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The house where I grew up. My parents moved 
here in the 70s. 



Statement

My work is about home.

I am curious about what transforms a house into a home, and how I can create my 
own home in the future. In Recollecting Home, I address feelings of displacement. As 
a graduate student, I realized that I exist without a place that I consider to be home, 
as the apartments I lived in during college meant little to me. The place that I once 
identified as home, my parent’s house, no longer exists as I remember it. 

In Recollecting Home, I worked with the memory’s power of distortion. The scale 
of the house forces the viewer to look at it from a bird’s eye view or to lean in and 
examine it as one would a child’s toy. The color palette is monochromatic; it is a blank 
slate upon which the memories are replayed. The shifting text projected on the land 
mimics the fluid nature of memory and its connection with place. It represents where 
I am now, looking down from the vantage point of adulthood.

In my process, I combine hand techniques such as cutting, wrapping, embossing, silk-
screening, painting and punching with technological processes such as laser cutting, 
CNC cutting, 3D printing and projection. Both manual and technological processes are 
meaningful to me, and the combination echoes the intersection of past and present.

As a printmaker, my work is informed by my experience with multiples. There is ritual 
in the creation of multiples; it speaks to the repetition of habit and routine, of com-
mitting something to memory. Constructing the homestead in this repetitive, ritualis-
tic way forced me to think about my past and present, and to change my understand-
ing of what it means to be “home.”



Home Never Lost/ Radio. Etching, Aquatint, Photopolymer. 12x18. 2012. 

I began making prints about my parents’ home when I felt that it was 
threatened by the industrial development of natural gas. At the same 
time, I was caught between feelings of homesickness and the desire for 
independence. As a graduate student, I no longer lived “at home,” but 
I did not have a place that I considered my own, and I began to wonder 
where that would be.



The prints that I created in the fall 
semester before my thesis were 
precursors to this project. My 
concept for the project began to 
emerge when I started examin-
ing objects from my childhood as 
source material. I was interested 
in the life of the object and what 
meanings and memories they 
held for me. I followed this thread 
until I realized, it wasn’t about 
the objects. It was about home.

Objects from my house provided the inspira-
tion for Recollecting Home.



“What is home?” This seems like a simple question, but thinking about 
it generates more questions. These are the questions that I asked: 
“What is home to me? What are other people’s homes like? How is my 
home different? What makes a house into a home?” And, “How can I 
represent home in my work?”

Butter Dish. Monotype , 2012, 12 ½ x14 ½



Light on the Table. Monotype. 2012. 13x15

As I questioned what home is, my answers centered around memory. This 
changed my process: I felt it was necessary to work three-dimensionally 
because of the link between the senses and the process of remembering.



Red Kettle. Monotype and Silkscreen. 2012. 30x22.



My first steps were gathering 
measurements, maps, and photo-
graphs of the homestead. 

Determining the scale of the mod-
el and the measurements of the 
house was one of the most dif-
ficult tasks that I faced during the 
project. One of the reasons is that 
the property isn’t a rectangle, it’s 
skewed, which didn’t mesh with 
my image of the place.

A  surveyor’s map of the property 
that my Dad found didn’t match 
satellite measurements from 
Google Earth, so the reality of 
things was even more obscured.

In the end, this was a happy acci-
dent, because it forced me to rely 
on my memories for the creation 
of the model. This revisiting of 
memory was a key element of the 
project.



I found myself reliving my earliest experiences with cartography: I re-
member drawing a similar map of home when I first learned to write. 
It is challenging to translate perceptions of space into an accurate map, 
but mapping our surroundings is a neccessary and entertaining activity.

Unknown to me, by creating this model I was continuing a family tradi-
tion, as my Dad wrote to me after I began the project.



Dad wrote: 

“Shortly after we moved here I put together a model of the Homestead 
for Rebecca, for her to play with back in the City after her visits.  You, of 
course, had no idea of my project; yet here you are, doing your own  
version of it...  

...When I was 3 or 4 
my father put together 
a 3D representation 
of a community land-
scape to use at Christ-
mastime that included 
an electric train.  This 
became sort of an an-
nual ritual, until  we 
created a permanent 
6X10 foot installation 
in the cellar of a much 
larger and complex 
model.” A map I created while brainstorming for Recollecting Home



Pictured is my first attempt at pulling paper with my handmade mold and 
deckle. I was quite excited to learn how to make paper. As a printmaker, 
the texture and qualities of different papers is important, but my love of 
paper goes back to childhood.  At an early age, I filled the bathroom sink 
with shredded toilet tissue and hand-strained thick, cardboard-like blobs 
that I dried in the sun in hopes of making my own books. 

At New Paltz, I was fortunate to have access to paper pulp from the nearby 
Women’s Studio Workshop. Making paper lived up to my expectations: it 
was a fun and meditative process. All of the paper used in the homestead 
model is handmade from cotton pulp.



I used handmade paper to build a small version of the model (22”x32”) 
to experiment with construction techniques, size, and placement. 



I created a text map of memory and place with this aerial view of the 
property. I visualized the spot, and recorded the memories that surfaced. 
I used Adobe Flash to animate this text map, and projected it onto the 
model from above.
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I made several trips to my parents’ house throughout the semester to 
gather photographs, measurements, and think about my experiences 
there. I find textures to be an important trigger for memory. As children, 
we spend a lot of time up close to floors and walls, discovering textures 
with our hands and mouths. These tactile experiences are important for 
child development, but as adults, we think little about the feeling of  plas-
tic, metal, cement, wood, or dirt.
During one trip, I gathered rubbings of textures throughout the house. 
I chose materials that I found to be particularly important to me. It was 
fascinating to see these sensory experiences become two-dimensional 
experiences.



Crayon rubbings of the wood 
panelling from my room and 
handwoven basketry.  
Previous page: bathroom tiles.



Rhinoceros

One of the tools that I used frequently was the computer program 
Rhinoceros. I took advantage of a class in 3D design to utilize the 
lasercutting and 3D printing technology available at SUNY New Paltz. 
This new knowledge allowed me to create three dimensional and two 
dimensional forms for my project. I first experimented with building 
leaves and laser cutting them out of handmade paper. 

However, I discovered that due to the complexity of the leaf forms and 
the irregular nature of handmade paper, this method was not time or 
cost efficient for me. Instead, I hand punched leaves and branches for 
more than one hundred trees and bushes.



The outline that I designed in Rhinoceros, laser cut, and folded  
into the house.







Laser cut leaves. Previous page: laser cut leaves on wire, string,  and 
paper pulp tree forms.





I created the texture on the siding, chimney, and porch by carving into a 
woodblock and embossing the handmade paper after it was cut. The win-
dow frames were also embossed.

Facing page: I used Rhinoceros to create a 3D model of the landscape from 
memory. Then I cut it into a 2” thick piece of builder’s insulation foam us-
ing a CNC machine. The following are process shots from the construction: 
3D printed objects,  assembling the trees, grass, and buildings.









My first attempt at 3D printed objects. The water pump was too tall and 
its handle fell off because it was so small. The car is a Chevy Nova.
Right: the reprinted pump.





The armature that became the tree trunks.









Hand-punched leaves and branches being attached to the  
finished trunks.







Left: At work in the studio, painting chopped up rope. Right: 
Gesso and manila hemp fibers create stiff, tangled field grass.



Stones made from cotton paper pulp



The south side of the house and porch.







The finalized house with roof attached. The roof is acetate with silk-
screen and matte spraypaint. 
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