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of themselves to transform into portraits,
imaging the closeness of a community across
the divide that has fractured our chosen
families.
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Bonnie Morano’s layout mimics a profile
in a fashion magazine. A painter, Bonnie’s
interest in pattern and decoration dovetails
with her stylish approach to appropriation,
allowing her to play with clashing
cultural signifiers as a way to describe a
contemporary way of looking. Her paintings
are deconstructed in her six-page spread,
broken down into their references, and
reconstructed as dynamic compositions,
mixing aspiration with a dash of humor.

Everything was going great. The Hunter BFA
Professional Practices class had found its
groove: students were engaged in thoughtful
conversations about readings of artist’s
writing, from Mike Kelley to Mary Kelly,
Theresa Ha-Kyung Cha to Andrea Fraser.
They were making ambitious installations,
often in collaboration and conversation with
one another. They were excitedly preparing
for the group show that would open at the
Leubsdorf Gallery at Hunter’s uptown
campus. And then, overnight, it all changed.
A tight-knit group who shared studios was
torn apart. A class built on intimacy with
materials, space, time, and presence became
remote. Fear, sadness, disappointment, and
doubt came to replace hope, happiness,
excitement, and clarity. At times, the
problems felt insurmountable. They still do.
But we did what artists do: we found ways to
work, ways to communicate, ways to make
things, for ourselves, for each other.

Giselle Jiménez made a coloring book, using
the printed page to activate the viewer in a
conversation about her personal experiences
with trauma, faith, and language. Biographical
line drawings, openly inviting the viewer
to imagine their colors, Gisselle shares
glimpses of the Dominican Republic, family
members, a prom at the hospital. Confident
but vulnerable, Gisselle’s project generously
addresses her audience by speaking from
her truth, giving us space to reflect our own.

Avalon Thornton Kenny explores their
personal mythology in a series of paintings,
large oils made in studio, small acrylics and
drawings made at home. The scale shift was
one of necessity, echoing the confinement
and isolation many of us are feeling in
NYC. Avalon asked friends to send pictures

Isabelle Fernandez and Megan Mehta coauthored a series of works this semester,
starting with an installation of handmade
paper letters. The duo has since gone to
collaborating remotely, using prompts
to engage one another in a continuous
conversation that manifests across the
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pages of their twelve-page spread. Their
project shows us a process of connecting
across
distance,
using
personalized
iconographies to enact intimacy, scripting a
dialogic iconography that gets at the heart
of (the best kind of) human interaction.

an austere post-modernism, Olivia’s work
draws on post-conceptual, process-based
and minimalist traditions. Architectural
space, and the traces of movements leave
through these spaces, alter our perceptions,
resist neutrality. The work in the portfolio
situates Olivia’s critical relationship to
Mike Rowan moves from photography identity within a diverse ensemble of forms.
to painting, using family photos as a
starting point. His paintings are as much This book collects a series of projects and
deconstructions of the image as they are portfolios made by the Hunter BFA Spring
means of recreating the scenarios that have 2020 graduates, during a time of quarantine
come to stand in for memory of a time at the epicenter of a pandemic. Their
and place that he may not know personally continued creativity provided a network of
but which he feels connected to. It is a lifelines during this catastrophic rupture.
melancholic nostalgia that suffuses these Their art was made against the odds and is
works. A series of faces are made up of a testament to the strength and ingenuity of
anxious gestures, expressing the quiet loss we this talented group of young New Yorkers.
all feel here in this city.
Alexandro Segade
Nailah “Billie” Fuller makes a text/image NYC MAY 2020
essay out of landscape and installation
shots. Billie’s sculptures trace the emotional
residue embedded in objects, recreating
furniture from memories of family rooms,
re-building architectures glimpsed from a
distance, searching for an uncanny home.
The language set against the photos tells
a story of the matrilineal line, as Billie’s
grandmother’s neurodiversity inspires a
practice that asks questions about how we
construct the everyday.
Olivia Funk’s portfolio combines her
sculptural installations with drawing,
photography, and text pieces. Rooted in

9

My current work explores the evolution of
a character as they undergo abuse, trauma,
and rebirth. I choose to express not only
the material realities of my experience,
but the emotional upheaval behind them.
The subject and content matter varies, but
ultimately is about the continuity of self. I
primarily work through figurative paintings
to better understand my relationship with my
Self, my body, and Others.
Even though I am nonbinary, I am especially
interested in depicting the “female” body that
I was assigned. I didn’t choose this body, but
by utilizing it within my work, I also return
autonomy to myself and recontextualize
my expectations for my gender. Though I
don’t want it to become the focal point of
my work, I experience a lot of dysphoria
and identity issues. Some of that also is
perpetrated by BPD, but instead of allowing
my dissociations to overpower me, I have
learned to wield them to my advantage;
to use them to understand both internal
and external complexities. Alongside the
detachment I feel from my body, I still share
the shame, humiliation, and anxiety that
comes with the female reproductive system.
Through these mental processes, I create
work that stems from a strained mother-child
relationship and that relationship to the body
and growing inside someone else.

that have been the most nurturing and allowed
for the most growth. My work documents
that process of growth. By incorporating pop
culture references, I am installing landmarks
and signals to be read by certain people.
Some of these references are more obvious:
Mommie Dearest; some more subtle: a
Kate Bush tape that has “Mother Stands For
Comfort” on it; and some are even more
covert, and only allow a small number of
people to read them.
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I make my work big because it has to be big:
the bodies have to be life-sized, they have
to confront you, they have to speak to you.
But they also confront me and force me to
address my experiences. Working big forces
me to make myself big.
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I am also interested in other relationships,
especially those that take the place of a parentchild dynamic. These are the relationships
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twenty red lights, oil on canvas, 72” x72”, 2019

among the garbage and the flowers, oil on canvas, 14” x 18”, 2020
the same 9 minute song, oil on canvas, 14” x 18”, 2020

baby bird, oil on canvas, 16”x 20”, 2020
overgrowth, oil on canvas, 16”x 20”, 2020

grant proposal, acrylic on canvas, 9”x 11”, 2020
shit the bed, oil on canvas, 16”x 20”, 2020

bad babie, oil on canvas, 72” x72”, 2020

When I look around my painting studio, my
canvases are filled with flowers and grids;
plants and plaid, climbing vines and rhythmic
checkerboards. Saturated color, thick impasto
paint, thin neutral glazes, organic forms and
rigid shapes all co-exist in my work. My multipanel paintings are shapeshifters between the
figure and the landscape, between decorative
object and non-objective abstraction. They
are malleable and mutable. Regardless of
category, my paintings envelop me with
a sense of joyous surrender, immersed
in color and unapologetic in beauty.

friction that exists between nature and culture,
between the rational and the emotional. I
reconcile all these existential facets within a
visual pattern world. I look around the studio
and see an exterior presentation of aesthetic
beauty and feel emotional acceptance.

It is through paint that my work serves an
offering of pleasure on a maximalist platter.
Maximalism allows for a sense of freedom
and abandon that anything goes and
everything is acceptable. In that democratic
way, my variety of influences range from
the traditional art history canon to craft
making to couture fashion. I synthesize all
the stimuli into visual imagery. I consider
each painting a fragment of a larger whole,
yet also complete unto itself. I imagine all my
individual canvases in various combinations
and permutations, forming endless diptychs
and triptychs. Thinking about the part to
whole relationship allows me to both merge
and separate ideas of sensuality and control,
abundance and pain, restriction and access
in a fragmented aesthetic typical of 21st
century compartmentalized life. Painting
unexpected combinations within the work
as well as aligning two distinct canvases into
an exquisite-corpse-like diptych mimics the
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inside Look
Beauty is in full bloom at artist Bonnie Morano’s Brooklyn studio, where she is on a
virtual tour of The Hermitage, viewing Matisse’s Harmony in Red. “Matisse got me
excited about painting early on,” she says distractedly while multi-tasking. “him
and Klimt. Both geniuses at maximalism.” Maximalism, clearly the opposite of minimalism, is a recurring theme in Morano’s lush, vibrant paintings which merge ideas
of beauty, pleasure, restriction and access in a fragmented aesthetic typical of 21st
century compartmentalized life. Balancing work with a side hustle, juggling family life
with being a dating single mom, the intersectionality of Bonnie’s references from high
to low enter her work. “I think about the part to whole relationship, how small details
such as the satin trim on a couture gown is a whole world by itself. And how lessons I
learn from painting, such as patience and accountability, are a microcosm for my entire life. Whether from images on a screen or studio visits during the Hunter painting
fellowship, the visual sensation fills my cup. I can then fill up my paintings.” Bonnie
invited us down the rabbit hole for an inside look at her process—her vision board,
musings, and who she’s following— from art history to Instagram and beyond!

Evolution of a Rose, diptych, oil on canvas, 48”x 72”,

Pistachio Nougat, oil on canvas, 72”x 48”, 2020

1.

2.

3.

5.

4.
1. My first significant painting started with
an Instagram post of a Ugo Rondinone
sculpture. This is the collage I made based
on the photo. Collage of photo of sculpture
for painting.
2. The simplification of forms is what I love
about the painter Milton Avery. Yellow Sky,
1958. His daughter March Avery is a painter too. I wonder if my daughter will be an
artist.
3. All My Tricks (opposite) needs a dynamic
thrust. I add the turquoise diagonal from
a Tiffany’s blue shopping bag in my stash.
Michael Moebius, Audrey Tiffany Blue,
2018.
4. Mickalene Thomas mixed media portrait.
Rhinestone, acrylic, oil, enamel on wood
2012. She’s got some swagger! I cribbed
that bursting floral wallpaper for One Acorn
(left).

above: One Acorn, diptych, oil on canvas, 62”x 40”, 2020
opposite: All My Tricks, oil on canvas, 60”x 48”, 2018

5. Ben Soleimani for Restoration Hardware
“Abra” rug in Carbon. I’m a bit obsessed
with this carpet design. I’ve used it in three
paintings so far and have it in two more
works in progress. The name Abra conjures
magic tricks The deconstructed floral motif
is a perfect mix of organic and geometric—
the heart and the mind. Ben Soleimani is
Middle Eastern like me. The rug is not in
production anymore at RH, but I found it
on 1st dibs for $8,950 for a 12’ x 15’. Add
to Wishlist. Imagine I could get it to toss on
my studio floor beneath the lavender velvet
chaise and the leopard ottoman where I entertain Larry (Gagosian) and Jeffrey (Deitch,
who incidentally is a doppelganger for my
spring fling). “Please remove your shoes,
Gentlemen.”

1. “Maharam,” Plaid flannel
textile. I love how fuzzy and
warm this seems.
2. I’m going to paint my
stripes like Clyfford Still’s,
1965. Thick and juicy.
3. I’m painting the plaid. I
look over at the shelves in my
studio and notice the rooster stencil folk art painting I
made a couple of years ago.
Like a winter snow day home
from school. All it needs is a
warm flannel blanket...I know
just the one!
4. After the fact. Painting is
done. Looks like a pennant
or banner. In the crit they
said Marsden Hartley. I see
it—military flag colors. His
Portrait of a German Officer,
1914 bothers me because
of the swastikas. Same with
Philip Guston’s Klansmen.
But I don’t cancel anyone. Not
Gauguin or Balthus . I accept
it all the way I want to be
accepted one day.

“Everything in Nature contains all the powers of Nature.
Everything is made of one hidden stuff.”

1.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson

1.

2.

3.

2.

1. Optimism and The Year of the
Shoe—all in one issue! Jan. 2017—the
month I quit finance and went back to
get a painting degree.

5.
3.

4.

1.
2.
2. My “Ruth,” 2017, Oil on linen hanging in a group show at Ilana Greenberg
gallery. Didn’t sell. I wanted to be 3.
“ruth”-less. Go Yankees!
3. A year later. Let’s decapitate her and
pour molasses edges. Possible title
Sticky Optimism.
4. Decapitation strikes again!
5. Dark molasses. Looks like Robitussin
cough syrup I took as a kid. “Makes
them conk out.” G’Night!

1. “Maharam,” Plaid flannel textile. I love
how fuzzy and warm this seems.
2. I’m going to paint my stripes like Clyfford
Still’s, 1965. Thick and juicy.
3. I’m painting the plaid. I look over at the
shelves in my studio and notice the rooster
stencil folk art painting I made a couple of
years ago. Like a winter snow day home
from school. All it needs is a warm flannel
blanket...I know just the one!
4. After the fact. Painting is done. Looks like
a pennant or banner. In the crit they said
Marsden Hartley. I see it—military flag colors. His Portrait of a German Officer, 1914
bothers me because of the swastikas. Same
with Philip Guston’s Klansmen. But I don’t
cancel anyone. Not Gauguin or Balthus . I
accept it all the way I want to be accepted
one day.

One Hidden Stuff, diptych, oil on canvas, 56”x 36”, 2020

Left: A Quick Dip, oil on linen, 36”x36”, 2020

Below: Jitters, oil on canvas, 36”x48”, 2020

4.

When I first saw Ana Mendieta’s selfportrait from Facial Hair Transplants (1972)
in person, I cried. From the wall she stared
back at me with glistening eyes and she
saw me, but only because she saw herself
first and I simultaneously saw myself in her
(therefore she saw me in her, too). I want to
use my art to see myself so others can see
themselves and I can see them. I explore
every possible intersection of my identity as
second-generation Dominican-American in
Sunset Park, Brooklyn, as Taíno, as woman,
as cancer survivor, as sister, as poor, as
artist, as activist, as, as, as. My Christian faith
teaches me there is an essential component
of my identity beyond all these designations.
My body (not “the body,” my body) is a
device for understanding spiritual realities.

I am not simply announcing that my trauma
is a thing that happened. I am sharing it in
a way that is, hopefully, beneficial to other
people’s healing as well.
Printable versions of these pages will be made
available on my website dizzydoggo.com

I have always been drawn to sculpture
and performance because of my spatial
relationship to those mediums. At the
moment, however, writing and drawing have
served me best. In streams of consciousness
I map the connections I find between my
autobiography and my areas of research
(etymology, biblical hermeneutics, indigenous
languages and cultures of the Americas,
mathematics, poetry, oral histories, and
earth science). My research is presented as
intimate handwritten text and crudely drawn
sketches, no longer just a hidden step in the
process of creating objects. As I free myself
to contextualize my trauma through various
mediums, my work facilitates even deeper
healing. In this latest coloring book project,
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I’m a project-based artist from Brooklyn,
New York. I make objects that attempt
to connect with others, sometimes with
strangers and sometimes with close friends.
One project takes the form of a mass spread
subway flyer that’s intimately addressed
to the reader, asking them to email me an
obsession. Another project, which is in this
publication, takes the form of collaborative
drawings emailed back and forth with
Megan Mehta. My projects are scaled to
the individual and yet have the potential to
overwhelm through multiples, contrasting
between intimacy and the public nature of
the work. Vulnerability is important to me
and my book projects often have a diaristic
tone. I am also interested in mistranslations,
as they create new formulations of language
and have a potential for new ways of
expression. These mistranslations create a
space for saying the “wrong” thing, another
way of being vulnerable.

My pieces are emphatic (not always)
expressions of self and world //inner and outer
and the space where the two merge. They
are a means of recording and processing
information from my daily life: Internet,
books, conversations, relationships, and
silent moments with others; <3 community
and endless data.

and curious, I explore and layer information.

I like to research on my own, share it with
whomever I can, and make work about it with
someone I trust. Currently I am collaborating
with Isabelle Fernandez on April Showers/
May Flowers, where we email and complete
drawings as responses to prompts we’ve
written for each other, together; merging our
Some symbols that I incorporate are born indexes, sharing our interests, and having
from personal mythology and at times bridge fun.
the gap between the fantastic and culturally
rooted. I explore myths related to precaution I am a multidisciplinary artist from Queens,
and protection. Drawings of spirals and New York who makes paintings, drawings,
labyrinths in my work reference myths paper, ceramics, and videos.
regarding safety.
For example, in South Asia, magical devices called
Kolams resemble labyrinths. I am interested in the
apotropaic function of these labyrinths; that they trap
demons+Yama the god of death, and evil is rendered
powerless. Sometimes I like to think of my drawings
as magical devices too. Protecting me.

Lately, I’ve been doing heavy 4 hours+ long
deep-dives on different digital libraries,
finding articles and images about the Akashic
records/people’s experiences in mental
planes, what “shape” eternity looks like, the
irregular grids people think we are a part of,
and the idea that we are codes (astrology).
I am interested in narratives centering
spirituality, embracing intuition, and the
supernatural as a way to search for other
kinds of freedom, truth, and meaning. My
impulse while researching is similar to my
impulse while working with materials; playful
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Shuk and Isabelle are working
collaboratively to make projects
that bring out the best parts
of each other. They make paper,
drawings,

and

texts

that

are

physical manifestations of their
conversations.

I

was

thinking

here is our MANIFESTO:

how nice things come out when
we touch the same page at the
same time, with our hands and
our

cursors.

to

They

physically

are

unable

collaborate

at this moment but can work
to

articulate

they
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.
15.

are

to

how

important

each

i trust you to go over, erase, add on; to improvise
and to edit.
we are expanding our knowledge, appreciating
each other's art, and learning from each other.
we are sharing a studio, absence of our studio,
sharing a space.
expansive Safe feeling of working together to
create something new— freedom.
we are working collaboratively to alleviate a
need for the ego.
our first collab was that playlist.
we don’t live in Absolutes.
we wish to destroy meanness, judgementness,
loneliness. Leaving space for anger.
we are playful, making games for each other,
playing together.
April showers bring May flowers
this is an exercise in inclusion.
we are exclusive.
gentle hands and eyes
we are synced >> harmonizing our indexes.
we reject fear.

other.

APRIL 1ST 2020:
please write for me an “algorithm” or a “code” for
a utopian internet. describe that grid, that matrix.
how do you interface with it? or travel through it?
(FLOATING)

APRIL 26TH 2020:
Draw butterflies around the love of your life
or the person you want to have sex with really
badly, or both. Can you send me something
cute too? I’m sad as fuck.

APRIL 27TH 2020:

APRIL 14TH 2020

phone poem for u made of suggested words, at
12:58am:

blend yourself into your place. make a drawing
that makes you into a robot. make a drawing
that makes you into a dream.

morning estuaries, i was a great code of animal.
sweet dreams baby i love you swing by the house
party tomorrow and then go home. swimming pool
and then we meet at the train. snappp i was the day
you were leaving for dinner. thank goodness for that
brown sugar and a little bit more like that!

MAY 2ND 2020
(make something from these screenshots)
by Sun Ra

APRIL 15TH 2020:
make a new persona for yourself , explore a hidden
side of you. what does this person look like? is it
a person? what are their fave things? make a star
doll drawing. lately I’ve been playing with different
characters bc of isolation lol

APRIL 21ST 2020:
i picked these words from a dictionary by flipping to a
page and pointing without looking (role-playing as a
Random Word Generator). i like working with these
words, using them to say what im trying to say:
deep-mouthed, poetry, retained object, fingerprint, supper club, yourself,
sound effects, aerophone, sasparilla, unlimitedness, trueheartedness,
soapy, heath hen

APRIL 21ST 2020
Draw the words “i miss you” in different fonts.
how many times have you said it? Draw a
comic of you at thome and a comic of where
you wish to be.

INSTRUCTIONS
1. i Send you a prompt
2. you Draw & send it back
3. i complete it
4. repeat x infinity

I like my paintings to be almost falling apart.
By having the construction be very apparent,
it feels like no secrets are being kept. I think
modes of representational art can obscure
the artist, so I reject any inclination to clean
them up. Dirt is a gesture.
My subject matter starts with the familiar. I
pick a lot at my childhood, going over the
same ideas many times. Estrangement is very
interesting to me. How might the things I
know intimately be carrying on without me?
My first few figurative paintings came from
uploads of my cousin’s FB page. She passed
away shortly after I moved from Venezuela as
a teenager. So, the chronology roughly ends
when I left. I have the feeling that I know
Venezuela only the way it is pictured. That
said, my memories are a child’s. I wonder if
the sense I have is fully formed, still relevant,
or lost.
I’m very curious about that nagging sense
to understand. The one that reduces or
magnifies meaning. Sometimes I think it’s
timeless and pure— or sometimes fragile and
pathetic.
As my work has developed, I began to
include more references to my everyday.
New information could bring new insights.
I want to include the possibility for
misunderstandings as I try to be honest with
my frustrations.
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Flora Tropical Ornamental (diptych)
oil enamels, acrylic, gouache, charcoal, oil pastels on masonite
4’x4’

Untitled
acrylic on masonite
8”x10”

Untitled
acrylic on masonite
8”x10”

Feral Children
oil enamels, acrylic, gouache, charcoal, oil pastels on masonite
48X66”

Green Grass
oil enamels, acrylic, gouache, charcoal and oil pastels on masonite
30”x48”

When I’d knock on the door you knew it was
me, on account of you knew what a four year
olds knock sounds like. Grandma used to push
the dresser in front of the door. Sometimes
she would move the dresser, and let me in.
Sometimes I could convince her to play with
me. Some days it worked, some days it didn’t.
She taught me something about imagination.
The things I learned about imagination from
my grandma have helped me look deeper
into what the materials could be used for. If a
material has a function there’s a possibility that
material has several functions. She taught me
how to think differently.
There was a stray cat that used to come into
our yard and eventually it became our cat.
Only because she was able to hide the cat in
her room and blame it on having an episode.
My great-grandfather didn’t believe in having
animals in the house. Though, once I called
the cat Thomas I was able to keep him. My
great great grandma used to call every stray
cat Tom. She had 15 cats. It triggered a sense
of nostalgia within my great-grandfather. All
because I called him Thomas.
I think around 12 years old my mother told
me that my grandmother was schizophrenic.
I don’t think it registered really until I turned
18 years old because my experience with her
mental health was an adventure. Unlike the
adults in the house that had to deal with another
adults’ mental disabilities, grandma and I were
making short stories on the typewriter and
playing with the fonts on Microsoft word.
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My great grandparents and grandma moved
back home to North Carolina when I was 10
years old. I would spend the summers down
there. Being in a rural town with nothing to
do…. the apples, the blackberries, the figs, the
pairs, the trees, the grass, the corn, the frogs,
snakes, snapping turtles, the ditches became my
playground. Most of all the 100-year-old house
with the tin roof. There was not much that we
needed to go to the store for, not because we
didn’t have the means too, we didn’t need too.
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This has inspired my desire to work with the
materials that are found or second hand. This
idea that something can be reused mostly for
a new purpose is interesting to me. Like when
my great-grandfather used to repurpose wood
to make gardening tools. When you find out
what the original intent of the material was
used for the current work becomes more
interesting. Materials have energy just like
people do. People place their energy within
things. I enjoy altering a material and getting
a response from that material. Then deciding
whether or not to add another layer of altering.
I don’t make the decisions the material does.
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Resourcefulness is something that is important
to me. I was raised to be resourceful. My
great great great grandparents on both sides
of my family owned junkyards. I’ve been
interested in this idea of invoking nostalgia
through self-expression. I’ve been thinking
about the internal makeup of my genetics
and my ancestry. In turn, creating objects that
seemingly have a functionality and feed to the
desire to interact.
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My work is an interdisciplinary practice
ranging from sculpture to drawing and
video work. I am conceptually driven by
my reaction and interpretation of space, the
points of intersection and passage between
a physical architecture of a space and the
psychological space, and the neutrality I can
expound through color, form, and material.
I turn to scale to push this intersection of
physical and psychological, to explore an
emotional navigation against the objective. I
experience a strong reaction to design, rooted
in the Bauhaus movement, and its impact
on psychology. I find sources of this design
encounter in exploration of architecture,
ballet, and cinema -- all of which are points
that I find scale to be the dominant factor
in the image and visual I encounter with
my eyes and mind. I want a navigation of
the physical and psychological through
built environment, an image environment,
a drawn environment. With a particular
fondness for the night and the exploratory
nature it encourages, my color relations
become kindred to monotones, where I
experience a poetical truth in the depiction
of night and day through black and white. I
construct my sculptures and drawings with
an androgynous aesthetic both in color
and form, questioning a neutral world in
between a world of objective binaries, and
the possibilities or impossibilities of such.
OLIVIA FUNK LIVES AND WORKS IN
NEW YORK.
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The need for control over color amplifies my need for control over a body and the way that I see a male
body as a flawed but more perfect version of a body, although I don’t want a male body. The way that
controlling and minimizing color brings a reduction to a space so too does a male body to the human
form. This shows the real issue lies with desire and lack, not desire and possession/habitation, there are
flaws in both camps, therefore I accept the one to make amends with the other I lack. Too many options
leaves all as incomplete. As I idolize a woman’s body through a lens of desire I also fear woman’s body
because it is my own which I do not desire as a self / when I implicate color into a work there is not a
neutral as I do not think there is a neutral body there is a male body and there is a female body in my
experience as a form of architecture. There is problem and fault through my vision toward both – whether
aesthetic or sexual, but the male body has an architecture that I do not experience as a woman. By
attempting a transfer of that desire or frustration to sculpture or the scheme of architecture there is a
phallic nature to the way in which I build up and I build narrow and not necessarily because of the penis
but because it is easier to negate a penis visually than it is to negate breasts. Breasts impose shape and
form onto the legs and hips, a self-undesirable quality as they are life giving and pleasure receiving
entities of the female body of which I gain none. Possession of and desire of are two separate issues; I
can desire something external without wanting to inhabit or possess that something as my own. What is
that discrepancy; and if you strip that away and look to a male body there is a symmetry that the female
does not have and is not capable of having because of her ability to give birth to life, whereas man is the
brutal. The brutal finds its way into the work I want to make out of this desire to [understand desire]
through object. and object has an innate brutality to it in that it will never die by means of self-destruction
as we do to our own body because an object and an architecture cannot think for itself or develop hatred
or adoration the way a human can for a body or toward oneself.
The minimal becomes the external force of desire of a body not my own, the color becomes a gendering
of desire of sorts. I cannot hate that which I do not feel therefore the body I do not have may not be the
body I desire in longevity. If I build an object that has a neutrality I nor a man can ever experience than
that will be a successful art object, not a non-art object because I do not want such a body to exist in a
world up for grabs by the likes of any, as I do not offer my body up for grabs to the likes of any. An
architectural object can stand on its own without need, it can be acted upon with utter severity and yet
total security knowing [though it cannot know] that it fulfills its commission and intention.
The face; it exists as a point of entry as does a door to a building. build a body without a face and you
have no point of entry. Construct a room without a door and you have not a room but a space. construct a
space of glass and you no longer just have a space but a room. architecture is visual. it becomes aware
when its designer tells a body to enter it.
the place where a body meets a face is neutral ground, this is the neck. it has no gender just purpose
which it fulfills with exceptional execution unless severed.
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THESE PAPER DOORS ARE NOT YET DONE. I INCLUDE THEM BECAUSE THEY ARE A POINT OF TRANSITION AS A MATERIAL,
AN OBJECT CAPABLE OF MOVEMENT, AND AN EXPLORATION OF DIFFERENT VERSIONS OF SKIN. THEY MAKE ME THINK
ABOUT A LOT OF THINGS QUITE SEPARATE FROM THEIR INDEXICALITY AND OBJECT-RELATED NATURE. THE NEVIGATORY
NATURE PERSUES THE MIND TO EXPAND AND EXPLORE BODY IN SPACE, MIND IN SPACE. I DON T KNOW YET HOW I WANT
THEM TO BE POSITIONED OR CHOREOGRAPHED IN SPACE.
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