
 
 
 
 
 
A Room for Ordering Memory, (notes) 
 
After leaving the humidity and warmth of Thailand, I flew across to England and 
from there I travelled overland through Belgium, the Netherlands and to the 
North of Germany. I travelled by boat across the stormy Baltic Sea, heading north 
toward a distant and unknown landscape of Scandinavia. Physically I went 
through the experience of the journey to collect this batch of material, and this is 
reflected throughout the subject matter of these works on display – they give an 
impression of one going on a journey - through the archway, the tunnels, the 
pathways, the stairwells.  
 
I arrived in Finland where I undertook a 1-month residency at Mustarinda in the 
Kainuu province. 600km north from Helsinki, just below the Arctic Circle, the 
house was completely geographically isolated. The nearest village of Hyrynsalmi 
was a 45-minute drive away.  
 
I worked from a large studio space with glass windows that gave the view of the 
stark, cold snow coated forest outside. It was the final months of the dark winter, 
spring was approaching - I developed a real sensitivity to how the cross over of 
the seasons affected the light and the colour and how this affected my own 
relationship to light and colour. 
 
A component of my time was spent cloistering in the warmth of the inside, 
dealing with my recent material in the studio.   The isolated conditions meant that 
there were certain restrictions in terms of equipment and materials. I had no 
access to film scanning or printing facilities so I was forced to engage with my 
work in a new manner. Before leaving Berlin I processed rolls of film and was 
carrying with me hundreds of 4x6 inch prints. I began to use a very physical 
hands/on approach to the material I had with me, cutting and pasting fragments 
of images onto a4 sheets of paper or manila folders to make small collages.  

 
The other component of my time was concentrated on wandering through the 
surrounding forests with my camera, collecting new material.  

 
I came across this poem by Rene Manard quoted by Gaston Bachelard in his text 
‘The Poetics of Space’ 
 
Now I am traversed by bridle paths,  
Under the seal of the sun and shade 
I live in great density…. Shelter lures me. 
I slump down into the thick foliage.  
In the forest I am my entire self.  
Everything is possible in my heart just as it is in the hiding places in ravines.  
Thickly wooded distance separates me from moral codes and cities.  
 
 

http://www.mustarinda.fi/en/society/residency


Working in the isolation of this majestic landscape, completely removed from the 
context of my home environment enabled me to deeply reflect on the themes of 
absence, longing and loss that resonated within my imagery.   
 
I began to draw upon the dialect between the exterior and the intimate interior 
that I was experiencing at Mustarinda to create new relationships and ordering 
systems between my works. The curve, the cove, the corner, the spiral became 
repeated symbols that I found within my material. In ‘The Poetics of Space’, 
Bachelard attributes warmth to the curve. He says, “The grace of the curve is an 
invitation to remain. The beloved curve has nest like powers; it is a curved “corner” 
inhabited geometry”. 1 
 
 
 
Back in my studio in Melbourne… 
The relationships between the geometry began to become part of the way in 
which I compartmentalized the material. I developed a series of groupings that 
used the geometry as a metaphor for the personal narrative content. I composed 
these large collage pieces that combined together different image fragments in a 
manner that would draw attention to these particular geometrical forms.  
 
I left large proportions of negative space around the images so that they became 
framed by the whiteness of the surrounding paper space. The whiteness of the 
walls operates as a further framing device that is emphasized by the use of timing 
and the interval to create a delay in viewing and reading images. Whiteness and 
emptiness are a metaphor for image and meaning.  
 
The function of the frame is that it encloses something behind glass. It physically 
protects it and it also mentally protects something that we wish to cherish. By 
choosing to display the images in this manner, laying unframed and unmounted 
works onto the surface of a table or by pinning the works to the wall; it suggests 
the material is still undergoing a process of construction. They are raw, and still 
being sorted through. Their order is not yet complete by any means. There are 
still many ways of dealing with this material. 
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1 Bachelard, Gaston, The Poetics of Space, Boston,  Beacon Press, 1969 


