Parallels
Parallels were continuously seen, revoking me back to previous investigations around people, energy, and shadows. This created the foundations for an ethnographic, political, linguistic, and anthropological programme. Ironically, the title I chose ‘Land of my Fathers’, restores my own father’s memory and parallels the unknown with the familiar. My ancestral farming family interacted alongside my parent’s published poetry and my own identity. Probing up the past felt like walking alongside the unrevealed; McClister (2014) theorises about have one’s eyes open to embrace the unknown. I embodied myself in my ancestor’s terrain auto-ethnographically, through sketching, writing poetry, wearing the artwork, and collating data symbolically that represented love and terror.
My family is important to me, many are autistic, and Welsh-speaking, connecting us to the wider minority groups and challenging mainstream contemporary identity (ref, year). Historically, the minority Welsh language has been viewed an inconvenience to the majority non-Welsh speakers and this parallels with the Autistic community, also regarded as an inconvenience in a mainstream, neurotypical society (ref, year).
McGinn (1997, p. 89) insinuates that majority group conformity over “one victim is inherently agreeable”. This highlights that the differences between fair and inequitable rights for individuals in minority groups are terrifyingly stagnant.
The immersive artist William Kentridge surrounds his systematic images and background landscape text, on to a book. In his video De Como Nao Fui Ministro De’Estado, (2022) he conveys political and artistic symbolisation which parallel with my ancestral and landscape reanimations (McClister, 2014). Kentridge’s influence allowed me to incorporate my parents’ poetic text as medium into my paintings of fields which combined geometry, with abstraction and textual form (Figure X). His experimental portrayals developed my work into linear borders, juxtaposing angles with spaces, metaphorically stitching time, matter and meaning together. This concept developed into cyclic symbolism, challenging the traditional conventions and angles of linearity.
A further parallel is seen between the colours chosen to represent the lines (figure x), and the blue books rulings that belittled the monolingual Welsh farmer’s tongue. Thus, conceptualising the context of language and politics to my art.
My parent’s bilingual poetry made me proud to be Welsh and appreciate the natural landscape they depicted in their words. A sentence in my Father’s poem Boundaries, (1986, n.p) ‘These Welsh Worn Hills,’ conceptualised as patchwork in my collage books (figure x). The description of Welsh hills, being ‘worn, parallels between land and cloth and hints at adversity. The context that inspired my father to actualize hills being ‘worn out’ or worn, seemed poignant considering my memory of him describing his back pain to ‘carrying a mountain’. Further, one of my mother’s melancholic poems, Cobwebs (Hopkins, 2011) describes dawn as spreading a rosy quilt, a parallel between text and cloth and symbolic of her sewing and poetic skillset. Thus, deepening the sartorial rhizome between my parents, their text, and my emotions.
Another great influence occurred when I painted my GGG grandmother from a photograph and her eyes watched beadily. Reality appeared phenomenological as I built up a relationship with this familiar stranger, albeit non-verbally. When a drop of paint water ran down her face, it felt as though she was crying. It seemed her eye was watching me which allowed me to deepen my embodied experience. Faulkner (year) described a methodology where she poses questions about her poetic craft asking, “how is this part of research?”. She believes that her poetry does not always need an explanation that it stands alone for interpretation. I believe the same applies to Mary’s eye, would others interpret her emotion in my painting, thus connecting the audience to the artist’s conceptualisation of context.
The theoretical physicist, Wigner’s thought experiment measured how two observers can have seemingly different realities of a situation (1961). In agreeance, Prioetti (2019) explains that the objectivity of observations is not so clear in quantum mechanics. This signifies that humans view the world diversely and differently.
I believe that a metaphysical reality occurred between Mary and I, which raises a debate around the features of consciousness that exists beyond our physicality and empirical reality (Miller, 2022).
After this phenomenal experience, the symbolic eye emerged often and ran parallel with my praxis as research data, non-verbally transpired into a poem (figure x). In my analysis a family story reinforced the significance of Mary’s eyes because the photograph unnerved guests at her home in Gwernwyddog farm after her death. The eye also seen on a stone tablet in the old dairy where symbolic circles and an eye were inscribed, as seen below (figure x). The practical indentations and texture led me to use concrete as an art medium. Dillon edits, Adrian Stokes (1934) who discourses the liveliness of stone, hypothesising its natural marks as records in time with a solidity that symbolises life indented into the stone. The OBE poet Lemn Sissey was raised in care and inspires us with his words, “Open the book, open the challenge with an open eye”. This connects to my families’ eye ideology and deepens my interest in the spaces between Mary and I.

Symposium
In ancient Greek times, a symposium
would follow a banquet, food for thought.
I pass around a gooseberry tart, nothing quite like it for lunch, in haymaking.
Our minds, our fate, our plate, space, time, and matter initiate contemporary chatter.
This convivial presentation is steady 
To discourse my ancestral, historical family. 
Peasant monolingual Welsh Speaking farmers
founded my inquiry brought into the light from the 18th, 19th and 20th century. 
Reciting today prolongs their memory,
People like Mary Davies from Gwernwyddog, 1833

I embed myself in this auto-ethnography
I walked the same path as my dadcu and mamgu.
After all, this is about my mamgu and my dadcu. 1
Wearing the land as a symbol of gold treasure
Screen printed here onto my skirt, quite the endeavour.
The cyclic life cycle, a squeaky wheel 
ploughs up guilty secrets shhhh don’t reveal. 
‘These Welsh worn hills, my fathers’ poem, reflects man’s mountain with his sheep’, 
And poses an argument of steep ownership and power.
Sheep a metaphor for people who baah and bleet, 
walking headless, blindly following others’ mess. 
The mess of drawing blood from flesh of little babies, The Welsh Not, not that long ago, as late as the 1920s.
Children forced out of their native tongue. 
Courageous to endure, the humiliation and fear
Yet some people still wonder why we want the Cymraeg, our golden, national treasure. 
The Blue Books rulings and the agricultural depressions, 

undermined a nations culture and their tenure condition,  
And like fog the guilt hangs because powerful forces whipped out their livelihood and recourses. 
These old oppressions caned the Welsh Nation,
Forced by the bands of judisial whip hands.
Suppressing minority groups historically.
And currently the after effects still shock.
The crushing of identity in anthropology. 
Where is our apology?
While exploring these cultural connections, 
About farmhouse symposiums with Pantycelyn and other famous religious hymn writers. 
This widened my view around peoples cultural, economic, political, and linguistic principals. 
Influenced by James James’s Welsh anthem and dignity.  
I plant my feet firmly in the,  Land of My Fathers’,
Mary Davies looks this nation straight in the eye. 
Following Fraire’s theory I am active in this pedagogy
This dialogic poetry reflects on humanistic values holistically.
And so, new knowledge was conceptualised into cloth, painting and poetry.
I researched that in history, the wealthy gentry often exploited its community. 
I heard the stories of poor poachers who tried their luck, 
tickling fish in the Sawdde river
Hanging up dead rabbits for dinner. 
Intent on feeding their poor rural children, 
fathers found themselves behind bars with 6 months of hard labor at worst deportation.
This was the tale of my own gg grandfather, who was sentenced in Brecon for stealing a lamb.
Damn the greed and the power of that wealthy landowner, you had more rabbits than you could
count Sir! Call yourself a Sir. 
 A patch quilt of vast data emerged from the arts-based research structure.  
Questions were posed, could art unite people together? 
And is art for art’s sake, outdated, lost forever?   
Is it fair that artist’s fates are decided by the curator’s taste at the banquet of the Tate.  
A hushed up bandwagon a cyclic motion, reflected in the equation
Does success = Nepotism, a form of corruption.
In my book, You can = you will, the coaching model, break it down, keep focused chunk by chunk..  
My method of creating multifaceted art is proven by what I do with that.
And those not interested to listen diversely, are missing out on phenomenology.
Missing the tricks right under their noses.
I experimented proficiently, abstracting lines, 
And considering tension, composition, and ratio, geometrically, one finds,
new knowledge and media in universality.
Yet it always, in full circle came back to one thing
The unconscious eruption of work from my soul,
That kept me up late and got me up early
This free flow of creative energy. 
My mind overflows, with ideas aglow, I’m ready for module 50.
Because this creative cycle never ends you see. This detailed intricacy, 
Represents my strongest asset 
The unique artist set free. They can never suppress that from me. 
From the outdated methods, sheep trends and restrictions, I stand alone, the lonely shepeard.
These historic narratives make fantastic art, because everyone relates to family . 
Sometimes in life powerful people win over the humble. 
But in my experience, there are no winners or losers. 
Because negative power swirls around in dirty old pots. 
If you can dare to look yourself in the eye, 
And have a nonverbal conversation with yourself before you die,
then the eye of the storm becomes a powerless hole.
When we furrow, we aggregate strong emotions,
Represented in my art through circular pages, 
challenging conventional traditions.
And in keeping with the book as a theme,
The bible was important to teach peasants farmers, ethics and morals.
It could be argued that Harris, an 18thcentury leader of the Methodist movement
Opened our eyes to a new testament and treatment. 
The chapels were heroic to break the law 
by secretly teaching the Welsh language, our dragons claw.
Caradog Evans a well know non-conformist
Genius or fool? Well, both exist.
His opinion is valid in equality to another.
He argued for the minority voice, different, not lesser.
And in our post-modern communities
Old stigmas float by, like clouds of assumptions
No time to actualize facts or consider our redemptions and lies.
Different = lesser to the arrogant, Like Burke, that academic tyrant who considered autistic children 
idiots, experimenting on them with hot flames to crush their souls and heighten his own position.
Children sent away to solitary confinement in times when 
solidarity never appeared. 
And who today would support the one they excluded.
Again, solidarity never appeared.
I raise this flag for rabbits and brave poachers, 
For peasants and poor children, the real landowners.
For disabled children institutionalised as late as the 70’s. 
Their torture exposed right here, after all of these years. I raise a flag for babies who bled at the hands of didactic educators led,
by the British government. And where is Lament, did I miss their apology? 
I create from my soul, I swirl paint with text, uncomfortable for some, 
In puddles of dirty water, can we even try to start over? 
When we let slip on our integrity, we disunite. The rich and the poor, the healthy the frail, the
teacher the pupil, we will fail. 
And through these oppressions placed on the Welsh nation, we MUST learn lessons about
 discrimination. Our purpose is not to fix another but to learn to live alongside each other. 
The minority population matter, they are not lesser. 
Within the parameters of mainstream exclusions. I do not bow down to assumptions that match burkes experimental conclusions.
Ha! The lack of academic intelligence. 
Not lesser for holding on to Welsh even though it’s a minority,
Not lesser for thinking differently in the autistic community.
Embrace diversity we all fit in to this universal equation of equality.
If in this room today we found a majority all monolingual or autistic.
A mainstream singular person might feel like an excluded statistic.
Lets consider the perspective of another?
And this, this is my daily grind and it feels so unkind.
We all fit in to the fiberacci, written in the liber abaci, derived from Sanskrit poetry. This universal equation of equality. In art and in nature, a symbolic power, the golden ratio.
A family of artists Marc Rees, Carwyn Evans and Studio Andrecco
Inspired me to celebrate my artistic culture. 
Their work represent unifications,
Sewing flags to fly, wrapped in blankets, climbing pews together.
Symbolising a way of stitching, pleating and folding information to share.
Family is important to me, 
many are autistic, we create one holistic unity.
Yes family is important to me.
My painting of a memory, my privilege, a moment in time,
transcends me to hallowed hill.
Where dawn casts its rosy quilt over my parents, to rest.
A blanket of fog over the Usk Valley, tucked in, caressed.
And when the night casts its shadow, obediently we bow. 
And the tyrants don’t matter now. 
Three paintings are waiting to dry, to hang together, 
connecting us to those who left, two poets, my mother, my father, who sleep peacefully now alongside each other…..
though their watchful eyes, still linger.
3 perspectives, sunshine, fog and darkness, the changeability of weather.  
Diversity remains for me an ideology
But like it or not we are a changing, moving multiplicity. 
Connected by rhizomes, flowing continuously. I am no better than you, but neither are you of me. 
Tyrants will never exclude the ideology of being one vast family. United, included, inclusive, universally. 
I salute you, Mary. 
Mam, Dad? I know you’re here with me, thank you for teaching me Welsh.

1 Mamgu is Welsh for Grandmother. Dadcu is Welsh for Grandfather.
2 Ty Unnos refers to squatters’ rights to build and own a house overnight on free land. 

