.




Photoalbum/Photobook/Artist Book

I started this project with the idea of a personal jpourney in my mind. I moved to UK from my home
country with quite conflicted emotions and feelings. Along the way the journey taught me alot
about myself and the experiences made me undertsand the actual meaning of the word”home”.
Although home resonates with family, but this idea of belongingness somehow relates to the con-
tentment a person can feel inside his own heart. The photoalbums always evoke feelings of Nostal-
gia, allow you to explore the power of memories.

The project started with me taking some happy memories from my childhood photo aloums but it
ended with me translating the deeper meanings behind those memories. The moments never end
there, they keep evolving with your personality, heart and soul.

Since the idea of photo abums and photo frames is to record and view the happiest memories, I
wanted to create a photo album where [ didn’t only record happy memories, but the deeper mean-
ings behind those memories, my actual feelings, thoughts and emotions. This photo alboum doens’t
only show me in different ages, its a personal reflection of my feelings.

It connects me with my family, my own self and makes me recognize how important it is sometimes
to recognize and feel contented with whatever conflicted emotions I feel.

Its a collection of memories that can be cherished, and it fosters an intimacy that others can connect
with.
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My family Album
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[ am a ghost haunting the margins of existence. A lone

figure drifting in a ceaseless tide



A hundred things fight back across the

chasm of years



Once I was a child cocooned in a world

painted with hues of innocence S

K X

With my mother and father sheltering mell
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Yet this was not the

house of
{my drearrfls
With
all the lo ! e that
it gave mi
=l ‘
days were _
priceless
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% But my heart

| Was it the restless

| pursuit of more

" that shadowed the
profound sense
of belonging -

I'now hold dear?




Time is an elusive pattern and it slips through our grasp

In this ceaseless tide, we are all solitary boats carried away



Then began a relentless march through a barren landscape.

A new world, a new life and an impending fear of not belonging anywhere
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There was a sense of achievement. [ was living my dreams



o N "',.. o v o . o . 5 xl‘zgm— g

S T

Yet something inside me was breaking. = There was a longing for more
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For what was lost and what was once lived and cherished. The absence of that comforting

embrace left my heart in a chilling void



in a labyrinth so dark

and deep?



The weight of displacement presses down on me



' A constant reminder
of what was left
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The fear of vulnerability haunts me



I'm a solitary figure in ain a

crowded room my laughter a
hollow echo.

A mask to conceal my inner
feelings
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[ will now be an untold story of disconnected connections with the fragments

of myself that I once loved and lost in search of belonging
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I'm a nomad of the heart forever searching for a

place to call home



A place where fragments of my soul



——

Could perpetuate into one whole




But a fear haunts me, = Does a place like that exists?,



Belonging isn’t always about feeling at home

I can feel right as rain somewhere and still feel like a stranger



I can feel love, deep and soul shaking yet feel a gnawing emptiness
inside my soul. It's a heart wrenching thing to love someone

fiercely and know you don’t belong with them
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Or to adore a place but feel like a ghost

>

haunting its beauty
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We chase comfort, these cozy corners of the
world, trying to quite the storms inside

but is that really living? Or just surviving?
Sometimes home is just a word.

A place to rest your head, not your soul

s



World is just a stage and | am an actor



playing my role, dictated by circumstances
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Somehow or the other [ am always reminded of who I was, where [ was



No matter how much I try to walk away, I land back on same memories



The same place and my heart skips a beat




And then [ feel like a ghost soul that wanders in this desolate

landscape, searching for glimmers of hope



For a connection that will illuminate my path and bring me home



Sue Ryder - Farnham
16 South Street
Farnham

—Berks

This constant search for belongingness restlessly moves me from place to another
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Isolation has become my constant companion



Crowds become a distraction



Noise a refuge from my thoughts






in unfamiliar places



Time keeps moving forward



It forces you to let go
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But how does one let go of this urge to belong somewhere
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by

feelin of “beng at hoe”?
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[ often try to understand my conflicting feelings. I write my pain




and then try to erase it 1




I bottle things up and try to keep them inside



Reminding myself that the past is past



Time is forever gone by



and these memories will fade away



But if it all fades away




11 I belong? Where was my home?

Where wi




¥ Was it the physical structure of that place, the intangible essence of those walls?
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Was it the laughter shared?
PR

secrets whispered, warmth of that embrace?
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Now [ ask myself where did I

ever feel at home? If that place was so special
why was it not enough to sustain me?

If I am here why is my heart back there?

Will ever feel complete again?

Will I ever belong somewhere?

Because belongingness isn’t always

feeling at home
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Maybe home is a fleeting moment
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A happy memory
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It’s not a place to reside in forever. Now home is a phantom limb,

a missing piece of puzzle always incomplete
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[ carry fragments of it within - t

the touch of worn furﬁiture, the echo of laughter
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These are the anchors that tether me to the past but they weigh

me down preventing me from fully embracing the present









Perhaps in this endless search, I will find a way to piece together fragments of my soul and create

a new identity one that is both grounded in the past and hopeful for the future
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Once | was a child cocooned In a world

painted with hues of innocence

With my mother and father sheltering me
with thelr love and comfort _l felt safe and content
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Development of Creative Identity and SKkills

As a final and the most comprehensive project of this MA course, this project has enhanced
my creative language and skills immensely, adding to my identity as an illustrator

Learning outcomes achieved were:

1Ability to draw from personal experiences and translating them into compelling visuals

2) Developing a deeper connection with emotions and experiences

3)The exploration for complex themes like displacement, loss of connection and identity enhanced my capacity for empathy and introspection in my art style
4)Use of Mixed media, found objects, potography, text and image developed my artistic expression making it visually rich and also enhanced my visual story telling
skils

5)My ability to think critically and explore abstract concepts was improved greatly

6)I was able to develop my technical skills further while experimenting with versatile mediums

7) The ability to create a coherrent and compelling narrative added more to my skills of storytelling and project structure development



Thankyou for viewing my project!
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