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This book is not here to tell you 

to do your recycling.

This book is not here to scold 

you for not being a good 

enough activist.

This book is not here to make 

you feel bad about yourself.

This book asks you, instead, to 

contemplate your role to the 

earth, what's around you, and 

your own existence within that. 

I am here too. 
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My work responds to ‘care’ as a method of rejecting 

polarisation on both a political and personal scale. A 
rejection to culture wars, subcategorising and right-

wing extremism. Ecofeminism is the theory that 
“relates the oppression and domination of all 

marginalised groups (women, people of colour, 
children, the poor) to the oppression and domination 

of nature (animals, land, water, air, etc.).” (Françoise 
d' Eaubonne, 1974). Through exploring ecofeminism, 

making issue of broken globalisation and resisting 
capitalist patriarchal dominance, I am bringing a 

focus to ‘care’ as a concept. ‘Care’ informs the 
grounding of my work, but my practice has grown 

more towards navigating what it is to live in the 21st 
century, in a world full of technology, in constant 
progress and late capitalism. 







There’s a Silence in the Wind, concrete and resin, 100 x 100 cm, 

October 2025









Yearning, waiting, for something that 

might never happen.















Everything is Alive, moss, 

metal, motor, January 2025











Im ma make it home tonight. 

Between the cracks of a bug’s 

wing, moss carpets the bubbling 

stream. The long grass, 

dandelions, buttercups  and sea 

flowers stand tall and gently 

flutter in the wind.



The earth is dying. The world is ending. She clutches an apple in her 

hand. The earth gone death! The earth gone death! Gone asleep. Gone 

asleep. A bite for all.









Hush! Hush! A crab apple has fallen out of the tree.   



Eternal cycles of the

inevitable. That’s how

life goes. I sit with

you. You sit with me.

Up and down. She

uses her binoculars.

My heart will race.

Moments pass and

soon it will be

another year. 



107 Wishes, sticks, twigs and 
pewter, November 2025



A robot 
offering. 

















Like life-support the earth grinds beneath me. 

“Like-life support, in hospitals” was 

something I scribbled down in my notebook. 

Care can be pretty, and gentle, being in 

someone’s arms. But it can be something you 

realise in the last moment, before the 

terminally ill, in a home, in a hospital, in a 

funeral. 



Time escapes me. 

It’s 2025. Trump is 

being Inaugurated. 

Polarised concepts, 

polarised minds.

I cut my long baby 

hair. Now it has 

grown back again.

I sit contemplating 

how we will all die. 

It’s okay, it’s alright. 

We’ll have jacket 

potato for tea 

tonight. 

I want to bury myself 

in your soft curly 

hair.  Sit tight.

“Care for me”, I beg! 

We are made from 

the same clay. 

Squeeze me until I 

become little again. 

Then you can love 

me, the way I used 

to yearn to be loved. 





Keepsakes/Personal Treasures, 

Pewter, February 2025





That summer was so sticky. I descended 

into a land of grumpy bugs and crying 

flowers. 

The sun was sticky hot hot, so so close.  

Unbearably warm. 

My tears became a constant babbling 

stream. Shrieking. Everything is alive. 

Stop. It’s all too real. Everything is smiling 

at me. Everything is so bright. Everything 

is so warm. Everything is so close.  

And you sit there, apologising, even 

though you’ve done nothing wrong. All I 

want is a hug from you. But instead, I wrap 

my arms around myself. And even though 

you're sitting right next to me, you seem so 

far away. 

There’s a sort of sharp coldness in a 

sweltering hot summers day, the flow of 

tears interrupted by a nearby flower.





‘The decent of the spirit’ at Iona Abbey was made by a 

Jewish artist after WW2. The sheep at the bottom of the 

sculpture represents innocence and gentleness. Its message 

is for peace and humanity.



Fingernail words kept to ourselves. Muddy bathwater ashore.













AI seashell forms



Sleep. Sleep. I just 

need a place to 
rest my head. 



I hold your soft eggshell hair between my hands 

and pull you closer to my chest.













There’s a wishbone drying on the 

windowsill of my kitchen, just in case I 

wake up one day and realise I’ve chosen 

wrong. 

There’s some seashells on my bedside 

table, just in case one day I wake up and 

forget all that’s gone.



Theres
 a 

lump 
in 

your 
throat. 

I 
have

 a 
lump 

in 
my 

boob. 
Brown 

fills
 the 

outbound 
tide.





I come with mud.





I saw you 
at the 

bus stop 
yesterday. 



In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his 

arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In 

his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. 

In his arms. In his arms. In his arms. In between mountain tops…

 





Becoming a Tree, body, string, cling film, 

ink, January 2026
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Time evaporates between my feet. It 

will soon be another day, another 

year.

I hold your soft eggshell hair between 

my hands and pull you closer to my 

chest. I lightly tap your shoulder and 

cheekily smile up at you. You let me in 

under your wing, where I place my 

head.  I feel like a child again.

My head bobs as I arrive at Newcastle. 

My eyelids, heavy from sleep, flutter 

open. I rest my head against the cold 

windowpane and focus on the dreary 

Christmas lights around the station. It 

is only 4:30pm and it’s already dark. 

Soon another year will be over. 



Still swimming,

Still moving,

Still going.











Degree show







You

transpire. 











Bibliography & 

Acknowledgements
Françoise d' Eaubonne (1974). Le 

féminisme ou la mort. P. Horay.

Lyrics from Stoned at the Nail Salon, Solar 

Power, Lorde

Some phrases and words taken from 

various songs, books and media.

Nothing is true, everything is alive.  

All photos (unless referenced) taken by Milly 

Toplis. 



Nothing is True, Everything is Alive. 
Milly Toplis


	Slide 1
	Slide 2
	Slide 3
	Slide 4
	Slide 5
	Slide 6
	Slide 7
	Slide 8
	Slide 9
	Slide 10
	Slide 11
	Slide 12
	Slide 13
	Slide 14
	Slide 15
	Slide 16
	Slide 17
	Slide 18
	Slide 19
	Slide 20
	Slide 21
	Slide 22
	Slide 23
	Slide 24
	Slide 25
	Slide 26
	Slide 27
	Slide 28
	Slide 29
	Slide 30
	Slide 31
	Slide 32
	Slide 33
	Slide 34
	Slide 35
	Slide 36
	Slide 37
	Slide 38
	Slide 39
	Slide 40
	Slide 41
	Slide 42
	Slide 43
	Slide 44
	Slide 45
	Slide 46
	Slide 47
	Slide 48
	Slide 49
	Slide 50
	Slide 51
	Slide 52
	Slide 53
	Slide 54
	Slide 55
	Slide 56
	Slide 57
	Slide 58
	Slide 59
	Slide 60
	Slide 61
	Slide 62
	Slide 63
	Slide 64
	Slide 65
	Slide 66
	Slide 67
	Slide 68
	Slide 69
	Slide 70
	Slide 71: I saw you  at the  bus stop yesterday. 
	Slide 72
	Slide 73
	Slide 74
	Slide 75
	Slide 76
	Slide 77
	Slide 78
	Slide 79
	Slide 80
	Slide 81
	Slide 82
	Slide 83
	Slide 84
	Slide 85
	Slide 86
	Slide 87
	Slide 88
	Slide 89
	Slide 90: Degree show
	Slide 91
	Slide 92
	Slide 93
	Slide 94
	Slide 95
	Slide 96
	Slide 97
	Slide 98
	Slide 99

