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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 1s occupled 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: 04%i§ OF (ALM AN® (OLLECTEP ‘TREASURES’

AN ARMCHAIR iV THE (ORNER, WAITING JUST FOR ME iN 4 POOL OF LiGHT UNPER THE §TANPARD
LAMP, COVERED WiTH $OFT FUR§ AND (USHiONS. AN 045i$ OF CALM BE$iPE THE (ARVEC MANTELPIECE, iT§ SURFACE
BRISTLING WiTH (ANPLEITICRG AND TAPERS, LONG AND SHORT, PERFUMED ANP PLAIN - FRAMED BY A MYSTERI-
0v$, MOTTLEP MirRROR TO REFLECT THEIR FLiC(KRERING LiGHT. A CHiMiNG CLOCK TO PUNCTUATE THE SMALL HOURS,
A$S0RTED §CULPTURES, MAPE AND FOUND. 0N THE FLOOR, A HUGE JAR OF $PRiNG BLOSSOM, AUTUMNAL TWiG)H
OR BERRIED HOLLY ANP FiR — PEPENPING ON THE $EASON — NEAT TO THE OPEN FiREPLACE ANP A RUG FOR MY
206G (YET T0 MATERIALISE!), ANP WiCKER BASKRETS OF PiNE (ONES AND LOGS. A LARGE TABLE WiTH ANGLEPOISE
LAMP ANP SWIVEL (HAiR, OVERLOOKiNG MY CHERRY TREE iV FULL BLOOM. OVERHEAD A NOTi(EBOARP PiNNEP WiTH
PHOTOS, POISTCARDS, POETRY AND BiT§ OF THij AND THAT, COLLECTEP OR RECEIVED. 0PPOSITE, A THROW=JTREWN
50FA FOR LOUNGING, SLEEPiING ANP LISTENING TO MY JATL COLLECTION. WiTHiN ARM’S REACH, THE $PiROBOUND
NOTEBOOK THAT NEVER LEAVES MY $iPE: AT THE REAPY FOR NiGHT TiME Mu$inG$, PAYTIME MEMOS ANP RANDOM
JOTTiNG§ iN THE BATH OR ON PUBLIC TRANIPORT. ALL AROUND, LOW LiGHTS, FAIRYLIGHTS ANC LAVA LAMPS -
ATMOSPHERE i§ EVERYTHiNG! 90MEWHERE, A TOWER OF PAINTED BOAES CONTAINING MEMORIES, SECRETY, LETTER)
AND OTHER TREAJURES TO SHARE AN REPISCOVER. PAINTINGS PROPPED UP ON $ills AND BOOKCASES: ONES i°VE
COLLAGED FROM iNDiAN FABRIC§ OR NATURAL MATERIALS, GiFT) FROM ARTIST FRIENDY; iN SHORT, ANYTHING | LiKE
THAT (AN HANG FROM A HOOK. iN THE MieoLE OF THE ROOM, A MOTHER-OF-PEARL COFFEE TABLE LAPEN WiTH
KNViCR=KNACKS AN EXOTiICA: A BOWL OF $EEP POPS AND SHELLS FROM HOLioAY BEACHES,
FO$%il FiNp§ AND PEBBLES TO $iFT, S0RT AND $MOOTH iN iPLE MOMENTY; PAINTIES TO
NiBBLE ON: NUT), CHOCOLATES, PRIED FRUIT, A $NOW GLOBE TO SHAKE ANP WONPER AT, 4

A PLACE 70 BE

A MOVEABLE FEAST — A $PACE WiTH THE P0$5iBiliTY OF CHANGE ANC FLUA, ELEMENT) AND JUXTAPO-
$iTiON$ TO BE ALTEREP AT MY WHIM. 0r NOT. A ROOM WiTH ENOUGH LiGHT, iEALLY WESTERLY LiGHT, iPEALLY
REFLECTED OVER WATER, iPEALLY OVER THE $E4, 50 THE LiGHT ij ALWAYS SHiFTiNG. A ROOM WiTH FRENCH WiNoOWS$
LOOKiNG OVER A GARPEN — TO NOTICE THE CHANGE) iN THE ViEw OUT AN® THE wAY THE LiGHT PLAY§ ANP MOVES
AROUN® THE iNTERNAL $PACE, TOUCHING THE ELEMENT) OF THE ROOM. A ROOM WHiCH HAS $iLENCE AT iT§ HEART,
A ROOM T0 WELCOME OTHER) BuT T0 BE COMFORTABLE ALONE. A ROOM WHiCH BLURS THE BARRIER BETWEEN
EATERNAL ANC iNTERNAL, BETWEEN ‘NATURE® AND “ART’. A ROOM WiTH AMBiGUOV) FUNCTIONALITY = MOST OBVi—
0UjLY A BEP THAT i A $0FA, A PLACE 70 REST SUPINE AT ANY TiME, NOT ONLY iN THE PARKNES). A ROOM WiTH
BOOKS ANP FOUNP OBIECTS ANP THiNGS OF BEAUTY. THEIR VALVE BEING THEIR ABiliTY TO FREIGHT MEMORY AND
THE $HiFTiNG $iGNiFiCANCE OF BEING ALIVE iN THi§ WORLD, NOT ANY MONETARY VALVE iN TERMS OF ECONOMiC
SCARCGTY. A ROOM WiTH 500THING JUATAPO%iTiONS. BUT ALSO CONFRONTING JUATAPO3iTiONG THAT (ATCH THE
EYE AN THE HEART. A ROOM THAT ALLOWS YOU TO WEAVE THREAPS OF THOUGHT AND REFLECTION BACK THROUGH
iT. ROOM/WOMB. A ROOM WiTH A THRESHOLP T0 $TEP OVER AND BEYOND, A ROOM WiTH THE BREELE BLOWING
THROUGH ANP FREGH, (LEAN Air. 0PTiMALLY WiTH A FiREPLACE AN® THE PO§5iBiliTY OF A FiRE WHEN iT ij (OLP. A
ROOM WiTH PLENTY OF HEAPROOM, TO ALLOW PLENTY OF HEAP? ROOM ANP HEART ROOM. A PLACE TO BE. ME.

(AROLiN (PRIEST)

A SMALL, SERENE SPACE

Mu$iCAL BOX TO WiNe UP AND PijTRACT, MY BURGEONING COLLECTION OF (RY$TAL-GALING

0PEN AN OLP 200R T0 A HiGH, LiGHT AND AiRY SPACE, WiTH FRENCH POOR) THAT

PAPERWEIGHTS... A POT POURRI OF §TAR ANISE, NUTMEG AND (LOVES TOASTiNG ON THE RA—

PiATOR, FilLiNG THE AMBIENCE WiTH EASTERN FRAGRANCE! AN UPRIGHT PiANO i§ A VALVEP

COMPANION, 50 | (AN TiCKLE THE iVORIES WHENEVER THE M0OZ TAKES ME. ABOVE MY HEAP,

A FLOCK OF PAPER BiroS. ANC PilE$ AND PilE$ OF BOOKS: OLe WORN=0UT FAVOURITES, \

RANPOM $0URCES OF iNSPiRATION FOR MY WRiTiNGS, (HILPREN’S Pi(TURE BOOKS 50 i (AN

OREAM, NEW PAPERBACKG WAITiNG TANTALIINGLY iV THE WiNG§ FOR A FREE MOMENT AND

A (VP OF COFFEE, OR MAYBE SOMETHING $TRONGER... [
KAREN (TEACHER, ERiTOR)

PART §TUPi0, PART LOUNGE ANP BATHHOUSE

LiViNg iN A SMALL FLAT FOR THE LAST 12 YEARS, iT’§ HARP TO iMAGINE (REATING
THE iPEAL ROOM. iT WOULZ HAVE TO CONTAIN 50 MANY PiFFERENT THiNG) TO iNIPIRE AN
SUPPORT MY (REATIVE PRACTICE.

THE Fir§T AND MOST iMPORTANT FEATURE WOULP BE A VERY LARGE WiNoOW u
OPENING ONTO A TiLEP TERRACE, GiViNG ME AN EAPANSIVE ViEw OF TREE) OR MOUNTAINS,

A BEAUTIFUL QREGAN C0AITLINE OR A TROPI(AL GARPEN WiTH A WATER FEATURE. ANY OF
THESE woule 20! THij wiNeOW WOULP AFFORP A HUGE AMOUNT OF NATURAL LiGHT FOR

WORKING AND A ViEwW PROViPiNG ME WiTH A (ONSTANT S0URCE OF iNJPiRATION. AN AirRY
AMBIENCE WiTH HiGH CEiliNG), CONTAINING A LARGE WORK TABLE ANC A (OMFORTABLE
(HAiR, PART §TUPi0, PART $iTTiNG ROOM, FEATURING MOROC(AN ARCHITECTURE, FURNISH—-
iNG§ AND LiGHTS ANP AN UNLIMiTED SUPPLY OF ART MATERIALS ANP BOOKS. iT WOULP BE MY $AFE SPACE, QUiET,
COMFORTABLE ANP WEL(OMiNG. FOR THE (OLPER MONTHS THERE’® BE A W00P BURNING §TOVE ANP A BEAUTIFUL
ARABIC BATH. PART $TUPi0, $iTTiNG ROOM AND BATH HOUSE (1) WiTH Mu$iC PROViCED BY A RECORP PLAYER AND 4
DIiVERSE SELECTiON OF ViNyYl, KEEPiNG THiS AN ANALOGUE $PACE WiTH NO Wi-Fi OR LAPTOP!

KAREN (ArTi§T)

A ROOM T0 (REATE ANP EN]OY

A ROOM WiTH WHIiTE WALLS ANP BiG WiNeOW$ §0 NATURAL LiGHT (AN Fill vP THE $PACE.

A ROOM wiTH THE POOR OPEN AT ALL TiMES 50 iT’§ AN iNVITING SPACE,

FULL OF TEATURES AN VOLUMES: (ARPETS, (USHiONS AND (OLOURFUL TEATILES.

A ROOM THAT TELL) A §TORY: MY OWN AN THE ONE) OF THOSE i LOVE, BUT THAT’S ALIO AN OFPEN
BOOK-CUM-BLANK (ANVAS FOR OTHER) TO JOiN ANP MAKE THEIR MARK,

A ROOM WiTH A BiG TABLE iN THE MipoLE, ANC A GARPEN ViEW THAT SMELLS PiFFERENTLY iN THE
MORNING AND AFTERNOON, BASEP ON THE FLOWERS AND PLANTS GROWING OUTSiDE.

THE KiTCHEN REFLECT) ME ANPD ij THE HEART OF MY HOME. AN OPEN $PACE WHERE (HEFS ANP GUESTS
FACE EACH OTHER (MO COOKiNG FAGNG THE WALL) 50 iT BECOMES A (OLLABORATIVE EXPERIENCE. A ROOM WiTH 4
LiBRARY OF PRESERVES, FERMENTS, $PiCES, HERBY, TEA), BOOK) AND UTEN)IL), PRINKG FROM ALL OVER THE WORLP,
TABLEWARE AND GLASIWARE FOR EVERY 0CCA$iON: SPECIAL AND ORPINARY,

A ROOM WHERE i (AN PLAY ALONE ANP WiTH OTHER PEOPLE. A ROOM TO (REATE ANP ENJOY.

MiriAM (CONTENT (REATOR)

GIiVE ONTO A GARPEN FilLEP WiTH A TUMBLE OF FLOWERS AN® FOLAGE. TO ONE §iPE, AN
AREA FOR FOOP PREPARATION AND (00KiNG WiTH A BiG $TOVE AN RUSTIC 9PANISH=$TYLE
TilES ALONG THE wALL. SHELVES isPLAYiNG WHITE CHiNA PLATES ANP BOWLS, MuGS, AND 4
MiXTURE OF GLASSES. 0LP JuG§ FilLEP WiTH $POONS AND iMPLEMENTS ANP BOTTLES OF 0il$
NEAR THE (OOKER.
iN THE MieoLE OF THE ROOM, A LARGE, 0L WOOPEN TABLE FOR EATING, TALKING
ANC WORKING ON. VASES OF FLOWERS, BOWLS OF FRUIT AND VEGETABLES AND PilE$ OF
COOKERY BOOKS. VARIOUS CHAIRS WiTH (USHiONS MAPE FROM iNPiAN FABRI() ARE AROUND
THE TABLE.
To THE RiGHT, A PAiR OF VELVET $0FAS iN BRIGHT PiNK AND ORANGE, PilEC WiTH
° COLOURFUL (UjHiONS ANP THROWS. THERE ARE FLOOR-TO—-CEiLiNG BOOKSHELVES ALONG ONE

WALL ANP PAINTING), PHOTOS ANP PRiNT) COVER THE LAST wALL: SOME OF THE FAMILY,
SOME FROM MY TRAVELS, OTHER) JUST ACQUIRED.
LASTLY, A SMALL PEIK AT THE WiNoOW LOOKING OUT AT THE TREES ANP FLOWERS,
WiTH SKRETCHBOOKS, PAiNTS, BRUSHES — A SMALL SERENE SPACE TO WORK AT,
MirANCA (TEATILE PESIGNER]
‘A ROOM OF ONE’S OWN’ = FOR ME, WOULP BE A (REATIVE $PACE TO ACCOMMOPATE MY MANY HOBBIES!
iPEALLY, iT WOULP HAVE A COMFY CHAIR TO (URL UP AND READ iN, OR A WiNPOW $EAT WiTH BUilT—iN BOOKCASES
ON EiTHER §iPE. EiTHER wAY, THERE’S BE PLENTY OF SHELVE) TO 2iSPLAY THiNGS OF BEAUTY. A (P PLAYER GOES
WiTHOUT $4YiNG, ALO A COFFEE TABLE ANP BRIGHT RUG. MY OWN WALLHANGINGS OR PAINTINGS TO iNSPIRE.
FAMilY PHOTOS, FLOWERS, MY BELOVED ANTIQUE PESK AND QRANDMA’S OLO C(HAIR!
THERE WOULP BE AN ART TABLE, AN EASEL AND §TORAGE FOR PAINTS AND BRUSHES WiTHiN EASY REACH
OF A §iNK SET ON WiPEABLE FLOORING. A PE§iGN WALL WOULP BE USEFUL, WiTH A NOTI(EBOARZ ANP PEG TO HANG
AN APRON. THEN A SEWiNG §TATION, PURPOSE-MAPE WiTH (UTTiNG AREA, iRONiNG BOARPD, SHELVING FOR FABRICS
ANG SEWiNG MACHINES. PLUS A PEACEFUL NOOK FOR BiBLE JOURNALING.
To BE jURROUNPED BY iNIPiRATIONAL OBIECTS i§ iMPORTANT T0O ME, A5 i§ TASK LiGHTiING AN SOFTER,
RELAXATION LiGHTiNG.

FiNALLY, A (LOCK ANP TiMER $0 | PON’T LOSE TRACK OF THE TiME!
RO$IE (ARTS AND (RAFTS ENTHUSiAST)

A CREATIVE $PACE FOR HOBBY §TATIONS
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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-
les. 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 Bronté 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 Bronté’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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Do you want to contribute to the zine?
Have any questions?

Send us an email:
zine.verschenken@gmail.com or
scan the QR code to access our website:

zineverschenken.de
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