
What do you do when you are out of place? 
                              when you are in a place that isn’t your place? 

What do you do when you are in and out of place at the same time? 
 
  



 
Venice is a lot of things.  
A lot of things to a lot of people.  
Venice is some things and not other things.  
This isn’t so unusual.  
What’s more unusual is that sometimes Venice is both.  
At the same time.  
 
  



 
I have spun uncountable threads and I am attached to uncountable numbers of others.  
Each thread places me. Reminds me where I am. Holds me.  
Each thread places me here, places me now.  
But, perhaps more importantly, then.  
Places me retrospectively.      
 
Like the diary helps the diarist to find a way to understand what is and what is to come by 
understanding what has been, perhaps the threads, the holding of the threads of the web, or perhaps 
of the webs, the holding of the threads, helps me to understand where I am and where I will be by 
understanding where I, and those that came before me, those that I am connected to, where we, have 
been.  
 
 
  



 
 Venice.  
 Pause. 

  
  
  

 Venice.  
 (Fill this pause with whatever came to mind in the first pause.)  

  
  
  

If this was a form, a survey, an assessment, what would come now would be something like 
 
Write down the first three things that come to mind when you read the word “Venice”. 
 
It’s good that it isn’t a form, a survey or an assessment because then you would probably worry about 
what conclusions I would come to based on the three things you wrote down. 
 
I don’t know what my three things would be. Perhaps something like: 

Actually, I have no idea.  
Not much idea anyway.  

 
  



 
Mae’n doniol meddwl am y iaith dy ni’n defnyddio siarad am y iaith.  
Yng Nghymru, ni’n alw’r iaith Cymraeg “mamiaith”.  
Hen wlad fy nhadau, ond mamiaith.  
 
It’s the mother tongue.  
We sing, in our national anthem, about the dearness of the land of our fathers (not of the fatherland 
which has a whole other set of connotations),  
about the Land of our Fathers  
but we sing about it in the mother tongue.  
 
Now don’t get me wrong, I’m not reinforcing genders here.  
Mae mamau gyda pawb, hyd yn oed fy nhadau, mae gwlad gyda pob un ohonon nhw wedyn does dim 
rhaid dweud fod mae gwledydd yn benywaith neu gwrywaith. 
 
But it is odd that things do become one or the other, feminine or masculine.  
Like cars.  
Why are cars (almost) always “she”?    
Because men ride in cars PHNAR PHNAR.  
 
Fuck me, I hope not.  
 
  



 
 

Pierluca says he is Venetian and he isn’t even from Venice. He is from the Veneto and who knows what 
that is.  

     Apart from the people who are from it and the people who like its wine.  
 
Where to stop with which of the islands and not islands are Venice.  
 

Burano? 
Murano? 
Torcello? 

 
S. Michele? 
Mazzorbo? 

Certosa? 
 
 
The islands that aren’t even there any more is a whole other story and I’m not going to try and think 
about them now or my head might explode.  
 
  



 
Place.  
 
I started out to write a diary entry about place.  
My place.  
I was talking to James about his questions about his place, about his place in things.  
Or perhaps about his place in places. About his actual, physical place. 
About the way he places himself physically in places. 
I must ask him again. I must ask him more.   
 
Like the diary diversion, it’s interesting to think about separating a situation, an occasion, an event,  
from the situation in which it takes place. 
 
  



 
I always loved venn diagrams when I was at school.  

They are the only mathematical tool for which I feel fondness.  
 
  



 
I wonder whether, as well as being simultaneously a lot of things and not a lot of things, sometimes 
both at the same time, I wonder whether Venice is also everything and nothing, also sometimes, 
perhaps even always, both at the same time.  
 
Whether Venice was so many things that we think we can understand because they are in history 
books but is, now, a place which exists to throw us back on ourselves. 
 
Whether, just as almost everything in Venice is reflected in water, we are reflected in Venice.  
 
  



 
Aberystwyth – York:   202miles 
York-London:   153 miles 
London – Cardiff:    215miles 
Cardiff – Aberystwyth:   116miles 
 
 
Cardiff – Venice - Cardiff 2,250miles 
 
 
 
  



 
Anyway, there are the people who have been to Venice before and know stuff (and I really do know 
where to get the best ice cream by the way) and then there are the other people who, if you are lucky, 
you will meet and, if you are even luckier you will get to talk to and who really do have an inkling of 
what Venice is and is not and they are… 
 
Wait for it… 
Wait for it… 
 

Venetians. 
 
I have had the privilege to meet and talk to, in a stuttering combination of Italian, French and English, 
a fair few genuine, dyed in the wool native Venetians who live round one of the many corners which 
are a stone’s throw from where I work.  
This also means that most of them are genuine, dyed in the wool natives of Castello and, as any native 
of Castello (and, incidentally, a fair few natives of the other sestiere will tell you) is la vera Venetia.  
 
So to talk to a native of Castello is an actual privilege.  
It is a privilege. It’s also interesting to think about, particularly in a place like Venice (a place like 
Venice?) which is known for its buildings and its boats and its water and its light and its art, it is also 
interesting to think about the idea that la vera Venetia is not actually a place but it is the people that 
the place made.  
 
  



 
 
Beth sy’n digwydd pan dy ni ddim yn gallu defnyddio’r peth si’n teimlo’n gartrefol? When the things in 
which we feel most at home are not the things that we find easiest to use.  
 
Of course, these lines of thought, these lines of writing, crystalise in Venice.  
Yn Fenis, yn yr Eidal, ble dwi’n gallu ymlacio mewn ffordd hyfryd.  
Ges I fy ngheni mewn gwlad poeth, wedyn bod yn Fenis pan mae’n boeth yn teimlo fel bod yn saf, fel 
bod yn baban. 
But of course Italy, Venice, is not the land of my birth, it’s not where I can be safe like a cared for baby.  
 
Sono straniero qui. Sono turista. Lavoro qui ma sono turista. Sono tourista per che la biennale e una 
cosa tursitica. 
 
  



 
Diary Entry   
 
Funny the words we choose.  
 
This bit of writing is called “Diary Entry” but it’s not in a diary so that has to be a misnomer.  
Unless diary is something other than a physical thing.  
But then, this isn’t really an entry.  
Entry implies a physical object. 
Entry implies an entrance through which one enters.  
To make an entry.  
To make an entrance. 
To enter.  
 
I have no diary.  
I wish I did have and I think I should have.  
I watch Anthony, a diarist – a person who keeps a diary – and the organising and ordering of time and 
thoughts, of actions, reactions and interactions, is a process which surely must be valuable.  
 
Understanding things that have happened as a way of understanding things that happen, 
that will happen.  
And the ability to look.  
To hold, to review and to look.  
 
Anyway. 
To put the question of definitions, of “diary” and “entry”, on hold. 
I didn’t start out to write a piece about diaries or about definitions.  
I started out to write a diary entry not to write about a diary entry.  
 
Funny the words we choose.  
 
  



 
What about knowing your place?  
Do I know my place?  
That sort of place has no geography.  
Or, it has no physical geography.  
It has hierarchical geography. Boundaries, limitations, expectations. 
But no floor, no sky, no gradient.  
 
Funny how knowing your place, as a phrase, as an idea, 
doesn’t feel comfortable.  
It feels restrictive, constricting, limiting. 
It feels like something to keep you penned in. 
It feels like a thing to keep you down. 
A thing with no gradient.  
 
And what about to know the other sort of place?  
The home sort.    
What is it like to know that sort of place?  
 
  



 
I meander.  

Very Venice thing to do that. Meander.  
 
I meander but, a bit like in Venice when you meander and then you come to a place and you say to 
yourself “hang on, I’ve just been here”, I can’t really get passed those three questions.  
 
Here they are again: 
 
What do you do when you are out of place?  
                              when you are in a place that isn’t your place?  

What do you do when you are in and out of place at the same time? 
 
p.s. they’re not rhetorical. I want to know.    
 
  



 
When the spider sits in the middle of her web, she sits with her legs, each leg, on a different strand.  
That way she can feel when something - a fly, a beetle, a bee,  
me with the tip of a blade of grass - 

agitates her web and where the thing is, which direction.  
She can feel it and make a judgement as to what it is and whether, and when, it’s worth investigating.  
 
I sit in the middle of my web, the edge of Dad’s web, of Mum’s web,  
I sit in the middle of my web and at the intersections of uncountable others.  
 
  



 
Venice is famous, in part, because it’s an island.  
But it’s not an island.  
 
First of all, it isn’t an island, because there is a bridge, two actually, connecting it to the mainland, so 
its status as an island is cancelled.  
Geographically at any rate.  
 
Second of all, even if it was an island, it still wouldn’t be because it’s a collection of islands but, just as 
the bridge to the mainland cancels out Venice’s overall island status, each island in the collection has a 
bridge which connects it to the next.  
 
Think of this: every time you go over a bridge in Venice (there are 400 of them by the way), you’re not 
so much crossing a canal (170 of those), as going to the next island (of which there are 118).  
 
 
So, anyway, none of them are islands.  

                    Except for some of them.  
 

Like S. Giorgio, 
and Guidecca, 
and Lido, 

     and then I don’t know where to stop.  
 

 
  



 
A story.  
 
When I was six, we moved.  
200 miles away from where we were. Plus or minus.  
200 miles away from the west coast of Wales close to the North East Coast of England.  
We went 200 miles from one country to another. From a specific, defined, part of one country to a 
specific defined part of another.  
From a place with a clear, known felt and understood identity to a different place with a different, very 
different, clear, but at that time, unknown or felt or understood identity. 
 
We went because my father, my dad, Dad, knew his place.  
The place we left was his place.  
He knew it and it knew him.  
It knew him too bloody well for his liking.  
It knew him so he couldn’t move without it noticing.  
Eyes and ears and mouths everywhere. 
 
“You’re so and so’s boy.” 
“You’re so and so’s brother.” 
“You’re so and so’s nephew.” 
“You’re so and so’s cousin.” 
“So and so is your grandfather, your uncle, your aunt” 
 
Eyes and ears and mouths all over the place.  
All over   his   place.  
Eyes and ears and mouths.  
Eyes looking, mouths talking, ears hearing.  
A web of looking and hearing and speaking.  
 
A web  
A web, holding. 
Holding back.  
 
 
About fifty years later,  
Having moved 150 miles south, plus or minus,  
I moved 200 miles, or thereabouts, to the west.  
 
Still 100 miles to go to complete the loop, 
A bit more west and 100 miles north.  
Still 100 miles to go but, even here, is the edge of the place, Dad’s place, 
the edge of the web.  
 
Perhaps it’s not my web, not my place, 
Perhaps I’ve borrowed the place and borrowed the web,  
but the holding, to me, feels like a warmth, 
like a supporting, 
like a holding up not a holding down.  
A holding safe, not a holding back 
 
  



 
The point is that Venice is lots of things and not lots of things and there is a desire for prior 
knowledge, a claiming perhaps, that happens a lot when people have been in Venice more than once 
or for more than the statutory, tick-it-off-the-bucket-list, few days. People who have landed in Venice 
for, perhaps, weeks, for, perhaps, the Biennale, and who know, actually know, where the best spritz 
and the best cicchetti and the best ice- cream (that one’s me by the way but I’m not going to tell you, 
you’re going to have to find it for yourself) and the best art and lots of other best things, are to be 
found.  
 
I wonder about this a lot. I especially wonder about it when I find myself doing it.  
I wonder what it is about Venice that does that.  
 
  



 
I tend to avoid looking in mirrors. When I do, what I tend not to do is stand straight on to the mirror, 
with as neutral a stance and as neutral an expression as I can manage, and just look at myself.  
                           
What I tend to do instead, is to look, close up, at the detail that I want to look at, usually a rogue 
eyebrow hair or a blemish that may or may not be a spot, or, more rarely, when I’m trying out a t-shirt 
or a pair of shorts for example, to position myself in the way that I think most nearly corresponds to 
the mental image I have of myself; slightly casual, tummy sucked in, legs slightly apart, one foot 
slightly in front of the other, shoulders slightly back (but not so much that it looks like I’m narrower at 
the shoulder than I am at the waist).  
You get the picture. 
Anyway, the point is that I tend to avoid looking in mirrors.  
I tend to avoid seeing myself in mirrors.   
 
I think that in Venice, that is tricky. If everything in Venice is reflected and if that includes us, then 
being in Venice is to see your reflection. If, like me, you tend to avoid that, at least in a physical “oh 
look it’s me” sort of a way, then what you have to do, what I have to do, is to find ways to look and to 
see and to just, at the same time, to just be.   
 
  



Like the diary diversion, it’s interesting to think about separating a situation, an occasion, an event,  
from the situation in which it takes place. 
  
Situation 
1. a set of circumstances in which one finds oneself; a state of affairs. 
             "the situation between her and Jake had come to a head" 
2.          the location and surroundings of a place. 
             "the situation of the town is pleasant" 
 
 
Dangerous territory. Getting close to nouns becoming verbs: to diary. 
Or worse, that ugliest of words: to diarize.  
  
Or like message.  
I’m going to message you.  
Did you message them? 
Dangerous territory.  
 
Place, though, is one of those words that is all of those things already.  
Except an adjective.  
 
“It’s so place.”   Nice, but hasn’t happened yet. 
“It’s my place.”   Closer but 

       mine in what sense?  
 

Cardiff is my place. 
Venice is my place. 
The arcade is my place 
…….(insert name of favourite caffi/church/park/hill/lake/place) is my place. 
 
Not actually mine. 
Not literally mine.  
But mine in an adjectival sense. 
mine in a psychological sense.   
 
So place, then, need not be a place 
Not an actual physical place 
Not an actual physical place you can touch 
Not an actual physical place you can touch with your fingertips, with your tongue, with your breath or 
the soles of your feet 
 
  



 
If I were to write down three things that came to mind when I heard the word “Venice”, perhaps I 
would write something about death and art and sex and language and the lack of language or 
languages. 
Perhaps I would write something about place.  
 
I’m a Welsh artist, of course I would write something about place.  
I’m a Welsh artist and I’ve read Thomas Mann, and Daphne du Maurier and, somebody else I can’t 
remember so of course there would be something about sex and something about death.  
 
Or about sexandeath which is a different thing. 
 
According to Mann & du Maurier and the other one I can’t remember, that’s what happens to (possibly 
gay) men who go to Venice; they fall in love, usually with a (possibly not gay) younger man, have sex 
(at least in their heads they do) and then somebody dies.  
 
Bit like Brokeback Mountain which wasn’t set in Venice I know, but where somebody had to die on 
account of the two fellas being gay (well the sex they had was gay anyway) and I’m still cross with               
E. Annie Proulx about that.  
 
  



Dwi’n Cymraeg,  
Cymro. 
Dwi’n Cymro go iawn. 
 
Dwi’n wrth fy modd siarad Cymraeg, mae’r iaith Cymraeg yn teimlo‘n gartrefol.  
Mae fy nghartref i yn y iaith.  
 
But  
however much I feel at home in the Welsh language, like the Welsh language is my home, I’m not 
fluent. 
I’ve learnt it twice.  
Once when I was little but then I lost it again. Once, as an adult, after going to a funeral conducted 
almost entirely in Welsh and I understood barely a word.  
 
  



 
Three things strike me.  
 
The first thing is that, given that I really don’t understand anything about Venice, it’s a little bit odd to 
be trying to write about it. 
 
The second thing is that, thinking about the Venetian islands that have disappeared, Welsh land that is 
not there anymore, Cantre’r Gwaelod for example, or England, holds a very significant place in the 
Welsh psyche.  
 
The third is that, in Wales, we are very aware of having been made by the places that made us.  
 
  



Beth am “lle” yn Gymraeg? 
Ydy “milltir sgwâr” a “square mile” yn golygu yr un peth?  
Is “fy milltir sgwâr” the same as “my square mile”? 
 
Would anybody actually say “my square mile” in English? 
 
Is “fy milltir sgwâr” the same as “fy man”? 
Is “my place” the same as “my home”? 
  
How does place, an idea of place, a place, my place,  
How does place relate to, how does it change, with language?  
 
Place, situation, locale, locality 
Man, safle, lle, lleoliad 
 
Are these the same thing?  
Are these the same place?  
 
  



 
I understand very little about Venice. When I think about that, I often start with the fact (scientifically 
proven live on air on Channel 4) that each end of the Rialto bridge is supported by eleven thousand 
piles made out of eleven thousand trees. It’s a big bridge by Venetian standards, I’ll grant you that, but 
it is only one bridge and, by Venetian standards, is not a particularly big structure, and it is supported 
by twenty-two thousand trees.   
 
I’ll leave a short pause so that you can try and imagine what twenty-two thousand trees looks like.  
 
I can’t.  
 
  



 
And yet and yet... 
 
The question of home is massive, mae’n enfawr, it’s unfathomable. 
Fel llynnoedd mewn chwedlau Cymraeg, does dim gwaelod gyda fe.  
But also, perhaps, as well as being like the bottomless lakes of old Welsh mythology, efallai, nid oes 
ffiniau chwaith. And if there are also no boundaries to the idea of home, then my sense of home in 
Venice can be true, just like my sense of home in the Welsh language. However imperfectly I use them 
both.  
 
So perhaps the only boundary is where I start and finish.  
Perhaps the only boundary is my skin.  
 
 


