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A Note ON METHOD 
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Ideally, a process of writing about an object 
would happen in person, or at least start there. 
However, my endeavour to find and experience 
Le Destin has been thwarted. Apon beginning 
this project, I realised Le Destin is currently locked 
from public view in a private collection. This was 
a frustrating realisation at the beginning, to the 
point where I considered moving away from it 
completely. But I felt unable to leave it, pulled in 
by an instinct that there was something sincerely 
important about Le Destin that I needed to 
understand and respond to.

Following this instinct meant admitting to the 
restrictive parameters surrounding my endeavour 
with Le Destin and Gray. Firstly, being unable to 
visit the work took away the power of (viewing/
experiencing) the object in person - it’s presence 
in that initial seeing, getting close to it, spending 
time with it, and the memory of afterwards. 
Secondly, my research has been focused on 
secondary accounts of both Gray and Le Destin, 
their representation or how others have, and 
haven’t, translated them into the canon of design. 

These are the shortcomings of the particular 
project I had originally set out to do. But from 
these strictures the process became less about 
both looking for, or at, the object, and much more 
about trying to get to know it and its maker. This 
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has occurred by allowing Le Destin and Gray    
in their representations to drive the writing, as 
opposed to coming into it with a specific agenda. 

Through this second hand research I noticed 
increasingly what has not been presented is 
an analysis of Le Destin beyond the objects 
functionality and basic description. Similarly, how 
the work sits in the mind of an onlooker is missing 
from its history. This has therefore emerged as my 
route to the product: a set of cumulative texts 
foregrounding my own subjective response as a 
strategy in understanding Le Destin.

Through this process I have realised that the 
project would not end with more knowledge  
about Le Destin’s history or Gray’s biography. 
Instead, what has materialised is an alternative 
to that economy. The encounters that follow 
are translations of the object and Gray through 
me in a language of uncertainty and suggestion, 
by proposing, meandering, and importantly; 
responding instinctually. What results is, that 
in their power, Le Destin and Gray remain 
mysterious halves of an unknowable whole and 
through this unknowability they actively refuse 
me, their onlooker, a full comprehension of their 
existence.
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Encounters 



11

Approximately three photographs of Le Destin 
circulate as its documentation in both print and 
online. The third most used in these formats is 
that of the screen standing in a room with light 
brown timber flooring in front of a muddy brown-
coloured wall. It is cropped closely on both the 
left and right side making the space unidentifiable 
beyond these elements. The second and first 
most used photographs are that of the object 
viewed from the front, and then separately from 
the back, stripped from any background as if cut 
away from the prior-mentioned photo. This cut-
out version helps an onlooker concentrate on 
the screen as a set of interlocking panels and to 
view the illustration as having a significant stake 
in its understanding, without the distraction of the 
surrounding flooring and walls. I decided to print 
this image out with an initial impulse to isolate the 
things that made it whole. Le Destin as a set of 
working parts, from panels to illustration, made it 
feel less dramatic and therefore less intimidating 
than Le Destin as object in real space. By bringing 
the parts together again I felt I may be able to 
respond to it with a closer understanding.

Using the blade of a hobby knife I began to cut 
through the page, first detaching the four panels 
from one another and looking at how this affected 
the illustration. Other than a small length of a 
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cloak sprawling on to the lower right corner, 
the first panel (from left) is blank of activity. It is 
steeped deeply and only in the rich red lacquer 
backdrop of the screen. 

The second panel, mostly undisrupted by the 
separation, contains the first two of three figures 
present in the overall design. They are positioned 
together informally close, with one carried on the 
shoulders of the other. The smaller of the two, the 
carrier, has a deep blue tone to their skin, their 
body is muscular and they stand unclothed. They 
are holding up the second figure who is strikingly 
different in demeanour. This larger figure is grey in 
colour and seems to be of importance - dressed 
in a classical-style robe with a long beard and hair. 
Their body appears loose, back rounded forward, 
feet dangling but out of view due to their long 
cloak, and hands dropped in front of them. 

The third panel is similar to the first; empty of 
activity except this time containing the small 
splayed blue hand of a third figure stretching over 
from the fourth panel. 

The fourth and final panel contains the body 
attached to that hand. Like the carrier in the 
second panel, this figure is svelte, blue skinned 
and naked. His mouth is open and his body leans 
slightly forward in what looks like a moment of 
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stress at the activity of the other two figures set 
out before him on the screen.

Having the panels separated in front of me 
I then began taking apart the contents of the 
illustration itself. Firstly each figure from the 
lacquer background and then from each other. I 
started by roving around the anatomy of each of 
the figures with the blade, taking particular care 
at certain moments; gliding the scalpel lightly to 
round off each buttock true to the smoothness of 
the original shapes, making sharp responsive cuts 
where the pleats of the fabric cloak overlap, and 
separating the digits of the outstretched hand 
with caution where they reach the knuckles to 
avoid any amputation. The parting of the two 
figures on the second panel seemed like the most 
significant point in this process. But I felt quite at 
odds slicing into this silver line that defines their 
difference. It made me question whether I should 
interfere with the illustration at all and particularly 
if this embrace was within my right to pull apart.
     
There’s an authority asserted in reforming the 
shapes of a thing that already exists in the world, 
this framing with one’s own view. I felt very self-
conscious of making that assertion, embarrassed 
by the confidence needed in the activity of 
representation - to construct a symbol for the 
form of that which it takes from. Now dissecting 

   



14

the work of another, I felt it in this re-representing 
Eileen’s Le Destin. Separating these two figures 
was to take away their purpose. As two parts they 
rely on each other to make a whole, embodying
an act of dependency both in their isolation 
from the screen and in their contribution to the 
narrative of the overall illustration itself. Equally, 
each figure requires the other as a means to be 
understood, through their activity of carrying and 
being carried. 

It reminded me of a similar dependence in 
the story of Tír na nÓg from Irish mythology. 
Translated as ‘Land of the Young’, the story 
goes that a woman called Niamh, an immortal 
princess and daughter of the king of  Tír na nÓg, 
brings her lover Oisín, a human from Ireland, 
to live there with her in this land of immortals. 
Oisín stays in Tír na nÓg for three years but then 
decides to return to Ireland. Niamh reluctantly 
lets him go and warns him to stay on his horse, 
never to let his feet touch the ground during his 
time there. When he arrives, Oisín realises that 
time has been working incongruently between 
Tír na nÓg and the real world with more than 
three hundred years having passed since he was 
last there. He finds his family have passed away, 
his home is long-since abandoned and the once-
arable land now an expanse of weeds. In anguish, 
Oisín decides to make his way back to Niamh. But 
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just before he leaves, his horse’s hoof gets caught 
under a stone. He leans over to loosen it but the 
leather strap of his saddle snaps in two and he 
falls to the ground. Instantaneously Oisín’s body 
ages the three hundred years or more that he’s 
been gone from Ireland and he dies.

I have a visceral memory of this final scene, seeing 
it live when I was about eight years old as part 
of a school trip to the theatre in Donegal. The 
stage was dark except for one sharp amber light 
focused on Oisín and his (mechanical) horse. With 
some rather brilliantly concealed makeup and 
hair changes, Oisín’s skin wrinkled and his curls 
turned from brown to white, as he aged in front 
of my classmates and I. Now, I think about the 
level of reliance the four legs of the animal had 
to Oisín’s survival up until that point and how 
this starts to resemble the image in front of me 
on Le Destin. The scene starts to merge in my 
head with the illustration on the second panel of 
the screen. The smaller figure seems to do their 
task of carrying the larger one with an urgency 
of intent. An urgency that is as if without their 
help, the carried would be incapacitated. The two 
therefore seem inescapable from each other. The 
smaller figure, wrapped up in their function of 
carrying and the larger, reliant on the good will of 
the carrier to move onwards. Here on the panel 
they are frozen together, with one dependant on 
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the other in an embrace of care, creating their 
own version of a whole.

Considering that a digital blade might be less 
violent than that of a knife on paper, I opened 
the photograph up of Le Destin in Photoshop 
and zoomed in to the point where each pixel 
was proud on my laptop’s screen. This version 
of the illustration made for a perplexing visual, 
abstracting the shapes of the bodies, along 
with their colours against the red backdrop on 
the individual panels. It seemed useful in my 
endeavour, as isolated moments they allowed me 
that closer and definitely harsher intimacy with the 
form of Le Destin. Using the Quick Selection Tool 
I tapped on the image, unconsciously choosing 
the carrier figure. I then zoomed out to get a 
full view of their body. Looking at this cropped 
section I realise the Selection Tool’s blinking 
broken line has surrounded a section of the 
carrier’s only visible leg, grazing the intersection 
of the foot and toes, and carrying up to just above 
their calf muscle. It’s a surprisingly notable point 
to segregate on this figure. With the arch of the 
foot hooked and the calf muscle clenched, the 
body is totally consumed by the task of holding 
up not just the body it’s attached to but also 
another much larger one on top of that. This 
responsibility to keep the other afloat, just as 
Oisín’s horse maintains his rider, makes me 
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consider to what expense of the carrier it occurs. 
If Oisín never left the horses back on his visit 
except to eventually fall, it seems like the animal 
never got a moment of relief prior to Oisín death, 
his fall finally setting the horse free. This part of 
the carrier I highlighted tells a similar tale but 
with a two-fold responsibility. On one hand, the 
expectation to keep one’s own body, here the 
body of the carrier, up right and functioning for 
ones own sake, and on the other, the task of 
carrying that of the larger figure on top of them.

I decide to copy and then paste the lower leg 
alone to form a new image. Abject and unbound 
from the responsibility of the task, this section of 
the body becomes a strange, virtuous part away 
from the illustration. No longer subject to the 
physical demands of being the carrier, it comes 
to represent for me the epitome of the two figures 
- their unequal embrace in one’s submission to 
help the other. 

*
    
 
Eileen designed the villa E1027, her first of three 
homes in France and arguably her most famous 
work, with a specific vision of the interior that left 
little to no room for clutter. All shelving in E1027
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accompanied doors to conceal products, books, 
food and general faff one amasses in the course 
of inhabiting a space. As a pioneer of the Modern 
Movement in architecture, with its clean crisp 
aesthetic and emphasis on functionality, this lack 
of the personal object on view within Eileen’s 
home is an unsurprising one. 

Yet to me, these are curious objects to decide to 
keep hidden. As lived biographies of a person, 
they’re both timestamps of a daily life such as 
the towel, toothbrush and deodorant - all part 
of a morning ritual, and the aesthetics of one’s 
pleasures in the form of magazines, books, 
clothing etc. I understand them as honest 
objects bought for the plethora of activities 
used in a home. Some are also intimate truths 
to what occurs below the surface of clothing, 
skin folds, and hair, revealing the insecurities 
and vulnerabilities of their owner. Creams are 
employed as territorial masks against the air 
surrounding skin and perfumes engulf the body 
in strategic scents. These products tell stories of 
decay and distress by making visual how the body 
handles the environment around it. Given the 
individuality of their assortment to each user, they 
operate in their specific collections as signatures 
of a person in their lived world.
     
I think my housemate L, and Eileen have 
similarities in the way they deal with personal 
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objects in domestic spaces. There seems to be 
an unwillingness in both to make visible these 
material honesties of ones body - the how we live 
in space. In the bathroom of our rented tenement 
apartment, L and I are currently having a back 
and forth with a bottle of moisturiser I own. I 
acknowledge it’s slight unsightliness (as a medical 
grade product it has a particularly inelegant 
aesthetic) and that it breaks a visual line where 
the tiles traverse the wall. But I am more than 
comfortable with its enduring visual presence 
in the room. So I leave it there after use every 
morning. L, in an unspoken but objectionable 
stance, does not share this interpretation of 
the bottle’s presence in the bathroom. I come 
home almost every evening to find it having 
disappeared from where I left it earlier in the 
day. L has lifted it, precisely placed it in the press 
under the sink. It’s a peculiar little dance we are in 
together over a material that were I without it, my 
skin would start to itch, peel, and ache, becoming 
a site of distress for me. 
     
Eileen and L’s endured investment in concealing 
these parts that one needs seems to set up a 
two-sided approach to living in the world: One’s 
private self, truthful in their use of these care 
products, is masked behind cabinet doors or 
tucked away in drawers. While one’s public self, 
created and embossed by the private, journeys
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around the world without admittance of what 
carries them through it.

*
    

In one particularly striking portrait, Eileen 
emanates a pleasure in its taking that makes me 
speculate on what her honest objects might have 
been. Her skin and makeup routine hasn’t been 
made public, so I have to guess from this and 
other portraits toward what kind of skin she did 
have and what she dressed it in. It’s a bit of a 
difficult task. The portrait is black and white and 
in side profile from 1926, taken thirteen years 
after she made Le Destin.1 Her skin alludes to 
having no outright physical signs of a particular 
type, no shiny nose, chapped lips or anything 
else that might indicate far ends of the spectrum - 
from oily to dry - seem present. But her makeup’s 
prominence is clear. Her cheeks are blank from 
colour indicating to me some sort of pressed 
powder was probably worn on them while her 
lips are saturated in a highly pigmented lipstick. 
Her eyebrows are particularly pronounced as the 
result of a pencil combed through them for added 
definition and her hair was no doubt moussed 
to get that distinctive curl that flows as if an 
extension of her cheekbone.
     
Typically, people do themselves up to be 
1 Taken by photographer Berenice Abbott, titled Eileen Gray. 
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photographed in this individual portrait style. So 
I momentarily wonder if the above details were 
a set of awkwardly costumed events on Eileen’s 
face for the sake of the photograph. Looking a 
bit closer though the products appear to rest on 
the face as if belonging to it. Each one works 
with their owner, claiming a territory with their 
referring feature. As parts of Eileen’s private daily 
life, these products were the objects that she kept 
concealed in her shelving at E1027, creating the 
public Eileen that she so desired to be.
    

*
    

An encounter is halved when the subject is facing 
the side. The linear profile of the body controls 
one’s gaze on it, disallowing a direct and whole 
meeting. Yet a side profile permits the effect of 
stealing a glance at the subject in reality. It allows 
for a person to give in to an earnest craving to 
look at another. But the subject retains a power in 
this concentrated moment, visually unconcerned 
with the onlooker or camera yet prohibiting a full 
meeting with both.

  
*
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Pre 1930’s Modernism, the grandeur associated 
with the material culture of antiquity was a 
prominent and desired aesthetic that permeated 
many facets of aesthetic life including clothing, 
interior design and art. In particular, Roman 
coins and Renaissance altarpieces featuring 
side profiles of patrons were amalgamated as 
reference points. Particularly, this side profile view 
of the individuals on the coins and altarpieces 
was translated directly into the society portraits 
of the early 1900’s in Europe. It was envisioned 
to connect the sitters with the powerful historical 
figures their pose had been appropriated from, 
securing them within the lucrative intellectual 
and creative associations this garnered at the 
time. In this regard Le Destin is indicative of 
the time it was made. When Eileen was being 
photographed like this, she was drawing like 
this, referencing a historically bonded gesture of 
concealment.

*
    

Part of a regular coupling process requires 
a complete willingness to be together. Each 
individual usually needs to have formed a bond 
that necessitates an emotional ‘knowing’ of one 
and other. It grows in time, and this knowing
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rarely occurs immediately. Between us though, 
it has always been there; forming effortlessly the 
minute we met.

We mirrored each other outside and in, our 
delicate frames and muscular physiques, our 
unique cobalt blue skin tones and our ambivalent 
nature toward all but each other. The safety in this 
sameness was a concentrated drink, strong in a 
possible foreverness and the tranquility of our 
routine together. We depended on our uniformity 
of thought and feeling and were so secluded in 
the knowing of only one and other that grew from 
it. It created a border to the unknown, making 
our lives incapable of disruption, of a potential 
otherness. 

I don’t know when or how the space appeared, 
but somehow he was able to escape through the 
walls we had built around us. He found another, 
a difference, an unknowing, and from there they 
slipped into the shadows of their own form of 
togetherness.

*

On the third panel of Le Destin, a viewer is 
presented with a small blue hand, positioned 
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outstretched with the palm facing away from 
them. The hand floats, peculiar in its aloneness on 
this third panel with the referring body separated 
off on the fourth. I become curious as to what 
the gesture implies exactly on its own. Typically, 
a splayed hand extended from the body never 
means well. It acts as a silent alarm to express a 
process should stop - a desire for an ending. To 
think about this further, I crudely doodle what I 
imagine the palm of this hand to look like in blue 
marker. I decide to do it much larger than the 
printed images I have of the laptop screen, 
zooming in to see it clearer. By creating the 
primary shape with rushed strokes on the page, 
I then awkwardly cram in some questionably 
effective layered shading, filling a white A4 in 
landscape format. I then stick it up on my wall 
beside some smaller images of the figure it comes 
from.
     
This new open hand stays in my head hours after 
I leave the space. With some slightly scrambled 
thoughts beginning to emerge the following day, 
I move between looking at this large blue palm 
beside the open mouth from the same body on 
the printed version of Le Destin. Together, in 
their incongruent sizing, they make for an over-
exaggerated, even theatrical kind of desire for 
an ending now.
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There’s a game a couple of friends and I used 
to play about staged endings. We would watch 
Fair City, a drama series set in current day Dublin 
and during the program a player had to drink if 
a scene ended with a person leaving a room.  
Thinking about it now, it seems like quite an 
easy way to write a script, or at least the stage 
direction for one, as it continually focuses on a 
distinct prop and action with the character in the 
development of a scene.

- Andrew leaves, slamming the door behind him.
- Angered by the meeting, Jina walks out.
- Thomas kicks down the door and runs through it. 
- Jack runs out of the house to go to work.

Depicting this kind of ending in a still image is 
much more difficult than an active performance. 
With an image, the person making it must rely 
on the action to be communicated in silence and 
without the assistance of active movement that 
would clearly and immediately distinguish the 
activity. Eileen’s illustration on Le Destin does this 
in the manner of a set of freeze frames as panels,  
working like a comic strip. They together speak 
not just of the moment of desire for an ending, 
but also illustrate what the event in question is - le 
destin, the destiny - a fate. In this way it invites 
judgment on the event as a process rather than a 
spectacle. Should the interrupter, the third 
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character with their hand extended, be allowed 
the ending they appear to desire so badly? Or, 
should his defiance go unnoticed as the other two 
lurk off in their weighted embrace? 

*

We barely spoke. In fact, I cannot remember a 
single word exchanged, just the odd expel of 
discomfort from our bodies. Tasked with this 
single role to take him away, I couldn’t figure 
out what else I was supposed to do, other than  
wander in silence. It seemed inefficient to use me. 
I’m half his size, didn’t know the roads beyond my 
home, and had nothing to contribute to the kinds 
of conversation he would of been used to before 
he got here. Even touching the cloak itself was a 
bizarre experience to me. It’s delicate texture was 
comforting though, swathing me almost entirely in 
the stumble of our movement. I had to walk with 
a tight, slow step to avoid tripping over its length 
which no doubt aggitated him. ‘One of a kind’ I 
had heard him describe it. But there was no need 
for objects like that here. Both our skins, although 
different in appearance, are waterproof, and the 
body acclimatizes to the varying temperatures 
here. But he seemed indifferent to the way we 
lived - our norms, and maybe consciously ignored 
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them in order to further the divide between us.
     
It’s strange to me that one can momentarily 
settle here and refuse to attempt some form 
of closeness with others. That in the moments 
of his newness to our home, he refused us the 
experience of getting to know him, something 
that that would of maybe encouraged him to stay. 
And then, in his departure, affirmed his weight on 
me as a final gesture in authority and difference.
 
    

*

Spooling silver lines wave their way along the 
back of Le Destin. Where these soft curves 
meet on the panels, they create shapes in their 
path. Four of these meeting points are filled in 
with colour - two silver, two black. The black 
rests heavily on the red lacquered surface of 
the background. But it is instantly softened 
with a neighbouring silver. In stark contrast to 
the demanding front illustration, this design is 
a purposeful abandonment of representative 
content by Eileen, and instead a free flowing play 
with line and shape. Working intimately with the 
eyes, the curves gently sweep in and around each 
other. It’s a calm act by its maker, with no focal 
point for me to rush to, each wave drawn so that
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I follow it along at my own pace, without pursuit 
of understanding or resolution. 

*

Support forms a half-circle around you. It enables 
space for your exposure to the world, while also 
letting you know it’s always there when you need 
it. Friendships provide this sustained support.
     
At times, support occurs suddenly, as an urgent 
requirement. Fear and vulnerability put the body 
in these situations - to recover, to return to safety. 
Hospitals provide this kind of support.

There’s an amicable glaze around support as if 
it should always be welcomed. That being there 
for another is the best thing one can do - be 
supportive, lend a hand, and reach out. 

There are times though when the need for 
support exists only in the gaze of another. This 
gaze is pressed unwillingly. The body receives the 
attention as mass but doesn’t actually require nor 
want it. It occurs as a disruption, moulded from 
an assumption of its necessity by the doer. This 
is an involuntary kind of support and it marks the 
body with its weight.
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*

     
Fusuma is a rectangular sliding panel that both 
divides interior spaces and works as an access  
point to a room. Tsitsuae is a stationary panel 
placed at the entryway of a house to signify that 
there is a service in progress indoors. Byōbu is a 
portable folding screen created for decoration, 
which could also be used to divide large spaces 
into smaller rooms. All three were conceived 
in ancient China during the Han dynasty 
approximately two thousand, two hundred and 
six years ago. The Byōbu, translated as ‘wind 
wall’, was coveted by Europeans from the early 
seventeenth century.
     
Taken apart before being shipped, the 
screens arrived in each country with a need 
for reassembly. However, to Europeans the 
decoration on the panels was an artistic language 
they did not know. This ignorance meant that 
many screens were reassembled with panels 
placed in the wrong order. These incorrectly 
assembled screens were then imitated by artists 
and designers, and so the intended visual 
language of the Byōbu became further disjointed. 
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In his book on ‘The Folding Screen’ (1999), author 
Charles Hemming gives a brief account of this 
visual incoherency that had become acceptable 
on European versions of the Byōbu: ‘a wall or
bridge disappears abruptly at the hinge and a 
bird or hill begins’.2 This strange new language, 
springing from the mistranslation of the Byōbu, 
results in the folding screen. An object that 
declares itself as an awkward newness, beyond 
the Byōbu in presentation, while still retaining its 
derivativeness of that which it translates from.
 
    

*
 
    
One day, whilst unsatisfied with his life, a young 
poet called Tannhäuser unknowingly wanders into 
an enchanted land called Venusberg. Exiled from 
Earth by Christians, it is here Venus, the Roman 
god of love, lives. Tannhäuser and Venus meet 
within minutes of his arrival and from this first 
encounter, he desires her more than anything. 
Lured in by her erotic charms, Tannhäuser decides 
to stay in Venusberg, and the two live there 
together enraptured in acts of debauchery and 
lust. But after one year in Venusberg, Tannhäuser 
begins to long for his earthly home and decides 
to return to seek a life of normalcy in religious 
faith. When he gets back to his homeland, he
2 p12
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3  Goff. J. (2018) Eileen Gray: Her World and Her Work. p135

tries out for the affection of a young princess 
called Elizabeth, in which all prospective suitors 
must sing for her hand in marriage. Tannhäuser 
wins and Elizabeth falls for his beautiful voice. 
However, before the pair can be together 
Tannhäuser must ask the Pope for forgiveness 
because his previous relationship with Venus is 
viewed as unnatural and immoral in the lens of 
Catholicism. The Pope, in his staunch faith, cannot 
find it in himself to repent Tannhäuser’s sins, and 
he rejects the request. Frustrated and panicked, 
Tannhäuser runs back in haste to Venusberg. 
When he gets there, he sheds his human cloak 
forever and is subsumed by the supernatural 
Venus into her world again. But just as he enters 
Venusberg, Tannhäuser learns his love Elizabeth 
has died of a broken heart.
     
On the legend of Tannhäusser, Eileen kept three 
publications in her library: ‘The Early Works of 
Aubrey Beardsley’ (1899) by John Lane, which 
contained unpublished illustrations of Venus and 
Tannhäuser, ‘Under the Hill’ - an erotic novel that 
Beardsley later published using said illustrations 
in 1904, and finally, ‘Tannhäuser, A Story of All 
Time’ (1902) by Aleister Crowley. The illustration 
on the front of Le Destin has been speculated 
as a marination of these three accounts of the 
legend.3 Depicting the dramatic last part of the 
story, Tannhäuser himself has been rendered the
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figure with the outstretched hand, and Elizabeth 
as the figure in grey, now a ghost ascending from 
her small human body into heaven as an angel. 

While I do not think three books on the same 
topic occurred as a coincidence in Eileen’s library, 
I struggle to believe this evaluation. This analysis 
relies on an assumption that through Eileen’s 
archive one can so directly define her artistic 
intentions. To me, the comparison operates as 
neatly as Tannhäuser slips between worlds and the 
desires of women, which I must admit; I find rather 
convenient. What I do know for certain is that 
Eileen’s entire body of work was prolific because 
of its originality - her ability to move past that 
which came before her, and in doing so, carve 
out a newness in its place. 

*

The screen is defiant in its assignment in space. 
Initially it occurs as a mass which is rigid and 
whole. Yet it is made up of a set of panels and 
hinges with the ability to stand so variably 
between stretched out and folded up. So its 
structure is fragmentary. The screen also reveals 
and retains together at once. It permits only half 
of itself in eyeshot while reserving its back 
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4  F, McDonald. (2013) Bringing Eileen Gray into the light. 

The Irish Times

as a privileged view. This latter, more private 
perspective operates as a revelation. This is how 
the screen hints in space - to inspect the side 
not immediately on view suggests one may gain 
an understanding of the screen as a whole. But 
once around this other side, one then loses sight 
of the front, the eye never capable of taking it 
all in at once. In this way the screen escapes any 
attempt at a total comprehension by the eye. 

*
 
    
At 70 years old Eileen burned the majority 
of her intimate correspondence from lovers 
and friends, asserting that she wanted to be 
remembered for the legacy of her work and not 
her personal life.4 Her fervent strive for purity 
and functionality as designer and architect was 
justifiably oppositional to what I imagine she 
saw as the mess of everyday life. And so, her 
goal was to self-curate a legacy made up of only 
public parts imbued with these principles of her 
practice. In this manner Eileen was unwilling to 
give herself to history entirely. By controlling 
how it holds her, she reveals only this public self 
while retaining the private things that make her 
up.
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Le Destin (1913), front view. Eileen Gray
Goff, J. (2018) Eileen Gray: Her Work and Her World. 

Newbridge: Irish Academic Press
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Screenshot of Photoshop on authors laptop, November, 2018
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Eileen Gray (1926), Berenice Abbott
Black and white photograph
National Museum of Ireland
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Eileen’s Vanity Chair from her home E1027 (1926-1929)
Painted wood structure covered with aluminum foil, mirrors, glass 
shelves, mobile drawers and swivel drawers lined with cork and lined 

with copper foil. The Centre Pompidou
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A palm for figure 3 (2018), Renèe Helèna Browne
Scanned drawing, blue marker on paper
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Roman coin of Sextus Pompey, a Roman general (1st Century BC)
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Le Destin (1913), back view. Eileen Gray
Goff, J. (2018) Eileen Gray: Her Work and Her World. 

Newbridge: Irish Academic Press
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