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      Preface

      
         
          Devika Chawla and Stacy Holman Jones

         
      

      
      This anthology has serendipitous inceptions. Things have a way of coming together
         in fortuitous alignments. Two or three events and conversations catapulted Stacy and
         me into the idea of home as a subject of extended analysis. In 2010, having completed
         fieldwork with cross-generational members of Indian refugees from India’s Partition,
         I was in the liminal, anxious space where ethnographers are often unready to “fix
         and systematize” their experiences, reluctant to let go of the atmosphere of the field,
         to contain the field so to speak. An afternoon found me chatting with Stacy about
         my struggles to find a thematic for the monograph I wanted to propose for what would
         become of my fieldwork. She mentioned that “home”—what it is, can be, how it is experienced
         seemed to be where most of my conversations about the field were returning. “I mean,
         does it seem too obvious, to focus on the thematic of home to understand the lives
         of refugees?” I asked. Stacy simply said, “That is your book.” While this was the
         start of a very specific writing process that led to the publication of my book Home, Uprooted,[1] that particular conversation turned us to home as a conceptual space. 
      

      
      That year, at the annual meeting of the National Communication Association in New
         Orleans, we went on to organize a thematic panel that engaged the notion of home and
         travel. This was in 2011, six years after Katrina had devastated the homes and livelihoods
         of the inhabitants of New Orleans and surrounding areas. Listening to panelists meditate
         on their home-selves in such places and spaces as inner-city Detroit, Michigan, in
         Ohioan Appalachia, in Bogota, Colombia, and in homes for the mentally challenged,
         brought us “home” to the diversity, complexity, and ubiquity of home in shaping the
         persons we become. For the next few years, Stacy and I simply dwelled in the project,
         finding a foothold in the literature, until the winter of 2014 when we entered it
         with full force, to bring it form—to bring it home to you—here.
      

      
      Notes

      
      
         
            1. Devika Chawla, Home, Uprooted: Oral Histories of India’s Partition (New York: Fordham
                  University Press, 2014).
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      Introduction

      
         
          Devika Chawla and Stacy Holman Jones

         
      

      
      Home: The Space of Story

      
      Home is quite possibly one of the most definable and indefinable ideas that litter
         the landscape of our contemporary cultural lives. Beyond being experienced as a place,
         a space, and a structure, home is also memory, feeling, and affect. Home can be an
         idea and a hope, thereby becoming both anticipation and promise. What is sure is that
         the experience of home—in its presence or absence, in its materiality or lack thereof—lies
         in the stories of those who tell it. Home might first, or might most simply be the space of story.
      

      
      Stories of Homeis positioned as a textual performance space in which thinkers from fields such as
         anthropology, counseling, communication, philosophy, and performance studies engage
         what home means to them what it means to “center” home in their intellectual thinking.
         The collection offers a window into the distinct ways that home is being theorized
         and conceptualized across disciplines. Our hope is that each essay in this volume
         poses and answers the following critical, performative, and communicative questions:
         How do people “speak” and “story” home in their everyday lives? And why? Why and how
         is home—as material presence, as sense and feeling, and/or as absence—central to our
         notion of who we are or who we want to become as individuals and in relation to others?
         And what is the theoretical purchase in making home a “unit of analysis” in our fields
         of study?
      

      
      Notions of home are of increasing concern to persons interested in the unfolding narratives
         of inhabitation, displacement and dislocation, and exile.[1] Home has historically been viewed as a multidimensional theoretical concept that
         can have contradictory meanings and interpretations—homes may be understood as spaces,
         places, feelings, practices, and active states of being in the world.[2] Contemporaneously, discussions of home often occur in and around the backdrop of
         travel.[3] Home, migration (forced or otherwise), and travel are no longer characterized as
         distinct conditions; instead scholars find it constructive to interrogate how, “up/rootings
         and regroundings are enacted—affectively, materially, and symbolically—in relation
         to one another.”[4] Despite this more expansive conceptualizing, a consistent thread that runs through
         contemporary cross-disciplinary thinking on home and travel is a modernist version
         of home as “a stable center of safety and domestic virtue.”[5] This notion of “home as haven” is predicated on the distinction between public and
         private, and the inside and outside world.
      

      
      In these discussions, home connotes a safe, often feminine sphere that can stand in
         for “community; more problematically, it can elicit a nostalgia for a past golden
         age that never was, a nostalgia that elides exclusion, power relations, and difference.”[6] In his classic study, Home: A Short History of an Idea, Witold Rybczynski[7] traces an emotional and material genealogy of home, positioning home as both a physical
         place as well as a state of being-at-home that embodies love, security, safety, and
         dwelling. More simply, this positioning of home corresponds to the old adage, “home
         is where the heart is.” Rybczynski forwards the argument that during the seventeenth
         century, “ideas about privacy, domesticity, intimacy and comfort emerged as organizing
         principles for the design and use of domestic spaces among the bourgeoisie, particularly
         in the Netherlands.”[8] Concepts such as privacy, intimacy, domesticity, and comfort continue to be recurring
         themes in contemporary discussions of home across the globe.
      

      
      It is possible to trace the roots of Rybczynski’s ideas to (among others) Martin Heidegger’s[9] classical ruminations in “Building Dwelling Thinking,” and Gaston Bachelard’s[10] phenomenological commentary, The Poetics of Space: The Classic Look at How We Experience Intimate Spaces. In both these philosophers’ meditations, home is associated as familiar, as a physical
         location, as a state of being at home in the world, as a question of arriving at meaningful
         selfhood, and as a space of the imagination.
      

      
      Heidegger proposes that humans build to dwell and in dwelling may find traces of being
         human, or as he states, “I dwell, you dwell. The way in which we are and I am, the
         manner in which we are humans on earth, is Buan, dwelling.”[11] His concern is to mystically explicate what it is to live and be at home in the world—a
         question of arriving at meaningful selfhood. His notion of dwelling “is the constitutive
         relationship through which space is opened up and subjectivity is comprised.”[12] Many scholars have noted that Heidegger’s key contribution is to disassociate “dwelling”
         and “being-at-homeness” with a specific place wherein his conception of dwelling is
         viewed as “a revaluation of the study of home as a distinct human space in contrast
         with the spaces of mobility and labor.”[13] Under such an understanding, the concept of dwelling is seen “as a sort of ideological
         statement in favor of rigid and traditional identities against the total mobilization
         of the world.”[14] Others less sympathetic to this approach refer to it as male-centered, dangerously
         nationalist, and overly romantic.[15]

      
      Bachelard’s ruminations on home, imagination, and poetics and space complement the
         ideas proposed by Heidegger wherein he figures home and the house “. . . as our corner
         of the world. As it has been said, it is our first universe, a real cosmos in every
         sense of the word.”[16] From this viewpoint, home is almost used synonymously with family.[17] Bachelard’s conceptions differ (in degree) from Heidegger’s in that he is specifically
         interested in a topoanalysis of the space that is the house and how this topography:
      

      
      
         Shelters daydreaming, the house protects the dreamer, the house allows one to dream
            in peace . . . therefore the places in which we have experienced daydreaming reconstitute themselves into a new daydream, and it is because our memories of former
            dwelling-places of the past remain in us for all time.[18]

         
      

      Home is produced here as a romantic notion that correlates “being home” to affect,
         emotion, feeling as well as location, geography, and landscape. Home is both in the
         heart and in a place. Home, for these philosophers, is not just a physical location,
         but also a space of the imagination. It is projected and framed as a space that offers
         freedom and control, creativity and regeneration, and intimacy and closeness. Such
         a home is generative because it can survive its material loss by being imagined and
         poetically excavated. Moreover, homeowners and homemakers “constitute themselves as
         inhabitants of their homes” and define themselves through home, “whereby moving into
         another living space and another dwelling is a change of life itself.”[19]

      
      These early ideas that shaped theories of home are nothing short of utopian, bourgeois,
         idealistic, and Eurocentric. This is often a critique that is rightfully leveled at
         modernist understandings of home, habit, and place’s relationship with subjectivity.[20] Anthropologists who challenge the notion of home as haven have noted that traditional
         portrayals of home were constructed by Western elites to position the non-Western
         as other/not home and themselves as West/home. The most powerful critique of this
         idealized characterization of home is that the traditional iterations of home that
         remain at odds with how a large percentage of women, children, and young persons experience
         home—as a place of terror, a site of fear and isolation, and often as a prison.[21] In our era of forced and continuous global migrations we are all keenly aware that
         home and homemaking can also be a destabilizing, disabling, and disembodying experience.[22] These scholars favor a phenomenological understanding of home that moves outside
         of the dichotomy between outside and inside and suggests that safety, security, and
         comfort—if they are to be found—might well be found beyond home.
      

      
      Broadly, from a feminist standpoint, home is conceptualized as both a haven and as
         a site of oppression because on the one hand women are socialized to take a nurturing
         role in the home—in fact, create a home—and on they other hand they are consigned
         to a life of reproductive and domestic labor.[23] For instance, Hilde Heynen[24] argues that in the West, specifically, there exists a certain complicity between
         modernity and domesticity. At the same time, ideas about home as a space nurtured
         by women predates Western modernity. Although feminist critiques of home are often
         perceived as controversial, primarily because of their focus on fixed and bounded
         notions of gender, sex, and sexuality, they do provide us with a constructive critique
         of the house-as-haven analogy that dominates modernist understandings of home.
      

      
      Such ideas share resonance with those held by transnational studies scholars who veer
         away from examining home and away as oppositional experiences. For instance, Sara
         Ahmed[25] argues against a conceptualization of home as a fixed space, proposing instead that
         home can be experienced as both strange and familiar. In fact, home may be experienced
         as unhomely, a strategic and useful translation of Freud’s notion of unheimlich (the uncanny) by postcolonial theorist Homi Bhabha, who astutely positions the unhomely
         as a postcolonial space that relates the “traumatic ambivalence of a personal, psychic
         history to the wider disjunctions of political existence.”[26] The unhomely, notes Bhabha:
      

      
      
         Captures something of the estranging sense of the relocation of home and the world
            in an unhallowed place. To be unhomed is not to be homeless, nor can the “unhomely”
            be easily accommodated in that familiar division of social life into public and private
            spheres . . . . The home does not remain the domain of domestic life, nor does the
            world become its social or historical counterpart. The unhomely is the shock of recognition
            of the world-in-the-home, the home-in-the-world.[27]

         
      

      
      The unhomely reveals “the forgotten but familiar strangeness of home as a site that
         elicits enigmatic longing, control, or outright violence.”[28] The “uncanny” nature of home and the “unhomely condition” can also be seen in Theodore
         Adorno’s[29] critique of bourgeoisie society in Minima Moralia wherein the private space of the conjugal family as a context for cultivating subjectivity
         is a nostalgic impossibility. A dwelling space is no longer the home of childhood
         memories and to remain homeless is now one’s home.[30] Home as a state of un/familiar strangeness is approached as the “foreignness within”
         by Julia Kristeva[31] in her work, Strangers to Ourselves. Other philosophers, such as Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari’s[32] approach home from a position that the presence and absence of home/feeling is actualized
         in the subversive figure of the nomad—a position contrary to the fixed nature of the
         modernist home. However, with material homelessness on the rise as a global epidemic,
         Deleuze and Guattari’s subversive homeless and rootless nomad is critiqued and often
         negated as a resistor.[33]

      
      
      In its postmodern, postcolonial, and transnational iterations home can be a space
         (and an idea) that is unfamiliar and unsettling and as such embodies the potential
         to provoke intimate terrors. Home may never have been home, yet it continues to be
         intricately linked to our subjectivity in its un/homeliness and absence. What remains
         “is the necessity and inevitability of a desire for a ‘home’ in an inhospitable world,
         the accompanying dangers of this desire, and the continuing need to create and inhabit
         ‘homes’ for ourselves.”[34] Further, home and being at home is “a matter, at least in part, of affect or feeling—as
         the presence or absence of particular feelings.”[35] Transnational renderings of home usefully theorize it as the lived experience of
         locality—a/the locality enters ourselves through the senses (sound, smell, touch)
         and the self penetrates locality in equally sensual ways—thereby making the boundaries
         between home and away/inside and outside both permeable and flexible.[36]

      
      Home’s Accounts

      
      How to approach a concept, a framework, an idea that is mired historically in such
         diverse and divergent traditions? How to address home when it is so variously defined?
         How to render homes for those who have never found a fit in modernist versions about
         it? How to tell stories of home without sedimenting home into a monolithic idea or
         ideal? We attempt to traverse the quagmire posed by these questions by taking up conversations
         on/about home across four thematic domains—Home as (In)habitation: Place, Movement,
         and Identity; Homelessness and “Other” Homes; Modernist Re-visions of Home; and Home
         as Loss, Displacement, and Resilience.
      

      
      The section on “Home as (In)habitation: Place, Movement, and Identity” includes essays
         that consider home as a site of engagement for the creation, understanding, and critique
         of notions of space, place, and identity. The pieces in this section work through
         and away from James Clifford’s entwined concepts of “travel in dwelling” and “dwelling
         in travel” that have gained cultural currency in extant thinking about home and field.[37] We are now quite familiar with the thinking that “diasporic conjunctures invite a
         reconception—both theoretical and political—of familiar notions of ethnicity and identity”
         and that “unresolved historical dialogues between continuity and disruption, essence
         and positionality, homogeneity and difference (cross-cutting ‘us’ and ‘them’) characterize
         diasporic articulations.”[38] This approach deviates from nomadology wherein locales and homes are projected as
         travel, persons as cosmopolitan, and spaces as deterritorialized.[39] Instead, we suggest that the “nomadic turn” so celebrated in theorizing about home
         and travel is much more complex. The three essays in this section enact such a complexity.
      

      
      In “Tracing Home’s Habits: Affective Rhythms,” Devika Chawla, a communication and
         performance studies scholar, offers up a performance assemblage that enacts what Henry
         Lefebvre has called a theory of moments. In it, she shows how a confluence of memories
         and experience comes together in the forming of an atmosphere of habits. She shows
         how cotton vegetable-dyed garments from a north Indian store called Anokhi (which in Urdu literally means strange), ironing, and the music of the 1920s French
         singer, Edith Piaf merge together as unlikely companions in her experience of what
         it means to be home. Movement. Memory. Affect. Rhythm. Habit. Home. These six words
         find a contrapuntal blending here, albeit an untidy one. This essay is an experiment
         in how these words come together to (per)form home.
      

      
      In a complementary, yet distint chapter, anthropologist Myrdene Anderson takes us
         into her understanding of the relationship between and amongst nesting, nomadism,
         and landscape in “Musing on Nomadism: Being and Becoming at Home on the Reindeer Range.”
         She writes, “A house is not a home, goes the mantra. But a house, a tent, a cave,
         can become a home, if nesting is involved.” Home, says Anderson, won't reduce to shelter
         because “one can also discover home in oneself, an endoskeleton of sorts—the focused
         center conserved through the centripetal and centrifugal forces congealing the very
         experience of mobility in space, and perforce in time, too.” Anderson argues that
         a landscape can become home, which is the case for Saami reindeer-herding nomads in
         Lapland, where she has conducted ethnographic fieldwork over four decades. She posits
         that “nomadism happens to be the ur-condition of our species: everything in motion,
         including ourselves, allowing for consistency and continuity in the experiential center
         of this spiral.” In this conversational essay, Anderson shows us how her childhood
         shaped her choice of research setting. Being born into a relatively mobile family,
         she attended numerous schools in the far West of the United States and as a young
         adult, she continued traveling, “only finally to settle down, to study nomads, as
         an anthropologist.”
      

      
      Next, in “Be(Coming) Home,” counselor and psychotherapist Jonathan Wyatt and his artist
         partner Tessa Wyatt, perform a double-voiced account of their migration from one country
         to another by centering and conceptualizing home as a process that is coterminous
         with the body. They position home as “a process of making and re-making, dismantling
         and re-building.” Their stories enact and explore the sense that they are not (and
         never have been) moving toward a point where they will be “home” but that they are—and
         have always been—in the process of be-coming-home.
      

      
      From movement and music, to nesting as moving bodies through landscapes, to locating
         home as a performative embodied becoming, each of the essays in this section push
         our understanding of home somewhere in between location and dislocation, between place,
         space, and affect, and between home as a tangible given to an imagined achievement.
         The liminality of home carries forth in the next section, “Homelessness and Other
         ‘Homes’.” The four essays in this section consider the experience of homelessness
         from perspectives ranging from childhood homelessness to homelessness that emerges
         from cultural Othering in native and academic home spaces. Erik Garrett, a philosopher
         and communication scholar, provides us a philosophical investigation of the meaning
         of homelessness in the contemporary social-political context of the United States
         in his essay, “Childhood Homelessness: A Phenomenological Reflection.” He argues that
         homelessness is such a liminal experience that it stretches the horizon of our lived
         experience. Part of our definition of being human is the ability to build a home within
         the world around us. We are very adaptive, yet what happens when we stretch this notion
         of home to its limits? Garrett’s chapter begins with a short autoethnographic reflection
         on his own experience of homelessness as a child. From here, the author turns to popular
         as well as political (such as the McKinney-Vento Homeless Assistance Act) conceptualizations
         of homelessness in the United States. Garrett’s analysis of these experiences and
         discourses considers how dominant narratives of homelessness preclude the voices of
         children and families. He brings to bear phenomenological reflection on these ideas
         by using Edmund Husserl’s work about the constitution of home and alien meaning in
         the world.
      

      
      In the next chapter, “Home/less in Appalachia,” communication scholar Timothy Baird
         interrogates the relationship between physical locations and cultures that often lead
         a person to label a place “home.” Writing as someone who grew up native to Appalachia,
         Baird charts his struggles to reconcile popular depictions of Appalachian culture
         with memories of a childhood home in the foothills of Appalachia, as well as the current
         realities of the community in which he grew up. He draws on models of modernity and
         culture to deconstruct the impact of mass media’s effects on the collective imagination
         of Appalachian people and culture. Ultimately, Baird argues that these depictions
         construct a narrative advocating the idea that Appalachians must leave their homes
         to seek opportunity and escape the stereotypes and labels that the narrative imposes.
      

      
      Keeping with the theme of how places reproduce ideologies and identities, communication
         and women’s studies scholar Rebecca Mercado Thornton, takes us into her experience
         of home between two Other spaces in America, “Motown Magic and Haunted Hollers.” Thornton’s
         story begins in 2008, in the final days of summer, when she transitioned homes from
         one Other American space to another. She writes, “Detroit, once made famous by its
         musical and automobile legacy, has now become the metonym for a fat, poor, and desolate
         place in the United States.” As a native, Thornton explains, she views Detroit as
         much more complicated than the narrative of the largest municipality to file for bankruptcy
         permits. In contrast, Thornton points out, her other/new home in Ohio, in the small
         Appalachian town of Athens, is similarly constructed as an Other space in America
         through totalizing representations that position it as a “backwater,” its natives
         as “in-breeders,” and its women as “welfare mothers.” As Thornton tells it, before
         her arrival to the area, all she knew about her new home was predicated on these representations.
         In this chapter, she performs how this “othered” Appalachian space becomes as familiar
         and distant to her as her “othered” urban home. In doing so, Mercado Thornton transits
         from home as a fixed residence to home as a space characterized by feelings of safety,
         comfort, and security generated, between and betwixt the two places.
      

      
      In “The Exile Narratives,” communication studies scholar Amarado Rodriguez inhabits
         the liminality of “othered” spaces and narratives in academic, rather than geographic
         homes. His essay considers the tensions between home and exile in the stories we write
         in the academy, as well as how these stories are embraced and exiled by students,
         colleagues, and publishers. Rodriquez encourages us to think of our writing, our stories,
         and home and exile in relational, non-binary terms, believing that by making “a home
         in exile” we can create “a space/place” where our narratives can be “nurtured and
         affirmed.”
      

      
      The next thematic segment of the book engages “Modernist Re-Visions of Home,” showing
         in three disparate yet entwined essays how modernist ideas home can be challenged
         and re-visioned in contexts such as the family and childrearing, homesteading, and
         home as a negotiated dwelling place of objects and artifacts. The first chapter in
         this domain, communication scholar Caryn Medved’s “Men Making Home,” is a close feminist
         reading of three narratives of American middle-class stay-at-home fathers that illustrates
         how these men recompose masculinity, domesticity, and identity. Taking as her starting
         point modernist ideas of homemaking and homekeeping, Medved charts how contemporary
         stay-at-home fathers both embody and challenge discourses of the home as a private,
         feminine, and power-neutral sphere. Medved argues for the “emergence of a recognizable
         and gratifying stay-at-home father identity in the United States,” all the while reinforcing
         that this “new masculine domestic identity most often is triggered by external events.”
      

      
      The next chapter in this section re-visions modernist notions of home by reclaiming
         the idea of a self-sustaining homestead. In “Scott Nearing and the Narrative of the
         American Homestead as Retreat,” communication scholar Jennifer Adams tells the story
         of Scott Nearing, a once successful professor of economics at the University of Pennsylvania,
         who was fired from his tenured position as a result of his socialist leanings. Displaced
         professionally and socially, Nearing and his wife Helen purchased a partition of land
         in New England and lived the remainder of their lives as self-sustaining farmers and
         promoters of a good life based on the self-sufficiency of homesteading. This chapter
         traces the development of homesteading from theoretical to increasingly pragmatic
         as the Nearings moved from mainstream to an alternative form of living that constitutes
         a “physical retreat from and a symbolic, material rejection of modernist capitalist
         values.” Adams argues that the Nearing farmstead can be understood as a material,
         rhetorical project, specifically a “rhetoric of place” that addresses notion of exile
         from the standpoint of academic and intellectual homes and un/homes.
      

      
      The last chapter in this section, “Trashing Home,” is an experimental assemblage in
         which communication scholar Sean Gleason performs/shows how dwelling is negotiated
         through objects and artifacts. Gleason’s writing centers on a kind of “de-worlding”
         that occurs when the objects we interact with cease to be seen as an integral part
         of home. The decay of this equipment-as-trash offers a fertile place from which to
         interrogate dwelling as a “cultivated safeguarding.” Gleason concludes by noting that
         aesthetic remembrance need not always contribute to safeguarded dwelling. In this
         capacity, refuse affords a glimpse into the implicit disjuncture between self and
         dwelling.
      

      
      Our fourth and final section, “Home as Loss, Displacement, and Resilience” lays bare
         the privilege of creating and calling spaces and identities “home” by inhabiting alternatives
         to them through the movements of four compelling essays. Education and arts-based
         scholar Anne M. Harris begins the conversation in a meditation on the impossibility
         of going home for adoptees. In a poignantly performed chapter, “A Kind of Hush: Adoptee
         Diasporas and the Impossibility of Home,” Harris shows how, for adoptees, even searching
         for home can be hopelessly confusing, sometimes crushing. Unlike most other migrants,
         adoptees don’t just experience loss and nostalgia for their origins; they don’t even
         know where home is. And unlike other individuals who experience diaspora, adoptees
         don’t grow up imbued with family narratives about the lost homeland or familial landscape;
         instead, “home” simply never existed. If “home” is variously a geographical place,
         a performance, a set of cultural practices or a memorial, Harris implores us to question,
         “What is home for adoptees and how do we get there, if the path back is untraceable?”
      

      
      From Harris’s essay, which positions, home as a non-space, we encounter performance
         studies scholar, Stacy Holman Jones’s narrative, “Bodies of Working Class Knowledge,
         Imaginative Mobilities, and Kinesthetic Homes,” which imagines home as an embodied,
         kinesthetic performance. This essay considers the notion of “imaginative mobilities”
         as a form of making home and traveling from one domain of experience, knowledge, and
         worldmaking to another. Imaginative mobilities chart the boundaries and roadblocks
         to movement that exist between working and middle-class lives and subjectivities,
         “between the haves and the have-nots, between a map of the world and the stories we
         might tell about it.” Holman Jones explores such movements in a personal narrative
         her grandfather and his love of books and storytelling as a “transgressive form of
         travel that combines objects, knowledges, bodies, and affects to create an emotional
         geography through which we sense, place, and embody the territory of having and not
         having.” She argues that such imaginative mobilities “perform a kind of kinesthetic
         home—they create the sensation of movement, an imaginative travel that takes us places
         even when we don’t want to or can’t leave home.”
      

      
      Performance studies scholar Tessa W. Carr traces her understandings of home through
         racial segregation, gender normativity, and familial ritual in a rural Georgia town
         in the 1970s. In her autoethnographic reflection “Finding the Backroads Home,” Carr
         spins a narrative of home through moments experienced in her parents’ small retail
         pharmacy, a segregated recreational facility, the soap operas and homemade meals that
         filled her Mamaw’s home, long days outdoors, and a house that challenged her Daddy
         at every turn. Carr’s understandings of home are written against and alongside the
         dominant narratives of white Southern culture that include the troubling and useful
         amnesia of racial violence, restricting codes of gender normativity, and a kinship
         that makes its place in the world through moments of struggle, exile, belonging, and
         alienation.
      

      
      The section concludes with performance studies scholar Craig Gingrich-Philbrook’s
         performative meditations on his childhood home, “On Dorian Street,” a space thrice-ruled
         by three stepfathers who each wanted to remake the house in their own image. The essay
         oscillates between taking home literally—as property and privilege—and recognizing
         that home is an amorphous construct that is known and recognized in feelings. By interrogating
         the structural position of “man of the house”—a position revealed by the multiple
         occupants of that role in Gingrich-Philbrook’s life as a child, as well as his mother’s
         retention of the house through those multiple divorces and the security it afforded
         her and ultimately the author and his sister, the essay reveals that home is less
         a singular place than a pulsing intersection of changing identities and life changes,
         a rhythm of the past that haunts, but does not determine, the author’s present.
      

      
      The essays in each of the four domains of this book engage home from diverse contexts
         and disparate philosophical underpinnings. At the same time the essays converse with
         each other by centering their foci on the relationship between home, place, identity,
         and exile. In an era of persistent, incessant homelessness, of forced and voluntary
         migration, home—how we story it and how these stories shape the selves we become—is
         an urgent question of our contemporary moment. Stories of Home performs some answers to these critical questions.
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      Tracing Home’s Habits: Affective Rhythms

      
         
          Devika Chawla

         
      

      
      Movement. Song. The heavy triangular metallic contraption moves in even, sometimes
         uneven, strokes on the pentagonal surface that is the mint leaf printed cover of my
         ironing board. Edith Piaf’s voice wafts in from my study, “the blue sky above us can
         collapse on itself; And the sky can (really) cave in.” I don’t feel the weight of
         the iron. In fact, I think I deliberately chose a heavy iron when I bought this one.
         Presses things better, I’m sure. Its heaviness has a symbolism, I think; know. It
         heaves, in a way, like a strong moving trestle that transports me into unremembered,
         almost forgotten childhood moments. Movement can do that—mark and make memory—marking
         time and space to be picked up and met in a temporal future.
      

      
      Memory. My father stands with a towel wrapped around his waist, wearing a white undershirt,
         which he has worn after ironing it ever so lightly, “So it’s soft and warm when I
         wear it.” We still laugh at this idiosyncratic habit. His shirts are always ironed
         by the street dhobhi (launderer) who works right below our house. But every morning Papa sets aside 15
         minutes to re-iron the shirt he will wear to work that day. Every day, he curses the
         dhobi for not doing it right, every day he wears the shirt after ironing it himself
         and tells my mother, Amma (who remains disinclined to ironing his shirts), that he
         irons the best shirts in this city. Even after he retires in 2002, the ritual continues;
         the ironing, a habit, a movement, a doing that places him into a routine, even when
         the workplace no longer looms as a destination.
      

      
      An Atmosphere of Habits

      
      I live an inventory of habits. Don’t we all? The routines of daily life, those we
         settle into, and those that settle us into something. I hear people say, “I am a creature
         of habit.” A tidy phrase, flung around when discussing some routine they nurse. For
         years, I have noticed that the phrase is a filler in conversations, something people
         offer as way of an explanation about themselves. As if the habit is a piece of the
         self. Talking about a habit, is a way, I think, to talk about how our selves settles
         into somewhere, some-body, at sometime. An affective doing, placing.
      

      
      A habit is traceable. It is traceable because it is repetitive. In repetition, we
         create routines. In repetition, we create rituals. Habits, rituals, and routines are
         performed in and by our bodies—by us—in space and time. A habit is a doing and in that very
         activity of everydayness, routine, and doingness, it enters the realm of the performed
         life. In a way, habits as rituals, as performances, restore us into ourselves.[1]   Both imitation and invention, they are material actions that can sediment as well
         as transform; that is, they can keep us hinged to pasts, but that very hinging can
         also remake us.
      

      
      A transplant most of my life, spatial homes are mere curiosities for me. I do not
         long for emplacement. When home is lost or left behind, home’s intimacies are re-performed
         and remade in habit. The habits I trace here are habits of movement and rhythm that
         bring home into affect, closer. I resist the cliché that these habits bring me home.
         I insist that they re-make home in transformative repetition. They are generative
         performances that resurrect and re-build home. Almost the same, but not quite. A habit—not
         a home, but a sort of home.
      

      
      Movement. Memory. Affect. Rhythm. Habit. Home. These six words find a sort of confluence
         here, albeit an untidy one. I attempt to assemble them together, arranging them, placing
         them next to each other like ordinary affects, what Kathleen Stewart calls a “shifting
         assemblage of practices and practical knowledges, a scene of both liveness and exhaustion,
         a dream of escape or of the simple life.”[2]   How they come together (or not) is the experiment here. Consider these words here
         a performed cartographic tracing that locates-imagines-renders-moves home in habit. Call them “atmospheric attunements,” which Stewart describes in Heideggarian[3]   terms as a:
      

      
      
         . . . worlding—an intimate compositional process of dwelling in spaces that

         
         bears, gestures, gestates, worlds. Here, things matter not because of how they are
            represented but because they have qualities, rhythms, forces, relations, and movements.
            In the everyday work of attunement to worlding, spaces of all kinds become inhabited.
            Modes of existence accrue, circulate, sediment, unfold, and go flat.[4]  
         

         
      

      Atmospheric attunements “can pull the senses into alert or incite distraction or denial.”[5]   This train of thought/s here, performed and remembered in fits and starts, of memories
         and sensations and rememberings, are attempts at an assemblage of an atmosphere—of
         affect, of habit.
      

      
      Prevarications—Habits

      
      First, I could not settle into this essay. So I wrote about not writing it. A habit
         I have formed as a writer who battles out her non-writing ennui in . . . what else?
         Writing. The two stanzas here are words that witness prevarications, what I consider
         the necessary affective space for my entry into a thought-zone. It is always like
         this, an aching incompleteness—thoughts that are on the verge of being born, but remain
         incomplete; words that could almost be written, but are unformed; feelings that have
         the potential to spill on the page, but are unready. It takes months to gather my
         thoughts, words, and myself. To home in. Here.
      

      
      The idea to think about habit, when it came, seemed natural enough. For a year now,
         I have been writing and thinking about this matter—of habits—in different ways. I
         came to it after three years of listening-in to the material, discursive, poetic,
         and imaginary spaces of home along with refugees; paying attention to the way they
         center home in their oral histories of the British partitioning of India in 1947,
         has brought me here. In puzzling over the terrains of their imaginations and longings
         for the old country, I find that I—subject/object, ethnographer/participant, exile/expatriate
         who has chosen to leave home to live in North America—must reckon with where home
         resides for me.[6]   There is the essay about tea,[7]   the essay on walking,[8]   and thoughts and jottings about my addictions to, habits of, and rituals of writing.
         As if I have made it a habit to think about habit. As if it is an affect that has
         settled inside of me.
      

      
      And yet as soon as I write about them, my scrutiny turns them into inert objects.
         Habits can be like that—you are so close to them, you have nursed them for so long—that
         sharing them in written space can lessen their intimacy. In a way, the writing moves
         them from one’s secret life, to an objective world, a public. Into an audience. Yet,
         habits are not habits without an audience—that I repeat something by myself for myself
         on a daily basis, entails an audience of one. When this process is noticed and becomes
         noticeable, it has gathered an outer audience. Ultimately, my interest in habit echoes
         performance scholar Judith Hamera’s dictum that “home places can be performatively
         stabilized through performances of the banal.”[9]  
      

      
      I regress, I prevaricate, I talk to a friend in California about this wickedly liminal,
         almost listless space between thought, experience, and writing, knowing that neither
         are separate from each other. I tell her that I am thinking so much about habits that
         thought and habit are becoming habit! “Habits of thought,” she says, “those are habits
         too.” Yes, I laughingly tell her, “I think all this as I ritualistically iron my cotton
         clothes listening to Edith Piaf.” She laughs asking, “Really? Wow, that is some image.
         Yes, I tell her, I do it once a week or so. I just enjoy it.” Another habit, she points
         out, “Where does it come from, what does it do for you?” “Do I really want to know?”
         I ask. “Why not?” she replies. “Call it a hobby, my invented habit, I enjoy it,” I
         quip. But the seed is sown. I am already tracing. Words begin to sketch thought.
      

      
      Anokhi

      
      It used to be a small boutique in a quite exclusive area of New Delhi near the Hotel
         Ashoka. Anokhi was/is its name. It would take us at least an hour to get there by car. Anokhi is the feminine adjective for “strange” or “curious” in Urdu. The store sold cotton
         homespun clothes for women—salwar kameezes, kaftans, pants, short and long kurtas—along with artistic trinkets, bed linen, and traditional silver jewelry. The store
         was always filled with expatriates, mostly European men and women searching for eclectic
         gifts to take back home. Once a month, Amma and I would go and browse the store and
         drink coffee in a small café close by. A routine we fell into after I started college
         and began to understand and inculcate Amma’s penchant for browsing, loitering, walking
         around the various markets and streets of south and central Delhi. We rarely bought
         much there; in those days, the clothing and colors seemed designed for women with
         fair complexions and lithe European body types. For us, the browsing, the routine
         of touching the fabrics, trying out the jewelry, feasting our eyes and noses on the
         vegetable dyed cotton fabrics, and the revisiting was enough. Much like a soothing
         refrain, what Stewart calls, “a scoring over a world’s repetitions. A scratching on
         the surface of rhythms, sensory habits, gathering materialities, intervals, and durations.”[10]  
      

      
      Sometimes I think, these peregrinations were anticipatory—Amma and I were marking-mapping
         territories and routines, moments, and materials that I would take with me when I
         moved to the United States in 1997. Now, some 17 years later, Anokhi has turned into an exclusive, but not too extensive chain across the city. Ever since
         India’s entry into the global economy and the increased buying power of the Indian
         middle class, Anokhi has strategically begun catering to the Indian customer. Clothes are no longer stitched
         for 6-foot high silhouettes and are made for slightly fuller bodies. Now, it takes
         only five minutes to drive to it from my parents’ home in south Delhi. I no longer,
         however, live in India.
      

      
      Some years ago, I discovered that Anokhi was making kurta pajamas for women in one hundred percent soft Indian cotton dyed with delicate floral
         prints. The kind of soft cotton frocks I wore as a child in the 110 F degree heat
         of north Indian summers. One summer when I was visiting Delhi, I bought one set, then
         another the next year, and another. Now I have a chest of drawers full of differently
         colored sets. These have become a necessary part of my summer lounging clothes in
         my home here in Appalachian Ohio. Lounging on Saturdays is yet another cultivated
         habit—a curfew on work—I adhere to with a studied religiosity. The cotton tunics and
         pajamas are the accompaniments, the ornaments to this day of self-imposed exile.
      

      
      Friends and my spouse laughingly refer to my care for these garments as an exercise
         in curating. I wear each set for two nights and two half-days. When at least three
         sets are ready to be laundered, I carefully wash each piece by hand. Every other week,
         the master bathroom resembles a colorful clothesline because that is where I dry the
         garments on individual hangers. Vegetable-dyed cotton prints lose their color when
         dried in dryers or in direct sunlight. Once they are dry, I collect them, carefully
         fold them, and place them in the guest bedroom. Sometimes they lie there for days,
         as I look for a window of at least two or three hours to iron these “beauties” as
         I call them.
      

      
      The Strangeness of Ironing to Edith Piaf

      
      The lamps are aglow in the guestroom. It is probably mid-to late afternoon, in that
         awkward time between tea and dinner, when I don’t run errands or do any writing at
         my desk. An early riser, much of my thinking and writing work is taken care of in
         the morning hours.
      

      
      I set the ironing table in the center of the room, bring out my Anokhi sets and other cotton clothes, walk over to the sound dock and turn on the Edith
         Piaf station. Her famous song, Non, je ne regrette rien (no, I regret nothing), streams out of the speakers.
      

      
      I don't know French. I sing along, making up, messing up, and skipping many words
         along the way.
      

      
      The Summer of Piaf

      
      I did not grow up listening to “The Sparrow,” as Edith Piaf is lovingly referred to.
         Though I knew her most famous song, La Vie en Rose. I’d heard remnants of it here and there most of my life. Then a decade ago, in 2005,
         I bought a home in Athens, Ohio, a small town in the Appalachian foothills that houses
         the university where I teach. It is an old home built in the 1920s and retains much
         of its original woodwork. Almost cottage-style; cozy is probably the best adjective
         to describe it. My then-fiancé, soon to be husband, Anirudh (Ani) had just moved lock,
         stock, and barrel from Chicago, and I was busy unpacking his larger than life CD collection
         when I chanced upon a row of 15 or so Edith Piaf CDs.
      

      
      Piaf’s songs became the sound to which I unpacked almost all the boxes in the house.
         For weeks, evening would find my spouse entering a home that sounded like a French
         café, only we would drink Darjeeling tea together. This was my “summer of Piaf.” I
         listened to her—loud—with the windows open. So loud that I expected my new neighbors
         to chide me, which, fortunately, they did not. I wanted to feel mature. Like a homeowner.
         A little sophisticated. Her voice reminded me of something and nothing. Familiar,
         unfamiliar. I sensed that she fit in my home—perhaps because there was a match between
         the musical era that birthed her and the decades when my house—48 Maplewood Drive—was
         built. But as I write this, more memories surface. Something more than this unpacking
         had led me to play her. It is either that or I am assembling connections, what can
         only be done retrospectively.
      

      
      Love Letters on the Mantle Piece

      
      We close on the house on June 30th. A home almost a century old. The moments of home-closure
         at the bank are rushed and anti-climactic. There is a bitter sweetness to home ownership;
         it can be daunting for first-time owners; an eerie sense of permanence linked mostly
         to the large financial commitment. We return from the bank feeling drained and walk
         somberly around the house. I admire the original woodwork, the beautiful staircase
         that seems untouched even after a century of feet having climbed up and down, and
         the black and white checked floor in the master bathroom (even ten years later, friends
         tell me “it must go,” but I stay attached to its quirkiness). I sit for a while on
         the wooden swing on the porch admiring the immaculately finished shining wooden floor,
         a feature that made the house very attractive to me.
      

      
      Ani is already planning a list of things he needs to buy at Lowe’s. He is grumbling
         at the carelessness of the previous owners for using bad quality replacement materials
         for the light switches. I, on the other hand, find myself upstairs marveling at the
         Pepto Bismol pink-colored walls of one of the guest rooms. It must have been a child’s
         room, I think. The pink will soon disappear, I promise myself.
      

      
      Then we are standing at the mantle in the living room, and Ani picks up a plastic
         Ziploc bag that seems to have a note stuck to the outside, “Belong to 48 Maplewood;
         part of home.” We sit down on the bare wood floors of the living room and start reading
         seven-decade-old letters dating back to 1933. There are only five of them, long ones,
         written on weekday and weekend evenings—by Billee from Niles, Ohio, to her beau, Ralph,
         who we speculate went to college in Athens, Ohio, lived in our home, and played football
         for Ohio University. The letters detail the minutae of Billee’s life: she was a school
         teacher and active in her church, she liked watching plays, and she did not hear back
         from Ralph as often as she would have liked. On and off, she chided him for this,
         “I’m glad you are having a good time—just so you think of me occasionally and don’t
         fall in love with someone else (unless you tell me about it) is it a bargain?” I smile
         and shake my head, “Ah the old courtship game, men were always like this, no?” Ani
         laughs; he seems enchanted, “How quaint to get these with the house; I want to preserve
         these in some good covers for the next owners, maybe we should take them to the Athens
         Historical Society.” I am surprised at his fondness for them. Even now, nine years
         later, he brings them out to show them to visiting friends and family.
      

      
      Some weeks go by. We talk about the letters; we have left them at the mantle, looking
         for the right place to keep them. It’s a minuscule story about the house, but it is
         some sort of a story. Memories can add nerves and bones to a place, even someone else’s
         memories or as the philosopher, Gaston Bachelard reminds us, “the old house, for those
         who know how to listen, is a sort of geometry of echoes.”[11]   We are ordinary (as much as immigrants can be considered ordinary) people who have
         bought a fairly ordinary old house in a small college town where we have no roots.
         Well, as a matter of fact, as immigrants, we have no lineage, no ancestors, no history,
         in this country. The letters, at that time, seemed to anchor us, providing an affective-performative
         link to what is still an impersonal material space. Their sheer presence, in addition
         to the words on the page (written in blank ink pen), is a generative force in ways
         that autobiographical performances can be generative.[12]   Witnessing this form—a kind of epistolary genealogy of the physical house—touching
         it, reading it, feeling its presence is transformative. In those summer weeks, I find
         myself reaching for and writing poetry; for ways to language how the house—its contours
         and crevices—lays claim on my imagination.
      

      
       

      
      
         The Swing and the Pink Room

         

         
         In the summer breeze

         
         This swing cradles

         
         slumberous tunes.

         
         I caress her fine wood;

         
         And she glides me into rhyme.

         

         
         It seems so mundane,

         
         banal even,

         
         to want to make a muse

         
         of these new walls

         
         that will soon enfold us;

         

         
         I hear

         
         the swing

         
         gently whisper—

         
         Words can be

         
         the only

         
         utensils that will

         
         summon and hold

         
         what I imagined

         
         when I slid through

         
         this 1920s door.

         

         
         A morning like many others—

         
         A rush of porches,

         
         decks, garages, and utility rooms.

         
         Walls flow into one other

         
         melting home into home.

         
         When will we find some floors

         
         on which we can run barefoot?

         

         
         And it is here

         
         outside 48 Maplewood,

         
         the
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