
G
allery hours: M

on – Fri, 9.30am
 – 4.30pm

 
Em

ail: gallery@
unitec.ac.nz

Building 108, U
nitec, Carrington Rd, �

M
t A

lbert, A
uckland.

U
nitec 

Building reCollections
�Curated by G

ina Ferguson &
 Carly van W

inkel
Ex

hibition D
ates: 

10th – 29th Septem
ber, 2026



2

FORWARD

Like many of us, I still dream about homes from my childhood. 
Certain buildings carry stories and associations with people 
dear to us, and these connections live in our subconscious 
selves. Long after their original purpose has changed, traces of 
past lives remain embedded in corridors, windows, stairwells, 
and walls of the structures we spend our lives in. The buildings 
that have housed Design and Contemporary Art over the 
years from the late 1980s to 2023 - Buildings 1, 6, 48, 55, and 
76 - are powerful reminders of the physical, spatial, spiritual, 
and temporal patina that our ancestors have left for us to 
co-exist with. Buildings are an essential part of what make us 
understand the world around us.

Before they became studios, workshops, galleries, and teaching 
spaces, these buildings formed part of the Carrington Hospital 
precinct. They were places of care, treatment, recuperation, 
isolation, and human experience. Over time, they have been 
reimagined by generations of artists, designers, filmmakers, 
staff, and students who brought new forms of creativity, inquiry, 
and expression into their rooms. The underlying themes of 
belonging - and longing to belong - continue to echo loud.

This exhibition celebrates not only the work produced within 
these spaces, but also the relationship between people and 
place. The memories gathered here, anecdotes, reflections, 
observations, and stories reveal how buildings become more 
than bricks and mortar. They become companions in the 
creative journey. They shape conversations, influence practices, 
foster communities, and provide the backdrop for countless 
moments of discovery.

For many, these buildings evoke vivid recollections: the smell of 
workshops, light falling across studio floors, chance encounters 
in hallways, exhibitions installed at the last minute, friendships 
formed, and ideas tested. Together, these experiences create a 
living history that extends far beyond the physical
structures themselves.

In 2026 we also acknowledge the land we stand on, which 
has special significance due to its connection with Wairaka, 
daughter of the Chief Toroa. As Hohepa Renata (Ngāpuhi) has 
said, ‘Our connection to the whenua and the wai invokes the 
spirit of Rakataura, who found the aquifer and Wairaka; she 
stamped her foot to bring forth the puna (spring) that is at the 
heart of Unitec.’
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As Design and Contemporary Art continues to evolve, this 
collection reminds us that creativity is always situated in the 
locale it springs from. It emerges from particular places, 
communities, and histories. It is nourished by tributaries of 
knowledge and understanding. 

By reflecting on the buildings that have housed us through the 
works in this exhibition, we honour not only our past, but also 
the generations of students and staff who have contributed to 
the rich cultural life of our School of Creative Industries. We 
also acknowledge and celebrate what can be described as the 
emergence of an era beyond Foucault’s ‘Modern’ timeframe 
in Western discourse. More nuanced understandings of artistic 
knowledge-making and reframing ‘outsider’ confines are 
catching up to wiser Indigenous frameworks that embrace, 
challenge, and celebrate difference in order to move the
culture forward. 

Via a myriad of diverse practices, this exhibition seems 
to suggest that institutions and buildings are not places of 
confinement or hiding, but positive reinforcers of the power of 
art to carry cultural and personal memory, and to practically 
imagine something better.

My hope is that these recollections encourage us to look 
again at the spaces we inhabit and recognise the many 
stories they continue to hold, and to remind us of the 
power of transformation in relation to creative possibility, 
intergenerational mana, and belonging.

Associate Professor Vanessa Byrnes 
Head of School, Creative Industries
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SPOOKS IN THE NIGHT

I was a student at Unitec in 1997 and then again in 2000, 
when they upgraded the one year Certificate in Contemporary 
Photography course to Diploma status. I was lucky to get 
back in – first time around I was a less-than-stellar student, too 
interested in smoke breaks and my own point of view to give 
much credence to an academic approach to photography, let 
alone such trivial matters as regular attendance. 
In reality, I spent more time on the campus at night than during 
the day, the drawcard being 24/7 access to the darkrooms 
housed in what, by all appearances, was the ramshackle 
janitor’s wing of the infamous Carrington asylum. High on 
egoism and marijuana, the unrestricted access to what I 
considered at 2am on a Tuesday to be my own personal 
photography studio was a privilege I neither realised nor truly 
capitalised on.

With Ben Harper or the Pixies blasting loud on the tape deck 
I would print long into the night, losing all sense of time and 
self as the alchemic process of the developer tray brought 
captured pieces of the past back to life. I never saw another 
soul the whole time I was there during these late night bouts 
of creativity, but often I sensed I was not alone. The folklore 
of souls from Carrington’s past and the slow entropy of its 
architecture conspired more than once into the reverberations 
of spooks in the night – manifest unexplained thumps from 
always the farthest corner breaking my meditations and sending 
me scurrying for the mains to flood the dark red-lit room with 
bright white light. My pulse would do backflips as I unlocked 
doors, methodically moving between the interconnected rooms 
asking with timid hope “is anyone there?” 

My study at Unitec was a time of heightened  emotions. I’d 
just lost my father, and life was not yet put back together right, 
so I cannot categorically say if there ever was, or was not, 
an unseen companion in those dark room times. But, as with 
all institutions concerned with the integrity of the mind, be it 
disturbed or flourishing, I am still aware that there are some 
recesses long in shadow, anticipating the light.

Rowan Klevstul.
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PERSONAL RECOLLECTION

I started at Carrington Polytechnic Design School in September 1989 
in Building 76, a brick edifice originally named M3 at the southern 
end of the campus.

The security fence at the rear was still in place, but the building had 
undergone refurbishment. Now students resided within the original 
cells whose doors opened outward into the corridors.

Working in Building 76 had its drawbacks. The outward studio ‘cell’ 
Kauri doors became a hazard and were recovered except in the 
jewellery department where security was necessary.

Possums were a problem. Some entered the building via the roof 
ventilation and slept in the roof space. These were often sick animals 
that occasionally ‘walked the halls’ and were extremely aggressive if 
cornered by staff. 

One morning I attempted to enter a studio. It was full of flies; 
thousands of them. Studio class were cancelled, security and the pest 
control arrived to spray the room. This caused the cockroaches in the 
false celling to escape northwards running down the walls and across 
the floor in one of the tutor’s offices on the ground floor. 

… later and to my horror, [I] found the thick kauri door to [my] office 
smashed…

They boarded up my office door and replaced the lovely old kauri 
panelled door with a flush ply one.

I left Unitec December 2012 having on the whole an enjoyable 23 
years. At the end of year party, I was presented with a small jewellery 
piece made by Ilse Marie Erl. A core bore of the kauri door frame 
from my office, silver surround and a tiny offset diamond.

John Laker
Staff 1989 - 2012
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CHRIS FEENEY

I have been within these walls for a long time
I came from another hospital
Story has it I pushed a nurse over a balcony
What is truth
“Once I was happy, rosey and plump
Then I got married and went off my trump”

get me the radio darling dance to the music
rage and leap across the day room
to big windows i see trees in the rain
rain on the windows

have you got a cigarette darling

throw the Women’s Own magazine in the rubbish bin
eat the chocolate bar and smoke the cigarettes
who is the parcel from
i don’t know darling

They will throw you to the sharks 
A gun to the head pull the trigger a bullet to the head bang you’re dead 

They will feed you to the sharks

I came to this old brick castle so long ago now 
My brother visited me 
I tried to push him in the Whau Valley stream 
He stopped coming to see me 

Do you know how babies are made and where they come from
Did you know my brother and I are children from an older man

Nurse do you like apple pie with custard and ice-cream 
Do you like fresh oranges nurse 
Do you like apricots with whipped cream nurse 
Do you like steak with gravy nurse.

Excerpts from the poems What is Truth, Rain on the Windows, and Thrown to 
the Sharks, selected for this publication by Carly van Winkel.
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THE IVY TOWER

Follow me down the road the highway at dusk with its car lights 
like faces with eyes staring ahead marking their way and deciding their direction
follow me down the road as I walk with my blue suitcase in hand 
with its pale blue straps across it like braces on a shirt

Follow me down the road to the building a century old of brick covered in green ivy
crawling up around the window ledges 
all the narrow windows sometimes with faces appearing 
real life figures with eyes staring out blankly searching through the streets 
for a memory or a hand to lead them home
At nights the lamps all lit, the faces still come to the windows 
some passing by and others stopping to look out
When the lights go out the lamps dim, the darkness masks all the windows. 
Ghosts with their delusions screaming through the locked doors and barred windows
wail, moan and haunt the deserted corridors. 

Follow me down the road 
my suitcase lies behind the door slightly ajar 
I walk the corridors my white uniform somehow incongruous with the ragged dreams
of people trapped in the whirlpools of their minds
I pass them by or stay and talk or sit with them like a stranger 
a visitor or an intruder in a domain not mine in reality. 

Follow me down the road 
my suitcase stands forgotten under the bed of thoughts 
my uniform flung over the sheets of memories as a shell of a ghost. 
I stare at the old brick building with its captives and shadows 
and I hear the sighing of the long past-over echoing down the corridors 
and I hear the sharp clack of a key turning in the locks

My new friends clasp my hands and shower sudden smiles on me 
there is laughter and merriment as the new friends dress for a fancy costume competition
the winner is the wizard with her pointed black hat and wide red lip-stick grin 
the losers wipe the tears from their bright clown clothes and eat the lollies
I follow my friend and they follow me down the roads surrounding the islands of bricks
to the green fields among the yellow buttercups, the white daisies with their small faces
to the waterfall at the back of the farm to rest under beautiful oak trees 
beneath pine trees and pretty poplar trees
The seasons come and go, the winters find us indoors while the rain rushes up outside

Follow me down the road to the comer of the ivy tower as I leave here today 
my blue suitcase looks faded and its straps hang idle 
I stop at the gate and breathe in the warm summer afternoon air
I say farewell to a chapter in my life, my friends who sleep under a full moon
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Where I am now there are still fields of buttercups, daisies and waterfalls 
but no brick walls or locked doors
I wake from sleep and imagine I hear a faint cry, a distant click and a hollow voice 
and I remember those friends, the ghosts, the ivy and the whirling leaves
I recall a special kind of Christmas, a white bearded man in red wearing black gumboots
standing beside deep boxes of wrapped gifts in a room with concrete walls 
and an enormous space ceiling lofty like a barn 
Father Christmas calling out each person’s name and giving presents of talcum powder
blue beads, lemon perfumed soaps, bags of pink and white marshmallows 
and balloons and streamers floating drifting down around the delighted beaming faces

I turn on my bedside lamp 
listen to the wind in the palm tree outside my window and I try to recall 
what happened to the blue suitcase I carried with me into the ivy tower parade 
I seem to have misplaced it somewhere down the road

Chris Feeney
June 1976

Chris Feeney worked as a nurse from 1969 – 1975 in Building 6 when it formed part of Oakley 
Carrington Hospital. It was originally known as Park House, the Female Security Ward.
Drawing on her experiences as a nurse, Chris Feeney wrote this collection of poems, at times 
incorporating patients’ own words and conversations alongside imagined perspectives.

Gifted to Dale Leyland
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FRAGMENTS

Selected drawings from The Decision to Drift
Kristy Gorman

I met Kristy Gorman on a bright afternoon, outside the compound. We 
walk and talk. There is something in her disposition that speaks directly to 
my own nervous and anxious nature. She leads me through a labyrinthine 
network of corridors and alcoves, outside and across the road, into another 
building, another labyrinthine network of corridors and alcoves. I have 
visited these buildings many times and yet, every time I return here, I again 
lose my bearings: I lose any sense of where I am within the cardinal points 
of the city. We passed through heavy fire-safety doors, through other doors 
that beep and open when Gorman swipes her ID card across a flashing 
scanner. As we move, I am conscious of both the natural and artificial light 
sources in the building, how they seem to be in conflict with one another. 
The warm spectral light of the outside world pours in through arched 
and shuttered windows into hard, cold spaces already occupied by the 
near-audible droning of fluorescent molecules, strobing down from chain-
mounted tube fittings. The two light sources wrestle and tear at each other, 
one hoping to obfuscate and overpower the other. We finally come to the 
two rooms that make up her studio. Where she works is right at the nexus 
of this conflict - Michael Steven, from Containers of The Ineffable, 2019

If These Walls Could Talk

These posters represent the site-based typochoreographic  installation in 
Building 76 for The Space Between Us (exhibition & symposium)
2020 - Jonty Valentine and Becca Wood

Wheelchair

As we left building 76 (M3) I noticed this wheelchair in a corner of a cell 
that once supported students studying furniture design; I subsequently 
rescued it from being tossed into the skip. With one flat tyre, and one 
tyre completely adrift of its rim it spoke to me of loss and abandonment, 
incarceration, immobility and sickness. For over 4 years it sat in the corner 
of my studio amidst my books, tools and materials waiting and watching 
– a ghost of a past and a grim reminder of mortality and the need to 
continue to move, make and create. I finally moved it from the corner to the 
middle of my studio and started to make. Transformed through materials, 
traces of the building and the infirmed remain within its encrusted skeletal 
form - it no longer speaks to creative potential but rather reiterates a 
narrative where the weight and fear associated with moments of pain, 
suffering and loss can now be considered as referential, memory and 
shared - Gina Ferguson

Glass Vase

This vase appeared one day in Building 6. Like an object inherited from 
a favourite great-aunt. Bobody really wanted it, but no one wanted to 
be responsible for throwing it away. For several years it was kept it in an 
alcove in the corridor in the hope someone might steal it,
but no-one ever did - Dale Leyland



M3 Master Key

Late one afternoon while teaching in Building 76 (previously known as 
M3), I was given this master key by a man who had been the fitness 
supervisor and pool maintenance / caretaker for M3 and the Mason 
Clinic.  He said it would open every door… - Gina Ferguson.

Restraining Straps

These straps were found under the floor in the old smithing room in Building 
76. It was when the floors were being ripped up in 2010 I believe. They 
were very dirty and just lying in the debris under the floor - Mandy Flood

Father of the Mothers

Samuel Montgomery’s work Father of the Mothers, Burnout, sound, 
2018 pays homage to the artist’s late father. James Montgomery was the 
founder of the 1970s Palmerston North chapter of the motorcycle gang, 
The Mothers. Father of the Mothers consists of a dark burnout graze on 
the concrete floor of an old cell, two membership cards carefully window 
mounted together in a silver frame, rubber splattered up the wall, the 
intense smell of burning tyres and the blaring sound of motorbikes circling 
that is terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure. Plumes of thick slow 
smoke filled the air as burnout tests and supporting works were made. 
Father of the Mothers is a powerful amalgam of reverence and high-
spirited disregard for authority. It calls up the tyranny of loss, and looks it 
up and down - Emma Smith

Father of the Mothers

Rubber turns against concrete. Heat, smoke and friction build until the 
surface gives way to a dark trace. The burnout is both gesture and mark - a 
moment of force held in the ground.

Performed within a space already layered with time, the action adds 
another trace to its surface. The mark is immediate, physical and partly 
beyond control; a record of movement, pressure and duration.

What remains is the residue of an action. A temporary act becomes a 
permanent trace, holding the energy of the moment within the material. 
The work is not an image of the burnout, but the burnout itself: an act, a 
mark, a memory - Samuel Montgomery

Casting Off

A series of small boats made from bricks reclaimed from Building 1 – 
acknowledging the safe harbour that the various Art & Design programs 
provided to the many youthful creatives who would subsequently set sail on 
new journeys - Cris de Groot



THE BUILDINGS AND THE LAND OF ŌWAIRAKA

Over a thousand years ago, the Tainui waka arrived in Tāmaki 
Makaurau. They would settle here, identify places where 
they would build their homes and establish their communities. 
The Māori people would look at the waterways, where one 
could source fresh running water for the day to day needs of 
the community. Other necessities included the fertility of the 
land, where they would prepare their gardens and orchards. 
Waterways would also be the paths providing good access 
to the moana, to the oceans. A lot of work would be given to 
preparing the whenua, so everything was available for those 
that lived within the community to live and work in harmony. 
Everyone, including the children, had key responsibilities that 
need needed to be done to ensure a thriving community.

About 200 years later, the Mataatua waka arrived with its 
people, including Wairaka, from whom our Māori name is 
derived. They settled within what is now our campus before 
eventually moving on to the Whakatāne district. The springs, 
waterways, proximity to the moana, the richness of the land, its 
fruits made life and living perfect. Our Ancestors would build 
and sometimes rebuild homes and structures that maximized 
good health and wellbeing.

With the arrival of colonial communities into Tāmaki Makaurau, 
things were also going to evolve and change.

In 1867, the Auckland Provincial Lunatic Asylum was opened, 
known as the Auckland Lunatic Asylum from 1877, then as 
the Auckland Mental Hospital from 1905, following that 
the hospital was renamed The Oakley Hospital, then it was 
changed again to the Carrington Psychiatric Hospital. Through 
this exhibition, we have the opportunity not only to celebrate 
50 years of Unitec’s history, but also to acknowledge the 
many histories that came before it. We acknowledge not only 
our connection to these narratives and the buildings that were 
ours for so long, but also the whenua, which has continually 
changed over time. The land evolved to meet the needs of each 
era. Landscaping and planting was crucial to creating a state of 
being, and in the case of the Hospital, the focus on creating a 
space of tranquillity and peace for the patients.

So let’s not forget the history and the contribution the land 
played in our history.

Tēnā koutou, tēnā koutou, kia ora tātou.

Hohepa Renata
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