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Introduction 

I WAS DRIVING NEAR THE SMALL TOWN OF GUNNEDAH IN 
NEW SOUTH WALES − AS A PHOTOGRAPHER I DO A LOT OF 
DRIVING AROUND AUSTRALIA − AND I ENDED UP TAKING A 
WRONG TURN DOWN A DIRT TRACK AND FOUND MYSELF 
OUT THE FRONT OF AN OLD FARMHOUSE, NESTLED IN 
OVERGROWN BUSH. THE FORMER BEAUTY HAD FALLEN INTO 
SOME DISREPAIR, WITH PLANKS OF THE VERANDA FALLING 
OFF, AND SHE WAS THIRSTY FOR A LICK OF PAINT. THE OLD 
HOUSE, HOWEVER, STILL STOOD STRONG; IT LOOKED BEAUTIFUL IN THE LIGHT OF THE 
AFTERNOON SUN. 

I wondered, what was the story of the old house? Why didn't anyone love it anymore? What did it look like 
inside? I thought about these questions all the way home, for seven hours, as I drove back up to Brisbane. I had 
so many thoughts whirling around in my head. Someone needed to document authentic homes like this, which 
we take for granted. Someone had to get inside and see the interiors influenced by the Australian bush. 
Someone needed to love these homes. Someone needed to reconnect us with our country's interiors. They 
needed to be photographed and celebrated before it was too late, and they crumbled into the earth and 
disappeared. That somebody ended up being me. 

I wasn't sure how I was going to find these homes, let alone get inside them. The home really is a sanctuary, a 
place of rest and shelter, a private space where people can truly be themselves and let their guard down. How 
was I going to get inside the homes of absolute strangers? 

I found the best way was through old-fashioned word of mouth – and a smile. I would talk to one person 
about what I was doing, and they would know someone's sister, who lived next door to a man whose uncle 
had a little shack eight hours west of Sydney. So I would visit that uncle, then he would have a friend who had 
a hut in Tasmania, so I would visit that friend … For a year I did this, alone, road-tripping all over Australia. I 
followed a conversation that started in one place and ended in another, a bush telegraph of knowledge, 
generosity and kindness. 

I searched and found authentic homes, sentimental homes, real homes. All at peace with being called Australian 
– they would never want to be anything else. The homes I found I fell in love with were uniquely personal; 
each told its own story. Their beauty and charm had nothing to do with privilege or wealth; it was how the 
homes made you feel − safe. I never styled the interiors or changed them − I merely documented the spaces, 
as they were, and recorded the emotion of the home. It had to be honest. The interiors were layered, 
resourceful and spirited, and had a sense of freedom about them. They all listened and spoke proudly to the 
Australian landscape in which they lay, never looking for influences abroad. 

There would be times when I would have to dip out of my journey, back to reality to shoot a job for a couple 
of weeks, but each time I did this I couldn't wait to be out of the city and on the road again, close to what felt 
real. It was like an addiction, an addiction to the freedom that you only have when you don't know where you 
are going, or who you are going to meet. Like jumping down a rabbit-hole and never knowing when and where 
you will pop back up. 

Perhaps because of the remote locations of these homes or maybe just because of how things are done in the 
country, I would usually stay over, in the spare room or on the sofa. These generous strangers, who, over the 



course of a couple of hours as I photographed their homes, would become friends, good friends. We would 
usually share a drink and a meal, laugh together, and tell each other our stories. There were hysterical nights 
where I would have a pet cockatoo on my shoulder for hours at the dinner table, or I would be sleeping in a 
swag outside under the stars with no running water, absorbing how these people lived. By the end of the night 
I always felt the same − happy, and topped up with human spirit. 

Looking back, it was an emotional year, a year of chance and of trusting my instincts. I was leaving behind the 
safe shelter of my own home to seek out shelter of another kind. The sentimentalist in me had to take this on. 
I had to go on this journey to find these homes and these people, and to share with people in the cities how 
beautiful rural Australia − the Australia I see and love − is. The dilapidated, the falling-over, the beautiful and 
the tired, the rambling and the crumbling − they all welcomed me in, and these homes made me feel safe and 
protected, giving me shelter. 

 


