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                                              charts the 
themes of place, memory and belonging.  
It’s an exhibition that celebrates the 
neighbourhood in which I’ve lived for 
over twenty years, drawing on a number 
of suburban references, from the 
ornamental ironwork of fences, gates 
and verandah railings, to local street 
nomenclature and road maps.   
 
The works are a form of autotopography, 
which refers to the spatial, local and 
situational ‘writing’ of the self, distinct 
from autobiography or memoir because 
it is not a narrative as such, but rather 
an interweaving of the self with place, 
surface and object. 1 
 
On the streets where you live evolved 
through a series of conversations and 
started as a dialogue with a work I made 
fifteen years ago. 1km from home 
consisted of multiple small cardboard 
panels, painted in varying shades of blue 
that were piped with white royal icing.  
Depicting a catalogue of 20th century 
ironwork, sourced from the domestic 
landscape across my hometown, the 
panels were installed in a single line, a 
thirteen metre frieze running along the 
walls of a small exhibition space. 
 
1km from home was made at a time when 
I was returning to my art practice after a 
few years’ break. It was a work that 
represented new beginnings, and I saw it 

as a kind of ‘re-emergence’ after a period 
of loss and mourning. By choice I 
restricted my focus to subject matter 
that was familiar and ordinary, in a 
strategy of working from something close 
to home, in what I hoped would become 
an increasingly outwards direction. At 
the time I wrote:  
 
I think of this work as a horizon line.  It is 
about the everyday journeys made from 
home, and the lines of repetition and 
familiarity that, through our movements, we 
trace over time.  I have also been thinking 
about the unexpected forces that sometimes 
result in an interruption or break in the line.  

 
Since then my creative practice has 
continued to ebb and flow, and in 
response to yet another hiatus, I found 
myself circling back to this older work, 
looking for an appropriate place to start 
over. The inkjet prints in the current 
exhibition are from photographs of the 
original icing panels, rearranged into 
new compositions or blown up in an 
experiment with scale. The drawings 
On the streets where you live and 
Something in the air revisit the idea, 
previously unrealised, of recording and 
translating a larger number of the 
ironwork designs. Still in progress is a 
more ambitious drawing incorporating 
over 100 different gate patterns, to be 
completed later this year.  
 
My conversation with past practice has 
expanded to a self-reflexive rumination, 
thinking about the town in which I live, 
observing the houses on the streets that 
I walk daily, flâneuse-like, tracing the 
events and changes that have unfolded 
around me. Reflecting on experiences of 
love, loss and longing; times of joy as 
well as despair. Aspirations, frustrations, 
failures, successes. Remembering friends 
and loved ones who have come and gone. 
Noticing patterns and looking for clues. 
Getting off on the pornography of my 
past. 2 
 
I’ve also been wondering how it’s 
possible to feel a profound sense of 
belonging to a community when you live 
for the most part in a state of solitude 
and detachment. What connection can 
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you claim to the strangers whose houses 
and gardens you observe, or to the 
unknown founders and past residents 
who you witness commemorated on 
street signs and place names, let alone 
the generations upon generations who 
occupied this land long before you or any 
of your immediate ancestors?  
 
It’s questions like these that are now 
framing a discussion with the writer 
Janine Mikosza as we embark on a 
project that explores our shared 
interests in memory and memoir, trauma 
and loss, and the psychology of place 
and domestic space. In preparation for 
this collaboration we have independently 
begun works that speak to the other’s 
practice.  
 
Janine’s recent essay Homesickness 
references my 2006 artwork of the same 
name and asks what it means to have 
grown up in a family continually on the 
move. How is a person’s development 
affected by regular uprooting and repeat 
dislocation? Conversely, what does it 
mean to live a settled life, grounded in 
one place, inhabiting the same house for 
a long period of time?  How to weigh the 
resilience and adaptability learned from 
frequent changes of address against the 
security and self-assurance gained from 
having stayed put?  
 
She’s leaving home after living alone for 
so many years. 3 
 

Janine and I were born eleven months 
apart in precisely the same location, a 
small private hospital nestled between 
the Indian Ocean and Swan River. Our 
childhoods were spent shifting from state 
to state, geographically as well as 
emotionally, although Janine’s tally of 
twenty-five homes is ten greater than 
mine. Sugar Town (everything and 
nothing stays the same) is my initial 
gesture in our budding collaboration, 
designed to develop into a larger work 
that will map the fifteen different postal 
addresses of my past. The genesis of this 
work lies in the discovery that we had 
each, without the other’s knowledge, 
begun to draw from memory the floor 
plans of our respective family homes.   
 
The trouble with the architecture of memory 
… is that we enter through different doors, 

in which we seldom encounter each other 
and are always surprised that we don’t.  
No corridors lead directly from front to back.  
There are closets galore. … Like wise 
wanderers we have to tread carefully, my 
sister and I.  Only certain rooms are safe for 
walking. 4 
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