
1 Cabaret Ticket 'the last time I was well' 2 Bandana 'biohazard' 3 Copper 
Crown 'a lightening conductor' 4 Haiku 'new beginnings' 5 Health Care Card 'go to 
good doctors for free' 6 ATM receipt 'losing meaningful things' 7 Scratchie 'thought 
my luck would change' 8 Crotchless two piece 'heads or tails' 9 Calamity Jane 'I 
didn't realise she was alcoholic' 10 Synchronised Swimsuit 'failed career' 
11 Mother Maria 'connection to connection' 12 Metal Heart 'in memory of her' 
13 Fimolove 'to pass the weekend blues' 14 Porcelain Handle 'please return' 
15 Rosary 'anon' 16 Heart Badge 'feels too personal' 17 Puzzle piece 'what could 
have been' 18 Stolenwealth Shirt 'it felt fair and right and exciting' 19 Fuel 
scratchie 'road tripping with mum' 20 Grandfathers toothbrush 'reminder of how 
gross he was' 21 Felt Cross 'it just appeared' 22Paracetamol 'holiday souvenir' 
23 Receipt 'never reimbursed' 24 Poem 'retrospective truth' 25 Pathfinder Badge 
'awkward sexual awakenings' 26 Birthday Card 'special to see her writing like a pro' 
27 Postcard 'crazy techfiend babe' 28 Tent Design 'the best laid plans' 
29 Bookmark 'great photo, shit brand' 30 CD 'never played' 31 Film Membership 
Card 'cultural ambitions' 32 Matches 'above the desert, in the pines' 33 Sunglasses 
'a full on morning' 34 Dwayne and Ciggie Butt 'met in the health food aisle' 
35 Hospital band 'sick as a dog' 36 Adaptor 'guilt trip' 37 Ginger 'not consumed' 
38 Bandage 'too many operations' 39 Battersby 'a moment of realisation' 40 Quit 
Ciggie 'just in case' 41 Fan 'cultural excursion' 42 Pop Ups 'doss house politics' 
43 Artist Passes 'shit pay, great perks' 44 Henna Packet 'reclaiming sexuality' 
Illustrations by Lyn Heazlewood Design by Elliat Rich 
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7.

Retrospectively it's hard 
to tell where one memory stops 
and another begins.

The sunglasses were borrowed. 
The wedding was someone else's.
The story I'd heard before. 

It seemed fitting that they ended 
up here; in this collective receptacle 
for things we no longer need

but cannot bear to throw away.

The Museum of Intimate Memories offers audiences 
the opportunity to liberate their keepsakes. 

In September 2014 a tiny pop up museum opened it's 
doors in Alice Springs, with patrons invited to exchange 
their mementos for a private tour. Initially assembled 
from the detritus of my own life, the collection quickly 
expanded to hold ephemera from friends, strangers and 
the occasional nemesis. 

This catalogue is the memory of that museum. Selected 
artefacts have been rendered in drawing – slightly 
removed from their original selves. The writing too is 
reflective of the essence of the private exchanges – 
much of the detail removed so only the meaning and 
connection remains. 

The entire process of creating this work has been an 
exercise in intimacy and exposure; from the crowd 
funding campaign to the construction of the museum 
and the one on one interactions with museum patrons, 
I have been overwhelmed by peoples courage and 
generosity. To my collaborators, supporters and  patrons 
– thank you – I could not have done it without you. 

It was a beautiful reminder 
of an ugly holiday. Crumpled 
yellow envelope encrusted 
with so many stamps, there was
barely enough room for the address. 

From the pictures I imagined 
Nicaragua to be idyllic. It was 
underwhelming, poverty
and coffee apparently; the best part,
the stamps, sent back home. 

It was a long drive from a hard place. 
She arrived with nothing to give. I said 
what about the shattered fragments
of your window? She said 
I suppose that will do. 

When they broke into her car they left 
the tobacco, the money, they took 
 the EPIRB – so easy to find. She called it
the glass from the grey zone: a reminder 
of the crunchy space between black and white.

It was a memory I'd claimed as my own; 

a crotchless two piece
all cheap red satin, black lace 
fluff around the nipples. 

Only she would make a gift of second hand underwear. 

Pausing, her nose crumpled, a familiar hesitation 

“Didn't I lend you those?” 

Only she would ask for them back. 

“It's interesting how much is in them, 
these things we carry around.” 

The acquisition - an expired health care card.

“I only lived at that house for two weeks, 
but I kept the address.”

 Orchard Road, Coconut Grove. I nod. I know the place. 

It's history reads like a list of consequences; 
too many pimples from good times in Berlin,
multiple STD checks, a mental health care plan. 

“It's expired now, so I can't use it.” 

Times change.

She didn't want to enter the museum. 
Not alone; said she was too afraid. 

I'd never thought of her as fearful
Always saw her as strong. 

One of those women who mimic 
the desert; warm and impenetrable. 

The crowd was busy.
Our exchange was fleeting. 

She left the toothbrush.
It was from her grandpa,

Circa 1964: a reminder 
of how gross he was. 

What happens to memories 
we cannot throw away?

Find more memories at
themuseumofintimatememories.tumblr.com


