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	 We	were	 taught	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 this	 class	 that	 space	 is	 generally	 defined	 as	 a	

boundless,	abstract	concept	that	contains	places,	which	are	defined	by	their	boundaries.		My	

opinion	 on	 this	 statement	 evolved	 throughout	 the	 semester.	 	 As	 we	 explored	 different	

philosophies	in	class,	I	also	experimented	through	art	performance	projects	of	my	own,	as	

well	as	various	enriching	discussion	with	people	who've	had	very	different	experiences	of	

space	then	me.	

	 Thinking	back	to	what	I	learned	in	the	past	year	about	my	occupation	of	space,	many	

things	came	to	my	mind.		This	year,	my	resolution	was	to	define	the	word	“vulnerability”.		I	

dove	 into	 the	 nuances	 between	 its	 voluntary	 vs.	 inherent	 nature,	 or	 its	 punctual	 vs.	

permanent	nature.		Many	things	I	experienced	made	me	understand	better	the	subtleties	of	

this	concept.		By	working	around	this	learning	and	the	words	“home”	and	“care”,	I	came	to	

some	better	understanding	of	my	position	in	physical,	social,	and	political	spaces.		I	figured	I	

made	at	 least	 three	realizations:	 I	personally	 find	home	 in	movement,	and	 in	 interspaces,	

the	way	I	occupy	space	is	a	good	measurement	of	my	privilege,	and	sharing	your	care	is	a	

way	of	collective	empowerment.		Let	me	break	this	down.	

	

I	personally	find	home	in	movement,	and	in	interspaces.	

	 I've	been	trying	to	give	my	own	definition	to	the	word	“home”	for	a	few	years	now.		I	

am	honestly	still	looking	for	its	meaning,	and	I	don't	think	my	final	answer	is	yet	to	come.		I	

think	it	is	a	very	changing	concept	accordingly	to	the	context	we	use	it	for.		I've	felt	home	in	

houses	as	much	as	I've	felt	home	in	smells.		But	how	can	I	say	I	felt	home?	What	do	I	really	

mean	by	that?	

	 As	 Heidegger	 states	 it,	 humans	 are	 dwellers	 before	 anything	 else.	 	 Even	 before	

building,	they	dwell.		I	understand	this	statement	more	and	more	as	I	dive	into	my	search	of	

a	definition	for	the	word	“home”.		The	reason	why	I	can	dwell	in	a	smell	is	probably	that,	as	

a	person	who	moves	a	 lot,	 I	don't	usually	grow	roots	 in	physical	places,	 I	 instead	 tend	 to	



grow	roots	in	physical	aspects	of	the	space	around	me.		I	like	to	say	that	I	grow	roots	in	my	

boots,	meaning	that	wherever	I	am,	the	context	is	good	to	dwell.			

	 To	be	a	human	being	means	to	be	on	the	earth	as	a	mortal.		It	means	to	dwell.		The	

	 old	word	bauen,	which	says	that	man	is	insofar	as	he	dwells,	this	word	bauen	

	 however	also		means	at	the	same	time	to	cherish	and	protect,	to	preserve	and	care	for	

	 [...]	(Heidegger,	1971,	p.	147)	

	 Heidegger's	 theory	 applies	 to	 my	 way	 of	 seeing	 the	 world.	 	 I	 observe	 the	 norms	

surrounding	the	ways	people	occupy	space	and	I	notice	the	care	that	is	usually	given	to	our	

home	(houses,	shelters)	is	not	as	well	given	to	the	collectively	shared	space	(streets,	public	

areas,	etc.).		And	I	assume	that	this	generalized	behaviour	is	induced	by	the	way	our	culture	

defines	the	concept	of	“home”.		As	in	certain	cultures,	the	Earth	is	home,	the	shared	land	is	

home,	or	even	the	people	surrounding	us	is	home,	in	Western	culture,	we	tend	to	connect	

the	word	“home”	with	a	house,	a	physical	place,	whether	we	inhabit	or	not.	

	 I	try	to	be	distinguished	from	this	tendency	because	I	don't	agree	with	its	core.	I	try	

and	cultivate	my	belief	that	I	am	not	a	human	because	I	inhabit	a	house,	a	tent	or	a	cave.		I	

am	 a	 human	because	 I	 dwell.	 	 And,	 as	Heidegger	 previously	 exposed,	 to	 dwell	 is	 to	 care.		

Caring,	in	the	age	of	efficiency	is	revolutionary.		And	it	is	essential.	

	

The	way	I	occupy	space	is	a	good	measurement	of	my	privilege	

	 Although	 I	 believe	 care	 is	 revolutionary,	 I	 also	 believe	 the	 ability	 to	 care	 is	 a	

privilege.	 	What	 I	mean	by	 that	 is	 that	 I	 realize	many	people	 can't	 risk	 caring	because	of	

their	 level	 of	 vulnerability.	 	 And	 by	 “care”,	 I	 mean	 to	manifest	 attention,	 concern,	 and	 a	

desire	 to	preserve	and	 foster	best	conditions	 for	something	or	someone	-	 in	 this	case,	 for	

someplace.			

	 I	personally	have	to	acknowledge	the	fact	that,	to	be	able	to	care,	I	need	time,	energy,	

and	even	in	some	cases,	resources.	 	 In	practical	 terms,	bending	down	to	pick	up	someone	

else's	trash	on	the	ground	is	a	very	small	action	that	demonstrates	care	for	my	living	space.	



That	small	action	is	simple,	short	in	time,	and	demands	minimal	effort.	So	why	is	it	a	sign	of	

privilege?	 	 I	 think	 that	 to	 instinctively	bend	down	and	pick	up	 trash	also	demonstrates	 a	

deep	feeling	of	connection	to	a	living	space	or	the	community	that	inhabits	it.		I’d	argue	that	

if	 I	 felt	 threatened,	 unwelcome,	 or	 put	 under	 unsafe	 conditions	 in	 any	 way	 by	 the	

community	 around	me,	 I	wouldn't	 feel	 like	 caring	 for	 it	 or	 for	 our	 shared	 living	 areas.	 	 I	

assume	 I	 wouldn't	 want	 to	 pick	 up	 the	 trash,	 smile	 to	 bystanders,	 or	 track	 the	 plants	

evolution	in	the	park	next	door	in	the	way	that	I	currently	do.	

	 In	order	to	be	able	to	stop	on	my	way,	bend	down,	and	pick	up	someone	else's	trash	

on	the	ground,	not	only	do	I	need	a	short	amount	of	time	ahead	and	basic	physical	ability,	

but	also	clearance	of	mind.	 	In	other	words,	I	need	to	be	in	peace	with	the	space	I	occupy.		

Might	as	well	say	I	need	to	feel	home.	

	 I	wrote	earlier	I	can	feel	home	in	smells	as	much	as	I	can	feel	home	in	houses.	I	think	

the	feeling	of	home	one	experiences	is	similar	to	one's	feeling	of	entitlement.		If	one	can	feel	

home	in	a	place,	they	feel	like	they	occupy	a	certain	role,	that	they	have	a	certain	function	in	

that	specific	place.		For	example,	I	feel	home	at	my	house	because	my	roommates	know	me	

and	respect	me.		I	feel	home	there	because	I	feel	important	in	some	measures.		I	feel	home	

in	smells	because	they	remind	me	of	places	where	I	“belong”.	

	 I	was	having	a	deep	conversation	on	racism	with	my	good	friend	this	week.		He	was	

talking	to	me	about	his	experience	as	a	Haitian	immigrant	in	Quebec.		He	showed	me	a	clip	

from	a	show	that	was	presented	on	TV	in	the	first	years	he	was	here.		The	clip	was	showing	

a	Black	man	and	a	White	man	at	work,	the	latter	making	horrendous	stereotyped	comments	

to	 the	 first.	 	 I	was	 shocked.	 	My	 friend	 told	me	he	wasn't	 angry	 at	 this	 show.	 	 It	 actually	

helped	him	get	 in	contact	with	what	would	be	daily	 life	 in	Quebec	 in	 the	 following	years.		

That	discussion	made	me	realize	I've	never	been	part	of	another	culture.		I've	never	tried	so	

hard	to	understand	another	way	of	expressing	things	and	I've	never	been	a	minority.	 	For	

me,	pretty	much	anywhere	in	the	West,	I	feel	home.		And	I	would	assume	that	is	because	I	

feel	 empowered,	 safe,	 and	 respected.	 	When	 I	 put	myself	 in	 the	 shoes	 of	 somebody	who	

fears	 being	 arrested	 for	minor	 offence	 and	 being	 bullied	 or	 assaulted	 by	 officers,	when	 I	



imagine	being	unable	 to	choose	another	 life	style	 then	mine,	 I	understand	how	much	of	a	

power	I	have	over	my	life,	my	body,	and	my	space.	

	 To	use	bell	hooks'	words,	I	was	raised	in	the	center.	 	 I	went	only	to	the	margins	by	

choice.		I	can	only	be	an	oppressor	or	a	liberator.		I	don't	believe	there	is	a	middle	position,	

because	silence	and	inaction	are	approval	for	oppression.		And	that	is	a	whole	challenge.		I	

realize	only	 these	past	 few	years	how	big	of	a	mess	 the	colonizer's	comprehension	of	 the	

world	has	done	to	it.	 	My	mind	was	wired	with	it.	 	A	very	large	number	of	us	were	raised	

with	 it	 and	 were	 taught	 very	 little	 critical	 faculties.	 	 Our	 culture	 mixes	 “home”	 with	

“control”.		And	that	is	something	we	can	repair.	

	

Caring	by	sharing:	A	Walking	Tour	of	the	Common	

	 I	try	to	avoid	feeling	simple	guilt.		Guilt	brings	us	nowhere.		I	gained	power.		I	gained	

confidence	on	my	own	terms.		And	I	will	resume	listening	and	learning	how	to	share	these	

privileges	 better	 to	 help	 build	 a	 more	 inclusive	 and	 empowered	 community.	 	 In	 that	

mindset,	 I	organized	 in	October	 the	“Walking	Tour	of	 the	Common”.	 	 I	wanted	to	 find	 the	

best	way	possible	to	share	my	view	on	how	great	our	relationship	with	our	living	space	can	

be.	 	 I	wanted	 to	 create	 an	 experience	 that	would	 change	 the	participants'	 perspective	 on	

their	 responsibility	 and	 accountability	 towards	 their	 dwelling	 space.	 	 I	 nearly	 did	 half	 of	

what	I	was	aiming	for,	but	what	I	did	was	a	first	step,	or	at	least	a	walk,	towards	it.		What	I	

did	was	simply	bringing	students	and	friends	for	a	walk,	from	my	house	to	my	school	or	the	

opposite.	 	 On	 the	 way	 from	 a	 place	 to	 another:	 there	 lie	 the	 interspaces.	 	 It	 is	 where	

vulnerability	 and	 freedom	meet,	 and	either	gently	dance	with	one	another	or	 separate	 in	

very	conflictual	ways.		I	will	talk	more	about	my	views	on	interspace	later.			

	 I	 first	had	planned	on	 talking	about	my	experience	of	 searching	definitions	 for	 the	

words	“home”	and	“travelling”,	but	figured	only	talking	wouldn't	make	people	change	their	

habits.	 	 I	 also	 thought	 I	 could	 just	 show	 to	 the	 group,	 as	 a	 tourist	 guide	would	 do,	 very	

common	traits	of	Lennoxville	with	great	enthusiasm	and	in	all	details.	 	I	then	realized	one	

can't	teach	care	by	showing	it.	 	I	taught	myself	my	own	way	of	caring	for	things.		The	best	



way	I	can	transmit	my	way	of	caring	is	by	creating	a	favourable	context	for	people	to	learn	

their	own	way	of	caring.		Bringing	them	gently	and	respectfully	there.		That	is	how	I	came	to	

the	 conclusion	my	 guided	 tour	would	 be	 constituted	 of	 a	 series	 of	 suggestions.	 	 I	 would	

advise	ways	 of	 encountering	 the	 space,	ways	 of	 thinking	 of	 it.	 	 I	would	 ask	 questions	 on	

which	to	reflect,	and	to	-	maybe	-	get	a	better	understanding	of	one's	relationship	to	their	

town.	

	 In	 an	 era	 and	 a	 culture	 of	 categorization,	 labelling,	 and	 conceptual	 positivism,	

interspaces	are	only	between	places.	 	They	are	separations,	nothing	more.	 	 I	can't	seem	to	

agree	with	 that	 ideology.	 	 I	 personally	 have	 always	 been	 a	 very	 interdisciplinary	 person,	

changing	my	focus	interest	from	social	issues	to	arts	back	to	logic	all	the	way	to	language.		I	

rarely	fit	into	labels	when	it	comes	to	my	identity.		I	don't	try	to	fit	in	them	either.		I	am	not	

looking	 for	single	words	 to	qualify	my	whole.	 	My	whole	 is,	as	everyone	else’s,	a	complex	

web	 of	 words,	 all	 related	 in	 some	ways	 to	 each	 other	 and	 endlessly	 evolving.	 	 And	 that	

mentality	 applies	 as	 much	 to	 my	 relationships	 with	 people,	 for	 example,	 as	 to	 my	

relationship	with	space.		In	my	relationships	with	people,	I	identify	to	what	is:	who	is	there	

with	me	and	what	behaviour	did	we	learn	to	engage	in	with	each	other?		I	don't	care	what	

others	might	label	us,	I	don't	care	what	we	might	have	labelled	ourselves	last	week.		In	my	

relationship	to	space,	I	also	identify	to	what	is:	where	are	my	feet	standing	right	now,	and	

what	 is	 possible	 for	me	 to	 do	 in	 order	 to	 feel	 comfortable,	 to	 feel	 at	home?	 	 Therefore,	 I	

never	really	feel	like	one	spot	has	more	value	than	another.		Identity	is	a	very	close	concept	

to	 spatiality.	 	 I	 think	 the	way	you	 see	yourself	 is	 closely	bonded	 to	 the	way	you	perceive	

space	around	you.	 	 In	a	 lovely	text	 titled	A	Manifest	for	the	Interspace,	Frater	Acher	writes	

about	our	devaluing	of	 the	 interspaces	and	 its	necessity	 in	 the	world.	 	 In	his	prologue,	he	

maps	the	developing	issues	in	our	production-focused	societies	and	its	impact	on	our	ability	

to	rest	and	feel,	

	 Every	second	is	squeezed	from	the	interim	in	order	to	avoid	further	task-backlog.	

	 Then	we	continue	caught	in	our	completion-mindset,	both	professionally	and	

	 privately.	This	mental	task-mode	is	constantly	seeping	into	all	kinds	of	interim	

	 states,	wipes	out	the	emergence	of	any	interspace,	and	doesn't	even	allow	to	

	 consider	that	for	a	short	period	the	possibility	would	have	existed	to	take	a	deep	



	 breath,	to	step	back,	to	calm	down,	and	to	re-position	oneself	in	harmony	with	the	

	 present	situation.	(Acher,	2018)	

	 The	 Walking	 Tour	 of	 the	 Common	 was	 exactly	 about	 that:	 taking	 a	 deep	 breath,	

stepping	 back,	 calming	 down,	 and	 re-positioning	 ourselves	 in	 observation	 of	 the	

surroundings	 and	 our	 own	 experience	 of	 them	 in	 the	 present	moment.	 	 The	 participants	

and	I	offered	a	new	look	at	a	town	all	of	us	inhabited	and	knew	well.		I	thought	it	was	very	

important	 to	 let	everyone	of	 the	group	follow	their	pace	and	experience	the	tour	on	their	

own	way.	 	We	stopped	frequently	 to	discuss	what	was	going	on	 in	everyone's	mind.	 	And	

most	importantly	-	in	my	opinion	-,	we	meditated	between	a	train-track	and	a	parking	lot,	

where	no	one	goes.	 	Children	playing	there	would	be	seen	as	natural,	because	they	are	not	

yet	 completely	 submerged	 by	 the	 effectiveness	 obsession.	 	 They	 don't	 see	 interspaces	 as	

useless.	 	Yet.	 	 	During	one	of	the	tours,	a	participant	told	me	he	had	never	seen	a	path	we	

walked	on	with	 such	attention.	 	He	 said	he’d	walk	 it	 every	day.	 	He	had	never	 sat	on	 the	

bench,	but	walked	past	it	twice	a	day.	 	That	is	what	made	me	think	I	did	right	by	bringing	

them	on	this	bizarre	observation	tour.	

	 To	 conclude	 this	 reflection,	 I'd	 like	 to	 pay	 attention	 to	 a	 very	 essential	 sentence	

hooks	 wrote	 in	 her	 essay,	 talking	 about	 the	 movement	 in	 and	 out	 of	 the	 center	 by	 the	

inhabitants	of	the	margins.	She	wrote,	“There	were	laws	to	ensure	our	return.”		There	were	

laws	to	monitor	their	occupation	of	space.		And	there	still	are.		Many	of	them.		In	fact,	a	large	

portion	of	laws	concerns	the	way	we	use	our	body	in	space,	from	the	way	we	use	it	to	the	

spot	our	feet	stand	on.		And	many	of	these	laws,	or	the	way	they	are	practiced,	disadvantage	

certain	marginalized	groups	of	people.		I	think	“taking	back	our	streets”	is	a	mass	movement	

that	 is	still	 to	come,	and	 that	should	be	 taken	to	 the	word.	Taking	back	 the	responsibility	

over	our	own	bodies	starts	with	ourselves,	exploring	the	ways	we	want	and	need	to	move	in	

space.		We	don't	gain	freedom	from	being	given	it	by	authority.		We	get	freedom	by	sharing	

our	understanding,	and	by	caring	with	audacity	and	fearlessness.			


