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From here i see the plants, the chilli plant my
mom got me for my last birthday, still somehow
having a hard time growing. I guess that proves
my absent green thumb.
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_Ldark room, with two staircases. No windows, no daylight, just a few 3
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How many times did i A
oversee these steps monu-
mental
.. ele-
almost twisting my ankles -
falling down i
becau- 3
The sun Q
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reflecting on its g
the polished 3
shape, N
mahagony . 3
or just 2
doorframe. becai- -
[ like how it Selor ;&
gets warm in . 8
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They called it a monumental S0M€
element in that room. sort of
im- Another
port- step,
I'mean, how can a stair that gyce? peeking
small seem monumental, out into
in a room with no actual the room,
daylight? introducing
those
beautiful
staris,
preparing
my mind
for what is
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these realities seem to come together

on, bound to reality, but also not at all. The place where all

That long, thin table.
My dad had bought it
for his first apartment,
because it apparently
size
which would fit in his
kitchen. I kept it. I like
how it sits there, in the
middle of the room,
strange
object, but still i love it
so much. Inviting friens
over for dinner can be
quite a challenge, you
can not sit vis a vis
from one another, or
have to plates on the
same height the table

was the only

a somehow

Jjust being to narrow.

the armchair
Jace all the
way in the last cornler n(;;‘
the room is pr.obab y o
avorite activity- Betz
a book with a chﬂle
glass of white wine ornal
just watching the eter
dance of the flames-

Sitting o
at the firep

And there is that window, that huge window, somehow placed way to high
to look outside, but still it frames the crown of the maple tree just outside
the house, so that you can see the birds coming and leaving all day long.

That small break, climbing the stairs,
having a breath, looking up, going on.

Step by Step

by Step

by Step

by Step

by Step

by Step

until i reach the top, breathing heavily

Reaching that wooden piece in the
ground, almost a mediator, a translator,
which introduces me to the new room,
lets me understand the other realities.

Sitting at  that  desk,
thinking about how to
manage all that, all that
confrontation  with  all
these realities, the limited
physical surrounding
of that room, but also
all these made up, new
realities starting to take
shape in my head, how to
inhabit these rooms, how
to envision them, how
to make them as real as
possible, how to let them
come to life

The Curtains vyqy; J. throwing dancing shadows into the room behind, playing a game of hide and seek with the sun
aving in the wind, t



my real fantasy

Stuck inside, with my fantasy. Stuck inside, in my fantasy. Living in a new reality
with the reality at hand. But what exactly lies there outside that door, outside

of that window. What is that room next door. That room downstairs, next to the
staircase, the one i walk by every day. Dreaming of inhabiting that space, walking
out the door into the new space, climbing out the window to discover that room
there.

I want to inhabit those rooms, inhabit the neighboring rooms. Inviting them to my
place, living with them, living as them. The fridge there, the table even further, the
bed here. The book i read yesterday just outside. But still, they belong together, now,
in my fantasy.

Studying architecture means living in different realities at the same time. Different
realities, real ones, meaning physical worlds, understandable for most, but also
realities existing in ones imagination, projected realities, realities to be, or that never
will be. But what if a situation like this, when our physical reality is reduced to a
bare minimum, meaning your own four walls, allows us, at least in our imagination,
to weave those two worlds together, the world of analyzing buildings and suggesting
your own architectural intervention and the world of your own four walls, reading
books, working, sleeping.

I suggest a new reality, based on my imagination, of my subjective working with
buildings and rooms, creating a reality which isn’t real, but which well might be.
Text lets me describe them, makes me compare them, shows how i would inhabit
them, how i would inhabit the new reality, and most of all, text unifies them, and
allows for elements which don‘t belong together, to come together.



