


as both were made off-site and installed as finished works (although I 
did spend an additional 5 days on site at Mompesson House in the final 
stage of creation).  Both projects were a challenge for me (possibly as I 
typically create most of my work on site) and it’s interesting for me to 
recall the process.  In both cases I was tasked to create freestanding 
work. 
 
I worked with curator, Annette Ratuszniak to find 2 locations for my 
work at Mompesson House and it was wonderful to be given the front 
entrance of this magnificent building to work with.  My visits there were 
joyous, Salisbury Close must be one of the finest addresses in the UK 
with the cathedral just opposite and the variety of building styles and 
rooflines piquing my interest.  I’m a huge fan of Jonathan Meades and 
it gave me a massive kick to remember his programme and writings 
about Salisbury (the fabulous couple I stayed with when installing the 
work even found the video so I was able to watch his programme 
about Salisbury, in Salisbury)   

 
 

My angle on the work, in line with Annette’s material focus, was about 
the passage of time and the use of willow through the ages, with just a 
bit of whimsy: an imagining of various baskets as luggage being 
brought through this great door over the years and through the 
centuries.  For the most part, baskets wouldn’t have presented 
themselves to this doorway, rather they would have contained goods, 
foods and materials only suitable for the service doors.  Occasionally 
one may have slipped through perhaps, granted entry by way of 
holding treasured possessions, carried by careful, lace-gloved hands 
under a velvet cloak or perhaps heaved up the steps by a quiet 
doorman behind his visitor who had long-since been ushered into the 
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house.   Moreover, my work aimed to feel like it was clinging to the 
doorway, clinging to the constant passage of people through the 
door, through the ages; trying to gain entry all the while but being bent 
and blown in the constant breeze of time. 
 
Having a clear goal in the work is crucial (that’s almost the hardest part 
entirely) and then the hard work sets in. 
My large works are almost always tailored for a site on the site and to 
that extent I often have the chance to seal the work into the structure 
of the site with endless nudging and teasing of materials and constant 
assessment of the all the viewpoints.  Working off-site requires a 
different process and in both of these both projects (Collect and 
Mompesson House), it took some careful thinking to ensure that the 
works would feel at home when installed.  I filmed the developing 
fragile framework of the forms, sometimes filmed before the blade of 
my secateurs made brutal reassessment of certain curves and when 
the mass of the willow began to smooth, harden and bring approval to 
the emerging shape.   There’s quite a mixed bag of emotions to 
observe: passion and adrenaline wilting at subsequent reflection and 
lamentation; reflection and lament fanned away by passion and 
adrenaline, like the sun burning off the morning cloud.  Amusing also to 
see how much good a good cup of coffee can do. 
 
I’ve laughed out loud watching these videos back, seeing my weary 
face at the beginning of the process, just visible amongst layers of 
winter clothing, all rosy-cheeked and watery-eyed with the cold (both 
were made in late winter).  Expressions wracked with deep thought, 
voicing concerns about ‘trying to see the forms clearly’ and ‘trying to 
feel the work in the space’.  Much as this may paint a picture of 
temporary discomfort, which I would never dwell on, the video diaries 
also contain all those moments of creative highs and satisfied 
commitment to the task.  With the project for Mompesson House, I note 
that my working flow was magnificently restored simply by moving into 
a different working space that had a stone floor (as opposed to my 
usual floor-boarded studio space) – a simple change underfoot that 
brought me closer to the site somehow.   
 
In addition to remembering how the simplest of things can influence a 
working process, I’ve also found it very reassuring to remember that the 
hardest part of the project may well be at the beginning; given the 
long days and weeks spent on a project, it’s amusing to see how fresh-
faced and light-humoured I am towards the end of the films (skin tone 

actually changing dramatically 
from sallow and drawn to pink and 

blooming - crazily contrasting).   
 
This process has made me consider the role of the curator and the also 
the role of the hosts of such an exhibition, in this case, the National 
Trust.  There must be such temporary upheaval involved with bringing 
works into a house like this but with the skill of the both the curator and 
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the artists and with the passage of time throughout the exhibition, they 
bloom to become forms that fuse with the house’s history (I am thinking 
of Elizabeth Frink’s dog in the hallway and the engraved glass by Sally 
Fawkes standing amid the 18th century drinking glasses).  There are 
works by 20 artists in this exhibition that bring a new focus to parts of the 
house, either by distilling something hard to define about the 
atmosphere or by bringing back the vigour of language through 
materials that was so highly prized when this house was built.  I hope 
that the expressions on the visitors’ faces will also become fresh-faced 
and blooming when they experience the joys inside this house. 
 
Laura Ellen Bacon 
Sculptor. 
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