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Held Tradderly
Corrina Eastwood 

Sitting Up is a Romani tradition where the body of the passed loved one comes home for a duration of time. Relatives share food and tell stories of the loved one outside around a fire, sitting up all night and not sleeping for the duration. Traditionally tents may also be erected with mourners separated into tents for men and women. The loved one is then taken directly from home to the cremation or burial.  For both my parents’  Sitting Up, I constructed several sculptures during and after their end of life care and added a new tradition, of offering these sculptures as a gift, placing them and photographing them on top of my parents’ caskets as an act of honouring and of processing grief.  

Held Tradderly
Held Tradderly explores ideas of containment and care in the face of adversity in the families of marginalised communities. I use polymer to create fleshy, organic seeming, yet synthetic, hybrid objects that I affectionately refer to as pooks and that developed from a reference to owl pellets from the cage of my Dad’s pet Tawny Owl, Pudding. Owl pellets are the regurgitated parts of the food that owls are unable to digest or process. The pooks symbolise something of generational trauma, the ability or not to metabolise traumatic experience and both the grotesque and beautiful that can be gained from those experiences. Included in the layers of bound containers, each embracing and holding the next in place, are materials that resonate with my relationship with my now passed parents, such as car tyre tread nests, dried flowers from Mum’s floral tributes from family, and the fabric from her favourite shawl.  

Atch On
The primary component of Atch On is a cast of my Dad’s hand taken in the weeks before his death as I managed his end of life care in his home. The hand sits in a tyre tread nest that I constucted by his bedside during this time, using the rubber he had sourced for me.
	
I began to repeatedly use the tyre tread to construct nests from the materials of one of Dad’s trades. Growing up, the smell of burning rubber would fill the house as Dad would cut the tread in the kitchen of the family home and often leave the zig-zagged rubber pieces all over the kitchen floor. 
The nest is also embelished with gold thread gifted to me by my Aunt, who has now also passed, on the day after my Dad died. 

Aunt Jen handed me the thread she had found as we both stood next to my Dad’s body (and her brothers’) saying, ‘Here babe, I found this to make your art.’ I had been walking around the house inviting visiting family in to sit with Dad, holding the nests I had made by his bedside as he died. One I finished in the early hours after he passed away. Aunt Jen had noticed this and brought the thread to give me. During the process of weaving the nest I would touch Dad’s hand, or glance up at his face. After many hours of what felt like witnessing a process of him slowly travelling away from me, I noticed that it felt very much like he had finally gone. And the nest was finished.  

Inside his hand sits a compass charm gifted to me by my Uncle Marky who died in 2017, along with a rose quartz stone I give Dad in my early teens to help him with his anger. He had carried it in his pocket ever since. Atch On means travel on in Romanichal.  

“It feels very true, doesn’t it?”: Removed To / Must Accept
This piece is created from casts of my parents’ hands made on my Dad’s return home from hospital to die, a nest woven from gold threads gifted to me by my Aunt, and tyre tread, a material that would cover our kitchen floor in my childhood as my Dad would cut the treads on the car tyres he traded in. The nest is cradled by the hands and contains an identity card that my Dad still possessed, issued to him at the age of three, a card that was issued to all Traveller children stating each time the card owner was “Removed To” their next stopping place. In addition, the nest contains a section of my school report, saved by my Mum. It states; “Constant absences and truancies from school have clearly hampered her progress. She must accept that unless she attends regularly, success in GCSE work will slip out of her grasp.” The torn report is curled and nestled inside my Dads’ identity card, pinned in place. All components sit in a box my Dad made for me in prison. 

I came undone
I constructed I came undone at Mum’s Sitting Up and photographed it on her casket as part of a private process. It is constructed of a cast of her hand taken before her death and which emerges from, and holds, dried flowers. Her hand sits in one of her favourite dishes for holding Quality Street at Christmas in the family home since my childhood. 

Mandi 
Mandi means me or mine in Romanichal and the sculpture was built at the artists fathers’ Sitting Up and offered and photographed on his casket. It is constructed of a wooden box, birds nest, silver charms gifted to the artist by her Uncle Marky, her identity braclet from her birth, and her christening braclet. 

Mu Muticas 1 
During her end of life care Mum often moved in and out of states of delirium, rarely seeming scared or distressed; with she and I often finding her new and transient use of languge and communication of ideas in such moments, very interesting and amusing. On one occation while rambling and feverish Mum spoke of feeling like she wanted to say something by couldn’t find the words, her dementia diognisis exacerbating this difficulty. 
She was laying in her hospital bed laughing slightly while explaining how she couldn’t find her words. She then said “I just got to Mu Muticas”. I laughed and repeated this as I stroked her hair thinking it was a new made up word she had discovered. Later a friend had reserched the word and found that Mu Muticas is actaully Latin to mean mute or speechless or wordless. We laughed that Mum was either remebering something from one of her beloved quiz shows or she was finally possessed. 
The sculpture is a new direction in my practice, the pooks unconsciously have developed into large bloodied yet embellished fetus-like shapes, finding a comfortable place in the matchstick boxes and platforms I have created for them using the boxes my Dad made in prison as reference.  

I can feel my feet
I can feel my feet is a response piece to the death of my Mum. It explores ideas of containment and care in the face of adversity in the families of marginalised communities, as well as my specific relationship with Mum who prided herself on her creative ways of building a home for her family. The title I can feel my feet relates to my also Romani friend Imogen’s support of me at Mums funeral. 
As Mums’ horse and carriage arrived to take her from home to the church for her funeral, we all waited outside to walk in procession behind her. I then began to feel strange. I commented that I felt I wasn’t in my body. My friend Imogen asked, “can you feel your feet?” I felt for them, and this grounded me to then carry on.  



Rokka Nixi 
Rokka Nix means say nothing in Romanichal, something Dad would often say to me growing up, in Romani Jib, if outsiders were asking questions he didnt want answerd with honesty. The peice is part of a photographic essay commissioned by The Romani Arts Company in 2022. 
As an act of ritual, an attempt to externalise and symbolise my pain and to communicate what had been mostly unspoken with my Dad, I chose to build each little sculpture on his casket, in the hours before his Sitting Up and documented this process. I also photographed other parts of his Sitting Up and the burning of some of his possessions to go with him. These traditional Romani rituals around death and loss felt incredibly important and containing.  

If you know what I mean
If You Know What I mean is a photographic essay documenting Mum’s Sitting Up. In the weeks following Mum’s death I attempted to make several sculptures for her to offer at her Sitting Up, as I had with Dad. The process felt very different though and much harder in terms of creative energy. My Mum’s end of life care due to her complex health issues, as well as her dementia diagnosis, had been far longer and more involved for me than with my Dad, and I think this affected my ability to channel what I needed, due to exhaustion. It became important to me to create a similar number of offerings for Mum as I had for Dad, yet in this process I also realised that due to the nature of our relationship, I had less to tell her as less had been left unsaid. 
If you know what I mean? was a question Mum often asked following having explained something in conversation. Most often said when it was most obvious exactly what she had meant due to her being incredibly verbose. And annoying.
  
Brazen Chavi: Pedestal Self Portrait Project
In collaboration with artist Mia Hawk, I completed The Pedestal Project in 2017, a self-portrait project utilising costume, props and family and cultural narratives that hold significance. The exploring of costume and makeup become representative of identity formation, photographed as a visual narrative and cultural archive. This process was paralleled by my sharing with Mia a verbal narrative of life experience and desires to be ‘all of myself at once’ in part in response to the necessity from those within Romani communities to hide their true ethnicity if they can, to avoid racism. In this portrait from the series, pheasant skins gifted to me by my Dad from birds he had killed to eat, may in part represent the tensions between middle-class appearance and working-class origins. The rawness of the attempted integration seems to be illustrated in the bloodied attachment / detachment of the skins. The theatrical makeup may represent war paint and the absurd, commenting on my pale skin and feelings of alienation and difference felt from within and outside of my community and family. As well as symbolising disguise as a form of self-protection. The word “slut” is scrawled across my chest responding to patriarchal shaming that exists for women within my community and beyond, and also comments on the complexities of sexuality. Trinkets inherited from family adorn my costume, I am about to eat caviar from an over-sized silver spoon.

Learn too much / Fairy Elephant 
Learn Too Much was built in part with objects belonging to Mum at her Sitting Up to be placed on her purple casket as an act of ritual, honouring and as a way to process grief. Included in the assemblage are dried flowers, early stage pooks, and an embroidary made by my great grandmother that was passed down. All components sit on a serving plate gifted to Mum by my paternal Granny, her mother-in-law.
The ballet shoes had been Mums’ as a child. She had been an accomplished ballet dancer into her early teens. This had caused some friction between us in my childhood as she had enrolled me in ballet classes at around 4 years old. Although petite at this age I found dancing in ballet shoes painful and the ways I was instructed to positon my body increadbly painful too. I complained endlessly about this in my classes and my dance teacher commented on how heavy-footed I was for a little girl, eventally telling my Mum that I was like a moaning “fairy elephant” and that ballet really wasn’t for me. This dissapointed Mum but I didn’t care as I no longer had to do ballet, and eventually Mum didn’t care either.
The call is coming from inside the house
The call is coming from inside the house is a site specific sculptural piece exploring loss, grief and the processing of familial trauma. Surounding a large pook are fresh flowers including lillies that were used in many of my parents’ floral tributes. Also included are feathers and skins used in my self-portrait project about my identity and sense of self, and that were given to me by Dad from pheasants that he had shot to eat. 
During Mum’s Sitting Up I added flower-like embellished pooks to the main floral spray that sat on her casket. I had made these specifically for this purpose prior to her Sitting Up to photograph. The smell of lillies in particular are just so evocative and familiar to me and one of my favouirte flowers, despite the association they now so strongly have for me with loss. I wanted the space to be filled with the smell of them for the duration of the Held Tradderly exhabition, to further explore the cathartic aims of the show for me as a personal self reflexive exploration. I hope that during the show run the presence of the smell will subvert my feelings toward lillies, just as I hope to eventually subvert my grief and the sadness it brings when I remember my lost family members. The wilting and death of the flowers in the space, and the fading of this strong smell will represent the atch on or move on of my lost elders, and hopefully represent a ritualistic acceptence.  
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