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A Guide to Home Making

As the pace quickens, this stranger carefully
alters her breathing to match her new,
Mancunian surroundings. It’s been over 24
hours since she left home. In the sky above,
white and dark clouds swirl to the rhythms of
the wind.

Cantonese dances around her ears, Chinese
shop signs dazzle her gaze. She chats in
Mandarin with the friend that came to meet
her, and it feels as though she’d never left
home.

A high-walled warehouse, double door locks,
and keys hanging around her chest. These
few quirks aside, she maps out her new daily
life according to the layout at home. In the
bathroom, things for the teeth are placed by
the sink, things for the face in the glass
cabinet, and things for the body in the
shower cubicle. In the kitchen, what needs
freezing goes in the freezer, what needs
refrigerating goes in the fridge, what needs
to cooking goes on the induction hob.
Coasters go under the cups; chopping
boards and knives are used together. The
bowls go near the chopsticks, rubbish in the
bins, and dirty clothes in the washing
machine.

The computer is on the desk, chargers in the
plug socket, suitcase on the floor, and
clothes on the chair; Qigong exercise is in
the open space, and sleep is on the bed.
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Dancing with Roses and Seaweed

Curiosity empowers this stranger. She
pauses at the entrance to the CONTACT, a
multi-arts venue where a pair of braided
plaits stood erect like antennae pointing
toward the sky, and ventures inside wishing
to catch a performance. By a stroke of luck,
she stumbles upon Chris Brown’s movement
workshop, “Expand.” Four people had
cancelled right before the event, and she
was just about to start a one-on-one
session when salvation came through the
door. It took the form of Heidi Rose. Rose
was a musician and aspiring circus perform-
er. She was also working on new content
exploring how we understand our bodies. It
was a moment of pure serendipity shared
between the three of them. Perhaps it had all
been set in motion earlier that day, by the
little squirrels on the lawn of the Whitworth.
She had watched as they navigated along
the tree trunks and across the grass with
the grace of seasoned acrobats. One
particularly daring squirrel tiptoed forwards.
She held her breath as it cast its spell.
During the warmup at the workshop, she
mimicked the squirrel’s movements, pulling
her tiny paws tightly to her chest and
breathing in the aroma of imaginary nuts.

Chris had lent her his pair of dance pants to
replace the leather skirt she was wearing.
She lies on the floor as he guides her with
his gentle voice and warm hands, letting
herself sink further into the ground. A rare
moment of intimacy and benevolence
between two people meeting for the first
time. It was food for body and soul.
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She was learning quickly. After trying the
“The Alexander Technique,” she worked with
gravity to ground her energy. In the third
part of the workshop, they were invited to
improvise a dance, creating movement
inspired by seaweed. Seaweed has no roots;
it clings to the seabed with holdfasts.
Because it lives in water, the interplay of
these holdfasts with gravity gives it great
flexibility. She imagines her back as a
holdfast, gripping the floor tightly as her
limbs transform into four strands of
seaweed. They dance to a series of numeri-
cal beats, starting with pairs of twos. The
seaweed legs bend to the left and an imagi-
nary current nudges the seaweed arms to
the right. Then the arms swing forward, and
the legs follow suit. As the combinations
shift to one or three, one limb rests on the
floor, letting the other three explore new
possibilities. Eyes closed, she looks up from
under the clear water to the golden sun. She
watches in the glimmering light as the
bubbles gently come to the surface.
Seaweed of all lengths - arms, legs, and a
neck - reach for the sky at once and they
wonder: is the sky just another ocean?

As the music fades and the dance comes to
an end, she and Heidi draw closer. Heidi curls
into a stone-like pose, taking the floor as
her resting place. Gradually, she also coils
up and presses her upper body against
Heidi’'s curved back. One soft, warm stone
rested on another soft, warm stone. They
had only just met but were perfectly in sync.

The three took a photo as the pink hues of
the sunset seeped in through the vast
window, which took up the entire back wall.
Standing behind them, it was a mysterious
threshold, just a step away from the rosy
horizon.
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A pen resembling a hypodermic needle was
purchased from the Manchester Museum of
Science and Industry.
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The gift given to me by the team,
£ is the symbol of Manchester.
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My present for the esea contemporary’s
residence is a print copy from Albrecht Diirer
: Saint Jerome in his study.

This room of residence is like the legendary
study offering a place for true concentration
and devotion.
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Half an hour of pre-show adverts before a 4K
restoration of Lars von Trier’s “Breaking the
Waves” (1996) at Home. She stayed for
dinner. The portions were so large that it
took two boxes to take the leftovers home.
This stranger felt a little overwhelmed by the
salty halloumi, but the smell from the grill
helped ease her tight chest. She looked out
of the window to the brisk wind and the soft
rain. Getting up to leave, she was slightly
uneasy about the walk back, all alone. But
soon enough, she found company in the
Rochdale canal, which took her hand as if
they were on a date.

The lights and chatter from the canal-side
restaurants spilled onto the water’s surface,
casting a fine layer of golden specks; an
abstract piece, painted by the rain. They
seemed to beckon her into the waters. Even
Emily Watson, the film’s romantic lead, paled
in comparison to the shimmering beauty of
the canal at night.
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In the dark rain, they hurried along in silence.
The canal wasn’t much for talking. Her
trousers were soddened, but she didn’t seem
to feel cold with the canal by her side. Along
the narrow straits, under the graffitied bridg-
es, they went without seeing a soul. Not even
a ghost. The canal had worked its magic to
clear the route for the two of them, this
romantic, rainy night.

A willow tree flirted with the surface of the
canal as it opened up into a lake. Monet’s
Water Lilies emerged from the darkness like
bunny rabbits: vivid greens, fragrant gardens,
delicate water pavilions. Is it time to return
home now, Mr. Canal, or Miss Canal perhaps?
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This piece of writing drew inspiration from the works of the writer Xi Xi.
With gratitude to her.
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