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Nothing comes between us
buta piece Of latex [1] Empress Of. “Make Up.” Track 8 on Me. Terrible Records/XL Recordings,
" 2015, streaming audio.

It takes courage to enjoy it

The hardcore and the gentle
Big tim n lit [2] Bjork. “Big Time Sensuality.” Track 4 on Debut. One Little Indian /
9 € sensuality Elektra Entertainment, 1993, studio album.

This issue of Paprika! explores encounters with space as mediated through em-
bodied experience. Through disability specifically, understood as one capacious
category of embodiment, we approach intimacy. Through disability, we approach a
heightened sensuousness of and with the built environment.

The haptic, the erotic, and the supportive are approached through the lenses of
critical disability studies and architectural theory. We ask if access always means
proximity—touch—and seek out an enriched understanding of how bodies encoun-
ter architecture. Architecture isn’t inanimate, but rather one side of a relation that
can be erotic, assistive, and negotiated. Touch, the most basic encounter pressing
persistently through this edition, is the habitual pressing of an automatic door
opener, sunburned shoulder against cool tile, and/or a lover’s embrace. It is always
relational and mediated; in each encounter between fingertip and surface, an im-
perceptible buffer of electromagnetic repulsion keeps atoms apart.

Several themes guide the collection of texts in this issue. We consider intimacy
with architecture: our emotional relationships with material space, drawing ex-
amples from art, architectural history, and design. A key reference is Little Frank
and His Carp (2001), a six-minute video work by artist Andrea Fraser. Awoman in a
green dress, Fraser, stands in the foyer of the then-new Guggenheim Bilbao, listen-
ing with evident delight to the seductive voice of an audio guide. Authoritative and
arch, he tells her:

As you look around, you'll see that every surface in this
space curves. Only the floor is straight. These curves are
gentle, but in their huge scale, powerfully sensual. You'll
see people going up to the walls and stroking them. You

may feel a desire to do so yOUfSG'f. [3] Fraser, Andrea. Little Frank and His Carp. 2001.
Single-channel video, color, sound, 6 min.

Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York. Excerpt
of audioguide transcript.

Fraser moves closer to the limestone wall, only to press and grind her body against
it as her dress lifts, and strangers stare. Her touch turns architecture into desire,
negotiation, and relation.

We also turn to theory, referencing the concept of “impairment phenomenology,”
as developed by the media scholar Jonathan Sterne in his 2021 book Diminished
Faculties: experience as fragmented and incomplete, without assuming a sub-
ject in command of their own faculties. Impairment is understood here from the
perspective of a subject who is not fully able to account for their own experience.
This expands our understanding of intimacy beyond an instrument through which
experience is reliably produced and communicated, casting impairment as depen-
dence, uncertainty, and partial perception as conditions of embodied life. Intimacy,
in this sense, can be found in the ways bodies rely on other bodies, technologies,
and forms of environmental mediation to experience and make sense of the world.

A third point of reference, the mediation of access and proximity, extends this
question of reliance through the devices, negotiated movement, and shared infra-
structures that mediate where a building and body meet. Assistance, leverage, and
negotiated balance are intimate conditions contingent on access needs, where
the subject is supposedly at the mercy of the built space.

With these prompts, we invite you to trace how our bodies meet the built world,
how they form attachment through use, how desire can be architectural, and how
familiarity accumulates over time between person and place. Here, closeness and
intimacy are not voyeurism, but repetition; a daily rehearsal through which space
becomes known and knowing, and through which we learn how to embrace space.
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Bianca Censori, The Origin (Detail), 2025

Strat Coffman and Adam Miller, Trade Safe Chastity Box
Andrea Fraser, Little Frank and His Carp, 2001

Strat Coffman and Adam Miller, Trade Safe Chastity Box
Pope L, Tompkins Square Crawl, 1991

Strat Coffman and Adam Miller, Trade Safe Chastity Box
Jeff Markowitz/AP Photo, Capitol Crawl, 1990

Frank Greenaway, Hermit Crab in a Glass Shell, ¢.2009
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This issue begins at the edge of the page. We think of the margin not as empty or
leftover space, but as a point of contact: where the hand holds the paper, where
the body first encounters the publication, and where questions of access begin.

While looking through previous issues of Paprika!, we noticed that the printing
process leaves an blank area near the edge of the newsprint that cannot be print-
ed. This is usually treated simply as a technical limitation—a space where the im-
age or text has to stop. Instead of trying to hide or work around this restriction, we
wanted to bring it into the design itself. We began to think of this unprinted area as
amargin that already belongs to the physical life of the newspaper.

For the reader, this edge is not inactive. It is often the first part of the publication
that the body touches. Fingers grip the paper there, pages are lifted and turned
from there, and the newspaper is opened, folded, and held through its edges. What
the printing process treats as a limit is, for the body, a place where reading begins.
We wanted the design to respond to these gestures, to make the movement of
holding, entering, and navigating the publication visible within the page.

We began thinking about this relationship through architecture. When someone
enters a building, the first point of contact is often not the room itself, but a door
handle. It is a small element, but it helps the body understand how to enter and
what to do next. If we think of Paprika! as a kind of architecture on the page, read-
ing can also become a process in which the hands and eyes move through a space.
The margin becomes a threshold: a place where the reader first meets the publica-
tion and begins to understand how to move through it.

From this idea, we use the margins as active parts of the design rather than sim-
ply as spaces that separate content from the edge of the page. The movement of
the text and the shapes around it respond to the gestures of the hand: pressing
inward, holding, opening, and moving across the paper. At moments, the regular
structure of the page bends or gives way, as if the reader’s touch has entered the
composition. The margin can also guide the eye, create pauses, mark transitions,
and help establish a clear path through different kinds of information.

This way of working also shapes how we think about accessibility. Accessibility
is often treated as something added after a design is already finished—an adjust-
ment made to an existing system. We want it to be present from the beginning,
in the basic decisions that shape the publication. Clear typographic hierarchy,
readable text, strong contrast, generous spacing, consistent orientation, and bold
color are not separate from the visual language of the issue; they are part of it.

Accessibility is also not only about making information easier to see. It is about
how a publication is held, touched, opened, followed, and understood. Different
bodies encounter the same object in different ways. By beginning with the mar-
gin—the place where the limits of printing meet the gestures of the reader—we
want to make that encounter part of the design itself.

Through the edge, touch, assistance, and intimacy become part of the act of read-
ing. What begins as a physical limit of the newspaper becomes a space of entry,
navigation, and contact between the publication and the body.
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An unusual story of intimacy:

Birth and Improvised
Architecture in Kosovo

during  the
1990s

Jesse Fung, Logan Gillingham
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To write this essay, | must begin with my mother. Twenty-eight years have passed since the morning she gave birth to me; at first,
she was worried she wouldn’t remember enough to help. But memory is a strange, surprising thing: the more she remembered, the
more she remembered!

The first thing she remembers is a small garden. It was early morning. She walked past the well taken care of rose bushes,
their scent still heavy in the air. The garden was crowded with people in white or blue uniforms—doctors and nurses taking a break,
talking quietly, smoking. Then she entered through a wooden door with glass windows. At the threshold was a woman gripping the
doorframe with both hands, her breaths rising and falling in uneven waves. The house was anything but quiet. Voices overlapped,
pain echoed through contractions, and nurses hurried between rooms. Then came the sound of newborns: numerous cries drifting
from down the corridor, overlapping with one another. My mother remembers thinking: This is not a house anymore.

In the 1990s in Kosovo, this was how birth often began: not in hospitals, but in radically transformed houses. As Albanian
citizens were pushed out of the healthcare system, the domestic typology stepped forward. Families offered their houses. Health
workers carried their knowledge. The community volunteered. Over nearly a decade, more than a hundred private homes in Prishti-
na became maternity houses—improvised, yet functional. They formed a peaceful rebellion against political exclusion.

Amid the density of people, my mother remembers something else. Space was scarce. Two women shared a single bed; six
or eight shared a room; ten newborns laid together in one bed. Touch became a tool of survival. A hand on a shoulder steadied
someone through a contraction. A nurse’s palm pressed against a lower back eased pain. Sensuality emerged without voyeurism;
bodies were exposed without shame. The domestic space, usually a site of family privacy, became a place where strangers shared
the fragile beginnings of new life.

She admitted she didn’t realize how unusual it was. After years of institutional exclusion, giving birth in a house didn’t feel
strange. The parallel system had existed long enough that it became normal. Her focus was on the contractions, not on the fact
that she was in a stranger’s house. The unusualness belonged to the architecture; the experience belonged to her.

The architecture of these maternity houses was not designed; it was adapted by necessity. Thresholds became symbolic:
the living room gave way to labor, the kitchen to preparation. The house became a system of improvised rooms, each holding
a different part of the birth process. The walls absorbed stories. The floors carried footsteps of urgency. The ceilings held the
echoes of newborn cries. In response to political collapse, the house became fluid, supportive, and intimate. But this transforma-
tion depended on one condition: from the outside, nothing could appear to have changed.

Outside, the neighborhood played its part. The maternity houses were tucked into dense residential areas on the city’s
periphery, where they could pass as ordinary homes. From the street, there was little to distinguish them: yellow bricks, a balcony
with an antenna, wooden windows with horizontal green plastic blends, a wooden entrance, a pitched roof. Any sign of unusual
activity risked attracting the police, who patrolled areas and monitored Albanian gatherings. The neighborhood worked together
to keep the system discreet.

Intimacy was intensified through scarcity. How much room a patient “should” have, what privacy meant, whether it could be
measured disappeared in the face of necessity. The maternity house became a site where architecture was shaped by collective
vulnerability. When public institutions withdrew, access was produced not through proximity to hospitals, but through this
intimate reprogramming of domestic space.

Women experienced motherhood together. They lay side by side through the same pain, fear, and relief. They whispered
words of encouragement to one another. They shared rooms, beds, and blankets. Birth, usually treated as sacred and private,
became communal. Intimacy emerged from co-presence: bodies enduring the same struggle in the same room. It was an intimacy
built not on affection but on shared vulnerability.

If you walk past the maternity houses today, you might not notice anything unusual. Many have returned to being homes;
others have been destroyed during the war. But once, these rooms held birth, held closeness shaped by necessity, and held a usual
story of intimacy. Like a secret between the houses—hidden then and still hidden now.

As | explored the intimacy of this strange time, | realized that intimacy exceeds the physical. In reconstructing the story of how
| entered the world—my first contact, my first space—I also grew closer to her. In exploring her intimacy, | discovered my own.
In exploring her intimacy, | discovered my own.

It is ironic that Hastings Hall, this monumental space in YSoA, where the most significant architectural discourse
happens, is plagued by barriers to access.

The stairs. Quick steps and irregular intervals; be careful not to trip. Stairs of every size and shape with no
contrast in sight. Busy bodies all cramming through, searching for the last empty seat to a lecture.

The orange. Paprika carpet covers every surface in the lecture hall, melting it together. Boundaries become
difficult to distinguish; contrast nearly disappears.

The seating. Carpet-wrapped benches shaped to the body of no one. Bending and twisting to find a comfort-
able position. Writing made impossible with no table surface.

The entrances. Trickle down the tight top steps to find your seat. Can’t take the stairs? Use the freight elevator
to the back entrance and squeeze behind the speaker podium while everyone watches.

The lighting. Lighting in Hastings is always a compromise. Speaker or powerpoint, only one is visible at a time.
Moving when the lights are low, everything becomes a shadow.

Hastings Hall is the heart of the Yale of School of Architecture. As only one part of a whole building, it captures
aglimpse of this layered pedagogical approach. Beyond Hastings and across the seven floors and twenty-seven levels,

01 | remember you everywhere. You crying on the fifth floor terrace one sticky day during finals, me trying to comfort you.
You sitting next to me, the electric awareness of your presence that made it impossible to focus. We laughed too much.
Seeing you come in each day, wondering when you would. The bright lobby lights casting rectangles on the sidewalk
where we stood, drunk outside the main doors well after dark, not wanting to say goodnight.

02 A Catalogue of Favorite Ex-Flings
[2004-2006] The water pipe in our unfinished basement; PVC
[2005—2019] The stair rail; cherry oak
[2006—2009] The rope suspending the tire swing; pro-manila polypropylene fiber
[2007—-2020] The left arm of a Crate & Barrel chair; terra brown top-grain leather
[2008—2012] My BB&B panel bedframe; cherry oak veneer on MDF substrate

[2008—2010] The ogee edge of the kitchen countertop; black marble

03 | have a thing for operating rooms. Maybe it is the exclusivity, the fact that even if you are conscious, the memory will
fade with drugs. Maybe it is because my mom is a doctor and definitely brought work home, asking me to remove her
stitches or maintaining a general lack of boundaries around my bodily autonomy. Maybe it is because | watched too
much Grey's Anatomy as a teenager, skipping forward to the surgery scenes (and the sex scenes in my pubescent sexual
awakening). Maybe it is my collection of vintage dental tools and Soviet kidney pans. | want to be operated on; | want to
operate on the flesh myself. | want the bright lights, the oozing, squeezing, sewing, lacerating, puncturing, grafting,
draining. Materially, | fetishize the tiles, the stainless steel, the heavy machinery, even the assurance of complete
sanitation. Seeking a medical student to sneak me into an OR, and use me as they please. Let's play.

04 There | was, in my situationship’s apartment, trying to get some work done, a white-wall, white-light rented
apartment. No reds, no yellows, no warmth, no joy. How does this man get anything done? | ran to the nearest
store and bought the cheapest coloured plastic bags money could buy, overriding my moral instinct not to buy
plastic, for what | considered a white-light-crime, then covered every bulb in his apartment. Turns out, my
situationship, my headache, and a plastic bag were in a three-way negotiation. Safe to say, the plastic bag lasted
the longest. In retrospect, his depression may have been architectural. ;)

We held the scavenged mattress above the synthetic turf. The strip of sidewalk inmediately in front of the gallery on Sunset Boule-
vard doubles as a neighborhood dog toilet, and we were trying to keep the mattress clean long enough to get it through the door.
Thisis how Trade Safe Chastity Box began: in negotiation with the street. For amonth we used the sidewalk as our fabrication shop,
peeing into Gatorade cups in the absence of a more legit bathroom, while traffic churned past in the August heat. We maneuvered
powder-coated panels, steel strut, security hardware, and two street mattresses through a storefront doorway to assemble a
67-square-foot roominside a 170-square-foot gallery. Uber drivers stopped to gawk and film; people left bumper-to-bumper traffic
to join events or honked and hooted through their windows.

One night, a drunk Dodgers fan on his way home from the game stopped, looked through the glass, and said it looked like
something from the Saw movies. He wasn't totally wrong about the genre. The Box assembled familiar apparatuses of urban securi-
ty (CCTV cameras, convex mirrors, floodlights, peepholes, intercoms) into an intimate interior continuously broadcast online and
exposed to the street. On some level, the Saw comparison cuts to the core: the horror of the security device is not that it locks us
out. It’s that it gets so close, often without us noticing.

The Box sweated. Its built-in air conditioner chugged with both intake and exhaust opening into the same tiny room,
dripping condensation onto the mattress alongside our own sweat. The street mattresses, strung in shibari tension, formed a
lounge for this public bedroom. Locks and keys beckoned visitors to disrobe the protective sheaths from each security device at
will. Escaped children crawled through the silicone dog door and turned the plastic-wrapped mattress into a pillow fort. A rubbish
chute integrated into the Box’s skin doubled as a pillow for reclining; by night’s end, the vinyl bag beneath someone’s head was
filled with the street’s trash. Food and drinks smeared across surfaces of washable plastic, powder-coated steel, alumi-
num, glass, and concrete.

Inside: convex mirrors that warped your face into someone else’s, peepholes at different heights along the panels, locks,
their keys hanging on glittering chains, a black rubber glove pushing through a hole in the wall, cameras running but only giving you
back yourself, delayed, flickering, unresolved. During a screening event, bodies packed themselves across mattresses and the
floor, rubbing together to fit. We used the Box as a projection booth, its embedded projector throwing film onto the gallery wall so
that visitors on the sidewalk could watch through the glass, with street reflections layering over the projected image and the
sidewalk becoming a mirrored annex of the interior. We piped the audio outside. The boundary between room and street, already
porous, dissolved further into image and sound, while the sidewalk thickened against the glass.

The Box was on Twitch the whole time. During a shibari event, plate glass doubled bodies with reflections, separating touch
by less than an inch. Standing outside, we could hold the phone against the performance it claimed to show us. One body pressed
against the plate glass, another glowed behind the phone’s black mirror, always arriving too late to touch the first. The delayed feed
produced another, never-quite-coincident version of the same encounter: the room as it was thirty seconds ago, flickering on
someone’s screen somewhere, uncontainable and still leaking.

Rudolph Hall reproduces these conditions at every scale.

There are certain special moments in architecture when it can be considered erotic. The slit, which corrupts the continuity of the
plane and announces an intimacy that explodes from the inside out, inviting you to penetrate it with your gaze. The great empty hall,
within which one imagines all kinds of playful and lascivious activity, just like the reclining body waiting for an erect counterpart to
fertilize it—a phallic action par excellence. Or the stone kitchen table, a polished surface shaped by the veins of the earth, over
which dough is stretched, and bodies lean when victimized by the desire that arises uncontrollably in the middle of cooking time.
But the truth is that any and every object and space can house the erotic.

Erotic, in architecture, does not allow a direct correlation between form and content. A room covered in pink plush with
holes and dildos distributed along the wall is not necessarily more erotic than a monotonous dentist’s waiting room. In the same
way, excess—so associated with the voluptuous and sexual—does notimmediately characterize an LGBTQIAP+ architecture, much
less does plastic rigor define a masculine and rational space. These correlations are nothing more than historical processes of
fixing values onto certain spatial forms. The room with stoic décor is not masculinist because it dispenses with excess. It is mascu-
linist because culture has defined that the rational belongs to the realm of the masculine, and the irrational (excess, ornament,
accumulation, emotion, etc.) as belonging to the feminine universe. And it is in this binarization of spatial qualities that architec-
ture participates as a sexual device. The typification of space is the result of a historical process through which architecture
fixates meanings.

It is also in the everyday dimension of architectural practice—repetitive, ordinary, exhausting labor—that the libidinal drive
of life mysteriously emerges. Like any human endeavor, architecture, on bad days, feels ungrateful to me: a toxic relationship. But
on good days, architecture and | have an immense afternoon of lasciviousness, under an eternal five o’clock sun. The erotic in
designing concerns two key moments that precede the building itself: the commission, architecture’s initial dialogue with the
world, a precondition for its creation; followed by the necessary reconnection of the mind with the hand (or the foot, the elbow, the
mouth), the ignition of the creative act. It is impossible to produce architecture alone.

Design s always designing for, and with, someone. A collective, diplomatic action involving the client, contractor, materials
supplier, condo board, city, etc. Material determinants are the wind against which, or in favor of which, one designs. But they are
never enough to explain architecture. Creation fights against the grain to reimagine the human drama. The more these economic,
social, cultural, and political arrangements become the background rather than the figure, the more intuition takes over the
creative process. The greatest works are imagined in the unknown—a contextualized unknown. It is walking in the dark, but a dark
that is this dark, and not that dark. Transforming the rational act of analysis into the creative act of synthesis, passing—or rather,
gestating—this difficult contradiction within the body of the creator-architect. More than in any other art, architecture generates
this foundational tension from which creator and creature merge. It does not simply reproduce its conditions of production, but
itself produces the possibilities of a new existence. And, in this irrational process of rationality, we reconnect with the erotic of life.
What we do invites the interlocutor to participate in their own process of occupation, enjoyment, completeness, and deciphering,
constituting a dialogical relationship of affection—a loving dialogue.

As for the connection between thought and action, mind and muscle, it is worth evoking the foundational question of the
reflexivity of the “hand that touches the other hand,” so beautifully described by Merleau-Ponty. The chiasm between subject and
object, subject and world, ceases to exist. In the case of the cerebral conception drawn on paper via muscular memory, we are also
talking about reflexivity, since the graphite on the sheet exists only as a material fact through the action of the whole body. And this
wholeness of the body isincomplete without the prostheses through which we draw, the instruments that are no longer external to
us, but rather complementary organs, or rather, supplements that completely transform the body’s boundaries. The creative act is
always an act of returning to the body that folds in upon itself. Delirium is dissociation, but delight is being in a state of complete-
ness: body-world. The drawing is then an expression of this rejoicing, not a mere technique of representation. It is in these rare
moments of brain-muscle connection that | lie down, erect, with soft sun on my skin, and enjoy being an architect.

At each night’s end, despite what had escaped the room, something remained. Condensation in the machine, fingerprints
on the glass, food on the floor, garbage beneath someone’s head, an image of a body still traveling through wires. When we
deinstalled the A/C unit, we poured out nearly a liter of water. The Box had held it this whole time.

HEADLINES

09/8 Data center opposition in our backyard: the seventh floor is louder than ever
as the new “data center” occupies the back half of the Post-Pro studio space;
opposition to the development is unanimous and complaints have been filed.

09/14 Students break bread with technologists at the first ai@Architecture
lunch session, where VINCENT GUERRERO urges us to use the automation toys
that the school has purchased on our behalf, while expecting us to keep a straight
face when he says the words “BoodleBox,” “Bots++” and “ComfyUl.”

09/15 ETHAN LAMPING’s bike was stolen out of his backyard by
n’er-do-well—chase and yell after anybody riding a Nishiki Blazer.
09/16 Wednesday @11:30 pm, PEZO VON ELLRICHSHAUSEN studio, 4th floor: Yes,
we are still [pain]ting!

09/18 A small new cat species known as TILCAYO drops in Bolivia; the
badminton tournament enters into the second round.

COHORT UPDATES

(M.ARCH 129/ Simon Goldsmith)

Dual arrivals: a mini fridge and a microwave have inaugurated the sixth floor as
ours. The two generous classmates who brought them have done the
important work of announcing: we are here to stay and we are in it together.
The outermost layers of newness have begun to wear off, and that means
talking more, to more people, and making rounds. It means thinking harder for
a harder project, drawing and drawing over. Sharing snacks. Pinning up, and
upside-down. The grade of see-think-produce has been pitched up, wind and
rain on the double-high glass. We are breaking out jackets and sweaters. By
the first of October, we'll have climbed another switchback, and then some.

(M.ARCH 128 / Maggie Holm)

Spirits are lifted with closer proximity to fiery badminton wars and $2 cortados.
Spirits are sunken when a student body that cares deeply about environmental
design is nodding off or doodling obscenities during the dry namesake class.
Sunken are spirits when what’s left of our attenuated budget is siphoned into
more Al lunch-and-learns and fewer Thursday lectures. Lifted are spirits when
Mizuki’s laugh echoes across 4 and 5.

(M.E.D./Alp Demiroglu)

The first years have arrived and are settling into the rhythms of Rudolph Hall.
Ehsan, Myles, and Janette join us at our jewelbox tucked in the corner of the
fourth floor, with Foucault watching over us, or perhaps just watching us...
Over the summer, the second years conducted fieldwork and took a much
needed break—now ready and refreshed to write our theses. In these first few
weeks of the new academic year, the six of us have met for drinks and dinners,
and are already planning the next semester’s MED Working Group events.
After an engaging first workshop, the MEDs are energized for wherever this
year will take us.

(M.Arch 1128 / Ana Bulacovschi)

What even is a thesis? After our first month at YSOA, we began to feel at ease:
our studio classmates have done a great job at welcoming us and showing us
around. However, every Wednesday, when we discuss our research, the
dreaded question arises: Why are you doing a thesis? We immediately snap
back into our newbie state of mind. | guess the more you know, the less
you know.

(M.Arch 1127 / David Rico-Gomez)

The second year Post Pro’s have ascended to their desks on the seventh floor,
happy to be free of last year’s advanced studio obligations. We've had a few
weeks to try and settle back into our thesis research, but now our first big
deliverable looms large: the Pamphlet. We welcomed Luke Bulman back to the
seventh floor to lead a series of pamphlet/book making workshops and are
now taking advantage of travel week to create our own.

Cocktail Review: Rosetta S. Elkin, “The Retreat Cocktail”/ David Rico-Gomez

poignant lecture yet

forgotten after drinking

afew strong retreats

Lecture Review: Rosetta S. Elkin

How Do We Retreat? / Ana Bulacovschi

Rosetta Elkin’s Landscapes of Retreat was less about the specifics of plant life and
landscapes (despite the many picturesque images) and more about a lifestyle of
care, empathy, and stewardship. Through engagement with nature as a medium,
she eagerly prompted us to envision the kind of ancestors we aim to be, and to
consider retreat as an opportunity to grow.

The lingering question after her inspiring case studies is not the gravity or
urgency of landscape preservation and remediation—that point echoed through the
silence as we stood in solidarity with those lost in the Nepal-Tibet floods. Rather,
my question is about representation: how should such radical and deeply moving
work be depicted to a crowd?

Though Elkin emphasized the experiential qualities of her research through
vivid portraits of life amid climate change, she distanced herself from her process.
To a room full of architecture students, we want to know how. | found myself
searching for notes, lists, samples, sketches, maps, or diagrams, wanting to
understand Elkin’s process more than her attitude—one we all share. Through her
narrative, we can grasp what s at stake—the act of trekking a mountain, of knowing
a tree, of basking on a shoreline—but we must see how to take action. What is
the process?
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