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Certain words jump, spasm out: 

rape 

blood 

cattery 

 Rosemary (flat and beautiful) 

rosemary (a plethora of plants) 

flat, beautiful, better person, a much better person, growing as a person 

 

growing 

 

It is almost, almost, almost a love story. 

  (although love of many things) 

  (perhaps most importantly herself) 

Disorganised chaos with 

a thrumming sense of trying 

and trying and trying to  

don’t die of ignorance - die of something worthwhile 

 belong. 

 

 

Cards on the table: I didn’t understand. Of course I didn’t understand. I wasn’t 

supposed to understand. If I had understood, it would have defeated the purpose. If I 

had understood, it would have been a linear story with an easy narrative and coming 

of age in order. It was not. 

Nobody comes of age in the right order. 

And so she grows from seed backward, forward, circular, left right up 

 down, knotted and strangled. 

Start at the centre, spiral out, spiral back. 

 

 

The format: 

 

This is where the elegance is found; the writing is sharp, choppy, fragmented, 

repetitive. The ‘chapters’, insofar as they are, are bite-sized and simple, most only a 

half-dozen ‘pages’ or so long, and the long ones feel dragging at points, too laboured. 

Beauty in the writing is succinct. 

 

Elegance is the curious little fact that it is designed for a phone. 

(It is designed for creatures of the 21st Century, the 

 twitterati who - like me - consume life one sentence at 

 a time) 

 

Interactivity keeps you hooked, tapping madly at exquisite illustrations of plants, 

while vines lace in and through one another, sparkling to remind you where you are 

and tracing the vines back to where you’ve been. 

(I’ll be honest: I got lost at one point, couldn’t work out 

 where it wanted me to go, stuck with the only option to 

 go back until I could find my way forward again) 

 

(a bit like growing up) 
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There are the pseudo-intellectual features: 

* There is an obvious juxtaposition of technology and nature 

* Another is modern vs the 80s, context versus content 

* Punctuation erratic but deliberate, sentences stringing along sometimes like a 

  thought whilst others are chopped in their prime 

* Strong imagery, tangible and immediate, sensory, sound and colour and touch 

  and smell 

* Infection slips through many segments, nuclear and disinfectant and rotting  

* Sex is everywhere and nowhere all at once, words like ‘sex’ and ‘penis’ and 

   ‘flaccid’ and the soft immediacy of periods and tampons and condoms 

   which are alluded to but never fully manifest 

 

This is all true. 

This is also the least interesting aspect of this strange meander through a human 

consciousness. 

 

Pseudo-intellectual, pseudo-interesting: we expect to find the easy things 

 (scansion paragraphs  vocabulary punctuation imagery metaphor simile plot 

 narrative character) because they are present, they are simple, it is a way of 

 putting a finger on an accessible ‘fact’ and saying “This. This is what was 

 meant”. 

 

To try this with Seed is to completely miss the point. This is not something you have 

seen before.  

 

 

Woman? 

 

It is odd to read an 18-year-old with such palpable naivety, with such confusion. I find 

myself querying the validity, something that lobs me out of the story as I try to make 

it make sense. Puberty starts for many women as a tween, an early teenager. Younger, 

even. Eighteen is old to start considering periods, considering sex, considering 

femininity and what femininity actually means. 

 

Rosemary. Veronica. The suggestions of a love affair: 

I push her. (bodies on bodies) 

We don’t faint. (pushed against a wall and breathless with want) 

Veronica goes to the private school. (a touch of repression) 

I have never tried this before. (exploring, new) 

 

Everywhere a little death. (le petit mort; orgasm) 

 

 

And a soft heartbreak:   All my life, I don’t hear from Rosemary again. 

 

Veronica is not Rosemary, but I am willing 

to make the adjustment 

 

 

Anything to make it feel like ‘enough’.  
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Sated, with vivid descriptions of food and flowers and  S (the signposts) 

E (the underpass) 

X (the directions) 

 

 

Description so vivid you can taste it, touch it. 

Changing 

A summer of change. 

The end in October. University. A new stage. Something unknown. 

The cellar is dark. 

Nowhere to hide. 

You will grow all the same. 

 

What is the difference between living and surviving? 

 

This, to me, is everything. The crux of the matter. A backbone. 

 

I am working toward a sentence that can say everything at once. 

 

A challenge for the reader: summarise. Relate what this story is, what happens. The 

word ‘story’ implies a narrative that does and does not exist. These are the feathery 

thoughts of a child growing and - like us all - thoughts and memories do not cohere in 

the right order, or any order at all. My narrator grasps with her fingernails onto 

something that will make her life make sense: 

I can’t make any sentence about the 

 future. 

 

Of course not; future and past and present all exist at the same time, in the same 

breath.  

(memory does that for us)  

 

Even the name Rosemary: remembrance.  

 

Ophelia haunts: laces through the vines with half-quotes and suggestions, a 

description of a Romantic painting of her drowning incapable of her own distress and 

Rosemary, remember and do you doubt that? And he took me by the wrist and held 

me hard, grief, Mother, and the stream that runs with her vines in parallel. 

 

 

I consider Rosemary. Our narrator has no name, can be forgotten. You cannot forget 

Rosemary. She feels more of a protagonist than our narrator, our fractured and wonky 

and childlike and damaged narrator, who slips in and out of verse and prose as it suits. 

 

(I think of Ellen Hopkins, whose novels are in verse, and consider what is verse and 

what is not. Walsh herself shies away from the idea of ‘poetry’, as though it is a 

foreign art; yet, Seed cannot help but be poetry. Verse bleeds in, whether desired or 

not) 
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Opening 

 

It is a kindness, to give us a place to start. 

At first, I swiped and swiped and swiped and ignored the vines, seeking a story. 

I was looking in the wrong place. 

 

 

End 

 

It is a kindness, to give us a place to end. 

I almost didn’t find it. 

I got lost in vines. 

Chapters repeating themselves, inescapable, sentences that echo or mimic. 

I couldn’t find where the next bit was. 

Swiping and swiping.  

Lost. 

The ending was an accident. 

I kept swiping. Trying to find more. 

I was looking in the wrong place. 

 

 

 

It is beautiful, as I said. (or did I say?) 

The illustrations sparkle, twirl, catching light, catching my attention. All of the vines 

have been completed. I have read each vine alone, each together. I’ve picked out my 

favourite bits and strung them back together. I keep trying to fathom Rosemary. 

 

Rosemary. Remembrance.  

(We know we are being watched) 

 

Ageing. Growing. 

(We are also watching. But we do not know if anyone sees that) 

 

 

Fear is everywhere.      What is the difference between   

A life lived in fear is a life half lived.   living and surviving? 

 

Things I don’t talk about. 

 

I’ll say this: the end does not feel quite right. It feels incomplete. Quite possibly that is 

deliberate, but the oddness is in the sense that it has ended, and that in itself is 

incomplete. This isn’t a story that needs an ending. 

 

Wait! 

 

I delete my internet history and start again: 

It is a different story. 
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We have:  Age 

Life 

Fear 

Sex  

(Love?) 

Uncertainty 

 

And all packaged together on a mobile phone. 

The end result? 

 

(It feels like a secret. My secret. Her secret) 

 

Entering into Seed is to fall headlong into the most personal of secrets. I read some on 

a bus, some at home, some in a coffee shop, some listening to music, some half-asleep, 

and because I am building it as much as it is building itself, it takes on an edge of 

privacy. Nobody will experience this like this, in this moment. A book can be 

borrowed; my phone is my own, as it is for so many, password protected and never 

leaving my side, never seen by others. 

 

It is intimate. It caresses. 

 

I see I am a strange thing specially now. 

I am strange with her. 

I am ageing with her. 

But who is seeing, me or Rosemary? 

Or me, now. I am her and them and me. 

 

(What mattered was the seeing) 

I see her and this and it, and of course, all of this is 

 exquisitely visual. Illustrations sparkle. Multicoloured 

 vines weave a/her/my story. 

 

It is delectable to have a story where you cannot help but feel wanted, and more 

importantly, invited to be active. The concept hinges on that involvement. It would be 

more than possible to read the story in something approaching the ‘right order’ and 

simply give up there, once every individual chapter has been read. It would be a little 

voyeuristic to try, but I suppose it would still work. 

 

Land      House 

Rosemary 

Work   Inside        

Shop          Read 

 

Each section the same but different. I wish I could see more than one at the same 

time. I would like to combine Rosemary with Read, Shop with House, Land with 

Inside. I am certain there are more stories in their joining than individually. 

 

I could read this forever, and never get bored. 

 

(Goodbye, Rosemary) 


