
Place Like Home

“The world is a bridge; walk across but build no house upon it.” –Buddha

This art show explores how ‘home’ affects my sense of identity and belonging.
Home can be described from multiple perspectives, however, is most
simplistically defined as something, a person or place that creates a sense of
safety and well-being for a person. There is a sense of belonging that may be
experienced through body sensations of being: centered, relaxed, free,
nurtured, and empowered. It is an environment where roots can put down:
build a “home”, make long term plans, and envision living there into the
future. Images of ‘home’ are images that make us feel connected and safe in a
place.

On a day-to-day basis we collect, store and remember certain images that
create certain psychological and emotional states. These storehouses of images
help define who we think ourselves to be. They are stored in the body as
sensations, in the emotions as states, and in the mind as memories and
narratives. As a researcher artist/art therapist I used; photography, art based
narrative poems, mixed media pieces and video to explore these images.

Home often has cultural, societal, familial, and political connections
characterized by family and memories that translate into feelings of safety and
love. When moving to a new place, one often feels in a state of abeyance
accompanied by ambivalence—excited about the new possibilities and alien in
the new home. Salman Rushdie in Step Across This Line (2002) writes “the
human dream of leaving, a dream at least as powerful as its countervailing
dream of roots . . is the tension between these two dreams” (p. 13). When we
move to a new place we live in this tension. I have recently moved to Regina,
Saskatchewan and this tension has brought me to this project. If my only real
home is Self-in-Presence, is it necessary to feel ‘at home’ where one lives to be
‘at home’ in one’s life experience?

We are builders, constructors of stories, images and visions that bring us
home and /or create a sense of home. Levi-Struass’s early ideas of bricolage
compared it to “. . . a process far more akin to the handyman’s, jack-of-all-
trade’s, use of what materials and tools are available and which seem sensible”
(Lincoln et al, 2001, p. 693). I use art-based Bricolage to build my research. I
am researching how I create home in self and come home to Self-in-Presence.

I am at home, find home and come home in my work. I work as an art
therapist and I see my work as helping people find home again within
themselves. As a trauma therapist I have learned to wait for this process to
unfold. When trauma hits, it has the tendency to scatter the pieces of



someone’s life in many directions. Memories of the traumatic event become
frozen and often replayed in the mind like a looping tape. The body can
become stuck in ‘flight or fight’ mode and be constantly in high alert or numb.
The emotions can either be repressed or intensified and sometimes both.
Whatever the result, most people experience a dissociation or sense of
distancing from their body and life. My work is to hold the space for as long as
it takes, and create the conditions that allow the pieces of the person to come
home.

In researching the work that I have done and continue to do, I need a
methodology that mirrors the complexity of the therapy work. I found that art-
based bricolage does that. In my therapy work I draw on many theories,
methods, and ways of working with trauma. I gather together what I think will
work in the present moment.

Here we return to the very basis of bricolage, learning from the
juxtaposition of divergent ideas and ways of seeing. Metaphors
abound in this context as the work of the bricoleur is compared to that
of a jazz musician; quilt maker, and the producer of pictorial montage.
In all of these processes, different dynamics are brought together in
ways that produce a synergistic interaction-the whole is greater than
the sum of the parts. (Kincheloe, 2005, p. 344)

The focus of the therapy work is always on the whole, how do I create
wholeness out of what has been shattered? Who determines what wholeness
looks like? We work with the complexity of what life gives us. Life experience
informs and transforms us. In therapy I try to help people make sense of and
work with, not against that transformation. Can we ever really know anyone;
can we ever know ourselves, which self? Who is asking the question? Can we
ever know if people heal, why they do or don’t? How can we best research it?

Because of the changing and impermanent nature of the world,
bricoleurs propose compelling insights into their engagement with
reality and the unresolved contradictions that characterize such
interactions (Karunaratne, 1997; Lomax & Parker, 1996; Young &
Yarbrough, 1993)”.(Kincheloe, 2005, p. 327).

How do I honour, research, write about my own, and my clients’ humanity?
“Obviously, my concern with the bricolage in social research involves not only
improving the quality of research but also enhancing the possibility of being
human or human being.” (Kincheloe, 2005. p. 347). My clients live complex



lives of dealing with hospital systems, legal systems, health systems, issues of
life and death, questioning the existence of God and their fate. I struggle to
find a way to weave in a thread of hope.

Understanding that research that fails to address the ontology of the
human existential situation with all its pain, suffering, joy, and desire is
limited in its worth, bricoleurs search for better ways to connect with
and illuminate this domain. In this context, much is possible. (p. 348).

Ken Wilber (2000) writes that  “passionate equanimity means to be fully
passionate about all aspects of life, about one’s relationship with spirit, to care
to the depths of one’s being but with no traces of clinging or holding” (p. 335).
Accepting the reality of what is, without flinching or denying and at the same
time being passionate about creating change without being attached to the
outcome, is being at home for me. That is how I try to do therapy, but I never
know what I am going to say, do or offer. I find that I have to know much, to
allow myself to be in an open place of not knowing. This is tricky ground,
“[w]ho is served by the unknowability that these people claim is liberatory”
(Lincoln, Pinar & McLaren, 2001, p. 703)?

This bricoleur looks for not yet imagined tools, fashioning them with
not yet imagined connections. This handyman is searching for the
nodes, the nexuses, the linkages, the interconnections, the fragile bonds
between disciplines, between bodies of knowledge, between knowing
and understanding themselves. (Lincoln et al, 2001, p. 694)

    I go back to my images and stories that I have built, am building and did
build of my home. My home has been built on my therapy stories, self
experiences, family stories and ongoing ever changing collection of images.

As expressive arts therapists, we have already learned to trust the arts
both “in” and “as” the therapeutic process. We know through our own
experience that we have in the arts a tool that can break through,
uncover, penetrate, and reveal while at the same time supporting,
containing, sustaining, and nourishing . . . As we hold art forms at the
center of our clinical practice, it follows that the arts can also be the
foundation of our research method and lead us to new insights and
understandings. (Estrella & Forinash, 2007, p. 379)



The images speak for themselves. I cannot assume the voice of those
images. New perspectives, insights, understandings cannot always be
translated into words. We know formlessness through experiencing form,
simplicity through complexity, eternity through experiencing limitation,
freedom through experiencing entrapment. The stories I hear and images I see
in therapy sessions reflect how each person is evolving through form, emotion,
thought, and sensations. As clients work their way through the layers of being;
I try to create breathing places, glimpses of the light, gaps in the human drama
so together we can witness spirit shining through. “Passionate equanimity”
suggests, not resisting the reality of the now and seeing the truth of how and
why we are here in the complexity and being passionate about change, as we
stumble towards the light. Joe Kincheloe (2005) paraphrasing Laurel
Richardson writes:

The bricolage, like a crystal, expands, mutates, and alters while at the
same time reflecting and refracting the “light” of the social world. New
patterns emerge and new shapes dance on the pages of the texts
produced by the bricoleur-images unanticipated before the process
took place. In this new textual domain, we trace the emergence of not
only creative narratives but also new notions of humanness. (p. 347)

    I am an artist/therapist/researcher working with social justice at a personal
level; working with people who are trying to achieve peace with the warring
parts of self, inner justice. I am working with and researching the discourse and
power struggles that happen internally when fragmentation (trauma) happens
to a human being. “[B]ricoleurs must realize that knowledge is always in
process, developing, culturally specific, and power-inscribed. They are attuned
to dynamic relationships connecting individuals, their contexts, and their
activities instead of focusing on these separate entities in isolation from one
another”  (Kincheloe, 2001, p. 689). As a therapist I am researching self
integration, which informs and transforms research for social integration.  As
bricoleurs, using art and story, we piece together in a new way, what was
broken.



Using Verbal Language to Explain Visual Language

In the process of understanding and interpretation, part and whole are
related in a circular way: in order to understand the whole, it is necessary
to understand the parts, while to understand the parts it is necessary to
have some comprehension of the whole (Integral Naked, 2003, D. Hoy)

As an artist I intend my paintings to be “visual poems.” My artwork emerges from
the juncture between imagination and reality. I start with a subject, idea or reflection
and I let the art lead. I usually choose one core image that is strongly connected to an
issue or idea that I am musing about and then I try to get out of the way and let my
creative process lead. If I am successful the work happens quickly. While creating I
often feel engaged, lost, curious and or emotionally or physically charged.

My hope is that my paintings are possessed with a visual speech. To speak for them,
reduces and narrows their ability to communicate. Visual images become erased in
abstract art, the verbal becomes erased in visual art, and the visual knowing becomes
erased in verbal knowing. I am exploring how I can combine word and image in a way
that takes my intent further without privileging either. I am attempting to explain the
whole that I have created from the parts. Eisner writes of five tensions that can
penetrate arts based research.

These five tensions, and I recite them to you now, penetrate our work –
first the tension between using open forms that yield diverse
interpretations and forms that yield common understandings is one such
tension. A second is the tension between the particular and the general.
We want our single case research to extend beyond the single subject
studied. A third tension is between the desire to pursue new questions
and puzzlements and the need in the practical world for answers. Finally,
there is the tension for arts based research to seek what are novel or
creative and the need to create work that has verisimilitude to the
furniture of the world. (Eisner, p. 19)

I like to think that different audiences can interpret my art images differently. My
art shows my cultural and social worldview. It also shows my experience of
interpreting and creating while being situated in that cultural background. These works
are part of a reflective practice I do of processing the relationship I have with my
clients. They are part of my mindfulness practice of visiting how parts of me;
emotional, physical, intuitive, and/or spiritual self understands or lives these
experiences.



Journey Home

My son always wanted to be in a cozy place.
He liked to curl up, be held,
maybe it was because he was conceived by a
glowing fireplace.
He likes containment.
This is what I do in my work.
Provide containment,
a home for whatever is presented.
I fight against the domestic side of this word,
home, house wife, home maker.
I am the maker of homes,
but home where a feminist lives.
I attended a faculty party when I first came to Regina
 and a woman there, after learning that I had moved to Regina
and my husband was already here working at the university said,
“Oh, I just read an article about wives' who move to where their
husband’s jobs take them.” All of a sudden, I was a wife.
Someone who follows. I am an artist, an art therapist, a teacher,
I have never been a wife. A woman had just erased my career,
 I was a wife following her husband.
Bricolage in art and/or research is working with complexity,
and the invisible artifacts of power (Kincheloe, 2005, p. 330).
Or is it really only decorating, rearranging what we ‘see’?
 At camp sites, with flowers and scarves,
I could always piece together a home.
My friends say I create tableaus, beautiful areas, isolated vignettes
Is that doing research or doing life?
“Bricoleurs must dig, scratch, and analyze from different angles and employ
multiple research methods and interpretive strategies to examine different
aspects of the situation” (p. 330).
Is this not decorating?
When I teach art, I talk about having a central image.
Emily Carr calls it a focus.
All the other elements in the piece should embellish it, support it,
or help resolve it.
The home in this project is the central image.
The body, mind, emotions wrap around it.
Our identity grows rich because of it.
We come home to the self through it.
My daughter created bunnyworld for my son and his friends.
She and her friends dressed up, provided entertainment, food
[which I had to make] and games.
When my friend and her son visited Scotland her son [friend of my son]
became homesick. She phoned us and he needed to speak to one of



the bunnies from bunnyworld to feel O.K.
To stop feeling homesick.
Home becomes embodied.
Kincheloe (2005) says that the complexity of everyday life is
embedded in notions of “explicate and implicate orders of reality” (p. 328).
How has bunnyworld shaped my son’s and his friends’ orders of reality?
When we moved here we could not buy anything.
Every time we ordered furniture they would lose our order
or deliver the wrong item. We had to go to Calgary, to Ikea,
to get what we wanted. I felt somehow slighted.
At first it was material for funny dinner stories, then,
 I was promised jobs that somehow got lost, or evaporated.
Then, I started to think that everyone here lied, the land of broken promises.
Bricoleurs believe that social theory shapes how one observes the world and strengthens or
weakens what one observes, “theory is a cultural and linguistic artifact, its interpretation of
the object of its observation is inseparable from the historical dynamics that have shaped it”
(p. 324).
Who or what is shaping my theories about my new home?
 In grade four, probably my most dissociated year in school,
I made a friend, rare for me,
and I started making and bringing her a gift each day.
I enclosed the gifts in a paper bag.
I still feel excited at the memory of seeing her face
as she opened the paper bag.
I have often thought of having an art show where all the paintings
were in paper bags and the people would have to open the bags
and look inside to see them.
I would love to have the show in a school yard.
Much in life had let me down by grade four,
but creating these assemblages saved me.
It brought me home.
Art is my home resource.
Philosophical research is embraced by bricoleurs because of the belief
that “research involves asking and answering an unanswered question” as,
“What does it mean to know something”  (p. 340)?
 I know that the making and giving of art
in those paper bags has shaped me.
People keep asking me about the weather in Regina, as if it is a problem.
It is extreme, exotic, so real after continuous West Coast shades of grey.
I love the rawness of it.
I feel at home in it. It fits.
I remember being eight and coming home to my mother, who was angry and talking to my
father. She never looked at me directly but was asking him how a daughter of hers [talking
about me] could do such a thing? It hurt me more than if she had have talked to me directly
and told me I was bad. I remember feeling happy at the time because things were good with
my friends and also at school [I thought]. I remember thinking, after I heard her talk, that it



was impossible to get all the pieces to fit. Home, school, and friends. There was always a
piece that did not fit.
Kincheloe, (2005) sees bricoleurs as creative inventors,
he even goes so far as to say visionaries.
Kincheloe states that research needs to “address the ontology
of the human existential situation with all its pain, suffering, joy, and desire” (p. 348).
I am 53 and I still can’t make the pieces fit.
I am twenty and I have quit university and have returned home.
This home is not a resource for me, but I have no where else to go.
I am sick, wounded and lost.
No one in my family really talks to me, or if they do, I can’t understand them.
I sit for a long time.
Then I start making candles.
I saw an ad for the beeswax in a magazine
and my mother must have bought it for me.
I remember making 100s, but really, it couldn’t have been that many.
The making of the candles,
which now I view metaphorically, saved my life.
It may have been why I became an art therapist.
The making, the doing healed me, it brought me home.
Somehow I returned from a very lost place.
I started piecing my life together from scratch.
I always seem to be rebuilding myself from whatever pieces are around.
Trying to make the pieces fit.
My image of ‘home in Regina’ is the sky.
It’s the biggest piece in my new landscape.
Maybe that is why I came here.
Bricoleurs seek to identify what is absent in particular situations,
“imagine things that never were” (p. 346).
I am imaging myself home in the sky.



Home Room

Room to grow.
Room to think.
Having no room for regret.
Making room for you.
There is no room left.
Taking up too much room.

Multiple rooms, complex overlapping rooms, rooms with adjoining rooms. Making room for
ourselves, our families, our place of work, our friends, our clients, our community, our
world. How do we choose these homes full of rooms? I have had many houses full of
rooms. The farmhouse I grew up in had eleven rooms. I have a reoccurring dream where I
am standing in a very richly decorated room filled with pillows, rich fabrics, ladders,
paintings and chests. It has the feeling of abundance, history and wealth. I am being given
ownership of the house or set of rooms in the dream it is not clear. I start wandering into
bedrooms, rooms opening into other rooms, and the house appears to be endless. This dream
usually appears before there is some form of expansion in my life as new work possibilities
and/or new travel possibilities. I call it my abundance dream. The rooms are familiar
somehow, but at the same time I am seeing them for the first time. There are so many rooms
and they are filled with interesting objects. This dream always conjures up the feeling that I
am coming home. It has shaped me. I don’t know if it comes to me or if out of me. But it
calls me home.



Hedgerow Teacher 1, 2, 3

As a child I did not really think of my Mother as a real person.
She suffered from a mental illness and my family all ignored most of her
behaviour, pretended that things were different and/or found ways to normalize
a not normal situation. She was not ‘home’ so to speak, so she could not
provide one for her family.
I spent secret hours writing poems that I kept in a tin box in the rock fence up
the lane. I covertly taught rows of snowmen songs that I liked and had private
summer art classes for my dolls in the lilac bushes.

I think everyone has a place for healing, though they do not always
give it a name. As a child I didn’t know that rock was my healing
rock. It is only now as I pray that I realize what was happening at the
rock. The rock was the place I went when I was afraid or confused. It
was a place of healing for me. It did more to soothe my soul than any
confessional.
(Weiderkehr, 1996, p. 534)

When I was older I learned about Irish hedgerow teachers. I imagined them
teaching in the bushes, like I did in the lilacs. They taught their students the
Gaelic language and other subjects under the protection of secluded hedgerows
during the struggle for Irish independence from the British.
They were evicted, as I was, from their home.

Home is a place to become yourself. It’s the right spot, the bright spot,
or just the spot where you can land on your feet or recline in a hot
bubbly tub if you are so inclined. It’s a place of silence where
harmony and chaos are shuffled like a deck of cards and its draw. It’s
somewhere you can close a door and open your heart. (Pelletier,
1996, p. 97)

The habit of hiding in order to learn and teach became embedded in me.
I loved the lure of secret rituals, symbols, metaphors and looking under the
surface for the meaning.
I loved dark secretive places and felt at home in their cave like structures.
The surface, the exposed, the obvious was not safe, it could twist and turn like
my mother’s moods and words.



Setting up camp in a bush for an hour, a day or a week where love could be
discovered in a book or a box or crayons was my home.

In the fields and woods not far from my house, in the burning leaves
of autumn and the running streams of springs, I felt close to the
source and mystery of things. The perfume of wet clover, the rough
hide feel of the barks of oaks, rushes of wind lifting curled red maple
leaves off the hard autumn ground in swirling eddies-these and all
the million sights, sounds, and smells of nature, from the sweet taste
of foxtail grass as I chewed as I strolled, to the quick flash of a perch
below the surface of a brook. All were revelations and messages of
some great creating force calling me home. (Wakefield, 1996, p. 127)



Homeward Bound

Home is a site that is in constant process, a place from which you can leave but
to which you can return changed, to leave again, over and over. Life’s a
voyage that is homeward bound. -Herman Melville

" I was thirty years on the farm and hated every minute" mother
said, as she fed her children despair.

I thought, that day I started,
To not like who and where I was,
I sure would hate to do that all my life.

“But the need for proximity, for felt security, for love; the need to be held, to
be understood, to work through our losses: these basic themes of attachment
are to some degree built into us biologically.”(Karen, 441)

I was listening to Ken Wilber giving a talk and someone asked him were there
examples of women who arrived in the same place of enlightenment as the
men who spent years staring at walls. Ken talked about the women throughout
history who attained pure consciousness, satori, by loving until it hurts. Men
often transcend through the ego by meditating, releasing the ego mind. Women
often transcend through doing, releasing the ego body. He talked of mystic
nuns who sucked the wounds of lepers and emulated spirit or pure
consciousness through duty, actions, working with the sick, poor, hungry. I
never thought of my mother’s illness as a doorway to satori. It is one that I
haven’t been able to kneel in front of.

The Uses of Sorrow

Someone I loved once gave me
a box full of darkness.

It took me years to understand
that this, too, was a gift.

-Mary Oliver



Prairie Prayer Flags 1, 2 

When I told my friends that we were selling our house in Victoria
(Lotus Land) they said:

“Why would you move to Regina? Are you crazy?”

They confessed their Prairie roots, having moved to Victoria from
Saskatoon, Estevan, Regina, Moose Jaw, Earl Grey and other foreign,
to me, names. “Did I understand the winters, the wind, and the
isolation? What was I thinking?”

I listened to their words with Joni Mitchell playing “I need a River to
Skate away on” in my head and romantic visions of Margaret Lawrence
writing in a cabin, and Group of Seven paintings.

I joined an Art Group after I moved. Art by Nine. We had a summer
painting retreat in Bruno in a wonderful old monastery and painted
for seven days. Everyday I ran. I ran in the wide, open spaces bordered
by wheat fields, sunflowers, and fields of flax just starting to emerge.

When I was in Victoria I ran to the ocean. At Willow’s Beach I would
feel grateful to be received by the ocean and all its moody, cloudy,
sunny, and wild west coast expressions. I would tell it about my day,
how I was feeling and what I was doing. The ocean was my confession
both, friend, therapist and lover. It was home.

In Bruno I ran in the wide open space between the fields of wheat,
sunflowers, farm houses and gentle rolling hills. Then as the days
progressed it slowly changed. I wasn’t running in the space between
any more, I was running into the sky. I don’t know how it happened;
the sky just opened up and somehow received me, wrapped its arms
around me and brought me home.



Forever taking leave

So we live, forever taking leave. --Rilke

Attachment theory, originating in the work of John Bowlby, states that
for normal social and emotional development in human infants, they
first need to have a secure relationship with adult caregivers. Infants
need to be able to depend on this secure attachment to a caregiver in
order to trust that they can safety explore from and return to a secure
base. Parental responses lead to the development of patterns of
attachment which in turn lead to internal working models which will
guide the individual's feelings, thoughts and expectations in later
relationships.

“. . . the responsive mother provides her baby with a secure base. The infant needs to know
that his primary caregiver is steady, dependable, there for him. Fortified with the knowledge
of his mother’s availability, the child is able to go forth and explore the world. Lacking it, he
is insecure, and his exploratory behavior is stunted” (Karen, 1998, p. 171)

We raised our children in the wet, misty west coast woods.
When Willow was five she knew all the names of the flora and fauna
on the way up to Site Six.
We built fences, studios, arbors and memories. We worshiped in the
stone circle, chanted in the tepee and sipped tea in the garden.
We called Willow our bush baby because she played hard and wild in
her pink lacey fluffy dresses.

These walls and floors are saturated with our memories and sweat.
Everywhere I look I see the imprint of hands, everywhere I turn I
hear the babble of voices, I smell sawdust or bread, I recall laughter.
After nearly two decades the house dwells in us as surely as we dwell
in the house.... Scott Sanders

Can we attach to a house, the land in the same way as a
caregiver? What if the feel, smell, touch and memory of the



house and land shapes our future life as deeply as a mother, or
parent?

“ … our parents have such immense impact on our lives, that they affect the types of people
we become and the way we behave with our mates, that their anxieties often live within us
in some fashion and merge in the way we experience, or fail to experience, our children”
(Karen, 1998, p. 405)

We rebuilt the old farmhouse ourselves. Took the doors off,
painted vivid colours on the walls, odd symbols and strange images.
We hung flowers and herbs from the kitchen ceiling to dry, and
made exotic furniture and clothes.
Willow and Teiji created Bunny World, a world that happened up
the hill at the back door. The house was a dream, an ongoing play,
and an adventure.

These four walls provide a safe perch from which I can contemplate
all sorts of possibilities, knowing that on my inner compass, true
north will always point me home. A house absorbs care taking like a
sponge, storing it up in the softness of comfortable couches and the
soothing tones of a muted wallpaper, returning all that love to the
original giver. All the hours spent arranging the furniture, choosing
colours, even washing the floors, turn out to have not been in vain.
Everything we have given we have given to ourselves. The home is the
embodiment of our own self-love. - Linda Weltner

Can home heal us, love us into being, understand us? Can it patiently
watch us grow up until we are ready to move out?

“But the need for proximity, for felt security, for love; the need to be held, to be understood,
to work through our losses: these basic themes of attachment are to some degree built into
us biologically.”(441)

There were lots of little hidden areas to read in, curl up in, and
dream in. We had a stage in the garden for Patrick’s Story Telling
festival, rooms full of books, chairs scattered around the garden to
curl up and read in. A studio for me to paint in, play houses for the



children, pastures for the animals and a green house for the plants.
Rooms for doing, being and dreaming.

I now realize that the sacred space I created for myself, the room in
which I do my writing, is really a reconstruction of my boyhood space.
When I go in there to write, I’m surrounded by books that have
helped me find my way. When I sit down to do the writing, I pay close
attention to little ritual details-where the notepads and pencils are
placed, its sort of a “set-up’ that releases and allows me to play. I am
at home.
- Joseph Campbell

When we left we realized that we would never put down roots like
that again. Those roots went far enough down to last us for a
lifetime. We were so nurtured by that land, that farm. That farm
gave birth to us and we have been blissfully homeless ever since.



Chairs that I have known

The simple things at home, all are laden with wisdom at many
different levels. Your chair, a favorite place to sit. Every time you sit
in it, you could remember how it connects you to the universe. What
its story is, why it’s yours and why this souvenir is a reminder of
home.
 -Alice Howell

When I was little I escaped in the pictures that I found in books. One of my favorite pictures
to come home to, find home in and live through was of a rustic little cottage that had a
wonderful handmade chair. I loved that chair, a rough little chair with a cushion stuffed
with straw and painted yellow. I would sit for hours (so it seemed) and imagine living in that
cottage with that chair.
Years later when we had our home on Pender Island my partner made me a ‘Queen of the
Woods’ chair that looked a lot like that chair in my little book. That chair was home.

I naïvely walk into the old farm kitchen, now inhabited by my brother and his
family, trying to stay intact.
Already fading, I scan the light dusty blue colours of this well-worn room and
my eyes rest on the bulky, overstuffed, aged blue and light brown plaid chair in
the corner.
The rancid, musky, animal smells of the farm I grew up with start penetrating
my melting armor, getting deep into my skin.
The filtered light in the room coming in through the small lace curtains tied
back in the middle with ribbons, make me light headed as I step back into the
old, familiar fading feeling of ‘not being here’.
Exhausted, without even putting up a fight, I surrender into the chair feeling
the fabric itchy on the back of my legs and am instantly embraced by the past.
I am once again homeless.

I am a therapist and chairs are part of that work. The chairs represent the many
projections and roles that my clients and I undergo in the therapy room. When
we sit in those chairs and talk openly, deeply and /or painfully we are:
therapist/client, friend/friend, mother/daughter, giver/taker, healer/wounded
one, guru/seeker, master/disciple, teacher/student, woman/woman,
priest/confessor, and sometimes parent/child. The chairs support, hold, frame
the constructed and negotiated relationship, the changing relationship and safe
contained relationship.



In my first therapy room I had a blue over stuffed chair for my clients. One
client I had always visualized herself in that chair when she needed to feel safe,
strong and at home in herself. When I changed offices and got new furniture,
she didn’t seem to mind, but through the years she always returned to that blue
chair when we did meditations and visualizations. That chair held and
supported her as she started the long journey of self knowing.

The bedside, a deck chair, a stairway could be considered a sacred
space. A space to reflect, to study, or simply to be alone. This holy
space could be a den, a bedroom anywhere where you could take
time and space to be in solitude. – Mary Wagner



Light House

The months and days are the travelers of eternity. The years that
come and go are also voyagers. I too for years have been stirred by
the sight of a solitary cloud drifting with the wind to ceaseless
thoughts of roaming.

- Matsuo Basho 1644-1694



we make this up as we go . . .

Whatever a house is to the heart and body of man—refuge, comfort,
luxury—surely it is as much or more to the spirit. Think how often
our dreams take place inside the houses of our imaginations!
Sometimes these are fearful, gloomy, enclosed places. At other times
they are bright and have many windows and are surrounded by
gardens combed and invitational, or unpathed and wild. Surely such
houses appearing in our sleep-work represent the state of the soul,
or, if you prefer it, the state of the mind. Real estate, in any case, is
not the issue of dreams. The condition of our true and private self is
what dreams are about.
—Mary Oliver in “Building the House” in Winter Hours

This started out as a simple exploration,
of my wondering why Regina was now my home. 
It wasn’t going to mention other peoples’
choices or lack of choices or women's lives and 
the complexities of the social and political
issues surrounding the right, the privilege the
politics involved in having a home, 
or the countless gritty details
of my ordinary life.
I come home to the same thoughts, struggles and uncertainties,
between the poem I could be writing about homelessness in Canada, or the home
down the street where the same three men get drunk every night and rage at each
other and then during the day peek through the curtain at the cars driving by as
they sit in their cold, thin rented home. 
Bigger issues than maybe what I am talking about,
press around me.
Waiting their turn, as “homeland security, home invasion, homelessness, being
forced from home, prisoner in her own home.”
We are all arriving at or leaving home.



Traveling light
“During every really creative act, the artist finds himself homeless.”

-Asger Jorn

Please make yourself at home. ‘My house is your house’.

The body carries the home. “ Levin describes the “lived body” as the carrier,
the place-holder, and the metaphor of our tradition, passing on its culture, its
history, its life” (Westhaver, 1997, p. 135). Perhaps (or not) anywhere can be
home if we actively challenge the assumptions of not comfortable and familiar
associated with difference. Possibility in the process of doing so, new
meanings of being ‘at home’ may be encoded in the body.

Our complex self’s can negotiate polarities that may position us
unfavorably from being able to be ‘in place’, anywhere in the world. Much can
be missed when we alienate ourselves from environments that are different.
“When it comes right down to it, wherever you go, there you are”( Kabat-Zinn,
1994, p. xiii). We fall into a habitual way of being in our lives. Novel
situations, new environments can challenge those habits and force you to
develop new resources.

We were meant to move. Our ancestors were wanderers, hunters, and
gatherers. They followed herds and water. They relocated themselves
continuously, depending on the weather and seasons. Our very survival
once depended on our mobility . . .they moved or they died. To this day,
we carry this legacy within our genes, programmed over millennia.
(Kottler, 1997, p. 1)

The ‘lived body’ can contract or expand when experiencing novelty.
Creativity erupts through working the tensions, the polarities, the conflicts that
the artist is experiencing. “The discipline of creativity is a mix of surrender and
initiative. We let go of inhibitions, which breed rigidity, and we cultivate
responsiveness to what is taking shape in the immediate situation” (McNiff,
1998, p. 2). Creative living is experimenting, exploring, and enlarging your
vision and imagination. The body sometimes needs to be interrupted, shaken
free of attachments and meaning and moved to new places, homes, and
experiences. Sensing the tension in the body of known and unknown, familiar,
and unfamiliar, connected and foreign keeps the body, mind, self in a place of
creative awakeness. To live a life creatively, we need to create spaces for
newness, for home.



Trust the Process

homage to Shaun McNiff

Shaun McNiff is an artist, author, and internationally recognized figure in the
creative arts therapies. He has been one of my mentors since I started the
journey of becoming an art therapist.

Thank you, Shaun, for your words, images and presence in my life. I met
you once, I was star struck, and taken with your humanity. In the hero’s
journey, when one starts off on her/his quest, someone appears, usually
with great power, and says ‘yes’ to his/her journey. This is called receiving
the boon. You kissed me on the forehead when I introduced myself to you.
I am trusting that was a ‘yes’.

Nature acts as a self-regulating system, putting every aspect of
experience to use within the overall dynamic of creative transformation.
. . We learn how to align ourselves with the larger energies that exist
within the self and the environment, and we push against the grain
when change is required. Tension and conflict are necessary partners in
creation, causing the friction and loss of equilibrium for new growth.
(McNiff, 2004, p. 214)

Shaun has helped me come home to my creative process. 



Home 1

Politics of Domesticity: Women’s Work

Letter to Edith Wharton
Edith Wharton was a famous author, landscape architect, and interior designer.

I want to thank you Edith for being an example of a woman who
combined intellectual pursuits with decorating.

Edith wrote:
I believe I know the only cure (for nervous disorders) which is to make
one’s center of life inside one’s self, not selfishly or excluding, but with
a kind of unassailable serenity - to decorate one’s inner house so richly
that one is content there, glad to welcome anyone who wants to come
and stay, but happy all the same in the hours when one is inevitably
alone.  (Wharton as cited in Walsh, 2008, p. 18)

My friend, Kathy calls housework soft work. She finds comfort in it, “it
nurtures me, nurtures my soul, quiets me. I think of it metaphorically as
“ironing out the wrinkles of life.”

Home 2

Talking to Bronwen Wallace about binary oppositions.
The late Bronwen Wallace, my cousin, was a Canadian poet and short story

writer. She founded a women's bookstore and became active in working class
and women's activist groups, worked in and started a women's shelter and
taught at St. Lawrence College and Queen's University. Her collections testify
to her social activism involving women's rights, civil rights, and social policy.
A primary focus of her work was violence against women and children.

This is an attempt to thank you Bronwen, my cousin, for your work. I
was too young to really know you, but I have read your poetry and one
book. You were brilliant, inventive, and kind.



Bronwen pioneered ‘women speak’. You know, writing prose like a woman
talking to another woman about changing the world over a clothesline in the
back yard. “These stories are unabashedly human. Wallace translates the
everyday without having to make it larger than life . . . she paints an intricate
canvas.” (back cover of her book) She wrote about the complexities of women’s
lives, friendships, work and lives. She also lived a lot about what she talked
about.

Feminists . . . have historically been fixed on the wrong side of the
rational/irrational binary” (Adams St. Pierre, 2000, p. 487) . . . feminist
scholars have been unraveling this binary for decades . . . historically,
women have been associated with nature and men with culture, thought,
and reason. (p. 488)

 When I read Bronwen I always see a clothesline, I am not sure why. She
appears to me as a strong, alternative, white left wing, middle aged woman
hanging clothes on a clothes line, after coming home from organizing and
speaking at a political rally.  Being at home on both sides of the binary:
domestic work / professional work
clothes lines / closed lines
When I was researching suicide, I read several accounts of women in the
Southern United States who had washed their floors (I assumed on hand and
knee) before they had committed suicide. Is this social conditioning or a love
of a clean floor? Is the hidden discourse really that they understood the art
involved in creating a home, so wanted this to be their last act?
My mother always told us that we would come home to what we were taught.
Unfortunately, what we were taught best, was shame.
She was right; I always come home to it.
“The politics of difference which undergird the everyday lived experience . . .
are marked by numerous binary oppositions” (Westhaver, 1997, p. 132).
women’s work / men’s work
homeland / foreigner
I was running on the treadmill and on television reporters were talking about a
man at a Hilary Clinton rally that was standing at the back of the room yelling,
“You can iron my shirts!” over and over. I ran harder and wondered why the
hell did someone not take him out? (Literally) If someone was at the back of a
Barack Obama rally yelling, “You can pick my cotton!” there would have been
outrage.



We need to shake these words free of their embedded meanings. Create space,
air around them so they can be renewed like a freshly washed shirt drying in a
light breeze on a soft summer day.
domesticity / being in the world
homeless / native habitat
The metaphor of having a room of our own (Thank you Virginia Woolf for all
your work) has been worked to death by feminists. (maybe we need more
metaphors) Equality means having access to the men's rooms, but not
forgetting or giving up our own.  “[Women] are also associated with unknown,
dark, and mysterious forces” (Hekman as cited in Adams St. Pierre, 2000, p.
488). We want the dark and light rooms. It’s just a lot to look after, clean up
and keep organized.
I think today we, who can afford them, (white, of colour, privileged middle
class women) have several rooms of our own. Multiple rooms, complex
overlapping rooms, rooms with adjoining rooms. Rooms for ourselves, our
families, our place of work, our friends, our clients, our community, our world.
How do we choose these homes full of rooms?



Not all wanders are homeless

Talking to Patrick Lewis about story.
Patrick Lewis is a storyteller, educator and author who is teaching at the
University of Regina. I make my ‘home’ with him.
Thank you Patrick for the twenty-six year conversation we have had
about home, art, and how to live a creative, authentic life.
When I taught first year art therapy students,
they all wanted to know the secret power of how
to interpret their clients’ art.
So they could write things like, “children who draw houses with closed doors
and windows hold the family secrets, or children who draw holes in trees have
suffered abuse.”
I taught about respecting the art, how it is sacred, and that the meaning
belongs to the person who created it, not the art therapist interpreting it
through whatever lens was popular at the time.

What I would claim though is that through telling our lives we engage
in the act of meaning making. This is a sacred act. Stories are what
make us human. Our narratives . . . constitute our identities. We are our
narratives. In this sense, I believe they cannot be an object of research
or study. . . Treating stories as objects of study is I would argue a
violation of the sacredness of humanity. It is an unethical act. (Hendry,
2007, p. 495)

As usual, when I feel confused about something, I talk to Patrick. Is it a
violation to make stories into objects?
He simply said, “trust the story.”



coming home is a process

Is it necessary to feel ‘at home’ where one lives to be ‘at home’ in one’s life
experience?

Home is not always rooted in the physical environment. We often embody,
at early ages, a strong felt sense and images of what home is to us. These
images of home are entwined with a story. The image is a narrative text in and
of itself, however, there is a personal story wrapped up with that image.

Michel de Certeau (1984) suggests that story "constantly transforms
places into spaces or spaces into places" (p. 118). These stories become
spaces of resistance, "these stories offer their audience a repertory of
tactics for future use" (p. 23). Stories create a story space that has a
transformative power to create a new place or sense of place through
the telling and this is the strength of story. Story exists nowhere, it has
no place, yet it is pervasive and creates place through the telling (Lewis,
2008).



at home in the process

A person who is ‘here’ but would rather be somewhere else is an exile or a
prisoner; a person who is ‘here’ but thinks he is somewhere else is insane. But
when you are here but don’t know where you are because you have missed
placed your landmarks or bearings, then you need not be an exile or a
madman: you are simply lost.

- Margaret Atwood (1972)

Art has given me my bearings to come home. I too trust that I, as a
bricoleur, can have an artful conservation between the researcher and the artist
in me. Art emerges through the cracks of working tensions, struggles, finding
artful resistance in new ways. For me, the artist has to lead, direct, and the
researcher has to trust that it is legitimate, rigorous, and will contribute to our
knowledge base.



CALLING CARD
Pronunciation (US): 

 Dictionary entry overview: What does calling card mean?

• CALLING CARD (noun)
  The noun CALLING CARD has 3 senses:

1. a card that is used instead of cash to make telephone calls
2. a printed or written greeting that is left to indicate that you have visited
3. a distinguishing characteristic or behavior

I made these calling cards as a way to “envision” myself into my new
environment. They are based on the words that I work with in my mindfulness
practice. I use one word for a period of time to reflect on, meditate on and
journal about as part of my spiritual journey. I drop these words into places
that I walk or visit during the day. I am responding to places or spaces that call
to me.



 Home is:
-An environment that allows one to feel: safe, secure, contained, a sense of
belonging, connected with the world around them.
- An environment that allows one to experience the body sensations of being:
centered, relaxed, free, nurtured, and empowered.
- An environment that one feels nurtured in: it’s stimulating, it’s comforting,
it’s familiar, it’s part of me and my background.
- An environment that one feels part of: part of a social unit living together,
part of a social group, clubs, teams, classes, etc.
- An environment where one can put down roots: build a house, make long term
plans, envision living there in the future, a place one would miss if left and want to
return to.
 - Home is felt when returning to a place you grew up in, remembering the
buildings, the fields, and the smells.
- Home is where you receive strength and courage.
- Home can be felt when you travel to a new country, and you know in your
heart you are a part of its fabric.
- Home can being felt in seeing the beauty and delicacy of an image.
- Home can be created by visiting the same place, at the same time, and with
the same people.
- Home can be a place where secrets are shared, laughter is heard, stories told,
and talk lasts late into the night.
- Home can be found on your meditation pillow.
- Home can be felt in the energy of ice and snow.
- Home can be felt in the energy of lushness, greenness.
- Home can be more of a feeling than a place.
- Home can be felt in the green side of a tree, a mossy side of a rock, and/or a
reflection in the lake.
- Home can be experienced through taking part in timeless rituals.
- Home can be experienced through returning to the body, seeing it as a vehicle
for our awakening.
- Home can be found in the love of shiny objects.
- Home can be found in collaborating with nature.
- Home represents the realizations of people’s inner desires. The home is
where those desires are born.
- Seeing the beauty of an arch can bring us home.
- Home has history, character, and meaning.
- Home can be an experience of seeing a common place structure, as a fence,
or something that lives within us.



- Home can be experienced when one knows the story of a place.
- Home can be felt when working with a loved one.
- Home can be felt when celebrating with friends.
- Home is experienced in those places where you feel attuned to the energy.
- Home is contained in the luxury of having meaningful objects
- The gift of family provides a home to sink into.
- Home can be noticed when we allow ourselves to receive mystery.
- The setting sun calls us home.
-The moon calls us home.
- A door that leads to safety, can feel like home.
- Watching earth’s ever-changing landscape and having enormous respect for
the weather in which we are part of brings us home.
- Being present in the moment brings us home.
- Home can be a vehicle that takes us places.
- Home is glimpsing a scene, image, object that you instantly have a
relationship with, or resonate with.
- Home can be found in the arms you can sink into.
- The home is where our strength is sheltered, that which we cultivate, that
which we love, which we want to last is housed.
- A home can be created around a fire through stories, food sharing, and
laughter.
- A home is in the arms of someone who protects you.
- A home is buried within the covers of a book.
- A home is a place where you feel in complete harmony with yourself and all
creation.
- Home is felt by being swept up in the action around you.
- Home is being able to draw on forces that enter your awareness.
- Home can be having a quiet moment with a piece of art.
- Home can be having a quiet moment with friends.
- Home is a road that you love and loves you back.
- Touch can return us home.
- Home can be returning to familiar arms, familiar ground, and familiar things.
- Colours can take us home.
- Home can be found in knowing your story.
-A box of crayons can bring us home.
- Home is a favourite cup used for coffee.
- Home is found in the photos hung on the wall.
 - Our traditions, habits, beliefs, ideas, emotions create the ever shifting shape
of what is then imagined as home.




