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Editorial

In a busy city like Berlin, we are often overlapping each other without 
awareness. Our trains are infrequent enough that we need to squish in against others 
rather than wait for the next one. The supermarket queues are so long they block the 
aisles for those still shopping. And rarely do I find myself  completely alone anywhere. 
This was not the case in Berlin 10 years ago. I never craved for that extra inch to put 
an invisible layer between me and the next person on my travel to work, never silently 
begged the staff stacking tomatoes to open the second cash register and I did not feel 
observed in every moment of  my day. Our theme this month is a room of  one’s own. 
And to me this means space.

A room is subjective, and especially in this ever-growing city, not many of  us 
have the luxury of  an additional room just for our enjoyment. Every space within our 
spaces is occupied by function. So what does that leave us with? Where do we occupy a 
private space for ourselves? And if  we are unable to find that, does it have an effect on 
us? 

These are simply the thoughts I find myself  pondering and putting to paper 
when I consider this topic and I am curious to find out where our artists take the 
theme this time.
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Nomadic displacement

The world as we know it seems to grow larger. Never before have all corners of  
our planet been so accessible. There are daily flights, trains and buses to take us to any 
region we can imagine. In my life, I have never uttered the words, I cannot find a way to 
get there.

In contrast, for many, the world seems to be getting smaller. Communities of  
people are being pushed from their homes for reasons such as gentrification, inflation, 
war, racism and even genocide. 

As our world pushes the limits of  these two extremes, it is interesting to find that 
there are some similarities between the two. After all, we are all human and the one 
thing that truly binds us to each other are our basic necessities.

Aside from physical sustenance, human needs extend to clothing and shelter. But 
looking closer into how us humans view a shelter, we can see that no matter what the 
exterior is, each one is personalised to the owner’s taste.

From apartments and houses, to tents, cars, tunnels, caves or any other shelter, 
the longer one stays in this space, the more they tend to make it their own. Nick-nacks, 
artwork, fixed areas for this or that. It is human nature to make their space their own.

On a recent trip to Portugal, I came across a walkway through a train station 
that had been turned into a temporary home. Metre-wide edges along a tunnel on 
both sides provided shelter for what looked like upwards of  50 people. Mattresses and 
bedding were placed one after the other. As I walked by I saw the way each space had 
its own personal style. Some had photos around, others prayer beads and some even 
had a small cooking area. Somewhere on my journey to the bus station, I had entered 
a home. For however long each individual needed this space as theirs, each person had 
personalised a small piece of  it for themselves.

On the other side of  the spectrum in Portugal, exists the vast expat community. 
Now bigger than ever, the pandemic has given many the choice of  working remotely 
and the ability to drift from place to place with little more than a laptop and the dream 
of  living nomadically.

As someone who had given up an apartment (by choice) and taken to living on 
the road for two years, I too became a part of  this community and after experiencing 
this chosen lifestyle, I have begun to hear the calling for a space of  my own once again. 
This realisation came as a surprise to me, since, for years I had dreamed of  this no-
madic existence. I had always felt that I was performing at my best through travel and 
applying critical thinking to my day to day life. 

The beginning did feel exactly like what I was chasing and I felt myself  grow 
with each challenge. This did not last because the constant change in environment did 
not allow me to keep up with the everyday parts of  life. Only a select few belongings 
could be taken on the road, paperwork would be stacking up back at home which could 

not be seen to until I returned and cooking a simple yet favoured dish would have to 
be put on hold until I would be in a place where I would have the resources. I began to 
crave some of  the mundane things I had left behind.

This unsettled feeling started to grow stronger, it grew into a sense of  not 
belonging which started to feel something like displacement. I turned to online chats 
and forums to see if  others had experienced similar feelings. As it turned out, it seemed 
that many had begun to feel the same. What started out as a luxury, the ability to work 
remotely and travel extensively to escape the monotony of  everyday life had become its 
own burden. Comments and discussions all over the world were discussing things like 
travel burnout and questions were asked where these modern day nomadic travellers 
could settle down with all their required needs to be met. 

These needs were much more extensive than the basics mentioned earlier. 
There were requests for towns with enough excitement, though not too busy, with a 
beach or water, digital nomads but not tourists, English-speaking, specific temperatures, 
child-friendly, less children, the lists were extensive.

Humans are complex creatures, who are constantly evolving. But is there a way 
we can control the direction of  our evolution? From a first world perspective, the sim-
plicity of  our basic needs never seems to be enough while those who were displaced by 
force rather than choice are struggling to even cover those essentials.

I cannot compare the two as I have not lived through any of  the struggles that 
displaced people have experienced. I can only observe both a chosen nomadic lifestyle 
and one of  survival from both extremes and recognise the human needs from both.

No matter where we find ourselves in life, the four essentials; food, water, cloth-
ing and shelter are our most primal needs. Through my own short nomadic journey, I 
discovered just how privileged I am to have access to them. But this experience also led 
to my discovery that there is one more necessity that humans require. I saw it in that 
train station in Portugal and it was what I had become to crave during my time as a 
nomad. Community. 

Though my love of  adventure and the chance for new experiences and challeng-
es will still be there, I have now taken to living in a community. The sense of  belonging 
has been such a welcome change, one that I had never thought I would have missed. It 
is one that no one should ever need for. A basic essential for human life and I hope that 
those suffering with displacement will find their community again.
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My room: oasis of calm and collected ‘treasures’

An armchair in the corner, waiting just for me in a pool of light under the standard 
lamp, covered with soft furs and cushions. An oasis of calm beside the carved mantelpiece, its surface 
bristling with candlesticks and tapers, long and short, perfumed and plain - framed by a mysteri-
ous, mottled mirror to reflect their flickering light. A chiming clock to punctuate the small hours, 
assorted sculptures, made and found. On the floor, a huge jar of spring blossom, autumnal twigs 
or berried holly and fir - depending on the season - next to the open fireplace and a rug for my 
dog (yet to materialise!), and wicker baskets of pine cones and logs. A large table with anglepoise 
lamp and swivel chair, overlooking my cherry tree in full bloom. Overhead a noticeboard pinned with 
photos, postcards, poetry and bits of this and that, collected or received. Opposite, a throw-strewn 
sofa for lounging, sleeping and listening to my jazz collection. Within arm’s reach, the spirobound 
notebook that never leaves my side: at the ready for night time musings, daytime memos and random 
jottings in the bath or on public transport. All around, low lights, fairylights and lava lamps - 
atmosphere is everything! Somewhere, a tower of painted boxes containing memories, secrets, letters 
and other treasures to share and rediscover. Paintings propped up on sills and bookcases: ones I’ve 
collaged from Indian fabrics or natural materials, gifts from artist friends; in short, anything I like 
that can hang from a hook. In the middle of the room, a mother-of-pearl coffee table laden with 
knick-knacks and exotica: a bowl of seed pods and shells from holiday beaches, 
fossil finds and pebbles to sift, sort and smooth in idle moments; dainties to 
nibble on: nuts, chocolates, dried fruit, a snow globe to shake and wonder at, a 
musical box to wind up and distract, my burgeoning collection of crystal-gazing 
paperweights… A pot pourri of star anise, nutmeg and cloves toasting on the ra-
diator, filling the ambience with eastern fragrance! An upright piano is a valued 
companion, so I can tickle the ivories whenever the mood takes me. Above my head, 
a flock of paper birds. And piles and piles of books: old worn-out favourites, 
random sources of inspiration for my writings, children’s picture books so I can 
dream, new paperbacks waiting tantalisingly in the wings for a free moment and 
a cup of coffee, or maybe something stronger…

Karen (teacher, editor)
Part studio, part lounge and bathhouse 

Living in a small flat for the last 12 years, it’s hard to imagine creating 
the ideal room. It would have to contain so many different things to inspire and 
support my creative practice.

The first and most important feature would be a very large window 
opening onto a tiled terrace, giving me an expansive view of trees or mountains, 
a beautiful Grecian coastline or a tropical garden with a water feature. Any of 
these would do! This window would afford a huge amount of natural light for 
working and a view providing me with a constant source of inspiration. An airy 
ambience with high ceilings, containing a large work table and a comfortable 
chair. Part studio, part sitting room, featuring Moroccan architecture, furnish-
ings and lights and an unlimited supply of art materials and books. It would be my safe space, quiet, 
comfortable and welcoming. For the colder months there’d be a wood burning stove and a beautiful 
Arabic bath. Part studio, sitting room and bath house (!) with music provided by a record player and a 
diverse selection of vinyl, keeping this an analogue space with no Wi-Fi or laptop! 

Karen (artist)

A room to create and enjoy

A room with white walls and big windows so natural light can fill up the space.
A room with the door open at all times so it’s an inviting space,
full of textures and volumes: carpets, cushions and colourful textiles.
A room that tells a story: my own and the ones of those I love, but that’s also an open 

book-cum-blank canvas for others to join and make their mark.
A room with a big table in the middle, and a garden view that smells differently in the 

morning and afternoon, based on the flowers and plants growing outside.
The kitchen reflects me and is the heart of my home. An open space where chefs and guests 

face each other (no cooking facing the wall) so it becomes a collaborative experience. A room with a 
library of preserves, ferments, spices, herbs, teas, books and utensils, drinks from all over the world. 
Tableware and glassware for every occasion: special and ordinary.

A room where I can play alone and with other people. A room to create and enjoy.
Miriam (content creator)

A small, serene space

Open an old door to a high, light and airy space, with French doors that 
give onto a garden filled with a tumble of flowers and foliage. To one side, an 
area for food preparation and cooking with a big stove and rustic Spanish-style 
tiles along the wall. Shelves displaying white china plates and bowls, mugs, and a 
mixture of glasses. Old jugs filled with spoons and implements and bottles of oils 
near the cooker.

In the middle of the room, a large, old wooden table for eating, talking 
and working on. Vases of flowers, bowls of fruit and vegetables and piles of 
cookery books. Various chairs with cushions made from Indian fabrics are around 
the table.

To the right, a pair of velvet sofas in bright pink and orange, piled with 
colourful  cushions and throws. There are floor-to-ceiling bookshelves along one 
wall and paintings, photos and prints cover the last wall: some of the family, 
some from my travels, others just acquired.

Lastly, a small desk at the window looking out at the trees and flowers, 
with sketchbooks, paints, brushes - a small serene space to work at.

Miranda (textile designer)

A creative space for hobby stations 

‘A room of one’s own’ - for me, would be a creative space to accommodate my many hobbies! 
Ideally, it would have a comfy chair to curl up and read in, or a window seat with built-in bookcases 
on either side. Either way, there’d be plenty of shelves to display things of beauty. A CD player goes 
without saying, also a coffee table and bright rug. My own wallhangings or paintings to inspire. 
Family photos, flowers, my beloved antique desk and Grandma’s old chair!

There would be an art table, an easel and storage for paints and brushes within easy reach 
of a sink set on wipeable flooring. A design wall would be useful, with a noticeboard and peg to hang 
an apron. Then a sewing station, purpose-made with cutting area, ironing board, shelving for fabrics 
and sewing machines. Plus a peaceful nook for Bible journaling.

To be surrounded by inspirational objects is important to me, as is task lighting and softer, 
relaxation lighting.

Finally, a clock and timer so I don’t lose track of the time!
Rosie (arts and crafts enthusiast)

A place to be

A moveable feast - a space with the possibility of change and flux, elements and juxtapo-
sitions to be altered at my whim. Or not. A room with enough light, ideally westerly light, ideally 
reflected over water, ideally over the sea, so the light is always shifting. A room with French windows 
looking over a garden - to notice the changes in the view out and the way the light plays and moves 
around the internal space, touching the elements of the room. A room which has silence at its heart. 
A room to welcome others but to be comfortable alone. A room which blurs the barrier between 
external and internal, between ‘nature’ and ‘art’. A room with ambiguous functionality - most obvi-
ously a bed that is a sofa, a place to rest supine at any time, not only in the darkness.  A room with 
books and found objects and things of beauty. Their value being their ability to freight memory and 
the shifting significance of being alive in this world, not any monetary value in terms of economic 
scarcity. A room with soothing juxtapositions. But also confronting juxtapositions that catch the 
eye and the heart. A room that allows you to weave threads of thought and reflection back through 
it. Room/womb. A room with a threshold to step over and beyond. A room with the breeze blowing 
through and fresh, clean air. Optimally with a fireplace and the possibility of a fire when it is cold. A 
room with plenty of headroom, to allow plenty of head room and heart room. A place to be. Me.

Carolin (priest)
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The Writer’s Desk

It was the novelist Virginia Woolf  who coined the phrase ‘A Room of  One’s 
Own’, and with it her view that women should be of  independent means to write ‘good 
fiction’; this, she pointed out, would ensure freedom to muse and to write as they chose. 
In her opinion, creative genius hinged on intellectual freedom, and that was a luxury 
few could afford.

Woolf  was as much her own person as was possible in her day. Essentially a 
privileged woman with a bob or two, her lifestyle was neither frivolous nor idle. She and 
her husband set up and ran the Hogarth Press, which hand printed books. This freed 
her up from the ‘drudgery’ and ‘sweat’ of  being at the whim and fancy of  publishers, 
but she still had to stick to deadlines. She knew only too well what side her bread was 
buttered on.

Woolf ’s writing routine was disciplined and her timetable, carefully structured 
and pigeonholed. Yet the room she wrote in was the exact opposite: messy in the ex-
treme, littered with letters, manuscripts, ink bottles and ‘filth packets’: broken pen nibs, 
rusty paperclips, bits of  string. It would take her all of  10 minutes to find a pen!

Her aristocratic friend and lover, Vita Sackville-West, was also a writer with pri-
vate means. Her creative space was the top of  a rickety tower in the garden, where no 
one else dared to tread. On her writing desk she kept a stone from Persepolis, a pair of  
crystal rabbits, Pepita’s dancing slipper, arts and crafts furniture and exotic embroider-
ies. Filled with romantic relics, her ‘room of  one’s own’ was a shrine to her complicated, 
colourful life.

Writer-illustrator Beatrix Potter, required a stage and a setting in order to pen 
her little water colour storybooks. Props and tangible visuals. Hence her writer’s home 
was full of  little animals brought in from the wild, living as pets in her room - a pair of  
lolloping rabbits, a prickly hedgehog, a froglet, a velvet-skinned mole, a harvest mouse 
- rather than written notes. Not for her the blank canvas. Bare walls would only have 
been a distraction - what on earth to put there, etc. So she brought the outside in. Pot-
ter’s fame in her own lifetime allowed her to become a wealthy landowner in her own 
right, enabling her to break free from Victorian conventions.

The Brontë sisters wrote their literary masterpieces in the parlour of  Haworth 
Parsonage, ‘exquisite in its cleanliness and neatness.’ In contrast to the bleak cold 
colours of  the Yorkshire moors outside, ‘the crimson room looked the perfection of  
warmth, snugness and comfort’ wrote their fellow novelist Elizabeth Gaskell. Certainly, 
the Brontë’s world was a lonely, sheltered one, at times even claustrophobic, but their 
creativity was unfettered and wild.

Jane Austen, much admired by Woolf, had no room of  her own. She sat at a 
small and spartan desk in a very public drawing room and had to hide her work from 
prying eyes under blotting paper. Yet the drawing room was where she made her 

razor-sharp observations and exercised her formidable wit. She may not have had her 
own room, but she did have her own mind. She didn’t need money as she was able to 
set her mind free from the social restrictions of  her environment. 

And that was probably what Virginia Woolf  meant… that in the rooms of  our 
own, we as writers should look for our own place, our own reality. Only then, from our 
writing desks under the window, will we see the open sky.
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