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This thesis unintentionally began 
and came to an end

 with me being in a lockdown within my home.
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The home is beautiful;



A b s t r a c t

A Love Letter to Home celebrates all the quiet moments of everyday life that occur in 

the domestic realm. Focusing on a range of intimate interior spaces and moments, this 

thesis takes on an auto-ethnographic approach, exploring the traces of inhabitation 

that can be used to document home. Documenting the domestic realm—its routines, 

idiosyncrasies, and rituals—has allowed me to trace my own inhabitance. Home to me 

is not linked to one physical site but rather the collection of feelings and moments that 

have been left behind as memories. My practice involves touch—textures layered by 

hand and then rubbed away, leaving behind remnants. In this transference, I project 

myself into the space and capture this relationship between myself and home. Through 

photography, drawing, model making, fabric work, collage, and painting, I have given 

everyday life a tongue to speak. The work then looks to correspond with the public, 

asking them to consider their own dialogue with home, using my own experience as an 

example.

 

The daily is an unapparent yet unhidden part of existence—a soft murmur that is all 

around us. Forgettable as individual actions, yet as a whole, they anchor us, making 

up the basis of who we are. To bathe, lounge, and to rest; home can be seen in the 

routines, rituals, and creature comforts that every one of us falls into. Home can be 

seen as a container for everyday life being lived—housing these daily happenings, 

finding equanimity in the isolated moments that are often experienced in silence. In my 

interactions with home, the space moves away from being static—home becomes a verb 

rather than a noun that resides within four walls.
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To Marian, my wise advisor.

To my family and Tom, who are my home, always.

To the twenty houses that live on as a collective memory.

And to the notion of home—my muse, my friend, and my greatest comfort.

VII



C o n t e n t s

Acknowledgements

Abstract

Introduction

The Setting

Part One:

I.I The Everyday of the Domestic Realm

I.II The Body in Space: home as a maternal figure

I.III Still Life: traces of home

An interlude; Bridging

Part Two:

II.I Home as a verb: how do we inhabit?

II.II Airing the Laundry: private gone public

 II.III Postcards of Home

II.IV Tea for Two

To conclude;

Epilogue

Bibliography

List of Figures

V

VII

1

4

6

7

21

38

82

97

98

110

116

131

143

153

155

161

VIII



IX



1

I n t r o d u c t i o n

‘The everyday’ stands as my own portion of eternity. It is an unapparent yet unhidden 

part of my existence—a soft murmur that is all around me. Forgettable as individual 

actions, yet as a whole, they anchor me, making up the basis of who I am. For me, home 

can be seen in the routines, rituals and creature comforts that I fall into. Inapparent mo-

ments that collectively create a sanctuary and make up the domestic realm. ‘Home is no 

longer a dwelling but the untold story of life being lived.’1

The banal. The quotidian, the ordinary, the infra-ordinary, the background, the habit-

ual? [...] How are we to speak of these common things, how to track them down, how 

to flush them out, wrest them from the dross in which they are mired, how to give them 

meaning, a tongue, to let them, finally, speak of what it is, who we are.2

1 Berger, And on our Faces, My Heart, Brief as Photos, 64.

2 Perec, Species of Spaces and Other Pieces, 209.
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Documenting my home—the routines, idiosyncrasies, and rituals—has allowed me to 

trace my own inhabitation of the space. Home can be seen as a container for everyday 

life being lived—housing my everyday happenings. Giving my daily life a tongue to 

speak allows for an appreciation of the muted background noise that is all around me. 

Learning how to see the beauty in the mundane helps me to better inhabit space, bring-

ing me into the present moment. My home and body work in synchronicity, the home 

acting as a maternal figure, forever responding to my needs—closing in tight when I 

need to hide away and letting the sun stream in when it is time to arise. 

My work is positioned between art and architecture, between theory and practice—

exploring the relationship between and the points at which they intersect. Part One 

reflects my everyday life in the domestic realm. It looks at how my body responds to the 

space around me and how that space can then be documented. Part Two looks at how I 

inhabit home and what happens when the private parts of my life move into the public 

light. At the age of twenty-three, I have lived in nineteen houses so far. Home to me is 

not linked to one physical site but rather the collection of feelings and moments that 

have been left behind as memories. This documentation allows me to make present my 

relationship with my past and current homes. 

P.S. 

A Love Letter to Home is my personal documentation of space within my home. I will 

not follow everyone’s definition nor interpretation of home. Home is not necessarily a 

safe place for everyone and is not always linked to a physical site. Home can take the 

body of a person, a landscape, or sit simply as a feeling. I am writing from a place of 

privilege and using my own lived experience of home.
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The Setting

This thesis takes an auto-ethnographic approach. Auto-ethnography is a strange 

intersection between self and study and is used to tell a story that invites personal 

connection rather than a mere analysis. To assert oneself within one’s study allows 

for a deeper relationship between one’s personal experience and the subject under 

investigation. In this case, the author is me, and the subject is my home.

My love of writing is generated through a desire for encounter. I often tell stories 

about myself to make a place to meet my reader. In telling you about myself I 

am revealing aspects of myself, making myself vulnerable. But what am I really 

revealing? Is it not that I am showing you my vulnerability, showing you who I 

am? Are my stories walls or windows?1

1  Rendell, Site Writing: The Architecture of Art Criticism, 57.
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A setting is a place or surrounding that allows for happenings and events to take place. 

It could be on a macro-scale—a city or suburb, or on a micro-scale—a room or person. 

It is often seen as a backdrop for the happenings of everyday life. Psychoanalysis is a set 

of theories and techniques that respond and deal with the unconscious mind, explored 

initially through the writings of Sigmund Freud. The Setting is a psychoanalytic term 

that refers to the primary treatment condition between those being analysed (analysand) 

and the analyser (analyst). Freud notes that these conditions also include arrangements, 

including spatial propositions. During traditional psychoanalytic treatment, The Setting 

involves the analysand lying on a couch, reposed, and speaking, where the analysts will 

sit next to the analysand, intently listening. 

In response to Freud’s view on The Setting, psychoanalyst D. W. Winnicott notes 

that this spatial arrangement follows the technique of mothering.2 An individual is 

more likely to tap into their unconscious memory when they are in a setting of safety 

and comfort. With protection comes vulnerability and the opening up of our earliest 

memories of home and being mothered and cared for. The Setting is both spatial and 

temporal. It has the ability in its temporary and brief usage to bring about memories and 

traces of experience that have long been forgotten—buried deep in the subconscious. 

In that respect, The Setting transforms the parameters of what architects and designers 

traditionally view as ‘site’—where the site focuses on the structure and time of place, 

The Setting is situational. 

My Setting lies in the collective houses that have sheltered me—both the physical site 

of my current dwelling and the memories of those that have come before. It is a space 

of safety and acts as a maternal figure—protecting and caring for me. Through an auto-

ethnographic lens and an analysis of My Setting, A Love Letter to Home can be written.

2 Rendell, Architecture of Psychoanalysis: Spaces of Transition, 117.



6

P A R T  O N E
within the home;
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I.I The Everyday of the Domestic Realm

‘The everyday’ stands as an entirety and as individual moments that are traceable. These 

are different for each individual and include tasks that tend to be repeated regularly—if 

not daily. This could consist of folding the washing, making a coffee, or the morning 

commute to work. Each task can be seen as monotonous if thought of as a particular 

activity—yet they are an inapparent part of human existence. In these everyday tasks, 

our humanity can be found—tasks that vary depending on our culture, age, and gender. 
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Everyday, thousands of individuals sweep the dirt collected from the previous day, they 

wash the saucepans with warm soap, and hang out clothes to dry in the sun.1 These tasks 

often escape immediate notice and are ‘swept’ up in everyday life—and yet without 

them, everyday life would not be possible. ‘The everyday escapes. Why does it escape? 

Because it is without subject.’2

Figure 2: A page from one of Annette Messager's notebooks: Mon guide du tricot, (2011-2013)

For three years, Annette Messager created more than a hundred notebooks that 

documented the performance of everyday tasks in detail.3 Messager depicted her daily 

life—from cleaning and knitting, to being a mother. Each notebook featured detailed 

diagrams and acted like a ‘how-to-guide.’ On a page titled Le Lavage (Laundry), in 

her 1974 notebook Ma Vie Pratique (My Practical Life), she wrote: “to wash a wool 

garment, I use warm water and a bit of soap. I squeeze the wool but don’t scrub.”4 In 

utter immersion, Messager goes into a mechanical repetition of these tasks, breaking 

them into their simplest parts. As a reader, these notebooks are almost meditative, and I 

1 Lefebvre, "Clearing the Ground," 30.

2 Blachot, "Everyday Speech," 40.

3 DeRoo, "Annette Messager’s Images of the Everyday," 165.

4 DeRoo, 165.
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feel myself plunged into a guided comfort or ease.

For me, home is deeply intertwined with the everyday. My daily routine, rituals, and 

everyday happenings are also meditative. Each task is generalisable yet deeply personal, 

all housed by my home, with home being a container for my daily life. Although a 

house is not necessarily deemed a home, as for many, houses are not viewed as safe 

spaces.5 Houses can be sites of oppression, violence, and hurt. Therefore, the terms 

house and home are not interchangeable and are separate notions—a home need not be 

defined by the place where someone resides. Home can also take the form of landscape, 

school, workplace, or even a person. Our idea of home can also transform across time. 

Our sense of home might be linked to past, childhood memories, present situations, or 

even imagined futures. Home is, therefore, more complex and layered than we think. 

In Building Dwelling Thinking, Martin Heidegger asks his audience ‘what does it mean 

to dwell’ and ‘does building belong to dwelling.’6 Heidegger observes that building and 

dwelling are not one and the same: dwellings are produced from buildings, but not all 

buildings are dwellings. ‘Home does not simply exist, but is made,’7 ‘home is lived; 

what home means and how it is materially manifest are continually created and re-

created through everyday home-making practices.’8

Got a wishbone drying on the windowsill in my kitchen

I love this life that I have

The vine hanging over the door

And the dog who comes when I call.9

5  Jilek, "Doing Motherhood, Doing Home: Mothering as Home-Making Practice in Half of a Yellow Sun," 2.

6  Heidegger, Building, Dwelling, Thinking, 1.

7  Jilek, "Doing Motherhood, Doing Home: Mothering as Home-Making Practice in Half of a Yellow Sun," 2. 

8  Jilek, 3.

9  Yelich-O'Connor, Stoned at the Nail Salon.
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For me, many spaces within the domestic realm make up the home—each with its own 

function and purpose. The bedroom is a space that holds my most intimate possessions 

and is where I lie to rest every day. Predominantly consisting of a bed, a nightstand, a 

chest of drawers, and a wardrobe—the bedroom is a place of recluse, and houses me in 

my most relaxed state of nocturnal repose. The bathroom is a room where I strip down 

bare, a space for cleansing, bathing, washing, and becoming a new. The kitchen is a 

room of nourishment, tastes, textures, and smells. It is layered with spice and steam 

and is a space of creativity and fulfilment. The lounge is a space of laughter, of relaxed 

recline and gathering—it welcomes with open arms and provides seating for any that 

enter my home.

Dresser: 

A sideboard or table in a kitchen on which food is or was served. 

 One who dresses.

One who attires another.10

My chest of drawers and wardrobe are opened and flicked through daily—items are 

taken, given life, a body, then washed and returned. A chest of drawers is rectangular 

on the exterior, filled with right angles and adorned with knobs. However, once opened, 

it presents multiple treasures, all stashed and stored—seeming to go on forever. I 

open them up and am presented with a new dimension of intimacy—if only one could 

imagine a chest of draws without its structure but only as the context with which 

it holds. Socks, shirts, towels, and treasures—all wound together, forming perfect 

rectangular boxes stacked on top of each other. In the linen cupboard, piles of perfectly 

folded sheets line the shelves—but when they are unfolded, a large, ghostly form 

emerges, enveloping the space around it. For me, the wardrobe, linen cupboard, and 

drawers can be seen as a ‘centre of order that protects the entire house against uncurbed 

10  Rendell, Site-Writing: The Architecture of Art Criticism, 122.
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disorder.’11

Ordonnance. Harmonie.

Piles de draps de l’armoire

Lavande dans le linge.

Orderliness. Harmony, 

Piles of sheets in the wardrobe,

Lavender in the linen.12

Each space within the domestic realm holds the intimate details of my everyday 

routines. Finding the sacred in these commonplaces lets me drag the everyday into 

view. This can be done by exploring the traces of my inhabitancies across the domestic 

spaces, finding small worlds within my world. Similarly, Henry Bosco poetically 

described the actions of his cleaner within his home: ‘when she washed a sheet or a 

tablecloth, when she polished a brass candlestick, little movements of joy mounted from 

the depths of her heart, enlivening her household tasks… However commonplace the 

work she was doing, and without in the least seeming to dream, she washed, dusted and 

swept in the company of angels.’13

11 Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 79.

12 Wartz, Paroles pour l’autre, 26.

13 Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 68.
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Figure 3: Acedo in Maison à Bordeaux

IIa Bêka & Louise Lemoîne’s film HouseLife14 gives the viewer a glimpse into the daily 

life of Guadalupe Acedo, the housekeeper of Rem Koolhaas’s Maison à Bordeaux. It 

follows the daily chores and her intimate routine as she makes her way through the 

house. The film begins with an introductory frame of housekeeper Acedo, standing on 

the large elevator platform as it slowly rises from the basement level up to the top floor. 

With her mop and bucket by her side, the film conveys an everyday view of the iconic 

architectural space. Once built, architects will move on to their next project, but this 

film gives us a glimpse at post-occupancy life and the role that the building takes on 

after completion. In this post-occupancy narrative, Acedo becomes the main character.15 

14 Bêka, Lemoine, Koolhaas HouseLife.

15 Sample, "Koolhaas HouseLife; Gehry's Vertigo," 245.
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The film depicts Maison à Bordeaux through a body's movements in space, emphasising 

their reliance on one another. We watch how long it takes the housekeeper to move from 

one room to another, climb the stairs, clean each space, going backward and forwards 

around the architecture—we are given a sense of the building’s imperfections when it 

comes to everyday domestic life. Maison à Bordeaux is represented in movement rather 

than still; rather than perfectly curated photographs, we are shown a moving narrative 

through the imperfections, shining a light on the building’s messy reality. Acts that 

are often deemed too tedious and mundane to be made public—dusting, vacuuming, 

polishing, are brought to the forefront. ‘Watching Acedo climb the metal spiral staircase 

with vacuum, mop, and bucket in hand, the architecture suddenly takes on other 

implications.’16 The labour and effort that goes into cleaning the space is humorous; 

even the most lavish of spaces must undergo regular cleaning—no house is immune 

from these tasks. 

Figure 4: Work from Tracey Emin's I Thrive on Solitude

During a period of isolation due to Covid–19 in 2020, artist Tracey Emin was confined 

to her London home, making a series of works that offered insight into the sanctuary 

16  Sample, "Koolhaas HouseLife; Gehry's Vertigo," 245.
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of her home. In her intimate blue paintings, she depicts herself daydreaming and 

remembering—looking out the window of her home or staring at the familiar old sofa 

that sits in her living room. The paintings focus on intimate interior situations and 

create a transference of emotion and place.17 Tracey Emin had lived in this home for 

twenty years, and after the period of isolation, she would be vacating to inhabit a new 

space. She worked to capture these memories and the essence of the space in a series 

titled: I Thrive on Solitude. The period of isolation opened up Emin’s home to her, ‘I’ve 

explored every single corner. I’ve opened windows I’ve never opened before.’18 The 

exhibition focuses on equanimity, bringing comfort to the notion of being alone and in 

the still silence of home—of basking in isolation. The works are like a series of lucid 

reveries—Emin’s fluid mind captured by soft lines—drawn out until the paint runs thin. 

‘Our lives are particular, but they also are typical and generalizable,’19 we all participate 

in a select number of human experiences. As I write this, I am in a Covid-19 lockdown. 

For me, being confined to the home is both a curse and a blessing. As the country 

settles into lockdown and the familiar hold of their places of residence, I find comfort 

in the stillness of home. I like it when the world is still. When there is time to hear my 

breath. I feel like a child again. I can dance in my room and take long walks in the sun. 

While the world comes to a snooze, I cook and burn candles, letting the quiet hours 

of home cocoon me. For me, this period of isolation allows me to become aware of 

my own thoughts—filled with dichotomies that line my mind. I feel both alone and 

fluid—restricted in my movements but open in my time. It is a shared experience across 

the homes of many, but with quiet moments just for myself. My everyday routine has 

shifted, yet it is all there is to do. I still fold the washing. I follow the sun around my 

flat like clockwork, settling into a new spot every few hours to work. Sometimes I have 

two showers a day and bake bread from scratch. I am enticed out of my bedroom by 

17 Emin, “I Thrive on Solitude.” 

18 Durrant, “Tracey Emin interview: ‘I've thrived in lockdown – I’ve never looked forward so much in all my life.’”

19 Ellis, Heartful Autoethnography, 674.
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the flatmate’s baking, and each evening we come together to share a meal, to not feel so 

lonely. In an ever-changing world, home is always waiting to welcome me with open 

arms—ready to soothe me in everyday happenings.
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Drawings done thinking about the home.
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Figure 5: Ella Simkin, Tea's Ready, pen and paint on fabric.
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Figure 6: Ella Simkin, Reclined, paint and thread on fabric.
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Figure 7 & 8: Ella Simkin, A Monument to my Bed, plaster.
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I.II The Body in Architecture

In Jean-François de Bastide’s La Petite Maison: An Architectural Seduction, an intimate 

relationship is formed between a man, his guest and a house.1 It tells of a story of love 

awakened by architecture, delving into the intimate details of moving through La Petite 

Maison (The Little House). With a detailed description of the house, its architecture, 

gardens, furnishings, and artwork, we learn its secrets via the inhabitation of two lovers. 

With the intertwinement of a love poem, the words are given a body and a breath—the 

forms and furnishings seduce and tease.

1  De Bastide, The Little House, An Architectural Seduction, 9.
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Figure 9: Image from Jean-François de Bastide’s La Petite Maison: An Architectural Seduction.

I no longer consider the body and its environment as two separate entities—but 

rather an extension of one another. My body is constantly responding to its outside 

environment, in both a physical sense—shivering when the temperature is low, and in a 

mental sense—with feelings of safety, sanctuary, or alarm. Just as ‘the mind’s patterns 

of thinking are clothed by the body,’2 architecture clothes the body. Architecture extends 

my human form, creating a second skin that encloses me with walls and roofs. Sarah 

Robinson suggests in Nested Bodies that ‘our body also includes the tools with which 

it extends itself.’3 The walking stick in the hand of the elderly—becomes an extension 

of their senses, and the paintbrush in the artist's hand extenuates lines from the mind, 

to paper. My mind also uses the environment and the objects surrounding me as an 

opportunity to extend itself. In the same way, I see buildings as an extension of my 

body. The floors that I live upon, the doors I walk through, and the ceilings I stare at—

2 Lawlor, The Temple in the House: Finding the Sacred in Everyday Architecture, 97.

3 Robinson, Nested Bodies, 140.
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are a part of not only my daily life but my body itself. Architecture and the body are 

co-dependent—we rely on each other for shelter and upkeep. Therefore, the body can be 

seen as a metaphor for architecture and the spaces that make up our lives. 

‘Light in the window of the home is waiting light,’4 an authentic home has a soul, and 

in its recollection, home welcomes me with open arms. Like a snail with its house on 

its back, I retreat into the home within my mind. Retreating to blissful moments of 

solitude or the bitter coldness of a night spent alone. Where the home houses the body, 

the body also houses the home. I am able to remember the intimacy between myself and 

my home. ‘Architecture and thought are intimate partners.’5 The windows that let the 

sunlight filter, kissing my face softly with its warmth, the crack under the door that lets 

a draft slip across my feet. As Tristan Tzara wrote, ‘the sun has come into my room, and 

the room into my buzzing head.’6

4 Pallasmaa, "Identity, Intimacy and Domicile, Notes on the Phenomenology of Home," 117.

5  Lawlor, The Temple in the House: Finding the Sacred in Everyday Architecture, 3.

6  Tzara, Ou boivent les loups, 24.

Figure 10: Images from Stavros Gargaretas, Evolving Room: Inhabiting Zero Wasted Space.
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Figure 11: Images from Stavros Gargaretas, Evolving Room: Inhabiting Zero Wasted Space

Stavros Gargaretas’s project, Evolving Room: Inhabiting Zero Wasted Space, continues 

this investigation, ‘looking at the generation of space from the form and movement 

of the body.’7 By studying and categorising our everyday activities and movements, 

Gargareta examined the efficiency of space—ultimately questioning how we inhabit 

the spaces around us. He sought to only design space which is essential, using motion-

sensing technology to analyse the body’s movements when cooking, chilling, or being 

intimate, with the space around it—the result can be observed in the images above. 

Gargareta created ‘an interactive relationship between the inhabitant and its physical 

environment.’8 Forming home from the body allows for an intimate and personal 

space—a space to truly call one’s own.

7  Gargaretas, "Evolving Room: Inhabiting Zero Wasted Space," 10–31.

8  Gargaretas, 10–31.
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Figure 12: Danielle Morgan, Illustration, Pushing Limits.

With the recollection of my childhood bedroom—I do not see the room's plan, but I do 

remember the little idiosyncrasies. The view out my window, or the time of day when 
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the light would stretch itself across my bed. ‘The house we were born in is more than an 

embodiment of home, it is also an embodiment of dreams.’9 After describing his aunt’s 

kitchen from his childhood—the small hexagonal tiles, the smell of oil paint from the 

kitchen cupboard, Peter Zumthor wrote ‘memories contain the deepest architectural 

experience that I know.’10 Zumthor now associates the idea of ‘kitchen’ with these 

memories, describing them as the reservoirs of the images and atmospheres that now 

make up his work. 

I am able to read my house. My body can remember the feel of a doorknob from my 

childhood bedroom doors, even when my eyes have long forgotten. My memories of 

all the houses which have sheltered me come back to me in a blurred, dream-like trail. 

Even by recollection of my childhood homes—the happenings that occurred, from the 

physical fixtures to the lived fixations—I add to my store of memories. The idea of 

home continues to stretch and bend, becoming something new with each addition. Until 

I reach a point where I begin to doubt that I ever lived in some of those spaces at all, the 

fragmentary forms all blurring together.

Maison, pan de prairie, o lumière du soir

Soundrain vous acquérez presque une face humaine

Vous êtes près de nous, embrassants, embrassés.11

House, patch of meadow, oh evening light

Suddenly you acquire an almost human face

You are very near us, embracing and embraced. 

9 Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 15.

10 Peter Zumthor, Thinking Architecture, 8.

11 Hartje, Mouchard, and Rilke, Lettres À Un Jeune Poète, 11.
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Figure 13 & 14: Images from Louise Bourgeois’ Femme-Maison series, 1984 & 1994.

Louise Bourgeois’ Femme-Maison series, threads together the female body, home and 

the maternal figure.12 Translated as ‘women house’ or ‘house women,’ Bourgeois’s 

series depicts a body that is half-women, half-house. Architecture was used in her 

work to symbolise her feelings; Bourgeois saw the house as a place of refuge and 

entrapment, with ‘the body a metaphor for architecture.’13 In combining both the body 

and architecture, Bourgois not only makes a bold, visual statement but pushes the notion 

that buildings are extensions of our bodies. 

… woman must be nude because she is not situated, does not situate herself in 

her place. Her clothes, her makeup, and her jewels are things with which she 

tries to create her container(s), her envelope(s).14

12 Golsworthy, "The Private Self: Interior and the Presenting of Memory," 177.

13 Robinson, "Nested Bodies," 141.

14 Irigaray, An Ethics of Sexual Difference, 12.
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Shelter is a primal instinct—both a need and a necessity. From the first moments 

of human life, we are sheltered by our mother’s womb—given a protection that we 

continue to search for after entering the world. ‘We are bodies who start inside other 

bodies. Most of us think we know what our body is: it is a fleshy whole we inhabit, but 

the dictionary defines the word ‘body’ much more broadly. A body is the entire material 

or physical structure of an individual organism.’15 The line between where the body 

begins, and ends is blurry and often controversial. The body and its environment are not 

seen as separate entities but as a whole.’16

Architecture is soft like a body if you undo it.17

Architecture is thought of as something only architects can do. Traditionally, architects 

create architecture for others to inhabit. However, we can all be viewed as architects 

of the spaces around us. Jules Michelet wrote that ‘a bird is a worker without tools. 

It has neither the hand of a squirrel, nor the teeth of a beaver. A bird's tool is its own 

body.’18 Like many animals, the bird creates a house built for their body, like that of a 

shell—their form dictating its shape. In that same way, the interiors of our homes can 

be constructed around our lives. A bird in its nest could also be compared to a mother’s 

womb—a home is formed around the child’s body. After birth, we then move from one 

home to another, leaving the safety of our mother’s womb to enter what will be our 

second home. This next home is much larger, open for us to roam in and out of—but 

it too becomes the centre of our universe. In that sense, my childhood houses have 

become a maternal figure to me, always providing shelter and warmth.

Home and motherhood are tightly interwoven, with the image of a mother and child 

being the summary of ‘homeliness’ for generations. The notion of a mother figure sits 

15 Robinson, "Nested Bodies," 137.

16 Robinson, 139.

17 Rendell, Art and Architecture: A Place Between, 31.

18 Michelet, L’oiseau, 208.
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at the heart of a ‘homely’ home. When I think of home, it is often defined by the simple 

acts which my mother tended to—home-cooked meals or warm folded laundry. These 

performative acts by my mother have transformed our shelter into a home. The practice 

of mothering is central to my own home-making practice and in creating a place of 

safety and refuge. 

Woman is neither open nor closed. She is indefinite, infinite form is never   

 complete in her.19

19  Jones, and Stephenson, Performing the Body/Performing the Text, 8.
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Drawings done thinking about the occupation of a space, 

and the notion of home as a maternal figure.
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Figure 15: Ella Simkin, Home Sweet Home, watercolour and pencil on paper.
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Figure 16: Ella Simkin, Their hair about their shoulders, thread on paper.
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Figure 17: Ella Simkin, Positions I Sleep In, pencil on paper.
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Figure 18: Ella Simkin, The Form of Home, ink on perspex.
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Figure 19: Ella Simkin, Mapping my movements around the flat one afternoon, thread on paper.
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Figure 20: Ella Simkin, Womb, layered foamboard, netting and clay.
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I.III Still Life: traces of home

To the unmade bed that welcomes with a warm hug,

To the curtains that dance, reflecting light on the wall,

To the toaster that always burns, letting smoke ripple,

To the bath that washes away the quiet contemplations,

To the washing machine which can always be heard,

To the windowsill where water runs like ribbons,

To my home, and the still life it documents.
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Georges Perec’s Species of Spaces1 is a playful take on the documentation of everyday 

life. It reads as a taxonomy of spaces, and Perec dances from room to room, bringing 

life to the banal and ordinary that we take for granted. Space, for Perec, begins in its 

traces, with words etched onto a blank space. In describing a space, words slowly 

form in our minds—architecture rising from adjectives. Perec touches on comfort, 

particularly the comfort of knowing that at any given moment, we are alone and 

yet in solidarity with thousands of other isolated experiences. The parts become the 

whole. Through systematic listing, Perec explores documentation by categorising his 

observations of people as they move through architectural spaces.

Architecture can be seen as a container for the everyday, a mnemonic device for tracing 

inhabitation and documenting home. Documenting these traces allows me to read the 

house as a container for everyday life being lived, whether it exists in physical, tangible 

remains or in lingering mental states and remembered moments. Documentation of 

these retained fragments can help me piece together a remembered space. Through my 

own personal form of documentation (drawing, fabric work, painting, photography), I 

am not only able to trace my own inhabitation of space, but it can be used as a catalyst 

for others.

One method of documentation is the act of drawing. Drawing is both a result and a 

process. A finished drawing is rarely what I initially envisioned it to be. Along the way, 

I am given little glimpses at what the final product might be, continuously altering and 

adjusting our course as new ideas arise. Drawing allows me “to drag” imagined pictures 

into reality. This enables moments experienced in quiet, whether they can be physically 

seen or are a lingering mental state waiting to be captured and drawn into a readable 

format. ‘For the artist drawing is discovery… It is the actual act of drawing that forces 

the artist to look… A line, an area of tone, is not important because it records what you 

1 Perec, Species of Spaces and Other Pieces, 2.
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have seen, but because of what it will lead you on to see.’2 We live in mental worlds and 

drawing helps these unseen moments assume a physical form. 

Drawing is used as a method of observation. Unlike photography, drawing is flexible 

and can be abstracted. Drawing from life allows the artist to go beyond the physical 

appearances, capturing not just a moment but the feeling—drawing what they wish 

an observer to see. The artist, David Bomberg, encouraged his students to go beyond 

appearances and seek ‘a symbiotic relationship with nature in which the artist 

participates as ‘being’ in the world.’3 This is particularly important for artists to consider 

in today’s age, where ‘drawing from life’ now has a new meaning. Photography can 

now capture what hands only once could—drawing has transformed into a method 

beyond appearances. For me, drawing can be used as a method of translation, pulling 

into reality the gaps between building and my mind. 

 The impulse to draw is not to capture appearance as much as a demand to  

 animate thought.’4

Figure 21 & 22: Heinrich Tessenow’s Interior Perspectives

2  Chorpening, Drawing from Life and the Twenty—first Century Art School, 343.

3  Chorpening, 347.

4  Newman and de Zegher, The Stage of Drawing: Gesture and Act, 218.
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Architect Heinrich Tessenow’s Interior Perspectives drawings have a subtle openness 

that is not seen in the spaces themselves.5 The hatched lines can depict daylight and 

express materiality with a far more immediate emphasis. The lines create a delicacy; 

each inch of the room is documented with precision, each stroke represents the in-

person experience. There is a higher density of lines in some areas and a sparseness in 

others—alluding to a hierarchy of the eye, with Tessenow directing the observer’s view. 

Tessenow’s perspectives are also void of any human figures instead of focusing on the 

spatial impression of the room in the absence of people. This leaves the inhabitation of 

the space up to interpretation; I can insert myself into the scene without being directed 

by an existing figure. Instead, the real protagonist of the spaces are ordinary things—

with the lack of human presence making way for this.

Figure 23: George Aitchison’s design for the interior decoration of the Morning Room, 1881

The drawing of Morning Room by architect George Aitchison shows us the potential 

for a drawing to be finished but not complete. The drawings sit in oblivion, with the 

room being the only context given to us. In this isolation, the elevation is championed—

Aitchison shows us how the space sits confidently within itself. There is also an 

emphasis on time—the space is drawn with precise detail—with tiny gold brush 

5  Zeinstra, "Rooms and Things," 50.
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strokes and the interior shadowing of the wall panels. The drawing is cut at harsh 

falling lines on either side, with a stark contrast between what is drawing and what is 

void. In observing this drawing, I find myself extending the line with my eyes, making 

assumptions about what could lie beyond. The isolation of the wall gives such an 

immediate appreciation for the elevation, and Aitchison shows the observer his careful 

observations.

Writer and art critic John Ruskin’s The Seven Lamps of Architecture features fourteen 

drawings showing intricate details, such as ornaments, mouldings, and capitals, of 

Gothic buildings across Europe. Ruskin apologises for the drawings, noting they fall 

short of the physical beauty itself. Ruskin instead, documents the imperfections in the 

workman’s craftsmanship—the mistakes in the mouldings and carvings that are to be 

expected. Like nature is imperfect in its lines, Ruskin comments that all things are better 

for their imperfections.6 Documenting through drawing teaches me to perceive, and 

the act of tracing lines and capturing lights allows me to better understand my subject 

matter. The way I perceive my surrounding environment can be shared via drawing—

with drawing used as an embodiment of a particular perspective and perhaps even the 

emphasised celebration of the space’s imperfection. The lines used to represent my 

world allow for a better understanding of how one can relate to it. 

Architect Tony Fretton’s interior sketches of Red House allow me to see what caught 

Fretton’s attention at one moment. His CAD sketches are designed in an almost uneven 

way—Fretton draws what matters to him, creating a hierarchy of objects and completely 

leaving out what is of no interest to him. There is an openness that allows me to shape 

my own perception of the space and imagine my own setting and situations. The works 

of Fretton have been described as ‘a kind of open-ended conversation.’7 Although 

simple in style, in the sketches of Red House, Fretton captures the moment of sitting 

6 Decroos, "Perception through Drawing," 37

7 Hall, "An Economy of Drawing," 81.
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on a sofa reading—what is important here is not the complete picture, but instead the 

window frame and the lines of light coming in.

Figure 24: Tony Fretton, CAD drawing, interior sketch of the Red House.

 A drawing is the first visible form in my work, the first visible form of the   

 thought, the changing point from the invisible powers to the visible thing. It's  

 really a special kind of thought brought down onto a surface. - Joseph Beuys8

Like drawing, observational painting collaborates between the eye and the hand. A 

language of its own, painting allows me to express both my inner and outer experiences. 

Painting lets me reveal the quality of a passing moment and input my own encounter 

into the paint. By layering paint, pushing, and pulling the brush, I can manipulate 

the space in front of me until it is just right. Manipulating colours, perspectives, and 

viewpoints.

8 Beuys, Koepplin, Rose, Temkin, Thinking Is Form: The Drawings of Joseph Beuys. 73.
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Drawings in the home, of the home.
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Figure 25: Ella Simkin, The Early Hours, pencil on paper.

I enjoy the quiet moments as the world is still waking up. A tea in bed where the 

crevasses of the sheets cast deep shadows around me, creating a cavern all for myself.



46

Figure 26: Ella Simkin, Friday Night In, pencil on paper.

The wine sits above the bath as I wash my body. I wriggle my toes and settle under the 

bubbles, my rosey face just visible above the water.
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Figure 27: Ella Simkin, When the Light Hits, oil on paper. 

I watch the 4pm light pass across the wall as the sun lowers itself in the sky, letting itself 

in and rippling its rays onto the paint. The drapery flitters softly with the breeze, bathing 

itself in the light. Documenting this frozen movement—oil paint layered over time, the 

brush pushing and pulling until the light is just right.
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Figure 28: Ella Simkin, Bathroom Marks, oil on canvas.

The bathroom wall is cold concrete, cracked in places over time. But I use the wall like 

a chalkboard, leaving little messages for my flatmates, a noughts and crosses game 

is always in action—tally lines document the days in the 2020 lockdown that saw me 

bunkered in my home. 
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Figure 29: Ella Simkin, The Window, oil on canvas.

I lie in bed watching the clouds cross the sky, painting shadows on my duvet. The light 

filters through the glass of my window, waltzing into each pocket of my blankets. Oil 

paint is used to show this pass of time—layer upon layer, paint is pushed and pulled 

across the canvas like that of the late afternoon sky.
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Another method of documentation is three-dimensional modelling using mediums such 

as fabric. I can take a moment and transform it into a physical form that can be touched 

and held—allowing those who were not a part of the initial experience to gain insight. 

The form of fabric is textile and gentle. It evokes feelings of comfort, reminding me of 

making a bed, pulling curtains, or folding laundry. 

Do Ho Suh is a Korean sculptor and installation artist. Like a suspended memory, Do 

Ho Suh’s work captures full-scale representations of the previous homes he has lived in, 

capturing them in silky fabric. The light structures are almost ghostly frozen remnants 

of time which have been softened to a delicate state. Reminding me of the beauty found 

within our daily lives, Suh’s floating houses are drawn from places that were once a part 

of his everyday life—inhabited spaces which are now a mere memory. Some of Suh’s 

spaces are anchored while others float like kites; nylon facsimiles are an emotional 

transference of home in physical form. Down to a door handle or light switch, the works 

feature extreme precision and detail developed using Korean sewing techniques. The 

Perfect Home II (2003) recreates the apartment Suh rented while living in New York 

from 1997 to 2016; ‘like white light refracted into multiple colours, The Perfect Home 

II appears as memory refracted through Suh’s practice.’9 The drapery folds over the 

stitched seams of a wall, nodding to the passing of time, creating a skeleton of what 

once was home. These works have been described as ‘quite sensuous—very physical 

and quite sexual,’10 and can be packed down into a suitcase—a flat packed life which 

can be forgotten.  

9 Kim, “Do Ho Suh Stitches Time, Identity and Memory.” 

10 Kim, “Do Ho Suh Stitches Time, Identity and Memory.” 
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Figure 30 & 31: Images showing Do Ho Suh’s The Perfect Home II, 2003

Suh also has a series of works known as his Rubbing / Loving Project (2017), in which 

He uses vellum to cover every surface within his home, rubbing them and subsequently 

creating drawings from the interior spaces. Suh commented on this laborious method 

by saying, ‘you have to very carefully caress the surface and try to understand what’s 

there.’11 Through rubbing, Suh can capture every inch of his home—from the door 

handle right down to the skirting details. The act of careful caress and physical touch 

that go into his works transform the spaces from being a mere built form into a labour of 

love. 

Figure 32: Image of Do Ho Suh (2015–2016) Rubbing/Loving Project

11 Iversen, "Indexical Drawing: On Frottage," 264.
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Ephemeral art and architecture are filtered through memories. Upon visiting an 

installation (such as Do Ho Suh’s), these memories can often become distorted by the 

documentation of the work itself. ‘Photographs mediate memory,’12 and can be both 

without and supplementary to the work itself. A published image allows mobility 

and speed like no other; with the click of a button, architecture can be preserved. 

Spaces that have taken years to design and construct, within seconds, are frozen into 

a two-dimensional form, which can then be shared across millions of digital facades. 

Photography is a form of documentation that has made way for a new language of 

architectural exploration. Exclusivity is fast fading, and in today's digital era, everyone 

can be a photographer and a curator of the spaces around them. Architecture is more 

accessible than ever before—geographic locations no longer restrict us, and we 

can travel the world digitally through the scroll of a finger. Photographs can travel 

where buildings cannot. Space's phenomenology—sensory cues that induce emotive 

characteristics cannot be captured in a single photograph. Architecture is made up of a 

whole tactile realm. However, the eye and the visual sense have always been considered 

the primary method for spatial perception. Therefore, it is essential to question the way 

we read photographs as a method of documentation—as often, because of their realism, 

we take them to be fact.13

In the writings of art historians and theorists Nick Kaye, Miwon Kwon, and James 

Meyer, there is an agreement that art requires the presence of an in-person viewer 

to experience it.14  Works no longer stand as nouns, but should be seen as verbs or a 

process, which can provoke the viewer’s acuity and critical reflection when viewed. 

This has inspired photographs to go beyond capturing a physical space, and to abstract 

and bend the visual realm. Photography can be compared to drawing in that sense—it 

can be manipulated by the photographer to capture and evoke a desired viewpoint or 

12  McTighe, Framed Spaces: Photography and Memory in Contemporary Installation Art Interfaces, Studies in Visual  
 Culture, 2.

13  McTighe, 10.

14  McTighe, 12.
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feeling. Mediums such as image transference have allowed tactility to be implemented 

back into the images. Reminding viewers that the space is alive even when captured 

in still. The passing of life captured by a still image can once again come to life—with 

textures, layers, and breath.
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Image Transferals of the Home

The following feature image transferences, textures layered by hand, 

and then rubbed away, leaving behind remnants.
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Figure 33: Ella Simkin, My Bedroom Wall, image transferral. 

This dizzying feeling of light passing across my bedroom wall is transferred from 

photocopy to fabric—the layers rubbed away by hand until the picture reveals itself.
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Figure 34: Ella Simkin, Familiar Forms, blue pastel transferred onto fabric.

These three rooms are broken down into their primary features. Single lines flatten the 

objects, yet in their transference onto fabric, a softness and fluidity is brought back.
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Figure 35: Ella Simkin, Snippets of Home, photographs transferred onto fabric.

The crevasses formed by my bed sheets, the shadows of plants, a figure in the bathroom, 

my Poppop's bean soup recipe.
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These makings become site-specific works, acting as responses to the space around 

them. Built In (2021) is a collection of site-specific works from thirty-two different 

artists, designers, and architects. These site-specific works sit within Richard Neutra’s 

iconic VDL House, with plenty of natural light pouring in from the recognisable 

glass structure. The artists’ works range from lighting to furniture, curtains, fragrance 

diffusers, and ceramics—all celebrating ‘the dialogue between past and present while 

paying poetic homage to the intrinsic structures of the residence.’15 Neutra’s house 

already features many built-in elements that pay homage to the daily rhythms of the 

initial residents. Although, despite the programme-specificity which is prominent 

throughout, Built In tucks its way into the house. Rather than focusing on physical 

‘build-ins,’ which is often an artist’s first response, the exhibitors were encouraged 

instead to respond to the home’s spirit, poetry and symbolism. ‘Ultimately, the common 

thread that unites this house party of a show is a deeply considered response to the site’s 

design, rhythms, history, and inhabitants (past, present, future).’16

Figure 36: Nancy Kwon's Mountains, Water.

The work Mountains, Water by Nancy Kwon sits in the kitchen of Built In. Kwon has 

created a small interior landscape from several unglazed ceramics, inspired by Korean 

15 Keh, “Last chance to see: a ‘house party of a group show’ at Neutra VDL House in LA.”

16 Keh, “Last chance to see: a ‘house party of a group show’ at Neutra VDL House in LA.”
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offerings and landscape paintings. The ceramic rises and falls, creating a healing and 

transformational moment within the kitchen. 

Figure 37:  Brody Albert's work. 

In the living room of Built In, designer Brody Albert replaced the built-in seating with 

heated cushions. The work embodies the Duchampian concept of ‘infrathin,’ with 

Albert’s gesture permanently sitting as a warm seat—as though someone had just left 

it. As Duchamp said: ‘the warmth of a seat which has just been left is infrathin.17’ The 

work brings warmth and gives body to the living room and the quiet nook it sits within.

Similar to Built In, my home becomes a site for exhibition. The following works are 

full-scale documentations of my home. Capturing the way the light hits my curtains, the 

swirling of my kitchen sink, or the scuffs in my floorboards. Unlike Built In, they sit as 

a documentation of the existing spaces, a documentation of site-specific moments that 

are personal to my home. Some of the works from this chapter are then photographed 

back into the spaces they initially depicted and are categorised by room.

17  Keh, “Last chance to see: a ‘house party of a group show’ at Neutra VDL House in LA.”
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Full scale drawings of the home done in the home.

The following are full-scale drawing that depict my current ‘home.’
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Figure 38: Ella Simkin, Welcome Home, ink on transparent paper then stitched onto fabric.

The floorboards sit as a welcome mat, scuffed, scratched, and rippled in places, taking 

all the wear and tear from my daily life underfoot. 
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Figure 39: Ella Simkin, Power Socket, fabric on paper.

The power sockets in my flat act as a source of power, both in the literal and the 

metaphoric. They are a rarity in some rooms and an overwhelm in others. In creating 

this tactile, fabric form, I have moved the power socket away from being a harsh plastic 

source of power, into a soft and more vulnerable item.
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Figure 40: Ella Simkin, Hold my Head, a handstitched pillowcase.

Using a torn bed sheet that once wrapped the bed, Hold my Head, is a hand stitched 

pillow case, folded in envelope form. Blue stitching sits in the bottom left corner, the 

lettering shaky and vulnerable—a simple plea to hold one’s head. The smell of my 

perfume still lingers on the fabric, bringing the sanctuary of my bedroom into the 

communal space of the sofa.
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Figure 41: Ella Simkin, Cutlery, charcoal rubbing on fabric.

These slender steel objects are held around their waist, extending the length of my 

body. For me, they live in a drawer of chaos—wooden spoons, measuring cups, and 

potato peelers. In their collective housing they are given the same significance as the 

can opener I rarely use, yet they are the primary tool I use to nourish my body. In the 

delicacy of this charcoal tracing and threaded tallies, I have captured the cutlery in still, 

immortalising their importance on cloth.
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Figure 42: Ella Simkin, Kitchen Sink, photograph transferred to paper.

The smell of dishwashing liquid fills the sink. The swirling stainless steel is captured 

in still. Water caresses the drain, twirling down into its dark depths—slipping past my 

fingertips. 
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Figure 43: Ella Simkin, Just One Piece, fabric toilet roll with image transfers.

Tiny little squares are torn and used just once—never given a second thought. What if 

they were to become a small monument, stitched together so they remain a whole? 
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Figure 44: Ella Simkin, Lines of Light, thread on a hand stitched curtain.

I trace the morning glow that filters through my curtains with thread; documenting the 

way each ray dances across the fabric.
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Photographs of drawings in the space they were drawn.

The following are site-specific drawings, which have then been categorised 

and photographed back in the spaces that they initially depicted.
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The Bathroom;

The bathroom is a room where I strip down bare, a space for 

cleansing, bathing, washing, and becoming a new. It is a space of 

isolation, reflection and vulnerability.
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Figure 45: Ella Simkin, The Bathroom I, photograph.
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Figure 46: Ella Simkin, The Bathroom II, photograph of image transfer.



72

The Bedroom;

My bedroom is a space that holds my most intimate possessions 

and is where I lie to rest every day. Predominantly consisting 

of a bed, a nightstand, a chest of drawers and a wardrobe—my 

bedroom is a space of recluse, housing me at my most vulnerable 

and relaxed state of nocturnal repose. 
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Figure 47: Ella Simkin, The Bedroom I, photograph of image transfer.
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Figure 48: Ella Simkin, The Bedroom II, photograph of a handstitched pillow.
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The Lounge;

For me, the lounge is a space of laughter, of relaxed recline and 

gathering—it welcomes with open arms and provides seating for 

any that enter the home.



76

Figure 49: Ella Simkin, The Lounge I, photograph of a handmade curtain. 
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Figure 50: Ella Simkin, The Lounge II, photograph of ink on tracing paper.
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The Kitchen;

The kitchen is a room of nourishment, tastes, textures, and smells. 

It is layered with spice and steam and is a space of creativity and 

fulfilment. 
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Figure 51: Ella Simkin, The Kitchen I, photograph of image transfers.
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Figure 52: Ella Simkin, The Kitchen II, photograph of charcoal rubbings.
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Figure 53: Ella Simkin, The Kitchen III, photograph of fabric and tracing paper.



82

An interlude;
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Bridging.

Shelter in the form of a house, is the most expensive of my commodities—even as 

a renter, it takes away the bulk of my income each week. ‘The houses we buy and 

the way we choose to live in them allow us to distinguish ourselves from others. Our 

choices are limited by factors of all kinds, not least by our desires. Nowhere do these 

desires resonate more spatially than in the place we call home.’1 All well-inhabited 

space slowly becomes a home. Like birds crafting their nests, I collect items from all 

over the place—a chair here, a cushion here—creating a nest of my own, territorialising 

my interior spaces. ‘Living among things is the basic principle of human existence.’2 

A collage of my life is represented through the objects I have collected over time—

creating my shelter and arranging things until they are just so. 

1  Rendell, Site-Writing: The Architecture of Art Criticism, 29.

2  Zumthor, Thinking Architecture, 36.
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From my home, I created two installations during lockdown to experiment with moving 

my own private experiences out into the public light. Items on my Desk is an oil painting 

done on canvas, displayed on the street corner below my flat. In this piece, I have shown 

a still life of some items that sit on my desk—a vase which has been passed down from 

my mother, a pot I received as a birthday gift, a candle that is always burning, and the 

glass of wine that comes out towards the end of each Friday. However, this work did 

not produce the interactive outcome I was after—someone passing by would simply see 

Items on my Desk as a pretty picture and nothing more.
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Items on my Desk
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Figure 54: Ella Simkin, Items on my Desk, photograph of oil on canvas.
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Figure 55: Ella Simkin, Items on my Desk, photograph of oil on canvas.
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Figure 56: Ella Simkin, Items on my Desk close up, oil on canvas.
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p r o c e s s

Figure 57 & 58: Ella Simkin, Items on my Desk process, photograph. 
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I then created What Happens When Nothing Happens, a curtain painted with the 

question—what happens when nothing happens? The period of isolation has allowed 

me to explore every crevasse within my home. In this installation, I have dressed my 

window with drapery—posing a question to the public. This installation focuses on 

equanimity, bringing comfort to the notion of being alone and in the still silence of 

home, of basking in isolation, allowing us to reflect on what happens when nothing 

happens? The work asks the public to consider this, the question lingering long after the 

work has been viewed.
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What Happens When Nothing Happens?
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Figure 59: Ella Simkin, What Happens When Nothing Happens? Photograph of handmade curtain.
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Figure 60:  Ella Simkin, What Happens When Nothing Happens? Photograph of handmade curtain.
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p r o c e s s

Figure 61 & 62: Ella Simkin, What Happens When Nothing Happens? Process.
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Art and architecture have always had an ongoing attraction to each other.3 Art is 

traditionally considered to be self-driven, formed in the mind of the artist, fuelled by 

creativity, whereas architecture works with relationships. As architect Maya Lin puts 

it, ‘we built things for people as opposed to being pure and doing it for yourself.’4 

Unlike architecture, art does not respond to physical and tangible social needs—the 

providing of shelter; but rather provides the platform for critical thinking, reflection, 

and social change. However, ‘when art is located outside the gallery, the parameters that 

define it are called into question and all sorts of new possibilities for thinking about the 

relationship between art and architecture are opened up. Art has to engage with the kind 

of restraints and controls to which only architecture is subject.’5 This is where the notion 

of ‘a place between’ can be given. When public art and architectural installations blur 

into one—a new trajectory is formed, and the two terms become interchangeable. Both 

become site reliant, driven by a client, and restricted to government regulation. When 

art shifts away from the gallery, it is not only able to evoke a viewer’s critical thinking 

but allows them to engage with the work in a whole new way. Participants come from 

all walks of life, and the works are not reliant on them entering a gallery setting. Those 

without a home, children, business professionals—all forms of society can view and 

interact with the piece. Any form of invitation or exclusion is void.

Jane Rendell coined this place between as a ‘critical spatial practice.’6 It describes this 

transition between art and architecture—merging the social with the aesthetic and the 

public with the private.7 This bridging builds an interdisciplinary practice that creates a 

space between here and there. Part II looks at these places between, seeking to bridge 

the gap between art and architecture, creating a back-and-forth rhythm of both the 

indoor and outdoor. It features two installations that form spaces within spaces, taking 

3  Rendell, Art and Architecture: A Place Between, 3.

4  Rendell, 3.

5  Rendell, 4.

6  Rendell, 6.

7  Rendell, 6.
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my auto-ethnographic lens and sharing it in a public setting. This vulnerability should 

evoke a vulnerable response and intimate relationship between myself and the viewer, 

even if I am physically removed from each installation. My love letter to home has been 

translated into a readable format of spatial propositions, which call for engagement and 

response.
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P A R T  T W O
outside the home;
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II.I Home as a verb: How do we inhabit?

In the Poetics of Space, Gaston Bachelard looks at the edges of imagination and 

explores all recesses in the hallways of our minds.1 The house is not simply just 

a realm of right angles and squares—it is capable of adaptation—ever evolving 

to its inhabitants—listening to their soft mirrors of existence and learning their 

idiosyncrasies.2 The conversations between my body and my home day in and day out, 

has slowly created its very own dialect, a language that is only understood between the 

two of us ‘For our house is our corner of the world.3’ 

Scattered all over… are other homes, houses where I have once lived. In some 

still standing, I return and revisit past lives and loves… In all the place I have 

lived I recognise lost parts of myself. 4

1  Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 4.

2  Bachelard, 4.

3  Bachelard, 4.

4  Rendell, Site-Writing: The Architecture of Art Criticism, 31.
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Song Dong’s Waste Not (2013) at Carriageworks in Sydney acts as a shrine to his 

mother’s house.5 Every item from within her home is displayed—carefully positioned 

in a city-like format, blocks are formed with books, shoes and glass bottles. An act 

of cataloguing, every item held an immense amount of value to Song Dong’s mother, 

especially after her husbands passing. Unable to part with an item, his mother lays out 

her ‘messiness,’ allowing her to give each item an importance and a value. At its core, 

the work deals with memory and vulnerability—and tells a story of finding home within 

the clutter. When pieced together, a narrative begins to unfold—a whole micro-city laid 

on the gallery floor.

 

Figure 63: Song Dong, Waste Not.

Similarly, Huang Quinjun’s photobook Family Stuff focuses on items that make up daily 

life. However, unlike Waste Not, Huang Quinjun's work moves outside a gallery setting. 

The photographs aim to reflect on human nature, revealing the interior life structure 

of selected Chinese families. Huang’s photographs began in 2003, capturing scenes of 

everyday domestic life in China in all its fragility. The domestic realm is brought into 

the open-air, private lives are unpacked before the camera; the interior structures of 

these families' lives are brought to the forefront of the composition. 
5  Rococo Productions. Song Dong: 'Waste Not' at Carriageworks. 



100

Figure 64, 65 & 66: Images from Huang Quinjun’s photobook Family Stuff.
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Not only do the pictures show an array of classes and different social-economic 

demographics, but it is an act of recording—a visual listing of items that make up these 

families' entire home. A bed, a stove, three vases, four pairs of shoes… mundane in their 

appearance, the photographs show what little possessions some of these families have. 

Normally an individual's life is presented by how they appear in public. In Family Stuff 

homes are transformed from the inside out, and the outward structure comes second to 

the objects laid out with a quiet precision. The pictures unwrap the essence of life for 

an ordinary Chinese family, an honest display of the conditions in which they live their 

day to day lives. The viewer can see beyond the walls of these families' homes and it 

highlights the interaction between people and their belongings.

As a reader, I imagine myself collecting up my belongings and displaying them in front 

of my flat. Having moved out of home two years ago, I look around at all the things I 

have managed to collect and claim as mine—the candles, the books, the knickknacks. 

All of which are so purposefully positioned within my bedroom. The thought of 

displaying my items so vulnerably for the world to see is terrifying, and the amount 

of stuff I possess seems ridiculous, yet I could not bear to part with a lot of them. If 

I stripped my room back to core, back to the ‘essential’ items that are necessary for 

everyday life I would be left with very few. Yet I have a desire (and the privilege) to 

surround myself in all these beautiful items to create the nest around me and adorn the 

space with things I collected over the years. 

At my parent’s place, each of my siblings and I have a box. Stored away and reassessed 

with each move, this one box houses my most intimate possessions and artifacts—those 

that I cannot part with, even as I move from place to place. There are my old childhood 

diaries of past lives, the candle from when I was baptised, love letters from my teenage 

years and the doll that never left my side. With each move we sift through it, parting 

ways with birthday cards that no longer hold value, or an art project that is now cracked. 
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Yet it all fits within this standard 250h x 500w x 650d box, a small interior space which 

houses all my past lives. 

In Jane Rendell’s Architecture of Psychoanalysis: Spaces of Transition, her section on 

The Lost Object looks at the notion of a memory—trace, or mnemic image. Words and 

images can inform and be informed by conscious and unconscious processes.6 Memory 

distorts and rearranges itself in memories that are not necessarily actual events but the 

first traces of them. Freud’s The Project, describes memory in a similar way, looking at  

the resurfacing of the traces of childhood events, which initially were not consciously 

registered. When a child’s memory of home is of joy and safety—they will draw a 

house which is equally happy and full of life smoke coming from the chimney, the sun 

beaming down.7 The image of home is not as it physically stood, but instead stands as 

the feelings left behind. Home to me is similar in this way—it acts as a verb rather than 

a noun. Home is able to contract and hold me tight when the world around me crumbles, 

and simultaneously home can be a vast open space where I can create endlessly, with 

room to dance, cook and dream. 

Home has the capability to transform from a cocoon to a butterfly should we so desire 

it. Georges Spyridaki writes ‘its walls contract and expand as I desire. At times, I 

draw them close around me like protective armour… but at others, I let the walls of 

my house blossom out in their own space, which is infinitely extensible.’8 Spyridaki 

speaks as though his house has a diaphragm of its own, it breathes.9 It is both a den 

and the whole world—able to extend and retract infinitely. Peter Zumthor describes 

spatial composition in a similar way. In Thinking Architecture he writes that there are 

basic possibilities to consider, one being ‘the closed architectural body that isolates 

6  Rendell, The Architecture of Psychoanalysis: Spaces of Transition, 29.

7  Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 72.

8  Spyridaki, Mort Lucide, 35.

9  Bachelard, Poetics of Space, 51.
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space within itself,’ and the other an ‘open body that embraces an area of space that is 

connected with the endless continuum.’10 

Architecture stores memory, and a building should not be seen as an object but rather 

as a process. Architecture should be a journey, not an arrival, a relationship that is not 

static form. ‘I would like people to understand that architecture is not only what it looks 

like, but also what happens in it.’11 Memories remain in the forms of our architecture—

tucked away waiting to be read and decoded. My life is a series of lived experiences 

and stories, and architecture will always be intertwined within it, being a container for 

the lives I have lived. Architecture is not a mere backdrop but rather an ever-evolving 

relationship. Humans are messy and complicated, and our buildings are too—not in a 

physical sense but in the stories they hold. Such is the idea of a house becoming a home; 

a house becomes a home with the memory-created fragments of my mind, all of which 

can be internalised. Or in a physical sense, the plastered hole in the wall where a ball 

went through, or the markings of my height as a kid which have lined the door frames 

of previous homes. ‘A … house grows and adapts, constantly reflecting its culture, 

place, and time. It is alive.’12 Like human memory acquired over time through lived 

experiences, externalised memory is also acquired by our built environment. In the 

way humans acquire knowledge through age and experience; our architecture also has 

memory woven into its fabric. Architecture can tell us many things, should we choose to 

listen and give it its own voice through documentation.

I remember my own childhood often through the places I have previously lived in, and 

the rooms I inhabited. I project myself into these lived houses, hiding parts of myself 

when I leave them behind. In the novel The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge, author 

Rainer Maria Rilke writes ‘in recalling my child—wrought memories, it is no complete 

10  Peter Zumthor, Thinking Architecture, 22.

11  Delsalle, “Bernard Tschumi's Architecture Is Not Just About Space And Form But Also The Events Happening Inside.” 

12  Warne, “Celebrating the Human House.”
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building: it is all broken up inside me; here a room, there a room…’13 A remembered 

image of home slowly reveals itself—like a photographic image developing—piece 

by piece each fragment can be stitched together, an image of home revealing itself in 

a Cubist painting-like form, a patchwork of memories and visual motifs.14 I often find 

myself recreating my previous homes in my mind, trying to piece together broken 

rooms to remember, to revisit my pasts and find comfort. Some objects have also come 

with me from house to house, an old key to my bedroom, a hat that once blew onto the 

roof—memory is stored in both the physical objects that come with me and those that 

linger in my mind. The built environment around me is heavily intertwined with my 

everyday life—as poet Nöel Arnaud, writes: ‘I am the space, where I am.’15

 Home is not an object, a building, but a diffuse and complex condition

 that integrates memories and images, desires and fears, the past and the present.  

 A home is also a set of rituals, personal rhythms and routines of everyday life.  

 Home cannot he produced all at once; it has its time dimension and continuum  

 and is a gradual product of the family's and individual's adaptation to the   

 world.16 

13 Pallasmaa, Space, Place, Memory, and Imagination: The Temporal Dimension of Existential Space, 20.

14 Pallasmaa, 20.

15 Pallasmaa, 25.

16 Pallasmaa, "Identity, Intimacy and Domicile, Notes on the Phenomenology of Home," 133.
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Drawings of home as a verb.

 These collages represent home as a verb; to dine, to lounge, to fold, to 

bathe, to rest. Contorted figures fold themselves around familiar forms of 

home—the ironing board, a washing basket, the nightstand. The forms are 

often side-lined and left in the background yet are at the forefront of my 

everyday life.
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Figure 67: Ella Simkin, Home as a Verb I, digital collage.
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Figure 68:  Ella Simkin, Home as a Verb II, digital collage.



108

Figure 69:  Ella Simkin, Home as a Verb III, digital collage.



109



110

II.II Airing the Laundry: Private gone Public

Contemporary art looks to bring to light the once overlooked. Art helps us to understand 

these everyday happenings, and the beauty which can be found within it. Everyday 

life combines daily activities, social interactions, objects, and instruments which are 

useful, if not essential.1 Contemporary art investigates these typically private, and often 

intimate actions, which often evolve into rituals.  Artists are ordinary people with the 

ability to create art that anybody could understand—working on the common ground of 

shared experiences. ‘To watch people walk, run, work, eat, sleep, make love, tell stories 

and smile,’2 artists help us to see the beauty in our everyday happenings. In association 

with the small side of life—the grey, and the humble, we can appreciate that these are in 

fact the big things. ‘The everyday is our portion of eternity.’3

‘Las partes son el todo, el todo son las partes’4 
(The parts are the whole, the whole are the parts)

1 Farías, "Everyday Aesthetics in Contemporary Art," 440.

2 Epstein, "Making Things Strange: The Ordinary Us of the Ordinary in the Sixties Avant—Grande."

3 Blanchot, "Everyday Speech," 42.

4 Orozco, "On Recent Films," 135. 
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Figure 70: Rirkrit Tiravanija, Installation view: Untitled. Image via Surface Magazine.

The everyday self is similarly exploited in gallery spaces. Lives, faces and bodies of 

artists—including the most intimate parts—are the subject of contemporary art. We are 

as familiar with the details of Tracey Emin’s private life as we are with her artwork. It is 

difficult to find the line where her life stops, and her work begins. In 1992, artist Rirkrit 

Tiravanija cooked for an audience in a New York gallery,5 in the work: Untitled (Free). 

Observers could participate in the event or just observe from a distance, the smell of 

cooking enticing you to come closer—with Tiravanija bringing an everyday situation 

into public view. It brought about social interaction, a once stagnant gallery came to 

life with chatter, eating and interacting.6 Tiravanija’s grandmother’s handwritten recipes 

had accompanied him to Toronto where he completed his studies in the early 1980s. 

As a Sunday tradition, Tiravanija would cook a large curry to share with all his friends, 

and friends of friends. This Sunday tradition was then moved into public light, creating 

a situation which aimed to turn passive onlookers into active participants—taking the 

comfortable ritual, and his grandmother’s Pad Thai and sharing it with New York.

5  Farías, "Everyday Aesthetics in Contemporary Art," 440.

6  Julia Keller, "From Studio to Dining Table: Rirkrit Tiravanija."
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Tracey Emin’s My Bed, of 1998, is an installation which depicts Emin’s bed after a 

bad break up. Bedridden and swarmed with darkness, My Bed features a mattress, 

bed frame, wrinkled and stained bed sheets and pillows. Spread across the mattress 

and the carpet below are dirty stockings, a towel, vodka bottles, slippers, underwear 

with menstrual stains, cigarette butts, birth control pills, a used condom, polaroid 

portraits, and a white stuffed toy, old smells still lingering.7 Quite literally, airing her 

dirty laundry, Emin’s works are often labelled as confessional—due to her honest and 

intimate subject matter. Drawing on her personal experience with abuse, rape, and 

multiple abortions, Emin draws the unapologetic, and autobiographical details of her 

life into her art, creating a powerful sense of immediacy and establishing her authentic 

tone as an artist. The whole idea was that My Bed came out of a bedroom and into 

another space—that’s what made it art.8

Figure 71: Tracey Emin, My Bed, 1998.

7  Gülsüm, "Bedrooms in Excess: Feminist Strategies Used by Tracey Emin and Semiha Berksoy,"  28—34.

8  Preece, Exposed, 41.
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Andy Warhol produced a series of ‘Anti-Films,’ which depict the everyday in raw, uncut 

duration, some of these being Eat (1964), Kiss (1963), and Sleep (1963). Sleep9 is a 

film lasting five hours and twenty-one minutes—containing silent, looped footage of 

Warhol's lover of the time, John Giorno, in a deep sleep. Filmed in three-minute takes 

at 16mm—(all his Bolex camera could hold), the audience watches someone sleep in 

the ultimate maternal act. Despite its monotony, the film was shown at many screenings, 

with viewers encouraged to bring food, blankets, and company. The film remains on the 

screen always—even as the audience stirs in front of it—everyday life continues even 

as the on-screen individual lays in his deep slumber. An intimate look into an everyday 

occurrence that is usually hidden behind closed doors, Warhol draws this mundane 

background act into the forefront. Like a mother watching their child, Sleep brings a 

familiar comfort and ease, containing rhythmic breathing and a soft lull which is almost 

hypnotic. 

Figure 72: Cover of the January 1964 issue of Film Culture edited by Jonas Mekas and featuring Andy 
Warhol's Sleep.

9  Warhol, Sleep.
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After exploring how other artists have moved the private parts of their lives into a 

gallery or public setting, I designed two installations that explore the place between 

art and architecture, and move my traces of home into the public light. The two 

installations: Postcards of Home, and Tea for Two, question the inhabitation of space 

and invite others to have a vulnerable conversation about home with me through a 

spatial setup.
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II.III Postcards of Home

There is a cyclical nature when exhibiting work in the public domain; there is a removal 

of the artist behind the work—I can no longer respond to people’s interpretations. In 

What Happens When Nothing Happens, the question is left to interpretation, and I am 

removed from the conversation. To combat this, the following 1:1 installations sit as a 

conversation between the observer and me, just not in the traditional sense. 
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Figure 73: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, render. 
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Postcards of Home is an installation for Art Week Auckland, reflecting my home. Sitting 

as a fragmented room, walls are taken away and replaced with the temporary. Drapery 

walls can be drawn in close to create an enclosure or opened wide to invite people in—

with image transferences of my own room from home. Like Tracey Emin’s My Bed, the 

space is intimate yet public. People can then transform the space as they would like to 

inhabit it—highlighting the question of ‘how do we inhabit?’ Someone can walk in from 

one side and exit through another—an act which looks to ‘open up’ what is usually an 

enclosed domestic space. The installation creates an immediacy and allows participants 

to view the documentation of my home in a public realm.

It is an installation made up of a timber framework of 2m(l) x 1.5m(w) x 2.2m(h) that 

asks the public to consider home as a verb and to look past the four walls that make 

up a space. The framework consists of curtains and open space. The curtains hold text, 

images, drawing or stitched lines—all of which will encompass home for me—all the 

idiosyncrasies, routines, and moments that makeup home. The public can assemble the 

space themselves and look back at their own memories of home via postcards. After 

observing and rearranging the curtains, the public responds to one of my postcards 

where I ask questions about their homes. These are slotted into an empty timber wall. 

These traces of home in the form of postcards create a new kind of enclosure, filling 

up a once empty frame—bringing together our shared experiences of home and the 

memories that reside within each of us.

I have been sending my mother postcards during the conceptual stages of this thesis. 

They feature collages and key texts, which inspired me for that week. Postcards are 

traditionally sent from afar. From exotic, distant locations—as a passing thought to let 

someone know you are thinking of them—live from a cafe in Paris or a spice market in 

Marrakech. Postcards of Home works in contrast to this—instead of taking a moment 

from out in the world and sending it home, the installation takes a moment from home 

and puts it back into the world. 



119

Figure 74: Ella Simkin, Postcards to my Mother, handmade postcards.
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A layering of post-carded images of my own home and the layering responses of the 

public's home will then form a visual motif of a collective home. A home away from 

home, documented in the city's streets—drawing our private and intimate details into a 

shared experience. The installation has a hard exterior, but there is a softening inside. 

This reflects most homes when not inhabited; they are merely structural, but with 

occupation, the house comes alive with the adorning of walls and the implementation of 

a narrative.

Figure 75: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, postcards.

Some postcard Questions:
 How many different homes have you lived in?
 What three things in your home could you not live without?
 What time of day does your bedroom get sunlight?
 Can you draw the front door of your current home?

Postcards of Home taps into people’s memories. People who now live together can look 

back on times when this was not the case—finding a way to articulate buried memories 

that initially seem rather mundane. The postcards span a range of questions, aiming not 

to dwell on anything unpleasant. Responders can leave an address on their postcard, 
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with the intention that once the installation has closed, the postcards will be sent back to 

them a year after their reflection, encouraging these memories to not be relost.
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Figure 76: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, plan.
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Figure 77: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, site plan.
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Figure 78: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, collage.
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Figure 79: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, photograph of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 80 & 81: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, photographs of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 82: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, photograph of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 83: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, photograph of a 1:20 model. 
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i t e r a t i o n s

Figure 84, 85, 86 & 87: Ella Simkin, Postcards of Home, photographs of 1:20 iterative model.

The first version of Postcards of Home—I did not like the heaviness of the footings and 

the prominence of the structure.
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II.IV Tea for Two

Tea for Two is an installation in which a private, intimate moment is shared between 

the public and me. It is about the interaction of the figure and the space around them. 

It features a projection of myself drinking tea, inviting the participants to join me for 

a private moment which is then broadcast to the public via the shadows cast on the 

drapery. The smell of warm tea, accompanied with quiet commentary from myself, aims 

to evoke a stillness, and a projection of oneself into a space.
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Figure 88: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, render.
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Tea for Two is ceiling hung, with bedsheets from my home, cut to curtain form. It 

travels to locations of waiting—one at a time—a laundromat, hospital waiting room, 

or bus station. A tea caddy has enough stock for the day, with someone always nearby 

to replenish, the kettle re-boiled between users. The installation has a stool—comfy 

enough for a short-term period, just enough for people to want to move on once their 

tea is finished. Headphones hang from the ceiling, inviting people to have a cup of tea 

with a projection of me and listen as I describe some thoughts that are usually reserved 

for my own contemplation. Almost like a guided meditation—Tea for Two takes you 

beyond the ‘changing room’ structure and back to a moment of stillness—away from the 

waiting.

Text runs for two minutes (the average time for someone to drink a cup of tea), a snippet 

of the recording reads: 

“I enjoy the quiet moments as the world is still waking up. I am propped up in bed, a 

pillow supporting my body as it adjusts to the morning light. The tea swirls in the mug 

I hold, the milk making familiar patterns that dance down my throat. Like a warm hug, 

the day greets me. Throughout the day, I revert to this moment, a cup of tea reminds me 

to pause and let out my breath. This stillness, although readily swept up in the busyness 

of the everyday, is grounding. An intimately personal moment that I experience day in 

and day out, yet at the same time, thousands of others sip on their own cup. If you were 

to trace these seemingly monotonous moments, a small entirety could be found—an in–

apparent part of our human existence.”

This is followed by pre-recorded messages (which have been quality controlled) of 

others who have sat in Tea for Two. Like replying to an answering machine, each 

occupant is given the opportunity to respond with their own memories of drinking a 

cup of tea or coffee or simply their own experience when having a quiet moment. Some 

responses will be a calm in amongst the storm; others may feel as though the storm only 
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worsens when they remove themselves from it. 

Through the act of performing the self, this autobiographic work creates an intimate 

interior space. It is a confession of self, and in doing so, a request for a confession of 

others. A window is opened to the interior of my home, and the ritual of clasping at a 

mug in the morning light is shared. The installation is soft and tactile—and becomes 

an interior within an interior, allowing users to find shelter in shared spaces. Tea for 

Two focuses on the intimate, creating privacy in public space. Two experiences join 

in a shared space, finding a commonplace between a space and its inhabitants. The 

installation aims to slow people down, showing the private moments of joy experienced 

at home in a public light. And if not joy, the encouragement to find a moment for 

yourself even while ‘waiting’. Unlike Duh Ho Suh’s work, my 1:1 installations do not 

replicate the layout of my home but capture more of the dream-like state that exists 

within the memory of home.
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Figure 89: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, render.

Figure 90: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, render.
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Figure 91: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, render.

Figure 92: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, render.
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Figure 93: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, photograph of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 94: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, photograph of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 95 & 96: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, photographs of a 1:20 model. 
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Figure 97: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, photograph of a 1:20 model edit.
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e x p e r i m e n t s

Figure 98, 99, 100 & 101: Ella Simkin, Tea for Two, experimental photographs.

An experiment in the form of fabric—exploring its fragility and movement. A bed sheet 

hung in Victoria Park, a ghostly screen that brings privacy to a public space.
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To conclude; 

I feel the most at home when I cook,

when I dance,

when I rest,

when I bathe,

when I sit in bed with my coffee—propped up to watch the first morning light 

creep its way across the room.
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This thesis unintentionally began and is ending with me being stuck in my home. This 

writing process, through an auto-ethnographic lens, has not only allowed me to trace my 

own inhabitance but to create a space between my home and other people’s versions of 

home. My setting that has shifted from my own private realm to a public conversation. 

What began as admiration for My Bed by Tracey Emin, has turned into something 

greater than my own love letter to home. In moving the private moments of my life to 

the public’s view, I have taken the documentation of my existing space and created a 

conversation outside of my own four walls. I have made constellations between art and 

architecture, between public and private, between theory and practise; inviting others to 

reflect on the spaces around them.

When I move on from my current home—and I will—I will continue to find the sacred 

in these commonplaces; to view home through an auto-ethnographic lens, giving them 

a tongue to speak and a body to dance with. When the everyday is dragged into view, 

an intimate relationship is formed between space and inhabitant. This thesis has shown 

me that home must be seen as a verb rather than a noun that resides within four walls. 

As architects, when designing for our clients, we must see the house as active and alive 

and not static in its form. The space will continue to grow long after its completion—

the bare walls will get decorated, the paint will chip, and the space will get worn in till 

it fits like a glove. Home is a journey—not an object; the walls will not always stay 

white. It will look different with each occupation; some will dress the space in sheer 

drapery, allowing the light to creep in each morning; others will keep it dark, cloaking 

themselves in comfort. We design the bones of a house, which will allow a narrative to 

unfold. 
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 The home and I are friends—good friends. 

We greet each other with outstretched arms. Each time I feel I have left her behind, 

home finds her way back in. She shelters me, hugging me tight when I need to retreat 

and opening wide when it is time to stretch. Home is a container for my everyday life. 

Daily life is a soft murmur all around me—forgettable as individual actions, and yet as 

a whole, they anchor me, making up the basis of who I am. To bathe, to lounge, to rest, 

to cook; home can be seen in the routines, rituals, and comforts that I fall into. We dance 

together—my home and I. We savour each moment together; I romanticise each falling 

light, each swirling smell. I dress her with drapery, adorn her with frames—she always 

has on her Sunday best.

I have made friends with nineteen houses previously—I do not remember the plan of 

each house but rather their little idiosyncrasies. These houses were not memorable 

by structure—their fenestration, cladding, nor the way the foundations met the earth. 

However, I remember the 4pm sun that lowered itself into my bedroom, casting 

shadows that danced over the walls; or the cracked window frame that set the stage for 

the evening dust to filter into view. I remember being softly bathed in a warm glow, my 

body stretching out. I project myself into each dwelling, remembering where I have 

hidden parts of myself when it is time to say goodbye. That chip is where my picture 

frame fell, that stain where the wine pooled. Architecture holds memory, my memory. 

The stains and scuffs, although imperfect at first glance, are the traces of inhabitation—

my inhabitation. 

A building should not be seen as a relationship, not a static form. Home is not a 

complete structure but rather all broken up inside my mind—a room here, a doorknob 

there. Even when my mind can no longer visualise what my eyes once saw, the lived 

sensation remains within me. That corner is where I got that call that tore my world 
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apart, that shower where I cried until the tears ran dry. The stove where I laughed until 

my ribs hurt over misshapen cooking, or the laundry where I danced while my clothes 

spun warm. My memories of all the spaces which have sheltered me come back in a 

dream-like trail. All the pieces of my previous houses blur into one form, home. And 

in its recollection, the idea of home continues to stretch and bend, distorting with each 

addition; she is quite the contortionist. Until I reach a point where I cannot decipher one 

house from the next—the fragmentary forms all blurred together. ‘Welcome home’ she 

says.

I no longer consider the body and my environment to be two separate entities—but 

rather an extension of one another. Architecture clothes my body. Extending my human 

form, creating a second skin around me. The walls pull in tight when I need them to, 

and with one exhale, the space breathes, opening to let the light in. The house is not 

simply just a realm of right angles and squares—it is capable of adaptation—ever-

evolving with its inhabitants. Each of my dwellings have listened to my soft murmurs of 

existence, slowly learning my rhythms. Each space within knows the intimate details of 

my everyday routine. 

Finding the sacred in these commonplaces—giving them a tongue to speak and a body 

to dance with, allows the everyday to be dragged into view. An intimate relationship 

is formed between space and the inhabitant. The conversations between my body and 

home—day in and day out, have slowly created a unique dialogue–a language only 

understood between the two of us, how romantic. Home must be seen as a verb rather 

than a noun that resides within four walls. It is active and alive, not static in its form. As 

poet Nöel Arnaud writes: ‘I am the space, where I am.1’

1 Pallasmaa, Space, Place, Memory, and Imagination: The Temporal Dimension of Existential Space, 25.
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Home has seen me at my best and at my worst. She invites others in for a Friday night 

wine and shuts me off when I need to hide in the quiet. She likes to change outfits, some 

older than others, some with pointed hats and others with exposed feet. I wonder what 

form she will take on next. But I always know who she is; she cannot hide. There have 

been nineteen houses, yet there is only one home. 

My home and me.
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Figure 102
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Figure 103
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Figure 104 & 105
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E p i l o g u e

Two weeks from handing in this document, I packed up and moved house. Like a snail 

with its home on its back, I filled my little 1997 Rav4 with all my personal belongings 

(minus the furniture) and drove just five minutes around the corner to find my new place 

of refuge. I have found that this time around, leaving my old home has been the most 

difficult. This is probably due to the extensive documentation of my last space. As I 

write this, I have spent the morning unpacking boxes—finding new spots for each item, 

including the framed piece, My Bedroom Wall. Having an image transference of my 

last bedroom wall propped up against my new one is an odd kind of inception. I do feel 

as though projecting myself back into that previous space will be a lot easier, with the 

remnants left behind not just memories but sitting as physical, tangible things. Hold My 

Head sits in my new lounge, the fabric Power Socket piece above my desk—the irony 

now is that my new bedroom lacks them. Like Neutra's VDL house exhibitions, my 

home pays homage to the previous spaces I have inhabited. It is odd having new views 

out the window, a new walk to work, and endless kitchen cupboards. I am finding new 

little idiosyncrasies in this space, like the bathroom door handle which was installed 

upside down—will this become a strange new normal to me? Slowly this new house 

will feel more and more like home. My home and me, forever and always.
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