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The question has changed.  
It isn't so much where is home, it's more one of,  

how do I know when I'm home, what is a home moment?  
(from Sounds Like Home, 2010) 

 
Home Here and There 
 

M y home as been in flux since childhood — it’s a theme I keep returning to in my work. As 
we moved every three years across Canada and Europe, my sense of self and location is 

profoundly shaped from inside a matrix of other, the stranger in a strange land, other senses of 
being  and experiences in other places rather than a few stable sites of identity formation. 
 
Beginning in that time, the 1960’s, contemporary reality is that home is no longer limited to a 
geographic certainty, a specific set of relationships, a nationhood, or a temporal sense of 
belonging. Although it can be all or any of these things, how does one construct a sense of home 
from within the current norm of global and virtual transition between places of belonging?  
 
The exhibition, Home Here and There, is part of a three year investigation into cultivating 
belonging, a reconfiguring of home  as indigene, as appropriation, as an imaginary real. In this 
exhibition, all these layers are at work, but perhaps most profoundly in my case as being in a 
lived artistic practice where different phenomenon ignite different senses through different 
artistic practices and processes.   
 
The exhibition consists of photographs, video montage, soundscape composition and radio art, 
spoken-word performance, and poetics / text that fold the notion of home like  origami. Inside 
this complexity, a living artistic inquiry  as embodied sense-based perception become immanent 
and can be articulated through current theoretical frames-such as being, dwelling, habitus, 
subjectivity, phenomenon, space-time, self and other — and a coming to knowledge through 
creative process.   
 
The geographic referents are two specific point-counter-points in space-time: one on an ancient 
native beach-site (First Nations, Tsarslip) on Mayne Island, British Columbia, Canada and the 
other on a man-made beach on the Vltava River in Prague.  Two places radically different and 
yet mimetic -- at least in the artist's visual, auditory, haptic and textual associations between 
home places, home moments...an imaginary real...always changing...always 
reconfiguring...always being and longing to be.  
 
The process in this work is not transparent, but it is tangible. This exhibition is about process, 
but once work enters a gallery space, it is defined by that space as on display — an end point. 
This is also an illusion, as each viewer and participant takes the force of the subject matter, 
medium, and artist’s will with them into themselves and back into the world.  They inhabit a 
virtual geography that inhabits them. In this way, the artist as creativity embodied, opens a 
moment of dwelling within others.—an other dwelling possibility.   
 
I invite you into my experiences of home, here and there.  
 
Andrea Dancer,  
Prague, 2011 
 
 
 



 
The Other that therefore I am 
 

I n Active Pass, a channel between Helen’s Point on Mayne Island on the 
West coast of Canada, the tides are strong and the passage is less than half 

a kilometer at its narrowest point. That’s roughly the same width as the 
Vltava River where the Charles Bridge and Vysehrad Railway Bridge span it 
shore to shore.  
 
In terms of mass and acoustic impact, one could imagine the vibrations of 
the train crossing the trestle heard from below on the riverbank as similar to 
the engine thrum of a car passenger ferry as heard from above the water sur-

face and on the shoreline, such as sails through Active Pass about 10 times 
each way per day. In fact, often they pass each other just before or after that 
narrowest point.  Of course, closer to the water or submerged, it is amplified.  
 
This is where animals live, procreate, and pass away season after season for 
generations. They signify a kind of belonging, as they perceive me eye to eye, 
that is my imaginary about coming into being human. They remain a human-
constructed Other—inconceivable in their lives and being. What it is to be 
human if this is what it is to be a creature in human perception and consid-
eration? 
 
The beach in Smichov  on the Vltava is an man-made beach. At one time, it 
was part of a treed promenade and a popular swimming beach. People don’t 
swim in the Vltava any more. They come mostly to feed the swans. The river-
bank has a long history predating even original settlement — what worlds 
does it span now? What resonant spaces does it present and deny? 
 
In Coast Salish native cosmology, the beach is a threshold space, a fold be-
tween the ocean and the sky. Humans inhabit this in-between—we are sur-
face earth dwellers.  There is no other — the water creatures and sky crea-
tures are all in kinship relations with the surface creatures. Displacement is a 
state of non-existence. It is to die to everything meaningful.    
 
The beach at Helen’s Point was a site of constant habitation over 5,000 years 
until the 1960’s—one of the oldest such sites. The foreshore of the beach is 
the place where inhabitants buried their garbage — ancient refuse. The term 
in archeology for this is a midden.  
 
The last standing structure is the abandoned Emma and Felix Jack’s house. 
Their grandson told me of his memories of growing up in that house: how 
they walked for an hour to get to the village school on morning when it made 
sense to make the trek. He recently carved a welcoming figure in their honor.  
 
From the Smichov beach, Vysehrad is prominent although from behind the 
trestle bridge. It too is ancestral land for the Prague peoples — the site of the 
original settlement and mythical, storied with tribal and native origins, and 
in this way, a literal cornerstone of  Czech identity and sense of belonging.  
 
I belong to neither place and yet, in my presence, in my visual and auditory 
associations, I come to a type of imaginary belonging in both places. Is this   
not be / longing — to exist and yet to long for some sense of embodied con-
nection with the land, its movements and passages, its ancestors? 
 
 

Smichov Beach, Vltava  

Last standing house, 1960’s 

Vysehrad and Railway Bridge 

Cove, Helen’s Point, Tsarslip  

Swan, Vltava Riverside 

Leopard Seal, Active Pass 



 

 
 

T he beach at Helen’s Point is littered with artifacts — bones, clamshells, arrowheads, 
kitchen utensils, an old stove, bedframe and a collapsible stroller. There are rotting 

wooden pylons from an old pier. The older artifacts imbedded in the foreshore are being 
washed back out to the sea caused by erosion in the backwash created by increasing ferry size 
and traffic  — super ferries commissioned for the 2010 Olympics. The land is a forgotten place 
— in dispute as to ancestral lineage between the Tsawwassen and Tsarslip peoples and not 
open for public access — and so it languishes.  
 
The Smichov beach is littered and has the sense of a being a dumping site — an old TV, a 
large plastic bag hanging in a tree, a rusting car. There are  metal pylons from some previous 
boat tie up. It seems a key site for development or restoration, and yet it sits overlooked. 
Perhaps there is some dispute also keeping it from gentrification. It also languishes in a 
place—non—place status. Who affords these places this status? Is languishment not also a 
type of residing, although one imbued with yearning, grief, loss? 
, 
The earth we walk on, the nature we relish, the oceans and the sky are all constituted by some 
sort of refuse — organic or not. All earthly existence produces offal, a byproduct of 
corporeality.  Contemporary garbage is another form of midden, a rich archive of who was 
where and what they ate, their values and ideologies, how they lived their bodily connection 
to the place. 

And are we not somehow in denial of our own status as no more than tomorrows dust and 
dirt? Is this  not also our forgetting, the languishment we impose on the earth when we are in 
a state of corporeal disconnection? 

A swan observes its reflection; a 

submersed plastic bag. 

Plastic fixture on the Smichov 

The midden foreshore: grass, 

layers of  composting mate-

rial, evidence of a human 

deposit and then the beach 

sand itself washing out. 

A button on fabric, cigarette, 

and weeds in the river ‘s edge 

An incrusted metal slab with 

bolts on the beach. 
Bone at several hundred years 

strata in the midden. 



Acoustic Space 

I n our visually oriented world,  we mark passage in time and space 
incrementally through the machines  and structures that 

increasingly speed us from one local to another. In some ways, our 
bodies and sensate way of knowing are left  behind or at least caught 
in a type of hyperspace.  

What is this hyperspace in terms of sensate being, perception and 
phenomenon? If our bodies are left behind in some sense, then how 
can we come to understand and know what this movement 
constitutes. How does this movement re/constitute the human? 

 

Marshal McLuhan coined the term acoustic space when postulating 
new technologies and media would herald a contemporary era of 
acoustic and haptic predominance rather than the visual one of the 
past several thousand years. As our experience of the world becomes 
increasingly virtual, where do we re/locate our bodies?  

The machines and structures that speed us from one place to another, 
the architectures that frame space as we construct it, are based in 
Euclidean geometry — that existence can be quantified, mapped and 
measured inside of three primary dimensions. This is a significant 
point of departure in Western ontology that has shaped all 
contemporary ways of knowing and being.  It is what Mcluhan and 
others have theorized as a type of visual epistemology and logic.  

 

Acoustic space is simultaneous and non linear. It is highly relational 
and shapes space in virtual ways. Sound comes from many places at 
once and in its intersection, bodies of all types know something about 
their spatial relationships to one anOther.  They become located. 

R. Murray Schafer originally referred to the shifts in listening habits 
and in the soundscape as being power-based. From a critical 
perspective, whoever owns the soundscape owns the space and by 
extension the bodies in it. Sound has a social spatial aspect  in that it 
entrains the daily rhythms and movements of everyday life. In 
acoustic research, particularly in birds and water mammals such as 
whales, the impact of lo-fi sound such as with engines and airplanes is 
disruptive to animal physiology.   

 

What we are losing is our capacity to hear with complexity and over 
distances. We listen with our eyes. Sound as a matrix of corporeal 
information alludes us both because we can no longer hear above the 
dim of cars but also because we no longer think in those particular 
ways.  Acoustic information is of secondary importance. 

How can we know where we are when we are nowhere knowable in 
our bodies? When our bodies are forgetting other sensate ways of 
knowing and being.  Can we not retune our bodies through shifting 
listening habits. How might this impact our sense of location in the 
world, our dwelling places, our be-longing? 

 

In this work, I am, am I not, a listening transient?  

BC Super-Ferry passing beach. 

Vysehrad Trestle Bridge 

Train - Vysehrad Trestle Bridge 

BC Super-Ferry at night.. 



Processing 

In my work, everything is in process and process is everything.  

 

Photography is, for me, both a form of documentation and a way of 
aesthetic-ising the world. It is not an end in itself.  

 

Similarly, sound is a form of capturing a moment in space and 
knowing my location physically, artistically and philosophically. It is 
a living daily practice.  

 

Poetry, spoken word, and narration create linkages between sensate 
ways of knowing and thought and language. They order expression. 

 

Editing is a way of coming to understanding, shaping words or 
sounds or images through patterns, associations, rhythms and 
repetitions. It is a kind of alchemy. 

 

Within a few days of my birth, a blood disorder necessitated a 
transfusion. My dislocation is profound. It’s in my blood. I don’t 
know how to make home anywhere but where I am.  

This is a contradiction in terms.  This is not a contradiction in terms. 

I am committed to it.   

Transience 

At the Vlatava’s river’s edge, I feel land-locked in man-made time. 

I feed like swans on white bread, houska and slices of chleba — a bakery run discarded. 

I stretch the air with my wings and tiptoe around the bodies of a mallard, bottle blue and black 

and a  silver carp, bloated and eyeless. 

On this counterfeit beach, with plastic, broken-up concrete, pyres, and swans, 

I too am midden, an arti-fact, out lived and washing back out again,  

I hear time inside of time, places inside of places — 

I used to think I could make anywhere into home 

but it’s not that simple.  

I am, am I not, a listening transient? 

I am, am I not, just space and silence..  

I am, am I not, home. 

 

Beach at Helen’s Point. 

Vltava Swan 



Welcome  

 

Sitting in a hollow,  

the carver of welcomes asks,  

where are you from? 

 

Oh, here and there I am and live  

in diasporas, in my gut, my skin, muscle and sinew, like my heart  

another expandable expendable border, my terrain  

the pathways in my brain; home is grey matter. 

 

The carver of welcomes strikes his mallet and the groove makes me twitch.  

Who are your people? Where is your land? 

 

Oh, say I,  

let me trespass. Let me sojourn.  

 

I will violate  

no berries, rifle  

no creatures, flout 

no noise, breach  

no secrets, invade 

no ancestors, take 

no fish nor pry  

no shells, steal 

no artefacts, snap  

no branches, trample 

no grass, betray 

no stories  --  

 

other than this:  

 

Just lend  me a sip of your ocean land. Grant me some trespass -- so that I might learn to live on 
the communal air that sings as it passes and be blown apart by the wind.  

 

There is only the chip chip chip between us. Then he puts down his knife.  Then, he takes out his 
veiner and gouge. Learn, he says,  to be the hollow in the wood, then the figure, then the welcome, 
then the wind. 

 

 

 

*On Helen’s Point there were originally two traditional Coast Salish welcome figures carved into the house posts of the main 
communal and ceremonial building. More recently, a contemporary version was carved and erected on Mayne Island by the 
grandson of the last woman who was living in the abandoned house building on the beach at Helen’s Point. At a gathering, the 
carver, John Aiken, did indeed ask me — where are you from.  

The branch of a tree purposely bent and tied 

when the tree was a sapling by the original  

inhabitants to mark an important path.   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Originally, this was a soundscape composition from Helen’s Point on Mayne Island, a piece of 
acoustic ecology activism in tandem with the Tsarslip peoples concerns, about the impact 
Vancouver Olympic 2010 superferries were having on marine life, specifically in the Active Pass 
channel. I made a video photomontage with images disintegrating one into another and the 
soundscape merging in and out.  

 

It was performed in Mexico City at the World Forum for Acoustic Ecology, 2009. The 
soundscape played in an 8 speaker surround configuration and the video was screened at night 
against a wall in the garden of the house of Octovio Paz, (Mexican poet, writer and Nobel Peace 
Prize recipient) with  the sights and sounds from my home place flying around  under a warm 
Mexican night sky. I performed the spoken word live. The soundtrack became the Mayne Island 
part of the radio art piece Sounds Like Home  Folds within folds. 

 

Here are some stills from the video (8 min.).  

  

The Video: Silence in the Salish Sea 



Shutter Stop Reality 

Homage to Joseph Sudek. 

 

When they see you walking through the door, they see Sudek's ghost: 

 

the carved face of someone walking in the fields looking for a phantom limb, your body print in 
the furrow where you fell, landing for the last time on that elbow, beloved elbow itself a 
beautiful woman, the one who got away, now a delicacy and the way the shadow works its way 
to her armpit, light streaming through an arch in a viaduct, 

 

the shadow makes the light fly up, stand on end, arm hair; and where to next when you can only 
imagine what comes at the end. 

 

When they see Sudek’s ghost, they are sitting where they carried him, the exact place of his loss, 
that other moment of exile, a forgetting since the shutter stop actuality focuses on the thin 
daylight around a plate of apples and scattered lumps of bread, 

 

light that is the spirit of a phantom limb, a voice in the lane, a bell you almost hear, irretrievably 
present and lost in the same simple gestures;  

 

and what does that make you, when they see through you — seeing you’re really not here or 
there. 

 

Out the steamed window of the room that is your life, there are only seasons waiting, only one 
tree waiting for you to see it in bloom, only the plate and an egg on the sill, always a boiled egg 
for dinner. 

 

When you leave that room, there is only the remembrance of a once native, now exile, searching.  

When you leave that room, Mr. Sudek, there is the city in all its solitude, still sacred, unpeopled, 
no horses, wagons, cars or tourist — only a single figure submersed in silky light.  

 

Prague, 2009 


