
Hi love,
I've been tying myself  up in knots over red route, I don't know why. 

I keep trying to think of  things to do and then dis-counting them straight away. I can't pin it down and 
all my thoughts get jumbled up. I also automatically think about things as film or scripts and I'm not 
sure that will apply. Here is a list of  things that have been rattling through my brain, and they are all 
totally random. I'm still fixing on what to do but see what you think of  any of  these.
I started off  thinking about the walk itself, about the thing that happens on a walk. I start talking 
with someone I don't know, or with someone that I have only talked to across a table. We fall into 
step and the conversation starts with person A. I might begin a thought with them before the 
pattern of  walkers moves and I find myself  next to someone new. A new conversation begins. 
None of  these conversations are abandoned. When the time comes, I fall back in step with 
person A and often the conversation thread re-starts. This relay of  information and this chain 
of  chatting strengthens the whole group so that after a short time we look ahead for the people 
who might fall out of  sight or wait for the people behind us to catch up. We become a group. 
This conversation is important. But I don't know what to do with that. I dunno. What I don't 
want to do is to make conversation awkward or stilted, or for anyone to feel like they have 
to 'perform'.

Then I thought about the movement from North to South. The movement of  goods 
from the place I grew up toward the place I live. The hollowed out ground, the steel and 
the coal. I think about gravity and the sediment that settled in seams that made the coal. 
I think of  the gravity flow of  the canal, of  the river and of  the movement south. I think 
of  the place Cardiff  is desperately trying to be and of  all the resources from elsewhere 
that were funnelled through this pinchpoint of  a city that made it 'wealthy'. I think of  
the trainlines that now only take us up or down and about my own sense of  belong-
ing in my valley (from Rhymney to Cardiff) being vertical rather than cross cutting. 
I think of  territory (too far in one direction was over to Quakers Yard, too far in 
the other was Blackwood). I totally have no idea what to do with this. I thought 
about walking from Cardiff  to Merthyr, crossing paths with you all at a halfway 
point. I thought of  making the whole walk start at midnight walking toward 
dawn. I thought about changing direction and placing signs that say 'Merthyr 
10miles' rather than them all pointing to Cardiff. I thought about something 
flowing downstream. I thought about an eggtimer. For too long.  

I thought about red. I remember that my dad always wore red socks, and I 
remember when he was dressed by the undertaker for his coffin, that the 
undertaker had swapped the red socks we sent for black ones. I remember 
politely but furiously telling him that we hadn't sent them by mistake and 
that he should change them back. I thought how much I would like to 
take my mam somehow. She's 80 and it would need wheels (osteo arthri-
tus) but somehow it could be done. I remember my wrong-colour-red 
home knit school jumper she made when everyone else had shop 
bought ones that were the right colour. I thought about my brothers 
and sisters knowing that they could crank up teasing me until I 
cracked (My brother described this as a red mist that turned me, 
normally placid, into the fury). I don't know what to do with red.

I keep feeling like I should make a point - to be political or to 
shout what I think. Every time I think along these lines I falter. 
When I think about ideas around equality, cooperation, sharing 
- I cringe. Not because I don't believe in them (I do, strongly) 
but when I try and picture myself  commenting on them I just 
feel under-informed or impotent. I thought about all of  the 
things under the banner of  equality, and that all of  the 
organisations that fight for equality should also be fighting 
for their own obsolescence. I'm not an artist that wears this 
stuff  well, even though I feel it, and even carrying a 
banner makes me self  conscious. I thought of  talking 
about growing up gay in S Wales, but realised it was 
mostly fine. Then I thought that maybe that is the point. 
So - I want to do something that matters, but feel a bit 
helpless or ill-equipped to do it. 

This is just to re-assure you that I am thinking about 
this every day. Sorry for the outpouring. ax

Hey Anthony,
Thanks for this. It was really special to read your thoughts and processes. I really really like all the things you're thinking of  - so I don't know if  I'm going to 

be much help in refining at the moment though.

There's a lot of  synchronicity with the ideas you've been having and the way I feel about the walk, so I'm just going to write, if  that's okay? Things to do with 
place, and travel, and being from the valleys. I really love the idea of  markers saying 'to Merthyr'. For a long time I've known that Red Route goes the wrong way, 

that really it should travel from Cardiff  to Merthyr, in an action which at least recognises that the wealth travelled up to Cardiff  to make it rich, and which left 
the valleys bereft. I've thought about walking the day after RR back to Merthyr, and taking some kind of  gift with me - I don't know what, or where it would go 

but I know that travelling towards Cardiff  from Merthyr never feels quite right in the context of  the way I feel about Red Route. I've also wanted for a long time 
to do the walk in the dark. Not necessarily during Red Route, but just because. It's a route that abides in me and I'm always interested in re-doing it, and walking in 

the night affects your relationship to place and the conversations and thoughts you have.

I've also thought about family and the walk, but then I think about my family a lot, and I think in most of  the stuff  I do, I'm trying to make a family somehow, of  
friends. This is one of  the reasons why walking is so important to me. It makes family - but it's very special when my parents come along and I'd love it if  your Mam 

could, somehow. I really love the story of  your Dad's red socks. It made me cry a bit but also reminded me of  Adrian Mole. Do you know the bit in Adrian Mole, I 
think it's the first book, and he wears red socks to school and gets into trouble? And because his crush Pandora is a bit of  a teenage radical it becomes a whole thing 

where he, Pandora and his best friend Nigel form the Red Sock brigade and boycott school, and Pandora's dad Ivan, who's an old Communist (Pandora is v new Labour 
but her first crush was Tony Benn) admires the choice of  red as the colour of  revolution, but it was never what Adrian meant and after a while he just wishes he'd worn 

normal black socks. I think about Adrian Mole quite a lot - and genuinely ascribe a lot of  my understanding of  politics when I was growing up to him. Stuff  to do with 
being working class, with fairness, humour, with socialism, just with being a bit of  an idiot and trying to do your best and failing a lot. I owe a lot to Sue Townsend I think, 

and I always wanted to write to her and thank her - she's the only famous person I ever thought of  writing to, and I didn't because I left it too late and she died too young, 
at 60. I collect old copies of  Adrian Mole from charity shops to give to people, I'll bring one to the G for you.

I've been thinking about the word gentle a lot lately, and about the way it relates to belief  and behaviour and action. I keep thinking about doing stuff  with meaning, trying to 
affect stuff, and I'm interested in doing this stuff  in gentle ways, like making people dinner, or helping build something, or going for a walk - and I keep wondering if  it's enough, 

being gentle, when it feels like we're in crisis. But I don't know if  I can do things another way. I keep thinking of  the words 'Shared Power' which I saw on a banner made by 
Ad de Jong who started W139 in Amsterdam. When I first asked you to be lead artist I didn't have any expectation of  what you might do - and literally anything you've described 

would be wonderful - but more I knew I wanted to continue a conversation with you about the walk, about what it is and what it might become after this fifth year. I don't know 
if  I'm going to carry on after this year. I do love it and think it's important so I might, but only if  I'm certain the value of  it outweighs the distress of  running it. I know that's a 

big word but I think it's probably quite fair, and I hold myself  at least partly responsible for it. I wonder how I'll feel about RR if  I do leave - if  I'll be okay to hand it over, or if  I'll 
feel weird or bitter or sad, or if  it's mine, and if  it is, should it be. Or maybe it becomes something else. So the last thing you said is also really interests me.

Anyway, this is a long email and it has far too much 'I' words in it for an email which is meant to be talking about what you might do. I don't think it'll have helped you much, but 
your email is exactly why I wanted you to be lead artist. xx

--------
Hi love,
I might include the way I talk about our South 
Wales valleys. For years, to explain it to stran-
gers, I use my hand, with my thumb as Ebbw, 
index finger as Rhymney, middle finger as 
Merthyr (no offence-feisty!) ring finger is 
Aberdare then my little finger is Treorchy. 
My pulse point is Cardiff. I’ll try and bring 
a bag full of  red socks of  different sizes 
for people on the walk. Long term - I 
want to be part of  the conversation 
about how the walk will happen next 
time (more interested in what form it 
takes as part of  your work) ax
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