
through shared interests.  

Andy Holden, The Arrow Stork (Never a Straight Line Between 
Two Points) (still), 2021, in collaboration with Peter Holden.



Learning 
Through 
Play







My grandma always encouraged us to play. She want-
ed her house to be a  place we would love to come to 
and therefore had many toys for inside, and for outside 
swings, hammocks and balls to play with. Being outside 
in the garden was the preferred option. 





 “there are all 
these things that children 
learn in play that cannot be taught.
They learn in experience, and for 
children experience comes 
from play” 
             (Dr Gray 2018)





Playing on and around the tree throughout my 
life has influenced my relationship with the 
natural world. I have watched and listened to 
the birds nesting in its branches. It has swayed 
in the breeze watching me as it held one of the 
ends of my hammock as lay with the sun on my 
face and the scent of freshly cut grass filled my 
nose. It challenged me to climb and conquer 
my fear of heights.  





Paul Klee

Within play, relationships are important. When a child 
plays with someone they grow a bond that can last 
throughout their life. This is especially important for 
parents and family. The fact that Paul Klee created pup-
pets for his child and would perform and interact with 
him is beautiful to me. It, like the family tree and the 
birds I’m making, becomes more than just an item or a 
piece of art, but an artefact of a relationship. One that 
recounts tender moments with family. 





 “Play is the ‘breath of life to the child, since 
it is through play activities that he finds 
mental ease, and can work upon his wishes, 
fears and fantasies so as to integrate them 

into a living personality” 
-Susan Isaacs





“I am convinced that standardised playgrounds are 
dangerous, just in another way: When the distance 

between all the rungs in a climbing net or a ladder is 
exactly the same, the child has no need to concen-
trate on where he puts his feet. Standardisation is 

dangerous because play becomes simplified and the 
child does not have to worry about his movements. 
This lesson cannot be carried over to all the knob-

bly and asymmetrical forms, with which one is con-
fronted throughout life.”

-Helle Nebelong



Time





Colin Self



 ‘The out of focus is the mind blurred by 
some event in one’s infancy which “clouds 
one’s vision” but it happened so early one 
doesn’t “know” what it was. The flowers 
are nostalgia. The past, sweetness, new 
hope growing.’ Colin Self’s depiction of 
memory is rather apt as the memories I 
have are brought forwards by the vide-
os taken by my mum. They themselves 
are blurred but help me to piece memo-
ries together and unearth them from the 
depths of my mind.  





My grandma was someone who loved spending time 
with her grandchildren. We went to my grandparents 
house every week through all of my childhood, and 
looking back through old videos she was always there 
for the occasions such as birthdays. She spent a lot of 
time admiring and feeding the birds and had many 
feeders hanging in sight from the kitchen window. As 
she didn’t have the best mobility due to health struggles 
she got us to fill the feeders for her every Sunday. She 
had numerous books on birds, and a clock that had a 
different birdsong every hour so she could learn to rec-
ognise them from sight and sound.  



A selection of pages from 
my Grandma’s book, with 
her notes.



























Kerry Tribe’s work on memory is very interest-
ing. She explores memory as unreliable history. 
Two different people might recall the same sit-
uation in different ways. In her piece ‘Audition 
tapes’ it shows how a family may remember the 
past differently. In Near Miss (2005) she rec-
reates an undocumented experience she had 
a decade before. It consists of 3 ‘takes’ of a car 
driving in the snow and after a while losing 
traction and spinning of course. All the takes 
are very slightly different. I wonder wether my 
family remember things differently to the way 
I have, wether they focus on the same points. 
I also wonder how I would remember things 
without the reminders from the home videos, 
wether I would be able to re-enact moments at 
my grandmas accurately? I also thought of how 
the tree’s memory and point of view might dif-
fer. 





‘Shou sugi ban’ is a Japanese method of pre-
serving and finishing wood by burning. It is tra-
ditionally used on Japanese Cedar. 

The birds I make sit onto these charred stands, 
likewise will preserve the memory of my 
grandma, the tree, and the experiences shared 
amongst both.  









‘Mike Nelson has transformed the grand spaces of the 
Duveen Galleries into something between a sculpture 
court and an asset strippers’ warehouse. He has care-
fully selected objects from the post-war Britain that 
framed his childhood – including enormous knitting 
machines, woodwork stripped from a former army 
barracks, graffitied steel awnings and doors from an 
NHS hospital’. Objects are powerful tools for the mind. 
They are anchored to memory and can come to mean 
a lot to people. We keep objects that belonged to lost 
loved ones to keep them in mind, and they become 
some of our most precious belongings.  





I hope that the objects I create, [these birds] 
become precious. That as they are kept by me 
and my family they remind them not only of my 
grandma, but the garden, and the tree where 
memories and the wood was made. I hope that 
future branches of our family will connect the 
love for birds and plants not just to my grand-
ma but to me, and that these objects that I’ve 
laboured to make will be grafted to memories of 
their love for nature and family.   

































 My grandma’s clock was the perfect thing to 
recreate. A clock is a symbol of time, and the 
time we give to people shows our love for them. 
As my grandma once spent time learning about 
birds, I have spent time making them. Whit-
tling through memories and wood has not only 
shown my love for my grandma, but developed 
it. She through this process has shown me how 
to care and love a little more, and that spending 
time on things that matter is really worth it, and 
family (the natural world included) matters. 


