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My shorthand for the axparience of shielding ks “house
amest and solitary confinement®, This samile lays i on
thick though whene the mciplent has not axparienced
being housabound othenyise, nor & mMore genaric
avoldance of crowds, thena iz iittle slse to which to
refar; failume of language o explain this total
comprassion. No perspective, no distance ks the
difficulty of the thing itsell and manedver the difficulty
in writing it, Inextricably linked. And it's not so much
the obvious distance of time, the time required 1o
process any event. Rather tha physical distance of
Space thit i mésing: the exact problam of any
sprawling iife suddenty comprossed into a few squars
rroders (hat in tumn collapass into the screan(s) that
now mediates all of ).

& begins to tell me about their daily rander-vous In the
woods in the eardy moming and | share dalight that

such things ane possibhe but also jealousy that | have D’

not sotved my similar puzzie, | handly cross tha
threshold af my home for days, even woeeks at a tima,
A zmall shy child hiding under my mother’s skird, |
sought deng andlessly, promiscucus afflixtions
averywhorn | could find thern. Being somewhans that
olhas paople aren't even awars of, the joy of it
emarutes B a fundamental law of physics from these
spackiad mamories. | know thers ane deap patberns of
intuition that S and | share, and this one is a basig
fnatinct. Yet, whisn | ask myssif now where my den ls,
oF just whane | go to when I'm seeking solacs, | fesl
milld panic and no answer, ke a discomiorting truth a
therapist has unclothed. If a den is & place of refuge,
somawhans 1o escape and hide, ft's hand to dven
Irmesgine wihers to look naw,

When a composer pal prasents new work live onling at
ciawn on a mid-May weakend® | take this as a cua io

ristiirn to Hackney Marshes - 8 spaca barnehy
ten minutes walk from my home that now feets like 2
foreign land, months aince rmy last visit, My eans ane
baptisad, first the compositions and then ths
incredible nevwness of this scundscaps, now 8o
thrillingly vast In contrast with the constart indoorns, |
take a menty nole of every sonic event and then write
this inventory on Instagram. It gets more ‘likes’ than
arything | have ever postied, *5.30am |s my new
jarm...", | boast. Bt | never manage to repeat my dawn
| risineg &0 the marshes remaln angety cut-of-bounds
'\ {boo busy at other times, 1he bridge over the canal that
i vy entranca has become & botthanock),

In Jusky | finally find it: what | noad s answend in the
cold, dark waters of an urban resarolr, West
Resarwoir, a place whors peopke would praviously have
gone o beam to windsurl and other watersports, now
transformed for culdoor swimming. [ ks not too far
fromn home but far encugh to finalfy have a destination,
thi: simplie concept that has been missing from my
fearful nervy clroular forms outsice thae house, Hoene |
wim in the open water, & hall kKiiometer clrouit, far
enough away from others, ordery enough 1o T just
aloar safe, at least as safe as these othar walks; pnd
mighting into thi cold expanss, a complate bodily
transfcrmation, f took these brokim awful manths to
rarmamier that my adult spaces of refuge are ones of
bathing: saunas, baths, ponds, sea, usually wel and
with eodremas of ternperature; embodiad states that
are completaly unavailabla in the houssbaund
compressicn before the advent of the unilkstly
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resarvair. | love the ritual here, espascially haightenad 3 b

biy the COVID ndas. Just as The Den 1 is an L™
instructional score, 80 | could share with you mine; e 1 .
thaugh It is not postic, gnomic, just a rigid sat of ; ”‘%;-\.*ﬁ
actions that rediably propel me into a full-bodied Y -%' 3 &
escape. Other people soem o fesl the sama, it wf
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becomes almest devotional, especlally s the VWinter
braaks and thi han Core aMong Us Contnus in our

nivw walsuits, a strange solidanity, togather apan. /

1. A lne sung by Jenny Hgwaian in tha 000 How 1ot
yaumset from a TV by 'the band Erass Erata on tha'slbum
Ocher Ansmals (20011,

2, James Buley compaset mesio dor DN (2000)
vl o dewn e v



X yiou know Its funay | did think about buiking a den

0 But then all the ights went out and doors shit around
- m f

ouUtsids amptied cut

and | was baht

o My own

in silence

thire didn't Seem much point to a dan, to be honest
not when thin's no one about to hide from

—"

[But now the streats ane full of plastic and piss

and paople searching for nomal

and ['va bacoma complatedy bisody invisibhe to spitty
Swaty rUnNes

thaf don’t seem at all bothaned about my death

50 it seems bo me that overmigit mry strests

bacama

thalr streets

thair ndes

N, oy
T N

So | found mysell wandaring back to this den idea

| planmed the first one medculously 50 that | would be
mate analgh _

| drésw up & checidist

@ criteria

n cleaning rota, of ona of coursa

Posopie fros, tick

Infection oorrolled, tick

Emptied of unwashed fruit and hands, tick, tick

abis to take deliveries of food, medication, injections

ok, tick, tick
lbask theat wes hoeme

Bo | changed tack and about turned
| planined anather way 1o atteck the problem
\ made a framework
# process
i spriachiFuel
arther list and a flow chan
it mimicest bookoad like | krew what | was doing
then | chucked it all out
and laughed ot el

So | scratchad about for a nw waty to gat started
Isefore | nealised I'd had i all along
1ha trick is to sfop

mverythiing just has 19 stop

musche

mcaith

imiined

all of it

avaything has to stop bofors you can stant again
80 here i i

this s rrry dien

b ey rules
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The path to my den is very Impattant Vo b — Q 7|
You have to start at the apple troe e M S T '1_‘- ;
It's abways heavy with apples but you can't stop to |
So by now the branches just abowt toasch the ground 3 5 m .
2o when you walk behind it vou'l disappoar F i x } I :
You are now on th safest and saddest part of the path PO R

‘ou hava to drag the sad stuff becauses by now it

waighs a tan = : g ——
you don't realise it bat you'vs boen saving this stuff up :ﬁgrﬂ"} \
for & long tima _p?gw" b /'|
it ets stuck on the ridges and bends In the path and a T 5 i e Z P
bit ripped up &8 it goes rl;!«"a@f:";;..."’g & T /o
it can gat caugint up on thoss mesaive DramiNes &5 ﬁ_ﬁ" )
will but clor't let that wormy you o~ LR T o
i chr't ke this et but you can just walk straight < EJ-‘- "55&& g ﬁ =y
SURH t B e S g b
‘fou won't dodge all the thoms thatgh e
it's just not that kind of path ad 2 P ‘\

I -y,
ot you'll reach a swing

t's made from some old rope off a lomy

mnd wood that was part of & pallat ol peachas [that fal
from the same lomy, of course)

And 'z absaye October

80 thems ane laaves around you evenywisne

And that's where you have to leave the sad stuft

Pils It up nasaly, covesr it up propary with lenves

1 you do it right, it ot sway without making o sound
bocouse sad stuff just isn't allowad in the dan

G and it's not allowed to make a noise eithar

you can't laave anything massy or nolsy in this place
It's vy chen

It's ny rules

This ona is & bit of a collage of crap

Mo makeshift tes than proper knots and dovetails.
A it like mny tongue really

i marnary muddle of things that | think string togethas
but nat evenyona doss

Szill, dght now no one can hoar the words falling out of
my msuth all over the place

and being able to say all the twists and turns that un
through my head without amyona listening

scmanow, suddenty foals just a bit like fiying

Armyweay, | think |'ve really got the hang of this now
Thana's an old comrugated plastic ool that we look
down before it went britte and fell o bits

Some bricks we nicked from the bullding site over the
road

Bt 1o b hosrugest | bwariys i fall in love with this kind
of durkness

*fou know, when the nights just bagin to draw in

bt Ike when you shut the curtains in the daytime
and they wash over that stubbom aunlight

50 you con't really natics it kaving

mot il it's rmally gone

O & rakeshit shall ab the hack you will see somas old
béscuit tins:

Thiy'ra full of people

o won'l knaw them all

Bun thery are all loved

You naver imaginad this in a month of Sundays, right
but o3 you'm sorting through them

“fou'l want to hold on to one or two of them for a
while

But you'll o ona of them and you'll 2top you diésad in
your tracks

You'll carefully prise that one cpen

aned yoar il want 10 cling ol tht one for dear life
and whan you oo

exmapt for tha sound of ting snapping shut

you'll hear nothing at ol

et @ven tho words in your head

You wan't want bo put that cne back
Becauss it's rmade up of all sverything thats missed

when they wers bullding the posh houses | bt you have 1o try
O and | teok some of those candy-atdpe shesets from and when that tin id snaps
the back of th airing cupboarnd, they smell & bit musty out the thinnest & you'll snatch the sound of the belis
but it dossn't matier doss 7 a1 the back door quiatly turning
you'll fredze on the spot -

It was gatting & bit dark by the tirms | finkshed this one
50 | browght the big torch dinwn e just in case

50 still you'l think your heart has slopped &8 you
listan

Ibut o you'll know :

you neally can start from scratch

and you'll hear scmathing you hadn't heard in a lang

brmea
you'll finally be aile to hear yoursel!
That's just how it works

It's frry han
My rules



| make dens almost every day, even i | start off
rushing arcund by the evening | am uscally swacddiad
in & blanket on my sofa. | call my bouts of deprassion
*socooning” and | think my cocooning process s
gimilar o making & den, | ahvays make sun them ane
ook, Sracks, iy rusty Malafcent coffes meg and &
water botths nearby, All the fortifications | need for a
long shape. It feols nocossany to have soms kind of
Dlaniket bn the derrs | make, thene |s @ desire for
scfnesa and for cover, I'd Hke to think treas: woulkd ba
anough, but the reality la | am very attached to the
false protectons of tabnc. | am (eraly matecalistic,

I"d sary the dens | make most consistentty ar dens in
' milned - the sweet spot where | feol safles and
unburdenad o create or simply exdst without any
ather waights pressing on me. It's quite a difficult
headspace to gat to. In order 1o fesl al peace with
reating and baeing in my dén | hive to persunde myssl
that It's ok for ma fo do the bam minimum, An afen
nction undar Capitalism. But onoe | got thans, |'m
thane and never want 1o leave,

Thea den in iy mind |8 full of ccean wives and stonms.
i | wors to call Bt & “mind palace® it wouldn't roally
ook like & palace but 8 cave. A parfact Halhywoaod
type of civve whens you somehow manage to see
ovorything - it's chean and bright, heavily exposed to
sunghing and sea alr. My physical dens afe about
comioet and aafety - | uSualy nned o den whan | am
physlcally or mantally umwell, | can hids in plain sight
with them, | maks no demands on anyons and s
easier to prabend that | am well and just having a
*dhuoet day® when | am in this stafe. {'s a weird sort of
camoufiage. The rality is | den &t lsast ohoa & wiak
for & fow duys, sometimes | manags to work

= sometimes not. Althcugh | feal that most of tha tims
tha punposa and drive o make the den s to be restul.
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Inaide the iong, anclent hedgerow wa crouch, holding
our breath aach time semeone passes by on the path

next to s, Decades later, | will ecognisa the hedga's

Imterior B3 & microcoamos that mimors the surmounding
meadows almost periacty: the nasrow, slow siream

rhier, this boundaries of the accassible space marked by

a long, distoried grid of dense, tangled hawthom. For

now though, wa ara content aach tima we go unnaticed,
and each passing dog walker or family or cyclist that
revmaing unawane of the row of children huddied close io J
the ground marks anather victory for tha day, 2
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A den bs a bit like @ womb within the worid. | thought
about the film verslon of The Secret Garden, and the

wary they sach discover scmething new about

thamastves whilst they visi it. | wonder il we change a

little becauss of balng in the den o bacass wo make

the self-can declsion to make i in the first place. it's a

different kind of "showing up® for onesslf but it's just

as impaortant as getting exarcise or brushing teath. VWe

all nead to know that we can carve out safe spaces for

oursshes In whatever ways we have evalable and

accesainks to us. | need noise to ba able to sleap, and

v baguin Eslaning to these slesp stodes on Audible

that have no real beginning or end and are supar

deseriptive but also soothing. | feal ke they allow me et

o make & small oasis when | can push back the T

raging quiat of “thinking® that happens when you have e %

an active mind but an sxhausted body. Listening to i it

the plece, [ knpt thinking of that scans In The Craft P e gl !
whena they play “light as a feather, stiff as a board”. it " E
feads like the work is like a spell or a chant. A portable % gl ‘J "
i you can ke with you Whenswsr you B, b B R



In earty karch | moved away from London inoa panic, | nesded to be with my
pariner and | neaded us both to be safe. it took me a while to get my bearings in
this new place. it is difficult to locate your body in relation 10 its surroundings when
you balleva that verturing cutslde, even for a few mintes, means certaln death.

A coupls months after moving | was crying over Zoom to my theraplst bacausa |
‘was tired of being scared all the time and | desperately missed trees. She
recommended looking at a map to see if ther were any woods nearty, | noticed a
small patch of green less than 5 minutes away and immediately headed out bafons
the fear could catch up with ma.

‘What | found was a small ama of woodland (it takes about 10 minutes to wal
around the whobe thing). it was full of fascinating tresh: a 00s computer monitor, an
B0s vacuum cheanes, & bumt out car. Thers were lots of pungent flowers and trses
thick with vibrant grean leaves. Most Importantly though, there was no one elsa
arcund. To b outside, surounded by plants and all alone was a magical feeding, |
burst info tears with redfel.

I walked through the woods many times as the seasons changed. | showed my
partner all my favourite bits of trash, in the late surnmer we picked blackberries for
& crumble and during autumn we marwelled at the flaming ke, Now it 5 Winter,
the air is thick and damp. The smell of decay has replaced the ripeness of
Summer,

My body has been through a kot this year. In order to aid healing, onos a waaek |
cover my faca, shoulders and surgery scars in clay. But today | keep applying it
smoaring down rmy arms and across my stomach. | each amund 1o coat my back
and stratch down o cover my lags. When | am satistactorily encased, | Inscribe
xan on my forehead, declaring mysell a golam. | command myself to march down

to the woods and my golem obiges.

The sky hmwﬁmhhmadnmwm.
sticky and shuigy and slippery. As | walk, | losa track of what ts the clay of my
golemn’s flash and what is the mud of the woods”, | arive at my destination, a mire,

and diract mysalf to stop.

Whila gantly caressing the forshead of my golem, the x is mmoved. | am offaring
my=ell up fo the cychs of rpening and decay, as ruth is transformed to death.
Gravdually | it choven Into the rmud, reabsorbaed info the sarth. Liberated from
physical form, | will remain hene wntil Spring when | zhall reemerge with the

soodlings and bloam with the blusbells.
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Movwivers above ground feels truly safe o me. Whenewvar | go to the beach | have a =
strong wige to bury mysel undar tha sand. Burrows mada by small anmals make g’r_._
rrog wigh | could shrink rmysslf down and curd up inside. | want to feel the preasure

of tha arth all arcund me, | want it to ba quiet and calm and still and for thene o l

ba no one else amund.
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from chronkcally ill, shislding commdes 1o Th
Den 1', the first of a thres part audio work. “Your Den’ was:

commissionad and supported by Artquest snd Wallcorme
Collection. Risograph, :

B e

Designed by E Sanglants and Sop. Mustrations and
phatograghs by E, Sarah Porter and Sop.

“The Den 1" was commigsioned and supported by Artquest
through the WFH Residency and by Unfimited, with funding
from Arts Council England, July 2020.
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