


She Do Lot the










She Who Holds the Ground is a wearable armour born from inheritance -
land that remembers, women who endured, ground that carries memory. She
Who Holds the Ground emerges from an Irish lineage of land and memory.

A place where the earth is not passive, but alive with the imprint of
labour, season, loss, and continuity.
In this tradition, knowledge was never abstract.

It was held in the body, in cycles, in touch, in relationship with
living systems. Colonisation and patriarchy did not only take land.
They disrupted the ways of knowing it.

They fractured reciprocal wisdom, quiet attentiveness, and the
understanding that care itself is power.

This garment exists because of that rupture, and in gratitude for what
endured.
























This is a matriarchal armour.
Not a shield raised in opposition, but a second skin grown in response to
disconnection.

Not hardness, but rootedness

Not defence, but belonging

Not walls, but the deep grip of living things
Memory

This armour remembers.

It holds field, root, rain, darkness, light.

Fragile and resilient at once.

As women carry, often without being asked, the places and people that
formed them.

This armour does not forget.

Neither should we.









What happens when design doesn’t domina ~listens?

We are not separate from nature. We are
woven through it, root and breath and
season, whether we remember this or not.

To coexist with nature is not a passive
position. It is an active, daily practice of
attention. It asks you to slow down to the
pace of what is growing beside you. Roots do
not form overnight. Fibres do not yield
until they are ready.

To listen, to tend, to design from within
that understanding is where the magic
begins. We are not separate from nature. We
are woven as one.
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& so the process begins...









Grass becomes paper. Okra binds.







The grass is cooked in water with baking soda, breaking down the fibres
until they are soft enough to blend. The result is a pulp, the raw
material from which the paper is formed.
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That gel is added to the papermaking basin, thickening the water in
which the grass pulp is suspended. When the mould is lowered in and
lifted, the fibres are already moving through okra-slowed water, given
time to distribute evenly across the mesh before drainage pulls them
down. Without it, the water moves too fast, the fibres clump and settle
unevenly, and the sheet tears at its thinner points.

The okra leaves no trace. As the sheet dries, the mucilage disperses,
no residue, no stiffness, nothing left behind except the integrity of
what it helped to form.
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Konnyaku transforms.




Konnyaku starch, coated onto grass paper, it strengthened

it, softened it. Changed its nature without erasing it.




Momigami. The Japanese art of working paper into fabric.

Momigami is a Japanese technique traditionally applied to paper, with the
intention of transforming something stiff and fragile into something
supple enough to wear. The word itself carries the action, momi means to
knead, to work with the hands, to press and release in a repeated rhythm.
It requires the sustained, attentive pressure of human hands moving across
the surface of the material, again and again, until something shifts.
Until something fragile becomes something strong. Until paper moves like
fabric. Flexible. Durable. Still wild. Still itself.




Devil’s tongue (konnyaku) + Grass paper —> Kneading — Fabric




Natural dying accessories

Dipped in iron
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To those who guided my hands & shaped
my vision, I carry your wisdom with me
always.

A special thank you to Ceciilya
Raspanti, Asli Aksan, The FabricAdemy
Team, Alessia Tald, Flora Houldsworth,

Maddie Olsen, Johanna Schreunder,
Isabel Berentzen and Waag Future Lab.
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