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Two circumstances, in particular, make the texts before the reader the expression of a singular 

experience. The first one is that they have publicly registered a collective writing in the form of a diary; 

something unusual, since diaries, as we know, usually register personal activities that are markedly 

intimate, reserved. The second reason for the uniqueness of the circumstances is that the subject of this 

writing is the experience of an exceptional experience, from all points of view, imposed on the whole world 

from the spread of the new coronavirus, Sars-CoV-2.  

 

This pandemic diary, as we call it, was originally presented during the seminar Conversations about the 

house - a subjective and interdisciplinary approach, held virtually, in April 2021, in the middle of the 

pandemic, promoted by the Center for Subjectivity Studies in Architecture (NusArq), a research group 

registered with the National Council for Scientific and Technological Development (CNPq). 

 

NusArq is part of the Interdisciplinary Laboratory of Architecture - Studies and Research in Psychoanalysis, 

Phenomenology, and Imaginaries (LiArq), linked to the Postgraduate Program in Urban Development 

(PPG-MDU) at the Federal University of Pernambuco (UFPE). 

 

The central object of this research group is to conduct investigations into the expression of subjectivity in 

architecture. The premise that guides this research, carried out continuously and systematically since 

2004, when it was founded, is that the building of the human house - Adam's house in Paradise, as 

Joseph Rykwert refers to it - is irreducible to the materiality of the architectural object. Thus, it is 

necessary to understand it as a notional object, that is, as something full of symbolic representations, of 

an unconscious nature, as it is proper to human making. 

Therefore, the studies carried out by NusArq appropriate some of the basic concepts of psychoanalysis in 

order to build a theoretical ballast that enables the understanding of the psychic reasons of architecture. 
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The choice of psychoanalytic theory as a fundamental theoretical reference, allied to the theory of 

architecture, of course, is not due to chance or to an intellectual whim, as it might seem to some. On the 

contrary, it derives from a gap, or even a negligence, in the architectural thought towards a theory that, as 

we know, revolutionized Western knowledge in the 20th century, influencing, since then, philosophy, 

human sciences, medicine, literature, plastic arts, cinema, etc. Surprisingly, as Bernard Tschumi (2006) 

notes, architecture has not yet dwelt sufficiently on the Viennese discoveries of the turn of the century. 

It is, therefore, in this context that the academic production that has been developed over time — 

publishing books and articles, holding conferences, offering specific courses in graduate studies, etc. — is 

inserted, as well as the seminar mentioned above, during which part of the investigative work developed in 

the last three years was presented. In it, members of NusArq — almost all master's and doctoral students 

— agreed to share, collectively, very personal feelings experienced from the moment when being at home 

became a fundamental element to face the pandemic installed since 2020. 

Considering the theoretical references with which we worked, the "Stay at home!", an imperative, aimed 

at everyone in the pandemic, offered a unique opportunity to reflect on the home beyond its most obvious 

functions — eating, sleeping, resting —, to show itself as an unavoidable element in the experience of 

existing, of being in the world, as Heidegger would say, and of surviving in it, in a way that is completely 

different from what had been experienced before, when the realization of multiple human activities and, 

especially, the indispensable encounter with others took place in the various spaces that make up the 

architecture of the city. 

 

This is, therefore, the experience that we are happy to share with the Portuguese readers of Passeio. 

We would like to thank you for the opportunity to share our research activities, and invite you to join the 

research groups that constitute LiArq, to which you are most welcome. 
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Pandemic Diary: Pieces of Life  

Jadson Eugenio 

 

March 18, 2020. I'm home! There is fear, strangeness, doubts and hopes in the suitcase. There is also 

welcome and peace welcoming me at the door. I entered as if rocked and put to sleep, and then calm 

reigned inside, while the world collapsed outside. Here I remained, in the place I left years ago only to 

return for a walk. Days and months go by, and the relentless clock of time does not stop. Meanwhile, the 

street that never rested stopped! No kids running around, no noisy motorcycles in any of the three 

garages. The street in front of me seems unreachable. Inside the house, which now exudes a strong smell 

of alcohol, the shoes on the door mat remain as usual, but no longer by choice as before. The house that 

used to welcome me to rest has become a school, an office, and a classroom. The kitchen is still her soul, 

and between the books and the pans my mother has multiplied her activities by a thousand. There are 

also the scratched walls to display the works of art of the mini-artist that I help to train. My marker-texts, 

graffiti, pens, clipboard, and papers seem to have another owner, 1.20 m tall and a lot of talent to perfect. 

So I follow this "unstoppable" rhythm, in which one day is playfulness, which takes me back to childhood 

memories in that room, and another day is anxiety, cooped up in a windowless room. On one of these 

days, without even seeing the sunlight, a bolt of lightning clears the yard and Saint Peter announces: IT 

RAINS IN THE SERTÃO! At that moment I feel the walls contracting, trying to embrace me and warm me. 

Slowly, another day dawns! It is moving day! The truck arrives to take away the furniture that filled the 

garage: "The artist's studio would change address," I thought, and the family says goodbye to my sister 

who has decidedly moved out of the house to her home! "That's crazy," I retorted, "Who makes change in 

the middle of the pandemic?" Silence ensued, and the truck departed. In the midst of this, school was still 

there, between the dining table and the stove; at 8:00 the phone rings, "Mom, it's your students calling." 

Slowly I hear the sound of a cement mixer, a construction site in the street, and the house is now invaded 

by dust from the neighbor's construction site. People stroll unassumingly in the street again. "Where's the 

mask?", I think, looking through the gaps in the gate, which have been my new eyes for months. 

"Vaccine? Vachina? Go to China!", shouts the "educated" president on TV. "STAY AT HOME," cries and 

pleads the illiterate mayor over the radio. The house also cries and sleeps! Another day has passed and 

the time has come to return. The house that welcomes me to rest when I return will not let me study! 

Suitcases ready, this time full of courage and strength to return. January 12, 2021; as a good retreatant, I 

am back! 
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[lockdown] 

Simone Jubert 

 

Is out there 

somewhere beyond the boundary of my house. 

 

when I arrived here, I blessed the four corners with water and rock salt, 

I prayed to the angels of the happy houses for good omens 

and never imagined that to set foot outside of it 

one day I would have to learn to read the omens  

(today I bless it with alcohol gel and pray while bathing the groceries). 
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you tweet the birds of numbers: 

an escalation of deaths as we confine ourselves. 

I give thanks and cry because i can give thanks. 

I know there are perks in my mourning. 

 

from the room where I rest, love and work, 

from the room where I rock my children into a second sleep 

when they come to my bed, 

staggering from a slow awakening at the coming of the sun, 

the room that is home to conversations about a future that is so uncertain for all of us 

enclosure of embraces to nourish hope -, 

I listen, nights 

and nights after nights 

cries and appeals in the streets 

pleas in arrows throughout the house 

that pierce through and through our comfort. 

 

the most painful arrow came in music. 

 

I look out the window: 

a frail man in a button-down shirt, 

emotionally sings a Bonnie Tyler song 

 

so I sing with him from my window 

"turn around, bright eyes". 

 

from downstairs, in front of the building's bars, 

his gaze traverses the building's staircase, 

up through the windows looking for my voice, 
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and pleads: "my children are hungry, 

help me". 

 

The plea is like a command. 

I come down with the bathed groceries and a bottle of alcohol seventy. 

and a glass of alcohol seventy. 

I deliver through the bars the bread of that night 

and vows of asepsis gel. 

 

when I return to my house, he is silent, 

and the silence seems even greater. 

 

he is outside. 

I look out my window again at my street. 

I imagine that there is invisible blood of some kind of lamb 

on the doorposts and lintels, 

no one knows who goes and who stays. 

 

today's lamb is slaughtered according to the news that feeds it 

and with the social class of those who feed it. 

 

it is outside. 

inside, the children run in the corridor, 

they improvise a narrow soccer field where the doors are beams, 

they huddle on the balcony to look at the world outside. 

 

when it rains, it's a little party. 

the drops enter with the wind and wet their little foreheads, 

they stick out their tongues: 

"a little of the world's strength has entered here, mommy". 
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we miss the green and the water. 

we have managed to cultivate a small forest on this veranda, which is the big eye of the house. 

small trees, herbs for aches and pains, 

lots of earth to stick our hands in on days when the brickwork seems to squeeze us. 

 

furniture changes places more often - there is no ideal arrangement when the house has to 

be the whole world. 

 

The mess is accepted as a small confession of not being able to heal what only being in the world heals. 

only being in the world heals. 

 

is out there. 

devastating everything. 

but now i see. 

its specter has created a body in our homes, 

and today lives as an unwelcome visitor, 

indefinitely, 

messing up our hours and spaces, 

playing with our fears, 

indifferent to our dreams, 

eating our desires. 
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Pandemic Diary 

Dayse Martins  

 

I would like to begin this text, which has no great academic pretensions, by referring to a phrase by 

Bachelard: "It is in this environment that the protective beings live. We will have to talk again about the 

maternity of the house. For the moment, we would like to indicate the essential plenitude of the being of 

the house" (Bachelard, p. 202). 

 

Writing this text made me think for days about the being "house". What is its essence? I thought of 

starting by making a report, like a diary, however I realized that this was not exactly what I wanted to talk 

about. Although domestic activities hold within them the sense of caring, I decided that this was not what I 

wanted to discuss. I emphasize that I love domestic activities when they are not compulsory. But I keep 

the word care here, because I will need it.  

 

Another possible starting point for the text would be the conflicting relationship between home and remote 

work, which are mixed together in pandemic times, and sometimes all we want is for our home to become 

"just" our home again, where we come back to after a tiring day at work, where we leave everything 

outside to "curl up" in our corner in the world. As I reflected on this, I started to realize that the house 

thus thought of is not the "only", but it is "everything". What makes us feel welcomed to pull ourselves 

together, like a child who seeks the mother's lap when something distresses him. The analogy brings out 

the reflection about the maternity of the house with strength for me, and, in this way, I am walking 

through several clues that this maternity of the house is offering me. Thus, I am trying to uncover its 

essence. 

 

In times of pandemic, the house, more than ever, is not only the space of shelter, it evokes its primary 

function of protection, of caring. But that is not all. This space also holds our memories, our sense of 

belonging, of place in the world, a feeling that extrapolates the issue of physical shelter to a more 

subjective and constitutive dimension of our being. Referring once more to Bachelard (p. 203), "It is 

through space, it is in space that we find the beautiful fossils of a duration concretized in long stages". 

 

Here again the analogy between the mother and the house is present. Isn't the mother the space that 

holds our most remote memories? Yes, the space that we once occupied and where we were so "at ease" 

that it is transferred to the house, and the latter takes on such a symbolic dimension. 
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Diary of the pandemic: notes on the house 

Felipe Ibiapina 

 

Starting from the common assumption that the pandemic of Covid-19 (re)invented the relations of 

sociability, I propose, in the following lines, a reflection about the relation of the human being with the 

house, from personal intra-subjective and intersubjective experiences. To this end, I engage in a process 

of self-analysis, proceeding with an account of my personal experience.  

 

Inverting the conventional order, I decided to start from the climax of the story of my recent 

deterritorialization. A few weeks ago I left Recife, leaving behind what had been my first home as an adult. 

I am from Teresina, born and raised, and, motivated by my doctorate, I migrated to Recife in the year 

2018. The word migration comes strongly to mind, perhaps because I left my hometown with no 

pretension of return and set down in the Pernambuco capital with no expiration date.  
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Most likely — I am unable to say, since I do not know the unconscious roots of my desire —, the recent 

decision to change cities has a direct relationship with the pandemic. So, I decided to build this account 

from three moments of the quarantine, which totals the course of one year: March to August 2020; 

September to December 2020; January to March 2021.  

 

Act One. Once the quarantine started, I packed my bags - one with clothes and another with books — and 

traveled from Recife to my mother's house in Teresina, determined to stay there during the whole 

pandemic. We were plunged into uncertainty - not that this has changed - in the face of a collective terror. 

For me, it was very important to be close to the family, I felt safe knowing that, in case of illness, I would 

have support. I spent my days in the apartment, I created a study routine, I resorted to videogames for 

leisure, it was even through the games that I interacted with friends, and that was how my days were for 

almost five months. Rethinking my relationship with the house was inevitable. Besides the pandemic 

context, some readings from the doctorate inspired me, I highlight The poetics of space, by Bachelard, 

and The space of architecture, by Evaldo Coutinho. One emotion that I bring from these days is the 

longing for "my apartment".  

 

Despite the comfort and the pampering that only mom's house provides, I missed seeing myself reflected 

in the space, in the furniture arrangement, in the decorative objects. I remember a line by Evaldo 

Coutinho in which the author points to the arrangement of residential interiors as the face of the dweller. 

The anguish of not belonging made me realize that my mother's house was my shelter, and my home was 

waiting in Recife. I decided to go back.  

 

Second act. It was very good to come back home. In fact, I was missing "it" and felt an incomparable 

coziness. I had never stopped to reflect about the relationship with my home in Recife. It seemed that 

from now on I would value it more than ever. In the first weeks, in a way, the warmth confirmed that this 

was where my soul lived. However, time went by and a new feeling of emptiness came over me: I missed 

walking around the city. During the three years I lived in Recife, whenever I was sad I would take a bus to 

Recife Antigo. I would take advantage of the route to observe the city's movement, the people and, once 

there, I would spend hours contemplating the buildings, the Capibaribe, the view of Rua da Aurora from 

the Cais do Apolo, which allowed the delight of the view of the skinny sobrados (townhouses). Sometimes, 

I would cross the bridge, and in this walk, it seemed that my bond with Recife was reaffirmed. In the 

circumstance of the pandemic, without being able to walk around the city, for fear of the invisible 

contagion, the city was no longer safe, and although I was sheltered at home, it seemed that the flame of 

home was weakened. Certainly, without Recife, I was deterritorialized, and that apartment, although it 

reflected my identity, could be situated anywhere else. December came, and I went to spend Christmas 

with my family with the plan of spending fifteen days there. A surprise happened to me, I saw again 

someone from my past, I fell in love and started dating. Although we are from the same country, he lives 

in Brasilia, which made us make plans to come and go when the pandemic allowed. 

Third act. We agreed that I would go to Brasília first, and the stay had a deadline: one month. What I 

didn't expect was that Eros would guide me not only into the arms of a boyfriend, but also to Brasília: the 

modernist city so criticized by architects (and I didn't run away from that). The open spaces of the 

superblocks, the greenery, gave me a breath of fresh air that Recife - as well as the other large 
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metropolises - was unable to give me at that time. The story goes on, but I will end my story here. First, I 

share some questions: does it make sense to think of the house as a space independent from the city, in 

the case of urban dwellings? What makes a city welcoming? Is what is refuge for me close in nature to 

what is refuge for you? 

Pandemic Diary 

Lia Sabino  

 

March 2020  

In the beginning, I didn't have the dimension of how long and how serious everything would come to. I 

had an incipient feeling of fear and uncertainty, but the excitement of a new life started two weeks before 

still animated the days. I had just moved into a new apartment and suddenly found myself in a kind of 

involuntary BBB: sleeping on a mattress on the floor, in a confinement with two unknown people, 

inventing dynamics to get to know each other better and give those rooms an idea of home in the middle 

of that improbable reality.  

 

May 2020  

Three months later, this improbable reality was already coming through the door. One of my BBB 

housemates contracted Covid at work, leading me to flee to isolate myself in a friend's vacant apartment. 

It was in the first building I lived in in Recife, where I probably had my best memories of life and spent a 

good part of the day looking out the window at the streets that made me love this city and call it home. It 

was the beginning of something like a return in time through the spaces I once inhabited.  
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June 2020  

Worried with the worsening of the pandemic and with my parents, who had contracted the disease, I 

decided to return to Fortaleza, where I would be closer to my family, who today live in the countryside of 

Ceará. So I returned, with an airplane bag and a handful of books, to my native house, my first universe. 

In everything it was absolutely the same as my childhood home — thanks to my mother's excessive 

attachment to the stability of things — but it already looked like an abandoned house after many months 

of being completely closed up. It had all the furniture and objects in the same exact place, but was empty 

of the characters who had built a history and a home there.  

 

Then I remembered what Bachelard wrote about the first house: the "onirically definitive" house, "true in 

life and even truer in reverie", "more than a prototype of a house, a body of dreams". I really felt as if I 

was in a very strange dream. I was witnessing a surreal reality on the outside and inhabiting a dreamlike 

place on the inside. Bachelard also writes: "To inhabit the natal house onirically is more than inhabiting it 

through memory, it is living in the vanished house as we dream. For eight months I lived in this lonely 

limbo, where I spent days without hearing a human voice, and it is curious how, in the silence, things 

seem to start talking. There, all things were like fossils of memories and spoke a lot, all the time.  

 

I gradually lost track of the days of the week and the rhythm of time, I only really remembered to go to 

sleep when the sun rose and illuminated the green and pink stained glass windows in my baby's room. It 

was then that the clock in the living room, older than I, stopped, refusing to tell a time that no one else 

paid attention to, and I remembered what Jung says about clocks in The Man and his symbols. He writes 

that objects cooperate with the unconscious by creating symbolic forms, and tells of the many cases of 

clocks that stopped at the exact time of their owners' death. It is a coincidence to think that I let it slip to 

the analyst that I felt like a ghost wandering around that old house. It was a metaphor, of course, but she 

answered me: "Aren't ghosts people who have already died? 

 

February 2021  

At this point, suffocated by the lonely isolation, I decided to leave that house and ended up regressing 

even further in time and space by returning to my grandmother's house in the countryside. A house twice 

as big, with walls twice as wide, and twice as old. The house not only of my childhood during the 

vacations, but of my mother's childhood. Where everything has also been in the same exact place for 

more than 60 years (the attachment to the stability of things really runs in the family). This house, which 

spans the entire block with its many rooms, vaults and closets, always fascinated me as a child. I used to 

dream about it constantly, going through my grandfather's attic and junk rooms and finding all kinds of 

treasures. This she did not only in my childhood dreams, but also while awake. They were old letters, 

pictures of unknown people, disused electrical appliances, love notes, lost books from an ex-seminarian 

uncle. Now, at 30, I decided, after so many years, to go out hunting once again, and again, the objects 

seem to say things. In the attic, on top of a bookcase, a forgotten and dusty red book catches my 

attention. It is the denunciation-book by Dom Paulo Evaristo Arns: Brazil: Never Again. 

 



14 
 

 

 

Two Weeks 

Luiz Monte 

 

When the pandemic broke out, my innate optimism made me think that it would be a passing thing. I 

talked to friends and relatives and always said "Soon it will be over", "By June it will be solved", among 

other misconceptions. As the pandemic showed its way and established itself as something 

unprecedented, even so, during the end of 2020, I remained optimistic. Always thinking that things would 

get better soon, I believed that maybe we wouldn't even have to wait for a vaccine, that it would be 

somehow "natural" for the disease to cool down.  

 

Although the bad news would come, I avoided touching the subject too much and, adhering to a strict 

isolation, I believed that my mental health was "fine"; I didn't understand how people were so "out of it". 

In my opinion, everything in life can be solved calmly, without hassle. (This was my mental motto.) I 

ended up creating a form of "defense", even though I was in isolation. "If I don't think about the 

pandemic, it will affect me less", I believed. 

 

Well, on March 11, right after lunch, I felt soft and shivery. And yet I remained optimistic. I thought that, 

since I had been cycling in the sun, it could be a reaction of my body to the effort. Always optimistic. On 

the morning of the 12th I did the test and on the same day I received a positive diagnosis for Covid-19. 

This is where my two weeks begin. 
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The method I had created of not thinking about the pandemic fell apart, it was now innocuous. The 

pandemic was inside me. I began, for the first time, to feel the anguish that I believe many have felt even 

without having the disease. The fear of death, the apprehension of being deprived of freedom, among 

other things. 

 

It was a very hard two weeks indeed. I remember the following aspects: the first is the claustrophobia. I 

already started to feel uncomfortable with the lack of space and the fact that I was in isolation in a 45 m2 

apartment. But nothing compares to having to stay a fortnight inside a 9 m2 room. My only 

communication with the outside world was the window, and even then it only looked out onto the parking 

area of the building. Almost no nature nearby. Only the cars and the blue sky.  

 

Also with this I reflected a lot about the quality of our spaces, of our cities. About how we insist on living in 

small caged perches, in an artificial way, and how our urbanism is perverse. I was grateful that I could at 

least enjoy a comfortable room in a good condominium, thinking that the majority of the population in our 

country still suffers from precarious housing conditions. I reflected on all this while looking at the awnings 

that protect those huge machines that we think are so necessary for our displacement, but, mainly, 

looking at the little bit of sky that appeared between the buildings around mine. 

 

The second aspect is anxiety. Even with relative calm during the fifteen days of isolation, I had very acute 

peaks of anxiety. From time to time I believed I was not breathing; even though the oximeter was showing 

maximum oxygenation, I believed something was wrong. I would take deep breaths and try to calm myself 

down; sometimes I succeeded, sometimes I just lay down and waited for the discomfort to pass. 

 

For two nights I did not sleep well at all, I had nightmares, difficulty relaxing in bed, chills, bad feelings. 

Today I realize that almost everything had to do with emotional issues. In a way, by seeing myself in this 

position, I believe that I have learned to have more compassion for the pains of others, especially 

emotional pains, which I, by being always calm, believed I didn't have so much of. 

 

The third and last aspect concerns religiosity. I always saw myself as agnostic and I believe I still am. But 

during those two weeks, I remember sitting several and several times mentalizing and asking for 

protection and calm for myself, for the people close to me and also thinking about those who were in a 

much worse situation than me in the hospitals. The third or fourth time I did this, I stopped thinking that I 

was just "emanating positive energies" and assumed I was praying.  

 

Despite the great concern I had for my health, which was in no small part, I found myself thinking a lot 

about my family, which ultimately made me very happy. It was as if the fear of separation and imagining 

the pain that some people would feel with my absence, especially my partner and my mother, was even 
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worse than the fear of death itself. Well, as a conclusion to this text and to the topic of religiosity, for me 

one of the things that was definitively concluded was: I no longer need to be ashamed of praying. 
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Pandemic diary: a collective construction about the experience of being at home during the pandemic  

Sidnéia Maia  

 

In March 2020, I was getting ready to spend four months in Recife; it would be the last months of my 

leave from UERN, the university where I work as a teacher, in the countryside of Rio Grande do Norte. I 

was going to take two final courses for my doctorate in Urban Development at UFPE and start preparing 

for the qualification process of my thesis. But suddenly everything changed. On Sunday, March 15, 2020, 

the newspapers reported that universities and technical education institutions would suspend classes, a 

decision taken because of the pandemic caused by the new coronavirus. From that moment on, "Stay 

home" was the watchword. 
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Classes were suspended at universities and schools, commerce also stopped in various segments, and 

those that remained open began to operate with limits on the number of people circulating and rules for 

attendance. Everyone is at home now, because a lethal virus was circulating in the streets. We don't know 

much about it yet, but the news and images coming in from other countries, especially China and Europe, 

are impacting and frightening. The world has slowed down!!! 

 

As Boaventura de Sousa Santos (2020) told us, the eruption of a pandemic demands drastic 

transformations. And suddenly they become possible as if they had always been. It becomes possible to 

stay at home and have time again to read a book, spend more time with one's children, consume less, 

dispense with the addiction of spending hours in shopping malls, looking at what is on sale and forgetting 

everything that one wants but can only get by means other than buying. The conservative idea that there 

is no alternative to the way of life imposed by the hypercapitalism in which we live falls apart (Santos, 

2020, p. 5). 

 

Staying at home was never something bad for me; quite the contrary, I always liked it. However, it had to 

adapt to accommodate the new functions of its residents; school and work started to compete in the 

same environment. Remote class, home office, webinar, lives, are some of the expressions that became 

part of our daily lives.  

 

Classes did not move immediately to the online mode; it took some months for the institutions to adapt. In 

the meantime, my first reaction was to read and reread several works that I was interested in, but could 

not find available before. At the same time, I shared the housework with the other members of the family 

(three daughters and her husband), since the housekeeper also had to stay in her own home. Thus, we 

started to experience our house in a different way, more intense and sometimes ambiguous, as Leitão 

(2007, p. 68) reminds us "[...] the house in its expanded and symbolic sense, the space that welcomes 

the human. The house that makes it possible, real or illusory, to return, to enter, to remember, to stay, to 

learn, to love, to protect oneself, among so many other experiences of inhabiting. Enter, then, into your 

house". 

By staying at home longer and with everyone simultaneously, we realized what we missed at home; we 

paid more attention to what didn't work or thought of new ways to use it; we bought less, but used more. 

Gardening was another activity that we began to value. I realized that I didn't have any plants in my house 

and how much I missed them. Our relationships were also put to the test, as well as the power of our 

internet. We have revived small collective habits, conversations and games, eating meals at home more 

often, and venturing into new recipes.  

 

But challenges accompany us, besides the fear of the virus, the fear for the most vulnerable. We need to 

maintain a routine that would allow everyone to carry out their activities in the shared environments. Of all 

that we are living, without a doubt the experience of living in the house has been both the most enjoyable 

and the most challenging. We hope for an end to the pandemic, as well as the vaccine for as many people 
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as possible. May we be able to return to the world beyond the screens, go back to the streets, meet 

people, move freely. And feel again how good it is to come home. 

 

 

 

 

 

An experience of the house: nest  

Luíza Martins de Melo  

It is time for modification, for change. Everyone is trying to adapt to the imposed context, molding and 

being molded by it. What started as a simple adjustment of daily life, went through a revisiting of oneself 

and ended up in the re-signification of the experience of the house. In this way, each one acted as a 

nucleus that radiates the inscription of its self, its subjectivity in the space. Each room, which before 
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already had aspects capable of identifying its owner, took on a new face, adapted even more to this new 

being that experiences it more intensely. Thus, furniture was moved, some parts were organized, while 

others became pure disorder. Bia's bed. My desk. The place of permanence of each individual, as if it had 

a life of its own, moved toward the window in a very natural movement. Attracted, who knows, by this 

meeting point — even if restricted — with the "outside". The balcony that used to be so little visited today 

receives constant visits. Many of them just to "look at the world". It is even more interesting to notice that 

it is enough for one to go there that two or three appear in a helpless look, seeking comfort in the 

identification with the neighbour in front. Imagining that maybe he is also looking outside, because he 

feels a lack on the "inside". Still in this movement, many of our nightly meetings, which used to take place 

around the TV, have also moved to the balcony. The screen became a coadjutant and the window, a 

fireplace. The symbolism of meals has also become more expressive. Everything is an excuse to set the 

table and get together. There is such a thing as a morning snack, afternoon coffee, and so on. The living 

room, the kitchen... it has remained the same! It is as if it was the meeting place of these small nuclei. 

However, I keep asking myself why in this collectivity their expressions seem to be annulled. In fact, to me 

it seems as if the world took a break in the middle of a Sunday at granny's house. It is a nest feeling, and I 

dare say that around here we have built it mainly around the window and the table.  

But challenges accompany us, besides the fear of the virus, the fear for the most vulnerable. We need to 

maintain a routine that would allow everyone to carry out their activities in the shared environments. Of all 

that we are living, without a doubt the experience of living in the house has been both the most enjoyable 

and the most challenging. We hope for an end to the pandemic, as well as the vaccine for as many people 

as possible. May we be able to return to the world beyond the screens, go back to the streets, meet 

people, move freely. And feel again how good it is to come home. 

  

Source: Author's personal collection. 
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Reconnecting with the "inside"  

Danielle Leal  

"The rush of life wraps everything up. Life is like that: it heats up and cools down, it tightens up and then 

loosens up, it quiets down and then disquiets. What it wants from us is courage" (Rosa; J. G. Grande 

Sertão: Veredas. Rio de Janeiro: Nova Fronteira, 1986, p. 334).  

The world is going through an unprecedented moment, people from all countries are forced to change 

their habits, social isolation has become the only alternative, until then, to stop the spread of a virus. It 

was necessary to reinvent oneself, the house became not only a home, but a place to work, to practice 

physical exercise, to meditate, but above all, it became a place of self-knowledge. 

 

Figure 1: Panel: Covid-19 cover — BSB photo festival 

 

Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020. 

The contemporary world leads us to live fast, to not observe details, and often, to spend more time 

outside the house than inside it. Living at home is basically, but not exceptionally, reduced to "extra time", 

to moments of leisure and relaxation, which are so often replaced, once again, by "living outside". The 

house then becomes just a transitory moment that happens by the necessity of a break between entering 

and having to leave again. This leads us to understand the house only as a support for the fast, 

unrestrained life that doesn't allow us to stop, or are we the ones who don't allow ourselves to stop? 

Figure 2: Panel: Covid-19 cover — BSB photo festival 
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Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020. 

And then, we are faced with the need to take what used to be extra as essential, to invert the process and 

spend more time inside than outside; the house is no longer a transitory moment, but a lasting one. So 

much time inside the house makes us have more time to perceive it, to see its details. To identify objects, 

decorations, sensations transmitted by its conformation that no longer fit us and that we didn't notice due 

to the day-to-day rush. The house then begins to have a new meaning, maybe not a new never existing 

one, but a new one forgotten by the routine. 

Figure 3: Panel: Covid-19 cover - BSB photo festival 

 

Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020. 
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We begin to feel the need to organize it, but not in a physical, material sense, but in a symbolic sense, to 

understand what we are really looking for when we are at home. We have the need to have it always 

clean. Well, if this is the space in which I will spend so much time, I need to feel good in it, I need it to 

give me comfort and security, therefore, I need it to be clean. And then, when cleaning, we begin to 

discover objects that we no longer even knew were there, many with an emotional charge that had been 

lost not in time, but in the lack of time. 

Figure 4: Panel: Covid-19 cover - BSB photo festival 

 

Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020.  

The house now becomes a place of reflection, of trying to understand how a place that was so his, that 

brought him so much warmth and protection became such a transitory place, so in the background. When 

did this happen? How could it not be missed? Now it does! Because now, your home again becomes your 

place of maximum protection, your shelter, it is what welcomes you in all the uncertain moments of what 

is happening and what is to come. It is the place that you feel the need to organize, to make even more 

your own, to try to supply the affective and subjective needs that before only the "outside" could bring - or 

that you illusorily thought it could - but that you, for now, need to find only in the "inside". 

Figure 5: Panel: Covid-19 cover - BSB photo festival 
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Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020. 

 

The house now begins, finally, to return to its sense of home, of warmth, of protection, of affinity, of 

symbolism, only now in fact, not that connotation that we thought it was. It then becomes your place in 

the world again, it becomes the place that brings you peace, that keeps you protected - perhaps illusorily - 

and that makes you disconnect from all the craziness that is going on "outside. The house, even if it is not 

uniquely yours, has become and becomes your home again.  

 

Figure 6: Panel: Covid-19 cover - BSB photo festival  

 

Photo: Danilo Verpa. Source: https://www.instagram.com/p/CEFSY3- BEwF/, 2020. 
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