
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



 
Video Trailer - https://vimeo.com/127784986 
 
Audio Guide Extract: 
 
They are paths leading to everywhere and nowhere. No arrival, no 
departure, merely an endless labyrinth, folding and unfolding. 
 
Find a place to sit down on the grey floor. 
 
It is cold and hard, flecked with marks from the people who pass through, 
and around. And between.  
 
In order to navigate, it is essential to first be lost. 
 
Allow me the liberty of spreading myself out like batter across your flat dusty earth. Let me hug you through the 
floor from a wet, cold, muddy ground halfway around the other side and upside down. Or right side up. Let me 
feel the heat prickling through my skin, rather than the cold cutting winds.  
 
I love you a little more the further away I go. 
 
Find a way that is comfortable to stare up above you, past the speckled roof and into the distance.  
Be still and listen.  
 
The dull roar of an ocean as wide and deep as your imagination crashes into the shoreline. The salt clings to your 
pores and bores surrender to the wash. The sands shift under your feet and hollow out around you. Down. And 
down. Answer me. Tell me your history through song, that deep throaty watery voice and remind me of what it 
was like to feel the sun. As the muddy river runs fast out into the ocean, carry me on your tides and into a white, 
empty bay.  
 
This place leaks. Little drops of outside wiggle their way in, and remind you that nothing is ever impenetrable. 
But this is not my land. I have removed myself from the safety of all I identify with. That cosy blanket of familiarity 
and am thrust into a place that is not mine. They speak the same language apparently, but it is not a language I 
remember. I grasp at elusive threads of stolen conversations, but it is not a language I remember. I am at home 

and adrift. But the past is sticky. It clings to your 
organs, wrapping them in its false comfort.  
 
Give yourself a moment before allowing this space 
to return to your consciousness. 
 
I chose to come here.  
 
Watching over, gathering, passing. I hold the 
corners of the space with my fingertips. 
 
Stand up, in order to continue. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

https://vimeo.com/127784986


 
I knew it was time to leave again,  
in the middle of the hottest summer in years.  
The humidity crept along my skin 
and reminded me  
I didn’t grow up this way.  

You called me too late at night 
and told me it was time 

You’d waited long enough. 
Your voice sounded unfamiliar 

muffled in static, a bad connection. 
Palm tree fronds broke off 
and fell outside my bedroom window.  
The grass in the backyard dried up.  
I slept on the floor 
beside the fan, listening to it whirl  
around and around 

I’m not made for standing still 
I said.   

I woke up to the sound of packing tape 
ripping between cardboard boxes. 
The house closing in on itself  

How can I create 
if I can’t confront 

these feelings of displacement? 
When I thought about leaving 
my throat closed up. 
When I thought about staying  
I felt lightheaded.  

I hung up the phone and walked out  
to the back verandah.  

The gumtrees reached out 
across the streetlights 

That night I packed the boot of my car 
and headed south on the highway 

A compass, quivering  
The roads were slippery  
from an afternoon storm 

An engine, rumbling  
I wanted to tell you I was confused.  

A clock, ticking 
I left without saying goodbye 

The illusion of stability 
I wondered what I’d forgotten,  
what I’d left behind 

Lights, fading at the edges,  
merging together 

There’s always something I leave behind 
Suburban streets vibrating  

with comings and goings 
I recognised you 
from the way our words unfolded in the same pattern 
on the pages 



From the other side of the world 
and the questions that lingered 
between us  

When are you arriving? 
Why haven’t you left?  

Because home is everywhere and nowhere 
Because maybe I am afraid  

To stop? 
To disappear.  

 

 
Video trailer - https://vimeo.com/65114122 
Voiceover text: 
 
The shadow of the afternoon fell long and silent as we sat there, 
staring out toward the horizon. It was like a heaviness that 
descended without warning and made everything melt. It had been 
a long day and the weariness of nomadcy was starting to set in. Long 
shadows stretched out in front of us, then disappeared like Alice 
down the rabbit hole as we rushed past them. Always forward, 
pushing forward. The mind plays tricks on you in the afternoon. As 
shadows grow, and thoughts wander to where we would hang our 
hat for the night, sometimes you’d see things that aren’t there – like 
a mouse that dashes past the corner of your eye and across the 
horizon of your subconscious. After the certainty of daylight, 
everything feels a little more surreal, dancing on the fence between the known and the unfamiliar. 
 
I’d often wondered what was out here. It had seemed like such an expanse of nothing for such a long time that 
I’d dismissed the possibility that it could be anything else. But, in the wisdom of the early evening, I realised that 
nothingness was just a canvas for the finer details. In fact, it was full, and the closer you looked, the more that 
jumped out at you. The landmarks of the familiar snapped us out of a haze and grounded us in reality, something 
we could hold on to.  

 
We sat there in silence, as the evening wrapped around us. The 
air was thick and cool, and the reality we were once used to 
seemed like a long forgotten dream. There was a strange sense 
that we could be anywhere at any time – that the world was 
both never-ending, and a perfect microcosm. There was a 
relentless pull, lapping at our feet, drawing us away from 
where we’d begun. A warning that things may never again be 
as there once were. Maybe there was no return, and we were 
forever chasing that pot of gold that vanished just when it was 
within our grasp.  
 

The road had carried us to this place but we could have been at any point in the landscape. We would have to 
find within it our home, our street, our playground, our shelter. An ever-moving collection of the fragments of 
our existence. For now it was enough that it would be our resting place. A moment of equilibrium to gather 
ourselves together 
 

 

https://vimeo.com/65114122


 
Video trailer - https://vimeo.com/132509424  
 
Audioguide extract:  
 
Bulgarian shoes, children's shoes, a garden bed. You pause 
beside the second garden bed and look into the shop 
beside you. You notice the shop is empty except for two 
abandoned fridges. What was in here before? Do you 
remember? Are there any hints? You peer in further and 
find……. nothing you step back standing in front of the 
door. Something in the reflection catches you eye and you 
stay watching the reflection for a moment. 
 
I felt as if the known and familiar were disappearing. Time 
seemed to distort what met my eyes and I could no longer 
take my bearings.  It was all somehow off balance, why did 
I feel so unsettled and exposed? As if I had been changing in a supermarket, everything felt a little out of place. 
Unlike experiencing it all anew, this fusion created an unstable surface. I had returned with shoes that seemed 
to strike the ground differently. 
 
These two states jostled inside, creating a dizzying disorientation. 
 
You turn away from the empty store and continue up towards the road. At the footpath, you turn left and walk 
towards the large tree erupting from the pavement. The crop circled pavers under your feet seem to be sliced 
through by an invisible hand, interrupting their regularity. A light post. Ideas for light and a leather-ladened 
store. Victory blazes to your right, framed by golden gateways. 
 
And you climb the first set of stairs. You notice a black arrow smudged on the side pointing up the stairs and 
two more as you ascend with 00’s in front of them. What they mean? Who put them there, when, why? You 
reach the large landing and turn right, you decide to take a rest on the stairs, sitting six or seven from the 
bottom. 
 
You look out over the street, branches swaying towards the sunlight, towards the purple building starting to 
shed its skin and the ghost of a Coca Cola sign. You wonder about whether people still live there. Looking 
around, there’s remnants all around you here, a shell, pieces of plastic, cigarette butts, a cup. There’s a 
business but a quietness at the same time here. 
 
Do you feel like there is something familiar about this 
place?   
As if you’ve been here before? 
What is it about this place that makes it what it is? 
Who you meet and how you meet them? 
 
Do you recognise me? 
Have we passed in the street? 
Have we met before? 
 
What do you notice about the people here? 
Do you find them friendly? 
Do you think that you are friendly? 
Have you ever stopped to help someone in the street? 
 
How do you feel in an unfamiliar place? 

https://vimeo.com/132509424


Is it exhilarating, is it destabilising? 
What if your home becomes unfamiliar? 
How do you find your way in surroundings now unknown? 
 
You watch as people come and go through the street below, each on their own journey throughout their day. 
A man with a cigarette, one with a hat, a couple pause to chat outside a shop door. You stand up and walk 
down to the landing. Turning to your right, you descend the stairs on the opposite side. 
 

 

 
Video trailer - https://vimeo.com/134283711 

 
 
 
 
  

https://vimeo.com/134283711


1. Watercolour Poem-map of a walk through the City Centre 

 

 

 

 



2. Audio-installation and Photo-montage of a walk through Zdravets Istook, Zdravets and Rodina 
https://soundcloud.com/serena-chalker/from-the-outside-in-study-of-ruse-2-photo-montage-and-
audio-installation/s-J5QeQ  

 
 
  

https://soundcloud.com/serena-chalker/from-the-outside-in-study-of-ruse-2-photo-montage-and-audio-installation/s-J5QeQ
https://soundcloud.com/serena-chalker/from-the-outside-in-study-of-ruse-2-photo-montage-and-audio-installation/s-J5QeQ


3. Video Dance 
 
 


