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The ultimate guide to decorating your home in inventive and  

surprising ways using the beauty of nature’s own designs.

Marketing points
•  A celebration of self-sufficiency, the next step in the highly  

popular trend for foraging for food.

• Presents interiors filled with salvaged, recycled and repurposed 
objects from natural sources around the world, from Europe to 
Australasia.

•  Ideal for the thrifty and eco-conscious, features a range  
of methods for foraging for the home, including beachcombing,  
forest hunting and urban salvaging.

• Reveals the personal passions and insights behind each  
creative homeowner.

Description
Anyone can create a beautiful home by foraging, and salvaging what they 
find. Whether a box of rusty nails or a disused armchair missing a leg, 
discarded objects can be restored, recycled or repurposed to fill the home 
with personal style. Artful interiors are born from curiosity, creativity and 
imagination, yet many of us fail to see a potential curtain rail in a bamboo 
stick or a hidden kitchen worktop in an old carpenter’s bench – let alone 
knowing where to find such objects.

Presenting the techniques and philosophies of a wide spectrum of 
experienced foraging homeowners, this book showcases unexpected 
and inspiring interiors from all over the world, from a mountain hut in 
Scandinavia to an Australian beach house. Such diverse locations each 
demand a different approach to foraging and, as a result, each home has  
a distinct sense of style.  

Foragers across the globe have created comfortable and stylish homes by 
breathing new life into what most would consider to be waste. In an era 
when self-sufficiency, living off grid and saving our planet have never been 
more important or appealing, The Foraged Home will provide guidance 
and inspiration for all those looking to go beyond the world of mass-
produced flat-packs.
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peace of natural environments (forests, 
beaches, mountains, riverbanks, the 
countryside), it is also possible to forage  
in more urban – and, indeed, virtual – areas 
(abandoned buildings, flea markets, online), 
anywhere that might yield something 
precious, something that has very likely  
been discounted or disposed of, but in which 
there is also great beauty and potential.

Received wisdom tells us that if you  
want something, all you need to do is go  
to a shop and buy it. If there are curtains  
that need putting up, it is a fair assumption 
that you will go shopping for a curtain rail. 
After all, such rails are manufactured for 
this very purpose and sold to customers who 
take their new purchase home and attach it 
to the wall. If, on the way to the shop, you 
see a stick on the ground, or some discarded 
bamboo in a skip, it perhaps will not cross 
your mind that such an object would make 
an excellent substitute for a curtain rail –  
that it would not only look uniquely 
interesting and lend more character to  
a room, but that it would also be free.

M ass consumerism is having a  
profound impact on our planet. 

Where Robinson Crusoe’s foraging was 
about survival of the self, contemporary 
foraging is about the survival of the planet – 
or, perhaps more accurately, our ability to  
live in harmony with the natural world. 
Around 8 million tonnes of plastic end  
up in the world’s oceans every year, 40  
per cent of which, according to the UN,  
are being damaged by human activities. 

The international timber trade – both 
legal and otherwise – is the major cause 
of deforestation. Of the world’s annual 
commercial wood consumption, Ikea  
requires an incredible 1 per cent (the 
company is aiming for 50 per cent of 
its wood to be certified by the Forest 
Stewardship Council, which ensures  
that it is legally and sustainably sourced). 

For those who forage objects for their 
homes, there is a deep engagement with  
the world around them, along with an 
urgency to slow things down. Although 
much foraging is carried out in the relative 

Introduction
Without realizing it, I’ve started to enjoy myself. 

I’ve become, in fact, a forager.
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The same principle could apply to foraging. 
It requires just the faintest adjustment in 
outlook and a practised ability to spot the 
connection between found objects and the 
home. It also helps if you are comfortable 
with play, because ultimately, foraging is fun.

By tapping into our imagination, foraging 
allows us to make something highly personal 
and expressive that carries with it the weight 
of a compelling story. And it is stories – 
along with objects – that connect us most 
deeply to our family, our friends, our history 
and our home.

What is abundantly clear is that the 
journey is almost as important as the 
destination. These things cannot be rushed. 
By its very nature, foraging demands 
time and patience, two commodities that 
are counterintuitive in a thriving market 
economy, but which can reap untold rewards 
and a surprising sense of wellbeing. Foraging 
is not suited to those looking for a show 
home, its contents bought at a department 
store, delivered and unpacked in one  
labour-intensive evening, but neither does  
it have to be a choice between convenience 
and something more time-consuming.  
The Foraged Home explores the many ways  
in which homeowners have seamlessly 
married the two, as well as gone to extremes.

During their investigations, Sherlock 
Holmes repeatedly admonishes Dr Watson 
by saying, ‘You see, but you do not observe.’ 

Above and opposite In this house in a pretty 
suburb of Oslo, foraged objects – wood, metal, 
rubber, textiles – cover every available surface. 
‘It comes from my parents,’ says the owner.  
‘My dad was a passionate collector of stones 
and roots and weird things he found in nature.’ 
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In the comfort of her studio in central 
Oslo, potter Ragnhild Wik’s hair looks 
like melted copper. It is autumn, and 
there is an occasional scratch at the 
window as leaves drift down from the 
trees. An extravagant coffee machine 
bubbles away in the corner. We’re 
drinking out of cups that Ragnhild 
made herself. The process took two 
weeks, including drying, firing and 
glazing. Each one of the cups is unique 
and tactile, with a small leather strap 
from which to hang it. ‘I don’t like  
strict design,’ she says. ‘It needs to  
be free and loose, where the soul is.’

Potter’s 
studio
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It is a time of new beginnings. Ragnhild 
was a costume designer before starting  
work at a porcelain factory. For many years, 
she designed ceramics on the computer, 
always admiring the craftsmen from afar. 
After running a successful business with 
friends, she sold her share in 2015. There 
was something she wanted to do, something 
that didn’t involve meetings, statistics  
and the management of other people:  
she wanted to make things with her own 
hands, to be free and to keep things small. 

And so here she is, in a pink building 
with no straight lines. The space has, 
essentially, two rooms – one large area, 
containing much of her finished work,  
along with a living and kitchen area,  
with a smaller room at the rear for  
the studio proper. The building curves 
around, completing a near semicircle, 
and its unusual shape provides a pleasing 
symmetry with her ceramics, one that is  
also present in the many cracks and holes  
in the brick wall (the only thing Ragnhild 
did was paint everything white). 

The previous tenant owned a number  
of large machines, which he simply painted 
around, leaving random geometric shapes  
in the wood. The century-old floor has  
a shallow channel running through it, 
rubbed smooth and shiny by countless 
footsteps. There is a real sense of historic 
activity, something that feeds directly  
into Ragnhild’s approach to foraging. 

Right Ragnhild’s desk was an online find.  
At the other end of the studio, a woodburner keeps 
everything toasty. Opposite Throughout the studio 
are leaves, berries, stones and herbs. ‘They were 
thrown away, so I picked them up,’ Ragnhild says.
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finding some 1960s cutlery, she soaked  
the handles in olive oil overnight, 
blackening the wood – a straightforward 
process with a sophisticated result. 

Looking around, it quickly becomes 
apparent that there are broken bits of 
ceramic everywhere – some collected in 
a big bowl, others used to create elegant 
works of art. Ragnhild doesn’t like wasting 
things, but these discarded items also serve 
another purpose. ‘Sometimes I keep them 
for inspiration,’ she says. ‘I like turning 
things into new things.’ A similar spirit  
can be found in the Japanese art of kintsugi. 

‘It’s interesting to go into other people’s 
homes and see what they are like,’ Ragnhild 
says. (The homeowners are expecting her, of 
course; foragers draw the line at wandering 
uninvited into strangers’ houses.) Quite a 
few items in the studio have been found 
online, using websites where people give 
things away for free. Much of it is more 
than a century old. ‘I like the patina of  
old furniture, and the quality,’ she says. 

So not only does Ragnhild pick up an 
interesting piece of furniture, but she also 
gains a little insight into how other people 
live. Her desk was obtained this way, having 
belonged to an elderly neighbour, while 
the large dining table was given away by a 
family moving house. ‘As long as things are 
durable, you can play with it,’ she explains – 
which she duly did with her grandmother’s 
table, painting it jet black. And after  

Above Nothing goes to waste in Ragnhild’s 
home. Even broken sherds of pottery are 
collected in a bowl and form a beautiful display. 
Opposite The huge dining table was acquired 
for free from a family who were moving house.
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was using some tattered old curtains as 
covers for her wares. Benedicte immediately 
wanted them. ‘She thought I was crazy,’ she 
says of the seller. The curtains now hang in 
the spare bedroom. 

A fashion stylist once upon a time, 
Benedicte ended up doing set design for  
the shoots. People became interested in 
her work and soon she became an interior 
designer. Currently, she is a restaurant owner. 
This suggests a restless character, but ‘curious’ 
is perhaps more accurate. She has travelled a 
lot for work, taking inspiration from all over 
the world – along with the shells and bits of 

L’Isle sur la Sorgue is a pretty town in 
southern France, famous for its antiques – 
the perfect sort of place, then, for someone 
who likes nothing more than scouring  
flea markets for unexpected treasures.  
‘Since I was a child, I have loved walking 
around them,’ says interior designer and 
restaurateur Benedicte Leuwers. ‘I adore  
old and dirty things.’

Somehow – perhaps because of her 
obvious passion, or perhaps for the simple 
reason that she is French – she manages 
to make ‘old and dirty’ sound impossibly 
romantic. In order to find these old and  
dirty things, Benedicte often swoops in 
at the end of the day, when the sellers are 
packing up, and begins rummaging through 
the boxes. On one such occasion, a trader 

Above The large mirror in the sitting 
room is one of Benedicte’s most cherished 
possessions. Opposite Dried herbs and 
flowers appear throughout the house.
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coral that are dotted about the house.  
All of these influences have resulted in  
a lively design – although Benedicte might 
quibble with the term ‘design’: ‘I don’t plan 
it out,’ she insists. ‘It takes time, slowly 
building, with one thing leading to another.’

And yet there is a pleasing mutability 
about the place, something that goes hand  
in hand with her passion for foraging. In 
other words, interiors don’t have to be static. 
You can change them whenever you want, 
and foraging is an excellent way of doing 
this. It goes without saying that some of the 
objects seen here will already have moved on.

This isn’t to say that you have to be 
unsentimental – there are objects in the 
house that Benedicte has had since her 
twenties (she’s now in her fifties). One 
of her most cherished objects is the large 
mirror hanging in the sitting room. Bits have 
broken off it each time she has moved, and 
she enjoys the fact that the object has aged 
alongside her. ‘I love broken things,’ she says.

One example is the chipped crockery 
stored in a cupboard in the hallway. The 
plates and bowls have been arranged in a 
deceptively haphazard fashion; there was no 
forethought or planning, she just threw them 
all together and it worked. The kitchen began 
in a similar vein, all because of a yellow plate, 
which hangs on the wall like some sort of 
religious icon. Its colour inspired the entire 
scheme of the room. The central pendant 
light was made by Benedicte, using damaged 
fabrics. She derives a lot of pleasure from 
making something new and beautiful out  
of what others might consider filthy old rags. 

Opposite The pendant light in the kitchen is  
made from old and damaged scraps of fabric. 
Right ‘You never know when you might use 
something,’ Benedicte says of her thrifty approach. 

188     Urban wilderness
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Above left Most of the objects in the house  
are from the 19th century or earlier, including 
this reclaimed door and candlestick holder. 
Above right Of this wooden arm in the spare 
bedroom, Benedicte says, ‘it looked lonely’.  
It now takes centre stage on the fireplace,  
joined by a stuffed bird and a pale frond of coral. 
Left The light in the living room was put 
together with different pieces and speaks of  
a collaborative effort, of ‘folk art’, the spirit  
of which has much in common with foraging. 
Opposite Interiors don’t have to be static.  
You can change them whenever you want,  
and foraging is an excellent way of doing this.
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Some years ago, Yves and his wife 
Solange were travelling around America. 
In San Francisco, they met a man called 
Adam. ‘He didn’t believe me when I told 
him my name,’ Yves laughs. With regard 
to Biblical stories, however, perhaps 
that of Noah is more apt; at 73 (a mere 
whippersnapper compared to Noah’s 
600-odd years), Yves is how one might 
imagine the ark-builder to look, were 
he a French artist living on the coast 
of Brittany: woollen beret, sleeveless 
cardigan, baggy corduroys, long grey 
hair, braided beard. There’s also the  
small matter of the boat we’re sheltering 
in – not lost at sea, waiting out the flood, 
but safely ensconced on dry land, in  
this highly unusual seaside retreat. 

Upturned 
boat
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The idea had been brewing for some  
time. Yves was first inspired by Mr Peggotty’s 
converted boat in David Copperfield and  
the image stayed with him, stoked by an 
abiding passion for the sea and a love of 
foreign climes. One such trip combined 
the two. He and Solange bought a Citroën 
2CV and planned a series of ferry routes 
from Brittany to Iceland, going via Ireland, 
Orkney, Shetland and the Faroe Islands.  
It was when crossing Shetland that they  
saw a large number of upturned boats.

You don’t have to be an experienced sailor 
to realize this boat probably isn’t seaworthy 
– for one thing, it’s upside down, and for 
another, it’s sealed to a wooden base. It also 
has a chimney sticking out of it. There’s no 
concrete floor, however, only wooden slats,  
so the boat can be easily moved. 

But Yves has no intention of setting 
sail. He built the retreat in large part for 
his grandchildren: ‘We can often be found 
travelling the sea together, and when it  
rains it is pleasant to come back here and 
make hot chocolate, and draw or write  
about the journey.’ Inside and out, there is 
evidence of their finds along the rugged 
beach: driftwood, shells, tiny crab claws. 
Foraging has become a family pastime. 

Above Most of the room is taken up by a 
small double bed one end and a table the 
other. Opposite ‘The table was made by my 
grandfather, a carpenter,’ says Yves. ‘I spent  
my youth sitting around it with my sister.’
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