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On the lip of winter, I sometimes tug on an extra
coat, only to find myself sweating in the poorly
ventilated tube.

My tropical mind does not yet know how to
decipher the caprices of London’s weather.

The t-shirts [ brought from home now
sleep in my drawers, untouched since that first
week of September.

I have folded away parts of myself to be here.

We have all arrived with different skins, different
masks, and different worldviews.

Which parts of yourselves have you shed to step
into this place? What is
the skin you’re wearing now?

We invite you to unpeel your layers and loosen
your seams.
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The Understory

Between the forest floor
and the green ceiling lies
the understory.

Shadowed, damp and
unmoving, here
is where the air holds
its breath.

Young trees extend
tender limbs towards
dappled light, and
soft-stemmed plants
whisper secrets
of the forest.

In this layer,
truth bends
at the edges.

Blooms mimic rot, exhaling
the musk of meat
to summon bats,
or expel syrupy sweetness
to lure hawkmots.

Leaves become cloaks
and creatures shapeshift
into the foliage.




Fragile Terrain

These ceramics embody-the surface and its
vulnerabilities and the skin as a container of the self.
Within their texture, is a holding; a cartography of
telling. Thus, we remain, in contact; in dialogue with
terrains that sense our every touch.

This is a body of ceramic works that explores
the surface of terrains. Above are four works of
varying dimensions. Their surfaces act like skin
as they weather the maker’s touch.

Stuart Lee PhD



I think we are all birds on
the inside. Though born
with the purpose of taking
flight, but unfortunately,
being human,

our wings are
clipped off

too early.




Our feathers, ripped

and torn, display the
free spirited selves we
have lost. Down to our
bare bones, we feel
disconnection from the
nature within us.

The question now is,

who are we
truly meant

to be?




I tried this time

To be seen in public
As an absolute
Idiot

Looking for a tree
Thick-barked,

Ten times fatter than
me,

Hiding deep in the
forest

My hands already naked,
Palms dry,

The more sensitive feet
In flat contact with the
ground

[ - return myself,

Build a circle,
Connecting the tree and
the earth,

With my body as a
thread

The magnetic field
vibrates

Before I awake,
After I rest -

Those trees standing
here

What am I to their eyes?
Will the fruit be a bit
sweeter?

One unconscious being
Enlightens one
conscious

Passengers and dogs
walking by -

One idiot with one tree -
[ unplug my hands from
it,

The connection has
been seeded

Images credit to Yilu Zhang

Tree Hug

Jin Tian

MA Painting
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Sacred Bond, Broken Lo iaaind
= N

Sacred Bond, Broken explores what stays beneath the skin—the traces
of memory, pain and attachment. Rooted in a childhood trauma, it
reconstructs the past through collage, performance and moving images.
Memories rise like quiet wounds, resurfacing through the body long
after the events have passed. Beneath the calm surface lies a subtle
mourning, and with it, the decision to remember.
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Yilu Zhang MA Photography
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Riddick Douglas Ning MA Photography



If yoy were a bird, what wouyld
your self-portrait look like?

Team Dodo’s se(f—portmits as birds!



The Canopy

High above, the canopy swells
like a roof. A cathedral
of leaves deflects sun and
rain before they can touch
the forest’s depths.

Dense, layered and teeming
with life, the swirl of action
belies strange creatures that lurk
beneath. Here, life is
a colourful feast in motion.

Monkeys and bright-beaked
birds browse an ever-changing
banquet of fruit, nectar and seeds.
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MA Textiles

Usoa Garcia

Mother’s Back
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[t is a privilege
to grow old.

My work addresses
the societal pressures
women face to resist ageing

and

to mould

and

Z2-008 VH1HOd NV AOM

to bend

themselves in
pursuit of youthfulness.

Through portraits of my
93-year-old grandmother
whose skin shows the beauty
of natural ageing,

[ aim to challenge this idea and instead
celebrate ageing as a privilege.

Melissa Melvin MA Photography
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Humanness

have you ever been struck, by
your own humanness?

you cannot be right all the
time,

you will crash and learn and
grow,

your ego will be torn down,
it'd be the surrender of your
control,

and you will wash away,

into a different state and
rebuild,

until that is torn down all over
again,

no matter what you do,
you will and are the same skin
and flesh,

heart
and
soul,
only just
evolving.

have you ever been struck, by
your own humanness?

- Sanjeevini Punitha, MA Service Design




the light at the end of that

dark tunnel was death

The light at the end of that dark tunnel was death Darcy Inman MA Sculpture



,f;Each piece is painted in glazed layers.
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The skin is simply an
armature for emotion
- a conduit of the
inner world - and our
internal weather.

e

Skin Deep Triptych Zelga Milker MA Painting




XA Po\ge for You 2

Today, I felt most myself when
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Draw your
seLF—portmit heyre

Three woyds that describe my mood today are...




The Emergent

At the emergent layer, trees
spear upwards like dark nails
piercing through clouds.

Temperatures shift
from hot noons
to cool nights.

In this realm of exposure,
everything must bend
or break.

Winds howl through top branches,
sunlight burns untempered
and rain arrives like a drumbeat
upon the forest’s tallest shoulders.

To survive here is to meet
the elements
head-on.




Second Thesis Donghyeon Kim MA Fashion




A red drig talls - plop.
®E WE0) ¥, 7 woif H

1 am wounded. First drog. second drop, blood begins to flow.

I gently wipe it with my finger, On my dry f1n¥trt1p. the reddish ting
SEERS In, moistening fine crevices between my Tingerprints.

The blood keeps dripping. To prevent red stains, I vake out a piece of
pure white cotton and Wipe sgain. That deep, dense color soaks

Ene prisuime white, leaving an indelible trace.

WiEy did [ ger ERis wownd?

Without time {o think: I begin to treat 1t
oy AT SR

MTHE MBS 20| el MeRE| AlLiEie].

If it°s an external 1njur}-, it's simple - 1 place the wound on the
operating table, shine a focused. 1ight s 1t becomes clearly wisible,
I locate the exact point to inspect, trachng cause amd effect down to
every detail. An experienced dottors hands operate. Even amig
trembling, the needie, knowing esactly where to pierce, sharply
punciares the skin. With thread finer than a strand of hair through
the needle”s eye, ik penetrates the skin carefully and repeatedly,
stiteh by stitch. The bleeding staps: healing beging,

If ie's intermal, it's not simple - Mothing 1s visible, no right timing,
method of breatment. or Kmown cause snd effect. Yot waiting for

the bleeding to stop i$n°t an option, o I place the wound on the
operating table anyway. TRe Tight highlights the wrong place. while

ine true wound hides in darkness, This time, my trembling hands
tperate. The needle in my grasp is uarefined, Climsfly stabbing

where 1 shouldn’t, I brutally tear open the wound even mare,

Blood pours oot: the injury deepens.

Where' exactly? And  how? } '
] 0f Al Kb Ehe ANLHEr
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I furn. pale
A g xich

Tre turbulent surge of blood calms down. The vivid red ance
t.aning te my fingertips soon ages into brown, Li@s that weére ance
Rcarlet lose iheir 1ife and wither Blue. Under the avershe Iming
pallor. the color that seemed eternal disapperars,

Unly Tlow 13 felo. T Peel that I am alive
Only Eime ts felt. I feel that 1 am dying
EE =mEal = Eok HF ol i 0 =T &,
SE Arlol SmEe) . Bojrz U] =t

A-sudden silence. I briefiy close and gpeEn my gyes = timp has
passed me by, leaping far ahead. A gap has opened DElwesn ne

and time, That gap swWallows all saunds of this warld: a silence as if
r|-|:|1:|'|-1n!. can be felt arrives. The warmth that should hawe flowed

has spilled out, leaving only coldness within me.

Withaut knoWing «hes I lay down. 1 fim mnyself moved onto a

bed. The ceiling light flickers and brightiens my darkemed sight.
Saon ! see the wrinkled blanket covering me. It's Tike crumpled
raper - sharp Eﬂnufh to cut if brushed wrong, Wny does a blanket

S0 light as paper fecl so heéavy? To shake aft s painfully pressing
welght, | Wiggle my poWeriess toes at the ends of my cold ‘;tﬂ'.

It rustles
@M e

It 15 not cozy at all - like sharp fragments of a Wound ready to.cut,
Ho sofemess, no comfort, only the rough textuare of paper. This

cloth cannot warm me, Then what can? With my cold Legs, 1 posh

the blamket away.

1t restlos again
A T [

Iromically. this sound makes me fesl alive. My trembling legs slowly
regain sensation. I take a new breath, ang transparent air begins to
fill my body emptied of redness. With this new skrength inhabiting
me, Lstruggle fiercely. The once still bed shakes, Kicking off the
heavy blanket, 11ght air brushes my skin. I breathe again,

I feel the flod fnside me EHEE'II'.'IFIF' =
ERo chal B el =)




A red drop fatls - pliop
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A tear 15 the clearest kind of intermal wound, | do not knod whers
the wound fs, for a tear always sprimgs from the eyes - 3 wound
surfacing from some deeper source, This favisiole, transparent

drop soon hides 15 trace initantly. Wiped away a few Limes with
hands, it evaporates as if it never existed, Yet the wound it carries
doos not vanish. It §5 as deep and vivid as blood, Perhaps it 15 an
even harder trace to erase.

Where dops this wound flow, and how does §t heal?
ol S@&8E io® §NT ofgN we= Wal,

A few drops gather. tracing the comtours of the face, then settle on

the lips. The salty taste of a drop ¥5 as intense as the bloady taste of
red. Mot wanting to taste it again, I wipe it away. but 1t's not

enough to stop the endless flow of tears. My hands, now soaked,

touch my face, only spreading theam further,

Ry erying breaks the silence of the deadly silent room. Orops fall

one atter anoLher. unstoppable now, The Eears 1 had held back

burst forth. I clutch the rustling tissue-like duvet ti Atly. What was
once smeoth 15 now crumpled like my broken heart. The widened

tear paths on my face send stronger tears down, soaking the duvet
dlong with my wet hands. The rustling duvet gradually saftens.

Inte that softness. I desply sink. Endless tears flow further dawn,
fimally gathering deep within, i
TRES . Wy S0 15 méde .
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Tears born of wounds eventually embrace me. Like the rustlimg
duvet that fully absorbs my tears and softens, the sharp branches
called wounds weave together into a cory nest called the sea within
A, In that pest. I cradle mew hope and Live again. '

Tears Create such 3 new spice inside me - not disappearing after
leaving scars, but wholly embracing and protecting them, Each

drog carries its own salty taste, and each drap digsolves a unigue
story. The more tears I shed, the more memories they hold,

Lathering those traces, 1 becoss wider and deeper
3 E3o] 20 G o WoixD Foigd,

Ay Sea has the power to heal.
el wicks 4318 DeaE HE shEc),

It cools my heart shattered by burning heat, 1ike scorched earth
burnt in the blazing sunlight. It rests the Weary ground and Fills the
cracked places. It is the recovery that cleansés every red trace.

Ea i1 Eransparent
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However deep 11 may be. when seen from the side only a surface
stretches like a horizen. Mo one But the sea itselfl can know 115
depth Beneath the ground. But from above, 1t reveals itself
unfiltered, How vast It s, how deep i1 i3, and what lives dieell
within. Only the sky always exists abowve the sed. seeing throuvgh fts
surface, 1ts floor. fully understanding its depth.

Ry sea reflects the sky
L Bl aled oleCk

It 11fts the air more transparent than itself. It strives to cantain the
endlessly high, endlessly wide sky. To do that, the sea smust be BVEn
more transparent, so it can refiect the clean air. The boundless sky
always looks dowWn upon the sed - whether new tesr drops are

falling, and whether it remains clear after embracing new BEDATY

The sky hopes the sea reseables frself.

The sky shines 1ight to better see the sea that mirrors 1t.

The sea embraces that 1ight to better reflect the sky above ft.

This, Ehe &8 grows warm:
15 M HpCHE e iR,

Sohyeon Kim

————

MA Curating Contemporary Art



Beneath the skin, there are traces of
- time, emotions, memories
and quiet strength.

Each printed piece of my skin records
moments I’ve lived through and the
feelings that remain

ering them on my body, I rebuild
‘within the space between the
e unseen, where the body

the and remember.




Birthmark

‘This painting is a representation of the
weight I've gained and lost and the sun
I've been exposed to. It is a reminder of
past insecurities that I have grown to love
because of my partner.

This painting shows the white birthmark
I've had on my leg since childhood and
the stretch marks and freckles I have
developed while growing into an adult.
Our skin is a direct representation of the
' paths we have taken in life.

Marion Riley MA Painting
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