
I AM HERE was one of four field trips led by a local artist during the W(here) 
Festival. In Brookland, NS, Raina McDonald invited us to explore the surrounding 
world considering “here” as a specific geographical location and the world within 
us.  

______________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Field Report  

 

Art. Curating. Yoga. All are practices engaging a journey of some kind. Each poses 
questions and sometimes, when we work hard enough, offers solutions. On her 
field trip for the W(here) Festival, Raina McDonald, artist and yoga instructor, 
proposes an important question to her fellow travelers: Where am I?  

I AM HERE proclaims Raina’s field trip. Following the artists footsteps through the 
woods she travels daily, W(here) Festival attendees catch a glimpse into the artist’s 
practice and her place of inspiration. Yet, the journey is more than a look at how 
Raina herself creates art. It is a work of art itself – a relational experience amongst 
art, audience and place.  

Raina leads the group into the woods. As she walks it was clear she is at home 
here. Walking is part of her creative process. Today’s field trip will propel her next 
creation. Over the two years since she moved to Back Road her explorations have 
forged their own paths into this hundred-acre expanse of land.  

During the first stop of our field trip– an old foundation of a home long since gone 
– Raina leads everyone in 
meditation. Is here a 
physical place? A mental 
or emotional state? Can 
we, always busy, always 
rushing, find ourselves in 
the present?  

Trusting, we follow Raina 
and close our eyes. Here 
our journey really begins. 
The visual world falls 
away. We are all alone, 
together. Standing in 
mountain pose, feet 
planted firmly on the 
ground, Raina challenges 
her audience to open up 
our senses, to connect to 
this place, to our group 



and ourselves. She asks us to find the present, to position ourselves physically 
and mentally in this place and to communicate without speech so that we may 
truly know our surroundings without talking for the sake of noise. As our eyes 
open, the world floods in anew.  

I am charged with sharing this wandering with you, my unknown audience, and so 
I write as I walk. I am moved to sketch the places we rest – an activity I haven’t 
done in years. I know I am bringing you with me and you’ll need to see what I see, 
smell what I smell and feel what I feel. No easy task. One I am not sure I can or 
will fully accomplish.  

I smell the forest, damp bark, dew settled in the air around me. These scents 
break through the lavender and bug spray that heavily coat my neck.  

Birds call in the near distance and my backpack swishes as it shifts across the 
plastic raincoat I wear. I hear the sounds of footsteps on uneven ground, branches 
crackling under foot and leaves rustling. Suddenly a rushing brook, then bubbling 
like all storybook brooks are apt to do.  

The forest fills my vision with green, every shade found in a box of pencil crayons. 
Yellow, white, purple and pink flowers dot the green expanse.  Hills break through 
the mist, but just as quick we are protected under a canopy of trees.  

 



As I move I am aware of the others I travel with. Marlene picking flowers, Mary 
recording us with her camera, Rosemary walking up ahead. Yet, despite my 
company, I am alone with you, my reader. I internally narrate my journey, present 
in my mind ideas that I quickly, yet inefficiently try to capture in writing. I 
experience this walk deeply, trying to record every moment and yet I barely fill the 
page.  

We arrive at the cabin in the woods. Our destination. There is so much here I 
could record, so much to tell you. Instead I leave you behind.  I return to my 

travelers and join them in 
conversation. I travel 
home with them but I’m 
glad I had you with me; 
this process helped 
ingrain the experience in 
my own mind. Now, when 
I close my eyes, weeks 
later, I can transport 
myself back to these 
moments, to this place, 
which I have made my 
own.  

 

- field report by Katherine 
Dennis 


