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Step 1:   
Go to a place that means something to you. This can be 
outside, inside, a place from your childhood or a place 
you’ve been thinking about lately, maybe it’s somewhere 
new, somewhere you’ve always wanted to go. 

Step 2:  
Collect materials. This can be any material that you can see 
and access in this place.

Step 3:  
Make an object or a thing or an article or a whatchamacallit. 
Don’t feel confined to making something functional or 
finished.

Step 4:  
Return object to place as you see fit. This can be the original 
location if it is accessible, or a new place that you feel 
connects to your original location. (don’t forget to take a 
picture of your object!)

Step 5:  
Reflect in a way that feels most natural to you and your 
object.
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4 Chayann Aravena

My family owns a lot/campsite in Princeton BC, 
we’ve had this place for 10 years. Whenever 

we come out here in the summer we always try to 
visit the Similkameen River. When I was younger we 
would all have our floaties and rafts and go down it, 
I remember trips were we rode that river for 5 hours. 
Most of the time we would plan the ride so we end at 
this little island off the side of the highway. This trip 
we didn’t go down the river but we did hang out on 
the island. While there my Grandma started clearing 
rocks and stuff so she could sit with her feet in the 
water eventually me and my brother began to help. 
We brought over a log for her and from there we just 
continued to build. We just found large sticks and 
rocks and began making structures, with no goal. 
There was a large rock that stuck out of the water 
that we were messing around with and we had the 
idea of trying to build a bridge to it. My brother and I 
found a log, carried it over and there was our bridge. 
That bridge gave me, my brother, dad, and uncle a 
lot of entertainment as we all kept trying to see who 
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could walk along it the farthest, my bro won. When 
it was time to go we abandoned our structures and 
other vacationers moved into our spot hopefully they 
enjoyed the bridge.

Building on beaches with found sticks and rocks is 
not new to me and my family. Most of my family are 
builders and creatives in some way so this usual. My 
earliest memory of building on the beach was with 
my dad and we made a scarecrow-like sea creature 
with logs and seaweed. What I noticed when building 
with natural materials often you have no control 
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over specifics. When my brother and I began to build 
we used what was around us and sort of let things 
fall in to place, there was no planning just doing. 
I think that type of building is a nice break from 
the extremely detailed oriented design process that 
I’m familiar with. There is also a mysterious feel 
to making something in nature and having others 
discover it, this I really enjoy (I’ve hidden things in 
the woods just to make people curious when they find 
it.) Its nice to discover something and wonder about 
its purpose or intention. It could be magical or cryptic 
or nothing at all, it gives me a real “kids playing 
dress-up” vibe if that makes sense. The reservoir that 
my Grandma worked on had already been started 
by someone prior so there is also a continuation of 
building with no communication between builders. I 
find that weird, my grandma just instantly saw some 
rocks pushed aside and carried on with. It’s also sort 
of nice to know that it won’t last forever and that 
next summer when I come out here I can see what 
others have left behind.



7Chayann Aravena



8 Avi Farber



9Avi Farber

I have been watercolor painting lately. On paper 
mainly, but I have been collecting objects and 

have been thinking about turning them into the 
birds by painting and carving. An old artist friend 
of mine used to make folk art this way before he 
passed. Anyways I went camping with friends along 
the Chama River in New Mexico, one of my favorite 
places in the world. Red and yellow rock desert 
meets an oasis, and from the Chama river bright 
green foliage sets the canyon aglow. In the morning 
my friends left and I soaked up the sun. I sat in my 
hammock. I swam in the river. I walked around found 
an old can fragment. I used to love collecting metal 
like this years ago. I dunked the rusty bit in the river 
to clean off the sand and set it out in the sun to dry. 
Then I painted it. I painted a landscape. But this was 
in fact the second painting of the day. The first was 
on a piece of sandstone I found in the camp. A more 
abstract color blast came to it. And then feeling like 
I should give back to the gem of a camp spot, I place 
the rock in the nook of a tree near the fire pit. Art 
on the wall. Atmosphere, though it hardly needs any 
more here. I didn’t take a picture of it, but I did take a 
picture of the metal bit so here is it.
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I’ve taken photos to document. I’ll put 
them in order, it goes:

1) garden as my meaningful place
2) branches in hand as collected material
3) my ceramic object which I’ve made
4) object with flowers against wall
5) return object and reflection
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Summit Park is a nature conservation area situated 
close to downtown Victoria. The park is home to 

a large Gary Oak meadow, which is the reason for its 
preservation. Once we found a place to sit, Rowan 
and I sat down to and had an open conversation 
about the park & the gary oak trees.

While we walked through the park I noticed many 
signs that I had never read before. I began thinking 
about the way that these signs represent the park 
in comparison to the image of it in my mind and 
my memories from childhood. Alongside being a 
nature conservation area, Summit park also has a 
large radio tower, a playground and an out-of-use 
reservoir. While also providing an escape from its 
urban surrounding for residents nearby residents, 
summit park houses many homeless folk who camp 
overnight.
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While walking, Rowan and I reminisced about some 
of our memories of the park from childhood. Specific 
about a boy named Nolan who lived in an apartment 
that back onto the park.

I was taken by the abundance of signage that I had 
never bothered to read, despite the endless hours 
that I’ve spent at the park. I thought about the 
way I would perceive Summit Park if it were only 
represented by its signage, and not the Gary Oaks, 
and the playground, and the people. 

In response, the artifact that I chose to make was a 
sign that better represented the way Rowan and I 
remembered the park from our childhood.
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The sign doesn’t use materials 
found in the park except for the 
piece of grass that I used to tie 
it to a tree.

While my brother and I 
indulged in a few long nostalgic 
conversations, we were also 
confronted by the complexities 
of urban park space that didn’t 
exist in childhood experiences.
We both remember Summit 
Park as a defining play space 
during the day-time, however 
many of our memories centered 
around how scary it was at 
night. The lack of artificial light 
at Summit Park means that it 
provides an oasis-like feeling in 
the day-time, but at night it is 
a place that feels dangerous to 
me, even as a grown woman. 
 
Please email hello@studiopeal.com 
for the recordings of Georgia and 
Rowan’s conversations. 
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Jake’s Pool (sometimes called Jake’s Pond) is an 
ephemeral pool formed by a small stream that 

flows only in the spring or after consistent or heavy 
rainfall. It exists in the second growth forest behind 
and above the British Properties in West Vancouver 
along a steep rugged trail that we (myself and my 
past partner) used to take our dog Jake for hikes 
on ever since he was a puppy. The forest is calm 
and quiet despite its proximity to suburban bustle, 
and is cool and breezy, even on a hot summer day. 
I like returning to this spot throughout the year 
because it’s always changing because the seasons are 
more pronounced at this elevation compared to the 
lowlands of Vancouver. 
Jake was very energetic when he got outside and 
got warm and thirsty very fast. Jake’s Pool was the 
perfect respite along the way. Often he would stand 
in it just to cool his paws, sometimes not even thirsty. 
Every time we stopped there was also a new stick 
washed into the pool for Jake to grab and chew on. 
Once we got our second dog a year after Jake, the two 
of them would play and wrestle in the pool. 
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We visited that pool almost every other day for 4 
years until we moved away. Over the next 5 years we 
visited it rarely. My partner and I broke up, and we 
visited it even less. In the fall of 2019, 
Jake became terminally ill. It happened so fast I 
only got to take him once more to his pool before he 
couldn’t make the journey. The pool then became a 
place of healing for my past partner and I, where we 
would take walks with our remaining dog, talk about 
Jake and how hard it’s been to not have him around, 
and also heal the wounds between two people who 
had once loved each other and now barely spoke. 
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It’s been a month since I was last at Jake’s Pool. 
Today I arrive and the pool is mostly dried up for 
the summer, except for a few muddy spots and 
some standing water in the cracks of the bedrock. I 
gathered a bunch of cedar twigs, intending to make a 
dog figurine, but they were too tough or dry and kept 
snapping. I then thought I would braid a ring, similar 
to a dog collar, but again, I was unsuccessful. I looked 
around, took out my pocket knife, and gathered a 
bunch of fern fronds. I thought I would weave or 
braid them, but once they were in my hands I thought 
they were so beautiful that I just stuck them into the 
muddy pool bottom covered in forest detritus, as if 
the pool was a giant vase that would hold my fern 
bouquet. At first they were standing up, but the loose 
mud couldn’t hold them up and they laid almost flat 
to the ground. They still look great though. Soon after 
my dog trampled them while sniffing the ground in 
search of a stick to play with. 
I guess in reality, the other objects felt forced. I 
was trying to make something. But in the end, the 
fern bouquet felt the most natural, and still has an 
element of human-madeness as it consists of 3 diff 
species of fern that look like they’re growing out of 
the bottom of a pool. I like the juxtaposition of the 
colours, and I like that it looks natural while having 
that surreal (to me at least) quality of the three 
different species growing out of the same spot in a 
place where they wouldn’t be able to grow. 
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While at the time I was unaware of what I was doing, 
the imagery of a fern and a lost dog is not lost on me. 
However cheesy it might feel in retrospect, the object 
seems fitting to the place and emotions. I usually 
would consider myself the type of person that doesn’t 
try to attach too much meaning or spirituality to 
places and things, but the idea of choosing this spot 
for this exercise came naturally. 
I think the fern bouquet is fitting for the space and 
thoughts I have while here: it will soon wilt and die, 
faster than I would like it too, much like my dog. 
It’s also foreshadowing as someday this pool (and 
stream, and forest) will no longer exist as the giant 
houses encroach further up the mountain and into 
the wilderness. 
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I went to the beach with a totally different plan, 
an idea for a visceral and direct interaction with 

the environment. I had wanted to build a dam like 
the ones I built when I was a kid. I struggle with 
nostalgia as it has come more consistently than 
originality in my life though I know I’m not alone in 
that.

The little stream that spills out of the forest and 
journeys across the sand doesn’t run in the summer 
after a few days without rain, and a few days without 
rain had come and gone by the time I made it down 
there. No water moved over the sand. A dam without 
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water is a wall, and I didn’t want to make a wall. I 
wanted to make a dam. I needed a new idea.
I had a shovel and rake with me, and walked 
southeast along the little beach. The tide was low and 
the sand stretched out wide before, made smooth 
by the falling tide that now gently pushed 40 feet 
west from where I stood. A perfect canvas, albeit 
temporary.

I had just got off work (a job I dislike) so that was 
still on my mind. I had spent the day on the phone, 
in meetings, hunched over a computer, and, though 
hours had passed, nothing felt like it had been 
accomplished. I thought about this as I walked with 
my rake closer to the water’s edge and started to 
inscribe concentric circles on the sand. I knew that 
the tide was coming in and any marks I made had a 
limited time of existence. As much work as I wanted 
to put in, eventually it would be erased. I’m often 
nihilistic when I leave my job.

After spending some time creating circular marks 
with the rake, thinking about Ecclesiastes, Jim
Denevan, Richard Long, and the eventual heat death 
of the universe, I looked up to see my pregnant wife 
sitting calmly, drinking water, and talking with my 
mom. Anyone will tell you that becoming a father is 
weird but that doesn’t keep it from feeling unique. 
Thinking on that, I remembered the world outside my 
own head and thought I’d better also build something 
beyond a representation of drowning in self-pity. 
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The sun is out! We’re having a baby! My wife is 
talking to her mother-in-law and doesn’t seem to 
mind it too much! – that kind of thing.

I found a few pieces of wood that had made their 
way onto a rocky outcropping towards the eastern 
edge of the cove near the line of distinction between 
beach and vegetation. Without too much forethought, 
I carried them down towards a rock that rose out 
of the sand rather dramatically and reached a point 
after about 4 feet of vertical climb. The rock was 
solid, and provided a good anchor point to balance a 
piece of wood off. Like a family could be.
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I used another piece of wood to prop up the end of the 
horizontal chunk that projected off the rock into the 
air to create a bridge hovering over the sand. I thought 
about the things that had allowed me to support myself 
as I left my family and began to make my own way 
in the world – education, race, gender, relationships, 
work – while still relying on that first rock for continual 
support. I also thought about the other 359 degrees I 
could have gone.

I looked over to my wife and realized that we were 
still pushing further from the rock, moving beyond its 
influence in a more pronounced way with the addition 
to our own family that was soon to arrive. I wasn’t sure 
if we knew how to support this next leap though I was 
able to add  another found piece of wood that extended 
beyond the vertical support, reaching into the unknown 
and hoping that it, too, would find a way to stay lifted.

After more concentric rings and thinking of how our 
supports are so influenced by everything that has 
come before, I looked up to see the tide moving in and 
beginning to lap at the edge of my work circles. They 
were returning to the smooth canvas of sand I had so 
admired at the outset. I knew that my addition with 
rock, wood, family, and future would eventually meet 
the same fate. 

But that didn’t seem so important when I realized 
that, even if just for a blip of time in the history of the 
universe, a bridge of support had existed that elevated 
me beyond the mundane.
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This ended up being an introspective day for me.
I walked for about 1.5 hours along the same route 

that I walked one of my first days in Toronto 2 weeks 
shy of 6 years.

I couldn’t eat at the same places that we stopped at 
some were closed some were only takeout.

I walked through Chinatown and bought a new phone 
case and face mask.

I stopped first at dairy queen outside of Kensington 
market and had ice cream.

Kensington market was the first place I like felt I was 
in a city.

I went to visit the ‘car-den’ which my uncle was so 
obsessed with showing me when i moved here.

Then, I walked by my old house but there were too 
many people sitting on their porches to try and find 
something to add to what I’d make.
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I got home and ordered takeout from the first 
restaurant that I ate at.

Then, I found an old picture frame that was left 
behind that was originally found on the side of the 
road.

It felt nice to create something and remember. 

Please email hello@studiopeal.com for the recordings of 
Angela’s reflections before and after her walk. 
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Here are the pictures of my exploration of our 
backyard playground. It’s an area that has 

clearly been enjoyed by kids in the past. There are 
little ladder rungs nailed into a tree and a length of 
rope tied at the top. A new discovery was that the 
end of the rope is tied to a milk jug full of water! The 
object I collected is from another area of our yard, 
it’s the lighter, curved piece of wood you see in a few 
photos. My initial plan was to go to the rope and tie 
this piece of wood to suspend it but found the rope 
already attached to the partially buried milk jug. So I 
used the wood to loop the rope around and suspended 
the milk jug instead. Then, I placed the wood piece 
onto one of the old ladder rungs and left it there in its 
new home.
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