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~ RBSTRALT ~

We Change Everything We Touch and Everything We Touch Changes draws upon the vast, expressive
potential of beds in their many forms, human and otherwise (i.c., coral-beds, death-beds, lower-beds,
fossil-beds, river-beds, sedimentary-rock-beds, sleeping-beds, and so on). Qualities of horizontality and
support draw this research together, but also a certain nondistinction between surface and depth,
exterior and interior, which reminds us that when we are in-the-bed we lie o7-the-bed. Applying the
logic of assemblage, the formal structure of this work grasps several genres and a broad selection of
subject matter via storied descriptions and visual material to form a recursive sense of textuality.
Throughout, extimate aesthetics offers a conceptual foundation to register the indivisibility of

exterior-objective forces within interior-subjective experience.

This text may be of interest to those seeking material on Aesthetics, Anecdotes, Ants, Assembling,
Beds, Blankets, Breath, Butterflies, Care, Casting, Cats, Change, Cocoons, Collaboration,
Collectivity, Colour, Conmen, Containers, Coral, Creation, Death, Dough, Dreams, Ephemera,
Endometriosis, Enchantments, Exhaustion, Extimacy, Fabric, Fantasy, Floods, Floors, Flowers, Form,
Formlessness, Friends, Grammar, Illness, Imagination, Inheritance, Introductions, Life writing,
Medusa, Mermaids, Moths, Mothers, Mutualisms, Myth, Obligations, Pain, Perception, Pillows,
Precarity, Rest, Ritual, Rivers, Sleep, Smoke, Speculating, Support structures, Time, Touch, Visual

art, Vocables, Voices, Volcanoes, Wax, Witches.
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| Fig. 1, Changelings Exhibition Poster, 2023.
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~ PREFRLE ~

BEDFORMS
Forms, by their nature, are both formative and informative. They make some things visible and

render some things possible.

In the introduction to Gilles Delueze and Felix Guattari’s A Thousand Plateaus, Brian Massumi
considers the effects of rhizomatic form. Asking, “What new thoughts does it make possible to
think? What new emotions does it make possible to feel? What new sensations and perceptions does

>”1

it open in the body?

Beds are gathering places for many subjects, elements, forces, purposes, and dimensions. We are
conceived in bed. We hear our first stories in bed. We cuddle cats in bed. We suffer debilitating pain
in bed. We dream ourselves plankton floating through seaweed in bed. We scroll endlessly in bed.
We eat chips in bed. We answer work emails in bed. We give and receive pleasure in bed. We find

comfort in bed. We suffer isolation in bed. We feel snug as a bug in bed. We are not always safe in

bed.

The multidimensional nature of “We Change Everything We Touch and Everything We Touch
Changes” assembles interconnected texts, quotations, graphic content, and an exhibition of
sculptural artworks titled Changelings, to ask: what forms (in their many forms) do beds make it
possible to imagine? What grows from their fertile soil? What weird wanderings does a drowsy mind
follow? What does a tired and/or sick body deem important or irrelevant? What conventions undo
themselves when lying prone, released from the vertical “I”’—the upright standing I, the individual I,
the restless I, the I who scans the horizon in search of somewhere else; when we are in a hammock, a

burrow, a mat in the corner, some warm patch of grass, or soft sand, where we cannot be blown



down by the storms of history because we are already hugging the earth, settled by gravity’s pull,
dreaming the world into existence. What then? What thoughts? What emotions? What sensations

and perceptions? What possibilities? What strange affinities nestle into and around us?

With these questions, I hope to negotiate sticky sites of affection and infection, obligation and

inheritance, encounter and entanglement, dreaming and waking, inside and

outside, you and me, us and we.

Beds are a big topic, an area of study made even larger by the more-than-
human scope of my research interests. An exhaustive study was never

the intention and I have actively tried to pull apart my preconceived

notions of the disciplinary structures of a doctoral dissertation. Fig. 2, found image of a
sleepy bunny.

Within the realm of research creation, the intent of the dissertation’s written component often builds
a theoretical or conceptual framework. I love theory, to read the work of those trying to untangle the
mess of existence through words and ideas.” But, in keeping with the capaciousness of beds, I wanted
this text to be something else, something other. Since, without the body’s scruffy materiality, without

touch, we cannot change, we will not change.

Turning this text into a receptacle for something not easily contained has required a capacity to yield,
expand, and adapt to voluminous matters. I approached this project as I would any interdisciplinary
artwork, ranging restlessly across tangential motifs—in this case, those both familiarly associated
with beds (pillows, sleep, desire) and others less obvious (volcanoes, linguistics, underground art
spaces)—then building situated bridges between them.? Certain subjects loom large: death, illness,
and the comfort of friendship, while others are touched upon only briefly, or find their way into

endnotes and image captions. Of the illustrations, which span internet memes, documentation of my



own artwork, and historical artworks amongst other visual ephemera, I have chosen examples more
from a sense of affinity than to display a thesis-as-argument. The digital alterations I apply attempt to
position the visual material more like found objects than reference material. While I note their
original source whenever possible, they take on the fragmented nature of pictures remembered from

' You told me you were interesting 2 dream—a dream made strange by some loss of context, open

to new associations.

Despite my aim to push an understanding of beds beyond human-

essentialism, my focus has remained deeply human—

was ‘into resting’ | 3
; W\, : : although with an expanded definition of what it means to

be human in all our multispecies floridity. However expressed, my hope

is for the reader/viewer to gain the feeling of crawling into the flux and

Fig. 3, meme of The
Proposal by Frédéric

Soulacroix (n.d.) by fluff of my artistic practice. As such, I eschew lengthy explanation of
@punk_history, 2021.

artworks or material methodologies favouring conditional descriptions of a life lived, thoughts had,

relations kept.

WE CHANGE / WE TOUCH

With Re-enchanting the World: Feminism and the Politics of the Commons (2018), feminist activist
Silvia Federici draws together a collection of work spanning over twenty years that position ‘the
commons’ in direct opposition to our current capitalist system organizing life and labor. Nestled
within “re-enchanting” is the verb “to chant.” To chant is to sing a song with a structure of rhythmic
repetition whose recitation can be both “rhapsodic and prophetic.”* To Federici, the act of re-
enchantment is inextricably linked to the revolutionary project—the repetition of it, the collective

organizing of it. As a choral form of imagining, it reclaims and recuperates collective practices to
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restructure a future in co-relational terms—a worlding project expansive enough to include “animals,

waters, plants, and mountains.”

5

Kore Chant

She
And
She

changes everything She
everything She touches
changes everything She

touches,
changes.
touches,

She
And
She

changes everything She
everything She touches
changes everything She

touches,
changes.
touches,

Bright as a flower and strong as a tree,
With our love and with our rage;
Breaking our chains so we can be free,

And everything She touches changes.

Her name cannot be spoken,

Her face was not forgotten;

Her power is to open,

Her promise can never be broken.

She
And
She
And

All
She
Her
She

changes everything She
everything She touches
changes everything She
everything She touches

touches,
changes.
touches,
changes.

seeds She deeply buries,
weaves the thread of seasons;

secret,

darkness carries,

loves beyond all reason.

And everything She

All sleeping seeds
The rainbow is Her
Now Winter's power
In love all chains

Everything lost is

touches changes.

She wakens,
token;

is taken,
are broken.

found again,

With our love and with our rage.

She
And
She
And

changes everything She
everything She touches
changes everything She
everything She touches

We are changers,

touches,
changes.
touches,
changes.

In a new form, in a new way;
Everything hurt is healed again,
In a new time, in a new day.

She
And
She
And

changes everything She
everything She touches
changes everything She
everything She touches

touches,
changes.
touches,
changes.

Everything we touch can change.
We are changers,
Everything we touch can change.

She changes everything She touches,
And everything She touches changes.
She changes everything She touches,
And everything She touches changes.

Change is,
Touch 1is,
Change us,
Touch us,

touch 1is,
change 1is.
touch us,
change us.®

We Change Everything We Touch and Everything We Touch Changes picks up Federici’s proposal by

combining science fiction author Octavia Butler’s transformational decree: “All that you touch you

change. All that you change changes you. The only lasting truth is change,” with the recursive logic
of the Kore Chant, sung by neopagan witch Starhawk, celebrating the dualistic nature of Persephone,
goddess of spring and queen of the underworld—who carries the alternate name “Kora” or “Coré”
(meaning maiden), which names both a style of archaic Greek sculpture and forms the etymological

root of coral.”

Coral exists as multi-species beds of mutual flourishing, hybrid creatures who occupy contact zones
where the kind of binary thinking that separates nature from culture, human from animal, subject
from object, life from non-life, and individual from collective make no sense. And, of course, they

currently suffer great risk due to anthropogenic climate change and related environmental stressors.



In the essay, More-than-Human Cosmopolitics, artist Sheila Sheikh asks, “How can artistic practice
help us to imagine such forms of sociality and composition and to build a non-fascist, more-than-
human cosmopolitical world, rather than simply representing it?” A call to rethink who is included
in the pronouns “us” and “we.” A more expansive understanding that makes room for both future
generations and other-than-human species on ethical, moral, and legal grounds.® Taking coral’s
pluralistic (choral) ontology as cue, this text intentionally stretches positions of authorship, shifting
back, forth, and between the aggregate we, the singular 7, and the occasional she, they, or you. Like
Sheikh, I believe it is necessary to enlarge our sense of the collective we; however, it seems equally
important to think carefully about such implications. Within this slippery use of pronouns and

perspective lies challenging, possibly destabilizing, questions.
Namely, who is our we?

Imagine the complex topology of two clasped hands, fingers interlocking one another. We, as both
concept and lived reality, is situated here—in the space that folds the internal and external, subject
and object, affect and reason.” Questions of you and me, us and we initiate a discussion of obligation

and responsibility. The plurality of the pronoun we indicates

Yet, what inclusions and exclusions does my we also

pronounce? What multiplications and contradictions? What

innocences lie hidden? What privileges remain obscured? How

elastic or inflexible are the parameters contained within? '°

Fig. 4, found image of an 19th century

Sometimes we or us signals personal designations—those .
engraving of a Procrustean bed.

with whom we share intimate relations—partners, friends, family, and other-than-human familiars.



(In my case, two cats we call miwwi and mooni.) When then does we indicate broader cultural and
geopolitical associations, race and class, ability and profession, language and environment? Who are
the strange, and perhaps unintended, bedfellows that populate our projects? Who do we speak for?

Who are we speaking with? And do we have their consent?'!

Take the COVID-19 slogan, “We are all in this together,” a phrase still visible in the windows of
some especially nice houses in my neighbourhood. At this point, it seems relatively clear that signs
such as these mark an ironical lack of a unification. And while we may comprehend the speaker’s

ideological intention, many of us fail to share its sentiment

because we understand the line marking us from them and ours

from theirs is both too real and evidently false.

On the political left, a word like “change” often implies a

sense of positive progression. And again, just like “we,” it is
important to remember that the effects of change are
experienced asymmetrically. The most vulnerable usually
bear the weight of change’s indifference and, significantly,
the qualitive properties of the changes we endure are
unevenly distributed. Some spots are hotter, some clouds
more toxic. Some emergencies will be addressed and

resolved, others ignored and

Fig. 5, Constantine’s Dream by Piero della Francesca
from the fresco cycle, the History of the True Cross,
1459—66 — digitally altered to imagine a future scraping
away of those figures of historical importance until all
that remains are the bored attendant and strange winged-
limb-finger in the upper left corner, which arrives to
mark neither would-be emperor nor authorial triumph but
the bed’s own coziness.

exacerbated.

Similarly, do we speak of change for

the generalizing present, the we of now? Of the fantastical future, the we of tomorrow? Or some



fictional past, the we of yesterday? In what nowishness have we found ourselves? What bereishness?
Because, certainly, our present is not their present and zheir future is not our future. The changes we
face today and those we see rolling on the horizon of tomorrow are not and never will be experienced
evenly. Consequentially, as we contaminate the world, the world contaminates us—more or less
depending on the position we hold relative to systems of privilege and precarity. And so we ask

ourselves, individually and collectively, will our touch be gentle or rough, heavy or light?

BEDFELLOWS

In Cosmopolitics, philosopher Isabelle Stengers” sweeping work of philosophical inquiry, she portrays
an introduction as the invitational conditions of encounter between distinct entities, whether living
subjects or epistemological disciplines. Encounters rely on introductions; if the introduction is to
bear the fruits of shared understanding, each entity must find the other interesting. To become
“interested,” we must begin to recognize and understand what “obligates” our companion. If
successful, a relay of obligations, both shared and unshared, forms a bridge upon which an encounter
unfolds, an outstretched hand.'?

My dear friend, the artist Helen Song Cho, likes to say, “All our work is about our mothers.”
Responding to this statement, our mutual friend, the writer Daniella Sanader, comments on Helen’s
plurality of mothers. Within this back and forth, I remember how I was not raised by one caregiver
but many. Alongside my biological mother stood a community for whom magic was not a metaphor,
nor adjective, but action, a way of life in which material reality could be transformed, regularly,
through the arts of sustained attention. Women who crafted practices of existence (ontology) and
systems of knowledge (epistemology) through sheer physical labour, material ingenuity, and

consistent binding of community obligations with acts of giving and receiving care.
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I work because they taught my hands to work. I write because they wrote with ease and audacity. My
thought processes are shaped by their commitment to reading, discussion, and hot debate—but also
the permission they gave me to dream wild and free, with focused attention. Like theirs, much of my
practice is found in the domestic research of sociality via cooking, cleaning, dyeing, gardening,
kneading, knotting, making, painting, polishing, repairing, scrubbing, and pouring some viscous

material from one container into the next. Their tools are my tools. Their craft, my craft. Their art,

my art.

 J

| Nevertheless, I did have a singular mother, one who had many

( names—cycling through variations and combinations
of Alexander Elsie Mary Alasha Bartzak McGeough
Poliquin. She was born to Polish and Ukrainian settlers
in Nordegg, a hamlet nestled on the eastern edge of
Alberta’s Rocky Mountains, two hours north of Banff
and west of Red Deer in Treaty Six Territory. The
Rockies are a spine-like range largely consisting of

Precambrian metamorphic rock pushed upward

‘ Fig. 6, mom and me in her studio, circa 1986.

by tectonic forces through layers of limestone previously laid down in a shallow sea. In the late
Paleozoic and early Mesozoic ages the mountains were slowly eroded by time and weather, gathering
extensive accumulations of sedimentary rock, some of which continues to be carved away by
Pleistocene-age glaciers swiftly melting in our time of rapid climate change. These layers ripple with
significant mineral deposits: copper, gold, lead, molybdenum, silver, tungsten, zinc, and energy

reserves such as natural gas, oil shale, petroleum, coal.
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For the first half of the twentieth century, Nordegg was a coal town. On 31 October 1941 an
explosion occurred, and the primary mine shaft collapsed. Thirty-one miners died. Approximately
nine months later, under the full moon of 25 August 1942, came my mother. Within a few short
years, my grandfather was institutionalized with a post-traumatic-stress disorder. Whether his health
deteriorated due to the mining accident is unclear. We can never know the whole story, but I have
spent many late nights worming my way into research on the avalanche of traumatic events that
piled up around him, one on top of the next. The war of his youth, the 1918 pandemic which
followed, a solo immigration to another world into whose language he could not speak, $27.00 in
his purse, and news of yet another war, which would decimate more than fifty percent of his
hometown’s population. For her part, my grandmother (Anna, Baba) soon moved east, into

Saskatchewan, to raise my mother and her sister (Ella, my namesake) closer to family.

Forty years later, as the early 1980s a worldwide economic recession collapsed into the southern
British Columbia housing market, I also arrived into a time of crisis. During this period, my
father—who changed jobs as often as my mother changed names—was a real estate agent. Properties
that had recently sold for a quarter-million dollars plummeted to around sixty thousand.'> Our
family’s financial equity stretched across several rental units and a two-bedroom family home on a
small acreage in southern Langley, a previously rural township which butts up against the United
States border—founded on the unceded overlapping territories of the A,LENENE¢ LTE
(WSANEC), Kwantlen, S’6lh Téméxw (Sté:16), Cayuse, Umatilla, Walla Walla, and Semiahmoo
Nations. After what had been a brief and illusory period of economic prosperity, the market crash
returned my family to desperate poverty. My father’s mental health disintegrated, and like my

maternal grandfather, remained lodged in various systems of care until his death in 2018. Thus, at
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age forty, with a disabled spouse, five children spanning infant to a twenty-one-year-old college
student, and a rotating cast of visiting relatives, my mother assumed sole financial responsibility for

our family."*

She turned towards what seems like implausible means: flour, water, and salt. Stuff of the kitchen.
And yet, it was here, in the combination of modest materials and off-kilter imagination, where she
found resilience. Turning balls of colourful dough into small figurines—clowns, animals, characters
from fairy tales—which she began wholesaling her dough-art crafts to giftshops across North
America and as far afield as Japan. At its height, her business garnered around twelve thousand

dollars per year ($32,696.86 in today’s terms)."” A scant income for a family of seven, but it kept us

fed and usually housed.

Fig. 7, My Arms are Ready to
Embrace the Universe with Love
(Four pulled out hide-a-beds) by
Ken Lum, 1983.

The nature of these personal stories may potentially elicit feelings of exception or sympathy and I
cringe at the possibility of appearing self-indulgent when sharing the contents of my family’s history,

of using it as intellectual fodder or as a kind of ruler to judge hardship. I have little interest in stories
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of creativity triumphing over tragedy; I recognize that these are hard stories of hard times made
worse by systemic underlying causes. There is no romance in having twenty dollars to buy a week of
groceries, no poetic justice in a daughter grounding her doctoral dissertation in these precarious
circumstances. Still, I am compelled by the commonalities these accounts contain. The potential
usefulness of their usualness. Walter Benjamin, writing in the context of resistance to twentieth
century fascism explains, “The tradition of the oppressed teaches us that the ‘state of emergency’ in
which we live is not the exception but the rule.”'® With this I wonder, what if our vulnerabilities
towards precarity could be galvanized as a mobilizing force? A chant of solidarity within which many

different voices sing?

I find this idea expressed by philosopher Judith Butler in Notes toward a Performative Theory of
Assembly,

Precarity is the rubric that brings together women, queers, transgender people, the poor, the
differently abled, and the stateless, but also religious and racial minorities: it is a social and
economic condition, but not an identity (indeed, it cuts across these categories and produces

potential alliances among those who do not recognize that they belong to one another)."”
And echoed in anthropologist Anna Tsing’s Mushroom at the End of the World,

We hear about precarity in the news every day. People lose their jobs or get angry because
they never had them.... But most of the time we imagine such precarity to be an exception
to how the world works.... What if, as 'm suggesting, precarity is the condition of our
time—or, to put in another way, what if our time is ripe for sensing precarity? What if
precarity, indeterminacy, and what we imagine as trivial are the center of the systematicity we

seek?!®

And underlined by philosopher Olifémi O. Tiiwo in Elite Capture as a personalized explanation,

That I have experienced my share of traumatic experiences, have survived abuse of various
kinds, have faced near death from accidental circumstance and from violence (different as the
particulars of these may be from those around me) is not a card to play in gamified social
interaction or a weapon to wield in battles over prestige. It is not what gives me a special
right to speak, to evaluate, or to decide for a group. It is a concrete, experiential
manifestation of the vulnerability that connects me to most of the people on this earth. It

comes between me and other people not as a wall, but as a bridge."”
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Bracketed by the years 2018-2023, the making of this project is marked by upheaval and
emergency—caused by instabilities that stretch generationally in every direction. Considering this
context, I cannot help but wonder, could my emphasis on beds be a study of retreat? A withdrawal
between the sheets and into quiet comforts of domestic and scholastic space; into conditions of soft
soil; some of the beauty found in flowers, butterflies, and streams; slugs licking the earth; burrowing
dreams? A lying down against the urgent winds of species destruction, racialized capitalism, and
unthinkable futures? Perhaps. Yet I find imaginative solidarity in Federici’s belief that “the very sense
we are living at the edge of a volcano makes it even more crucial to recognize that in the midst of
much destruction, another world is growing, like the

grass in the cracks of urban pavement, challenging

o

the hegemony of capital and the state and affirming

our interdependence and capacity for cooperation.”*

My interests travel on the common wind, a breeze

that includes Karen Barad’s “entanglements,” Denise | Fig. 8, found image of a sheep escaped to
the mountains, after six years and sixty
pounds of excess wool, which offered a
protective fluff that wolves couldn’t

Ferreira da Silva’s “difference without separability,”
penetrate.

Donna Haraway’s “symbiogenesis,” Elizabeth Povinelli’s “extimacy of existence,” Isabelle Stengers’
“cosmopolitics,” Jane Bennet’s “vibrant matter,” Federici’s “commonism,” ruangrupa’s “lumbung,”
and Ursula K. Le Guin’s “carrier bag.”*' While I do not necessarily discuss each of these concepts
explicitly within this text, they have provided necessary relational frameworks within which we
might “consent & n’étre plus un seul” [consent not to be a single being], as expressed by Edouard
Glissant via Fred Moten.** With varying cadence, these thinkers search to describe the conditions of

collective ontology while acknowledging differential personal obligation. In response to this
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polyvocal chorus, we have reached a time when the vibrant entangled symbiotic cosmopolitical
assemblages that entail the different but inseparable conditions of our extimate existence sound
obvious, and they are. As da Silva explains, profound change requires, “[n]othing short of a radical
shift in how we approach matter and form,” in other words, an “end of the world as we know it.”*
Luckily, these thoughts express what Moten and Harney call, “the good news people already
have....”** And, obviously, this good news has been circulating across a lengthier timeline and wider

arc than we can ever imagine.

Fig. 9, detail view, Between sky and earth by Tatiana Trouvé, ongoing since 2012 — Trouvé'’s
outdoor installation in Dutchess County located in upstate New York includes bronze casts of
used mattresses, shoes, blankets, and boxes. Together, these objects interact with the dynamic
ecosystem surrounding them and develop an ever-changing memory-scape of past works. In this
image, mattresses and moving blankets nestle within a grove of trees, waiting. The work brings
to mind Spinoza’s line about how “a body is at rest until it is determined to motion by
another.”
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On a more personal note, in recognition of collaborators and conversationalists Helen
~ Song Cho, Derek Coulombe, Patrick Cruz, Alana Duggan, Clare Elson, Jessica Price
Fisner, Liza Eurich, FASTWURMS (Kim Kozzi and Dai Skuse),

Brendan Flanagan, Stefana Fratila, John Goodwin, '

Claire Greenshaw, Jessica Groome, Alisen Hunt,

Nataleah Hunter Young, Martha Kenney,

KikoSounds, Nestor Kriiger, Faith La Rocque,

Fig. 10, mooni
and me, 2021.

Cameron Lee, Su-Ying Lee, Diedre Logue, Ken Lum, Katie Lyle,
Jacqueline Mabey, Tegan Moore, Manden Murphy, Sarah

Nasby, Lillian O’Brien Davis, Danny O’Quinn, Claudia Rick,

Daniella Sanader, Jonathan Scott, karen elaine spencer, Erica

‘ Fig. 11, miwwi and sandal, 2022. ‘

Stocking, Ella Tetrault, Liz Tsui, Katarina Veljovic, Kathryn Westendorf, and Dustin Wilson, whose
skills, curiosities, and care have given my practice shape; the accommodating administrators,
phenomenal students, and carpool comrades from the Arts, Media, Performance and Design at York
University and the School of Fine Art and Music at the University of Guelph, who have kept my feet
on the ground moving forward; thoughtful editor Amy van der Merwe, for their ability to see what
my eyes no longer could; an ever expanding family, especially Dean, Angela, Maureen, and Frank,
whose survivability has made a refuge of sibling companionship; my unconventional parents Elsie
and Pat, who taught me a grammar of dreams; an excellent doctoral committee encompassing
Yvonne Singer, Dan Adler, and Allyson Mitchell, who offered attentive reading, enthusiastic studio

visits, and unwavering support from the jump; the fluffiest familiars miwwi and mooni, whose
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mischief and mayhem kept me happy; and my partner Colin Miner, whose strength and compassion

has made our life an adventure—thank you!

With respect, I acknowledge my work and research is formed and imagined by living and working in
territories that many Indigenous nations have longstanding relationships with. I currently live in
Toronto/Tkarén:to (Kanien’kéha/Mohawk for ‘tree in the water there’ or ‘trees standing in water’) on
land long cared for by Anishinnabek Nation, Hodinohsé:ni” Confederacy, The Chippewa and
Wendat Peoples. While the city is currently covered by Treaty 13 with the Mississaugas of the Credit
it is also “a web of interconnected and sometimes conflicting historical treaties” and has become
home to diverse First Nation, Inuit, and Métis communities.” Crucially, this territory is subject of
the Dish With One Spoon Wampum Belt Covenant, an Indigenous citizenship law made between
Anishinnabek and Hodinohso:ni’ Nations in 1701 that extends from Montreal/Tiohtia:ke to Fort
Erie. The agreement is marked by reciprocal responsibilities, foregrounding the land as a dish to be

shared and cared for to ensure the ongoing, mutual survival of both human and more-than-human

life.2¢

Acknowledging Indigenous relations offers an opportunity to consider and reflect on one’s actions,
inclusions, exclusions, and personal responsibilities. Within these words, I recognize the refuge my
Slavic ancestors found in North America and that my family’s current presence on these lands is

made possible through enduring systems of colonial violence.

[ also recognize BIPOC friends and colleagues who have generously provided guidance,
conversation, and critical feedback on how to effectively resist systemic racism, a complex system
which I have inequitably benefited from. I hope to appreciate the considerable toll their labour

represents. These statements are not enough.
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~ SECTIONS ~

BEDFRAMES

We are discussing beds. Memory foam versus wool, innerspring or classic futon. A bed’s ability to

- comfort and contour to hold

\{.,\ > . 1 and provide rest hinges on a
combination of materials and
characteristics. Like the
bodies it supports, a
bed is an organized
whole, more than the

sum of its parts.”’

Beyond soft or firm and narrow or wide, what about
hypoallergenic or open cell technology? Have you tried horsehair? Straw

might be cool.

Fig. 10, Le Lit
[The Bed] or Dans We have slept in many beds. Air mattresses, quickly deflated. Hammocks,
le 1it [In the Bed]
by Henri de

Toulouse-Lautrec, surprisingly comfortable. Creaky brass, far too noisy. Hide-a-ways, equal
1892.

parts lumpy and stiff. Latex hospital, sweaty and bright. Waterbeds seem fun... Do tanning beds
count? Only if we fall asleep. The narrow luxury of a sleeper car from Beijing to Shanghai. Our
grandmother’s bedspread, a chenille blanket, the colour of cut carnations. Those periwinkle sheets

we saw swaying in the wind.
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Remember the night we tried to sleep on the stinking hot double in a cheap hotel room with the
busted fan? How we dreamed of laying down in a shallow creek to let the rush of cool water slip
between us? And the release we found later—floating downstream on inner-tubes, our bodies baking

on black rubber, hands clasped?

With their supple capacity to yield and expand, beds become gathering places for many subjects,
elements, forces, purposes, and dimensions, both human and otherwise. Flowers and ashes, fossils
and rocks, corals and oysters, all these and more figure spatially and temporally to the organizing
principle of beds. While qualities of horizontality
and the foundational draw these examples
together, they also exhibit a certain negotiation

between surface and depth, exterior and interior.

Offering a kind of welcoming framework, caught

between thing and concept, beds are embedded with the
logic of potential—reminding us that existence is
built upon productively receptive ground. We are

in-the-bed when we lie on-the-bed.

Rolling over, we feel insulated, cushioned by

friendship and radical affinities. Thoughts move

: gently into sensation and speculation, simile and free association. We talk
Fig. 11, Four Women

Asleep by Roland

Penrose, 1937 — about Jeanne Randolph’s The Amenable Object (1991), how she refers to art
clockwise from top

left, the

surrealist artists: . ¢ . . . .

Lee Miller, Ady objects as a “soft, floppy thing.” We picture Olympia with long velveteen

Fidelin, Nusch
Eluard, and Leonora . .
carrington. ears and Stonehenge as a fort of pillows. We dig how Randolph suggests
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that art occupies an ambiguous position between “exterior objective reality” and “interior subjective
. » 3 . . . o . 5 .
experience.” Within this space of perceptual plasticity, a viewer’s experience becomes an adventure,

both playful and undetermined.?®

Our chatter turns to “extimacy,” a new favourite word, which Jacques Lacan coined to problematize
the opposition between inside and outside. Like Randolph’s definition of an artwork, the term
touches upon an internalization of exterior circumstances and an externalization of intimate

conditions.?

It is particularly good as an adjective— “extimate.” Together, the collection of clicks and breath that
form ex-ti-mate turn language inside-out, performing something close to an onomatopoeia. Over
and over we feel its consonant-heavy syllables trip across our tongues. The metallic first click of
/"eks/ pronounced deep in the mouth where the back of our taste-buds rub against the soft palate
followed by the sound /' t1/ with its hard moist flick against the alveolar ridge then a lippy /mat/ that

ends with a somewhat smoother flick and quick exhale.

Like beds, breath is a familiar found object. Pronouncing extimacy reminds us how the air we
breathe comes from the world around us, and that to breathe-i# is to breathe-in #his world. A world
which, after spending time deep inside our lungs and blood and bowels, emerges as some new thing.
How, with each exhalation, a mixture of body-with-world becomes a world-with-bodies—a world

we inhale again and again. The external internal, an intimate exterior.*

We let this idea of world-with-body and body-with-world settle into us through a series of deep
collective breaths: inhale—A-a-a-a-a-a-h, pause, exhale—0-0-0-0-0-0, pause, inhale—A-a-a-a-a-a-h,

pause, O-0-0-0-0-0, pause, A-a-a-a-a-a-h, pause, O-0-0-0-0-0, pause.
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Our O-0-0’s and A-a-ah’s remind us of a toddler who throws a red ball outside the crib with an
expression of O-0-0-0-ing delight. When the mother retrieves and returns the toy, the child responds
with an appreciative A-a-a-h. For hours the child tosses and the mother catches. This articulation of

call and response unfolds over a lifetime.

The baby’s babble is translated by Freud as forz / da (gone / there) as an analogy for the compulsion
to repeatedly test the effective relationship between a body and whatever is outside a body. Many
theories have proposed the nuanced possibilities contained within this exchange but, most likely, the
repeated action helps the child understand they exist

independently from the world while M

still being bound inextricably

and consequentially within a

complex set of relations.

Each breath-out, a question; W‘ e
e

each breath-in, an answer.

Fig. 12, found image of person floating over foam
indentation.

0-0-0-0-0-0, pause, A-a-a-a-a-a-h...>'

RIVERBEDS

Most of us believe we evolved from a world without us, though I sometimes wonder. There are those
who understand that at first there was only Us—an undifferentiated Us. An Us without a world. An
Us without specific form. This Us existed before we began to bifurcate, before we became the jaguars
and the ants, the mud and bamboo, the sky and bananas, plus everything else that heals or hurts or

trips. In this framework, everything and everybody becomes through a flexible and transformative
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modelling of polymorphous, promiscuous thought, or dream, or some such site that holds onto

energy and gives it shape.’?

From January to March 2016, I was fortunate to be artist-in-residence at the Tampbolata Research
Centre in Tambopata National Reserve, located in Peru’s southeastern corner of the Amazon
rainforest. Members of the Ese’Eja People, who are indigenous to the region, work as guides for the
centre generously sharing their language and histories. They drew my attention to several interspecies
relationships and described the complex social, political, and environmental issues that their

communities face within ongoing efforts for emancipation and decolonization.

The experience irrevocably changed how I recognize myself. And yet, like most world-altering events,
time seemed to flow along an ordinary course. Days oriented themselves towards a schedule of
mandatory mealtimes. To ensure the location of each resident (whether artist, guide, scientist, staff-
member, or tourist), meals offered an opportunity for rollcall. An ever-present reminder of the many
risks the forest held. We were twelve-hours hard travel from the closest hospital and the dangers of
isolation were real. Otherwise, I walked, chatted, gave natural-ink tattoos to bored wealthy children
of tourists, and tried to figure out how to shape my practice in a place so intricate. During the lazy
long stretches after lunch, I read excerpts from Isabelle Stengers, 7hinking with Whitehead: A Free and
Wild Creation of Concepts (2011) included in Public Journal’s thematic issue, “Colour” (2015), edited
by artists Scott Lyall and Christine Davis, plus Elaine Scarry’s 7he Body in Pain: The Making and
Unmaking of the World (1987). These texts made for strange travel companions. Each pursued an
analysis of complex systems, with a focus on the role of object-subject relations. I often found their

ideas inexplicable, a situation exasperated by heat and humidity, though there was a persistent
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impression that the densely entangled rainforest was guiding me to a place of affectual, if not

intellectual, understanding.

With Stengers, I explored an ontology of colour, particularly the colour orange as an “eternal object.”
Eternal because, as with shapes and textures, colour is not contained by a specific body and therefore
can neither be destroyed, nor preserved. With this understanding of colour, colour assumes a spectral

agency to call upon, conjure, or summon.*

As the editors of the popular anthology, Arts of Living on a Damaged Planet: Ghosts and Monsters of
the Anthropocene (2017) portray, every landscape is haunted by multiple pasts, knotted presents, and
many different futures. So too, certain colours carry with them the spirits of history, of the here and
now of possibility. And yet, unlike ghosts, colour matters. In the dense green of the forest, analogous
colour catches our attention. There: some flash of snaking blue iridescence or burst of fuchsia in the
waxy petals of a flower. Quickly, the eye/mind grasps colour, holding tight to perceptual difference.
In this hold, so too we are held, colour and body forming a sensuous embrace while we stare with

astonishment at the acid yellow of a spider’s vulnerable underbelly.**

Tambopata is home to seventeen distinct ethnolinguistic groups of Indigenous peoples and
considered to have some of the planet’s highest levels of terrestrial biodiversity. Like all forests, it is
heavy with the weight of their lightest entities: bacteria, fungi, insects. During the rainy seasons,
bright yellow-orange fungal polyps appear on the bark of certain trees. Caterpillars arriving to feast
on this bounty are accompanied by a mass of ants who offer protection against predation in return
for a sweet syrup drummed from a gland on their backs. This affiliation can be called myrmecophily
(love of ants), a common mutualism. As a result of this reciprocity, the processes of eating and loving

encloses each of these entities within a densely woven pattern of encounter. During the chrysalis
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stage, when the caterpillar dissolves into an amorphous mass, the former relays between
fungus/caterpillar/ant are digested and assimilated. Following metamorphoses, a butterfly emerges—
wings ablaze with sun-bright-orange-orbs, which resemble those of the parasitic fungus it formerly
consumed.”” An image of sustenance, an image of home—in which interior experience is

externalized, emblematically through closely knit interspecies relationality.*®

In 1894, Carlos Fermin Fitzcarrald moved into the region to extract rubber, exploiting many of these
groups. Determined to find methods to transport rubber out of the Madre de Dios region, he forced
his workers to dismantle and transport a ship over a mountain, an ill-fated undertaking made
infamous by Werner Herzog’s 1982 film Fitzcarraldo and the making-of documentary Burden of
Dreams directed by Les Blank in the same year.”” When natural resources are extracted, the abundant

and complex endemic diversity across all species degrades.

I have told the story of “the butterfly and the yellow polyps” any number of times. On each occasion,
I have an itching awareness of the violent exploitative and extractive histories that travel-writing, or,
for that matter, institutional field-research often enacts. Some hundred and thirty years after
Fitzcarrald, foreigners continue to come to the rainforest to capture and extract both natural
resources and other precious capital: medicinal knowledge, psychotropic drugs, photos, spiritual
connection, adventure. As I try to navigate the apparent wonder I felt, the many lessons I learned,
and the exoticizing gaze I hope to avoid, it is important to count myself among this number. Which

is a start, but what then? What follows?

The research centre is located next to the world’s largest saltlick, locally called the “collpa”™—an
exposed clay cliff along the river’s bank, whose sodium-rich clay offers numerous species of fauna a

space to gather, to eat, and to gossip, which in-turn attracts an international set of tourists, expensive
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cameras in-hand. We are there to perceive the spectacularly coloured plumage of the macaws.
Primary colours of blue, yellow, red barking the arrival of each day’s morning sun. Dense, tenacious
foliage tries to reclaim the cliffs’ face, but each year a handful of volunteer researchers and center staff

remove the encroaching vines and palm trees. An effort of cross-species co-habitation for mutual

benefit.

I read somewhere that people who live in tropical rainforests have different sleep patterns to those
who live in colder climates and that, for a variety of reasons, the night seeps into their
dreams...whether by way of the deep baying of howler monkeys, the crash of trees struck down by
thunderstorms, or the gossip of friends and family living in close proximity. Whatever the reason, the
space between sleep and wakefulness, particularly at night, remains thin and so if you want to rest
soundly, you do so during the day, when the forest is asleep with heat. I cannot verify if this is true.
As someone who has never been a good sleeper; as the weeks passed, I was surprised to find myself
able to sleep both at night and during most afternoons. Falling asleep lost its familiar resident

anxieties and my dreams attained spectacular intensity.

While my days were spent training my senses to perceive camouflaged wildlife, my field-notes show
drawings of the creatures I encountered while sleeping. About a month into our stay, I awoke in the
night to the feeling of flying low over a digitized, videogame-like rendering of a riverbed. The
landscape was marked with sculptures of mermaids that rested between the formlessness of
cybernetic shapes and heaviness of a material like cement or dough. Immediately, Pierre Huyghe’s
Untilled (Liegender Frauenakt) [Reclining Female Nude] (2012) came to mind.”® But more than the

forms themselves, I was struck by a sense of identification. I recognized the location.
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To escape the forest’s certain density, I
returned each day to the same dried
riverbed, which cut through the forest and
was covered in a green carpet of what
appeared to be marijuana seedlings (which,

unfortunately, they were not). Without much

meaning, other than to feel like I was working towards something, I

Fig. 15, documentation,
dream~form mermaid, 2016.

spent the first month of the residency bringing whatever rocks I could

find to the clearing. Hauling turned to sweating and, like the collpa, it became a favourite meeting
place for those in search of sweet salty nutrients, namely bees, butterflies, and other insects for whom
I knew no proper designation.” Following the dream, I began assembling the rocks into mermaidish
forms, covering their surface in a salt-dough clay made from whatever was at hand, stuff like
Gatorade, chewed coca leaves, salt, flour, urine, and the light-sensitive blueish ink of a fruit called

“huito,” which I used for those natural-ink tattoos.

By mid-March, the rains came harder and lasted longer. The river overflowed its banks. A once-in-a

played, splashing and cajoling each other, delighted by the river’s sudden
cool incursion. I saw a tarantula, twice the size of my hand, clinging to
the research station’s stilted foundation and when a colony of ants

floated past, suspended on a plank of wood, protecting their

Fig. 16, Untilled (Liegender . .
Frauenakt) [Reclining Female glgantic queen and her
Nude] by Pierre Huyghe, 2012.




26

eggs in a jumbled mass at its the center, the experience became something else. We hurried to move

mattresses and foodstuffs up into the rafters.

The waters slowly subsided. Digging into metres-thick
silt and sand, I unearthed my rocks and reassembled
the doughy mermaids whose nutrient rich dough
soon provided extra sustenance for those insects

whose normal food supplies remained buried. Not long after, I left the

forest—and the strange sculptures melting back into their surroundings.

‘ Fig. 17, dream~form mermaid, 2016. ‘

BEDSORES

Nearly a century ago, Virginia Woolf wrote On Being 11/ (1929), an essay that contends with the
question of why, “Considering how common illness is... [it] has not taken its place with love and
battle and jealousy among the prime themes of literature.”*® Much has changed since 1929. Whole
genres of writing have opened critical discourse on disability, disease, and chronic illness. A lineage I
find myself within because I too have spent much of my life in bed, on my back, struggling with
extended symptoms of endometriosis, a relatively common disease that flares with new medication,

changes in diet, stress, who knows.*!

On my worst days, | am caught by pain’s annihilating force. Annihilation is a strong word and I use
it literally. In a state of acute pain, I am clutched in an unendurable grasp of abstraction. Every

thought vanquished. Only sensation remains.

To describe pain is to offer false comparisons: pain as a wave, pain as an earthquake, pain as an alien

entity trying to escape. With pain, both world and words fail.
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Elaine Scarry’s 7he Body in Pain (1985) describes pain as language-destroying: when “the content of
one’s world disintegrates, so the content of one’s language disintegrates; as the self disintegrates, so
that which would express and project the self is robbed of its source and its subject.”* Verbal
articulations revert to the pre-language of cries and groans. Similarly, Woolf portrays the sufferer who
takes “pain in one hand, and a lump of pure sound in the other” ACK... UGH... OWEY “so to crush
them together that a brand new word in the end drops out....” I hear myself gasping,

AIEEEFUCKINGSHITBALLSMOTHERFUCKER.

Weak, tired, and struggling to form thoughts—I tether myself to time through simple mathematical
calculations. On average: two or three days of bedrest per month x twelve months x twenty-eight
years (my age: forty less twelve and counting). Which comes to more than seventeen thousand hours,
more than seven hundred days. Something like two years of my life, gutted. (No wonder my father’s

madness toppled over the edge of opioid addiction with a pinched nerve.)

Scarry notes, “pain is not "of" or "for" anything—it is itself alone. This objectlessness, the complete
absence of referential content, almost prevents it from being rendered in language: objectless, it
cannot easily be objectified in any form, material or verbal.”* Still, in my longing to return to the
world, I picture object-oriented comparisons, however insufficient: nails poking kidneys; flames
licking thighs; and knives stabbing organs unknown. If these analogies feel utterly insufhicient, why

am [ so preoccupied by them?

When pain begins to subside, we inhabit a world made physically smaller, more intimate—the earth’s
crust a mattress, pillows its mountains, woolen plaid blankets some farmers’ fields, and sheets a

meadow of spring flowers, possibly daisies. The hot pad, a sun.
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For Scarry,

The only state that is as anomalous as pain is the imagination. While pain is a state
remarkable for being wholly without objects, the imagination is remarkable for being the
only state that is wholly its objects. There is in imagining no activity, no “state,” no
experienceable condition or felt-occurrence separate from the objects: the only evidence that

one is “imagining” is that imaginary objects appear in the mind.*
To sum: while pain destroys the world, the imagination remarkably (re)confirms it.
Metaphors do not make pain more comprehensible, or even bearable. Yet, when imagined in relation
to an object (like nail, flame, knife), pain’s sensation is somewhat substantiated by the world of
objects and therefore a/most disciplined. It takes the shape of something we can imagine holding—or
nearly so. During this virtual grasping “hold,” a brief reprieve is expressed, and I become aware of my
body and its relationship to the world. Pain and the pressure to grapple with it, via both physical and
imaginative means, initiates a contact zone between the forces of making and unmaking. (In
“Riverbed,” I write of a similar kind of grasping when colour is used to hold onto experiential

reality.)

While I find it complicated to express, within this rubric, my relationship to pain has trained my
imagination as a sculptor and writer, and this training has allowed me to grapple with the problems
of representing that which is difficult to articulate. Like the action of mashing pain with pure sound
to make some new word, my artistic practice is an effort of seizing certain obscurities (an abstract
thought, a kind of feeling, half-remembered dreams, some elusive site, the transience of social space,
the heat of friendship, my mother’s love) then combining them with lumps of easily accessible
materials (paper clay, dough, wax, and cloth). Until, like sounds being pushed through stomach and

throat across tongue and teeth, the chosen material finds form via efficient sculptural gestures
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(pouring, covering, hanging, casting) in relation to supportive structures (chicken-wire, architectural

features, found objects, a flower’s stem).

Generally, my work follows a consistent naming formula, [abstract-noun) - form_|[specific-noun] and

the objects range widely in both form and content. Some are nebulous or

£ _ .. amorphous while others resemble recognizable shapes: buckets,
r N

chairs, t-shirts, slabs of floor, single socks, pairs of shoes,

assorted pillows, varieties of botanicals, even a drawing or

comprehensible—lacking possessive claims on individuality.

Fig. 18,
dream~form cloud,
2020. As one body of work makes way for another,

\

those made previously usually melt back into either
their environment or my studio only to reform

again at another time and place, as somezhing similar

but somewhatr different. Fig. 19,
dream~form slug, 2020.

In this way, preceding works are both absent from, and present
within, current production. They endure, not in physical form, but
as a way forward. This methodology allows for a sense of growth but also recognition of loss. I can
never return to the feeling of being licked by a butterfly for the first time and was unable to take the
mermaids that found form in Tambopata with me. They would have made no sense outside that
place. Yet, while there is no going back to those weeks of production on the riverbed, there is also no

going back to the time before the riverbed. Meaning, I was touched by the change of experience and
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so my touch—the ways in which I work with materials—changed as well. To borrow the truism—all

bodies, even bodies of artwork, “keep the score.”*¢

CORALBEDS
In Ovid’s Metamorphosis, coral is created, quite accidentally, when Perseus (half-mortal, adolescent,
proxy-assassin) cradles the freshly shorn head of Medusa in a bed of tender seaweed on a beach

somewhere near the Red Sea.

Medusa’s head contains all she is
and ever will be: youthful Medusa,
victim of Poseidon’s desire;
captivating Medusa, target of

Athena’s erroneous wrath; mortal

Medusa, sister of gorgons; hybrid

Fig. 20, The Unmade Bed by Eugéne
Delacroix, 1827 — who some say hides the
head of Medusa, wrapped in its sheets. I
cannot see her.

Medusa, snaky-haired and stone-eyed monster;

glamorous Medusa, apotropaic emblem of a gaudy Italian fashion house; mythical Medusa, infantile
foil of early twentieth century psychoanalysts; laughing Medusa, icon of feminist revisionism;

tentacular Medusa, heroine of earthy retribution.

As blood seeps from the neck of Medusa’s still-open wound, the head’s vital powers of petrification
are transferred into soft vegetation, hardening them into stone. Ovid describes the scene, “Touch'd
by the head, that softness soon decay'd. / The wonted flexibility quite gone, / The tender scyons
hardend into stone.”" Delighted, nereids playfully throw these newly-made subject-objects to sea
establishing the first coral reefs. Brilliant beds of fragile coordination. Like Medusa, coral is

contentiously unfixed from genre—is it plant, stone, or animal? As author and artist Celeste
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Olalquiaga explains, “The classification of this underwater life-form as an animal was not settled
until the eighteenth century, when the accumulated myths around the organism were dispelled,

slowly but not always surely.”*®

Amongst the details of Perseus’ narrative, Ovid’s passage displays rare tenderness. When he
“Compos'd Medusa's execrable head,” on a bed of soft seaweed “full of sap,” the young hero exhibits
a feeling of care, which contrasts against the epic’s events that trail horrifically behind and loom

terribly ahead. With this gentleness, a categorical loosening occurs.

The world—as it is known—turns over. Atoms shift, rearrange, coalesce, ossify; human and non-
human assemble; interiority encounters exteriority; destruction collides with construction. In this
intimate, haptic exchange, each entity—gorgonic subject and organic object—recognize their role in
relation to the other. Momentously, subjecthood and objecthood Aold tight to each other. Through
presence, praxis, and description each entity finds itself he/d within the other’s awareness.”
Shimmering coral chimeras materialise, until fugitive creatures inhabiting three categories—flora,

fauna, and mineral emerge.

This infectious holding-together is not a fusion but a valorization, a determinate shaping,
conferring a value—that is, a role....there is nothing neutral about “attributing a role to
something.” The role you attribute to me drives me crazy.>° - -

Fig. 21, Sleeping Hermaphroditus by Gian Lorenzo Bernini, 1620.
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While I continually return to “holding” as a concept, to hold something or someone does not
necessarily confer a sense of reassuring touch. The poetic works of Christina Sharpe and Dionne
Brand, as well as the collaborative writings of Fred Moten and Stefano Harney, have taught me to
keep in mind the awful weight of the Middle Passage, where the act of holding is inescapably tied to
the hold of a slave-ship. As Harney explains, his work with Moten is
concerned with the uncertainty that surrounds the
holdings of things, the way “hapticality [can be] a kind
of touch without surface, that undoes, that saps the
fever out of individuation, in a sometimes violent and
profane exorcism.”' Which is to say, while we may
hope to hold each other up and together in forms of
comfort and security, we also hold each other back

and down in forms of torment and peril.

With this dualistic understanding of holding, I return

Fig. 22, Das Bett [The Bed] by . . . .
Katharina Grosse, 2004. to coral’s Latin name “coralium” and its linkage to “core” or

“kora,” meaning maiden. Tying coral’s origin to the myth of Medusa makes a kind of awful logic
because before she becomes a fearsome hybrid entity, she is a girl. A girl who is held (read:

overwhelmed/ ravished/ violated/ raped) by sea god Poseidon in a temple devoted to goddess Athena.

Myths are stories about
people who become too
big for their lives

. L. . > . temporarily, so that
serpent hair and a petrifying glare in revenge for the youth’s role in the | | hey crash inte other
lives or brush against
desecration.”® gods. In cr%s%s their
souls are visible.>?

As a result, the powerfully vengeful goddess curses Medusa with
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When we read Ovid, when we speak to our friends, our nieces, our mothers, our aunts,

our femme-kin, we feel our feet press into the fossilized strata of
those who came before. Those, who for generations,
found themselves petrified, bound and held, within a
hybridized three-way. Mineral: to be kept, carried, and
traded. Flora: to be preserved, consumed, and prized.

Fauna: to be idolized, grieved, acted upon.

Each generation reclaims Medusa to fulfill its particular needs and desires.

Radicals of the French Revolution adopted her as an apotropaic symbol

Fig. 23, Mattress Performance (Carry
That Weight) by Emma Sulkowicz, 2014—
2015 — While a senior visual arts

. . student at Columbia University,

how they became the decapitator, not the decapitated). Sulkowicz carried a fifty-pound
mattress in protest of the
university’s decision not to expel her
Freud used the myth to articulate women’s supposed alleged rapist.

for their cause (an ironic twist of fate when we consider

castration complex, a theory to which Héléne Cixous laughed away as so-much phallocentric
nonsense. In the 1980s, she became muse for all things wealth, power, elegance, and seduction in the
gold-ringed hands of fashion designer Gianni Versace.** More recently, Feminist scholar Donna
Haraway casts the gorgons (“powerful winged chthonic entities without a proper genealogy; their
reach is lateral and tentacular; they have no settled lineage and no reliable kind (genre, gender)...”)
in a new-networked epic called the Chthulucene.” In this much-needed story, Medusa is both maker
and destroyer, not like a god in the sky but rather as an intrusive, infective event—as a system made
of complex lateral relays in which all her stories enmesh. Medusa the glamorous. Medusa the victim.

Medusa the monster. Medusa the petrifying. And, my favourite, Medusa the order of soft coral
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known as Gorgonacea (Gorgon-Ah-See-Ah). Imagine: violet sea whips, fans of pale yellow, bushes of

mineralized blueberry polyps....

EMBEDDED

In the spring of 2020, I made pillows. Pillows made from the oils of orange, soybean, coconut,
honeycomb, and lavender. Blue vervain, silk, mica, and quite a lot of dirt. Into these forms, I slipped
all the stuff that floats in jars, small trays, and the

back of drawers: rose petals and broken hair clips, Y , =/ f

obsolete electronics, safety glass from windows

shattered by riots, keys to our first apartment, a few
pawprints. We have so much love for these sorts of

things and so some special consequence trails behind them,

Fig. 24, miwwi
asleep, 2021.

clattering unnecessarily, anachronistically. The

emblematic trace of whatever—made more precious by the glint of our
attention. The last of their service value held by our interest, still. Attention can feel like obligation,
but I was happy to place them cushioned, caught, and protected between soft layers, suspended, out
of sight where they will exist separate from the normal run of events. Protected against unforeseen

forces.

Within these forms I recognized the worries of living and working within a world locked in
perpetual crisis. When, to write in the present tense, was to wrap one’s thoughts in wax, to play
waiting games with the future. Will anyone want an art of that time? Actively, silently, collectively,

I'm not sure.
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To comfort ourselves, we dream the way of objects. Surviving the most mundane of these years by

living a twisted definition of change: the rhythm of throwing away old stuff to make room for

anything new. Today we bought a new bug screen, tomorrow some yogurt and berries. Metaphors

are inescapable; hands analogize the world without consent. I highlight a passage from Fdouard

Glissant’s Poetics of Relation (1990), “Internal exile tends towards material comfort, which cannot

really distract from anguish.”® It is disingenuous to compare my life to the conditions Glissant

experienced living within colonized Martinique but nevertheless I copy-paste the line into my quotes

folder sensing possible correspondence, waiting for application, a protection against forgetting.

—r—

. Z‘?rogies* 5

] 3 cups lukewarm milk 2 Tbsp oil
6
r : cups flour 1/2 tsp baking powder
eggs Salt

* Mix all ingredients together

» Divide into fourths and roll out

+ Cut into 3 inch squares and fill with choice of filling (cottage
cheese, mashed potatoes, onion or cheddar cheese)

r

+ Drop into boiling and salted water for about 10 min (they float

r—
- « Fold over into triangles and press edges together

and become shiny when done)
* Serve with melted butter or cream

Fig. 25, 0ld
miner recipe
(4 for Perogies
l in The Nordegg
Cookbook, n.d.
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Every few months, I exchange postcards

=it o

with my cousin Yves. Mine are scribbled;
all available space filled densely,
chaotically. His are neatly written in a
former engineering student’s sans-serif
print. Occasionally they contain recipes
for peach coffeecake, family recollections,

holiday greetings. More frequently, they

extend a thought carried over from our lengthy, seasonal telephone conversations.

Following a discussion on synchronicities, I send: “nothing fits inside a snake quite so snugly as

another snake” from my copy of Mark O'Shea’s, 7he Book of Snakes (2018).”” He responds with

Henri Bergson’s, “The present contains nothing more than the past and what is found in the effect

was already in the cause”—a passage marking a plaque outside Calgary’s City Hall.”®
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Weeks pass and I reply with a line pulled from anthropologist David Graeber and archeologist David
Wengrow’s The Dawn of Everything (2021), “Marx put it best: we make our own history, but not

under conditions of our own choosing.””’

FLOWERBEDS

My mother refused to be sick. Throughout my adolescence I believed this negation to be rooted in

her commitment to the labours of caretaking. Whenever
she felt on the verge of a cold or flu, a very hot Epson-
salt bath was followed by a tight wrap of flannel sheets
and an early bedtime. She called it sweating out the
diss-ease. I thought of it as her cocoon. A
cocoon from which she would

invariably emerge healthy and
unconcerned. Often singing. (To my

perpetual annoyance.)

In summer 2022 I visited the
exhibition Powerful Glow at the
Kitchener Waterloo Art Gallery

(KWAG) organized by Lisa Myers, an

Anishinaabe artist, curator, and Fig. 26, Frida posing with her orthopedic
corset by Juan Guzman, 1950s — after suffering
a debilitating injury from a streetcar
educator. I was there to see Touched by the lears | accident when she was eighteen years old,
Frida Kahlo wore plaster corsets to support
her spine for most of her life. She covered

: : : them with drawings of tigers and monkeys,
ofﬂ Butte‘;ﬂy (1995)’ av1deo lnStallatlon by thC birds and communist symbols. Kahlo once
remarked that “they thought I was a
surrealist, but I wasn't. I never painted
dreams. I painted my own reality.”
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late Mi'kmaw/Beothuk artist, Mike MacDonald (1941-20006).

The silent, 14-minute video was projected onto a silk scrim fluttering in the breeze of an air ionizer

‘\ / and featured a Monarch butterfly

emerging from a chrysalis among

other scenes from its life cycle. Seven

s N
A
| /\t

' o :
\" projection, each painted a colour

rocking chairs surrounded the

.
)

corresponding to the SMPTE colour bar, from left to

right: white or gray, yellow, cyan, green, magenta, red, and

Fig. 27, Chrysalis
in various states
of opening, 2019 —
taken during a . . . .
trip to Vimtonia of metronomic rocking. A durative back and forth rhythm from which
Butterfly Gardens
with my niece . . . . .
Kristy and her to feel time passing while watching a body become something other;
sweet son,
Gregory.

blue. I cannot remember the chair I chose, but I do recall the sensation

changed and healthy, life as a site of transformation.

MacDonald spent much of the late 1980s and early 1990s recording testimony and creating
visual documents for the Gitxsan and Wetsuwet’en Nations during their land claim challenges.
While documenting the threat of clear-cut logging in Kitwanga, British Columbia, he was
deeply touched by his conversations with Indigenous elders linking butterflies to healing
practices. His 1996 artist statement for Grunt Gallery in Vancouver describes learning that
butterflies are the spirits of medicine people who have passed on.®® During this period, he came to
understand that when we pay close attention, butterflies can lead us to the medicinal plants we
need—a transfer of knowledge later corroborated by his library of ethnobotany texts and close field

study. Following this experience, MacDonald spent the years between 1995 and 2003 travelling back
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and forth across Canada planting and tending a series of artworks called Medicine and Butterfly

Gardens.

In advance of Powerful Glow, Myers initiated Planting one Another, a twin re-planting of
MacDonald’s two Gardens cared for by organizations situated within the Haldimand Tract, the
Kitchener-Waterloo Art Gallery and the Woodland Cultural Centre—the latter being one of
MacDonald’s original garden sites. Each work was composed with regionally specific native plants,
alongside at least one non-native species, a plant which had become incorporated into the local
ecology for its multiple use values. In the garden outside the KWAG, this meant that goldenrods,
asters, milkweeds, and wild strawberries were planted alongside common hops. Hops, with their
tenacious spiky rhizomatic vines, requires a strong supportive trellis on which to grow, a quality
which added an architectural element to the project. As an invasive plant, it steals light from the
other plants and can therefore easily be analogized with the English settlers who introduced it. And
yet, since butterflies have chosen to lay their eggs on it, it was included—for as the learning material
produced by the gallery suggests, the plants of the garden seemed to be “coexisting peacefully just as

we do most of the time.”®!

Like many artists, I first encountered one of MacDonald’s Medicine and Butterfly Gardens while on
residency at the Banff Centre where it is cared for by curatorial staff of the Walter Phillips Gallery as
an important component of their permanent collection.®> Myers, who has written and spoken
extensively on MacDonald’s gardens, discusses the complex positions they activate—first, as
remediation projects, instigated by the reintroduction of native plants and insects, and, further, as
spaces for contemplation that re-inscribe the “symbolic and material tensions and pressures that

collide between Indigenous knowledge systems and extractive industries.” In her 2021 talk at
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McMaster University, Collective Remembering Mike MacDonalds Medicine and Butterfly Gardens,
Myers emphasises that “for museums, having a garden as an artwork, demands care of the land

outside the gallery and deeper acknowledgement by the gallery of the land on which it stands.”®

Many cultures position butterflies as powerful signs of transformation and vitality of spirit. I find it
touching that we have chosen a creature whose fragile symmetry mirrors the movement of our own

two-lungs, inhaling and exhaling, fluttering against invisible currents.

Death took my mother’s body slowly. Symptoms began as a numbness in her toes, which turned the
spring of her step into a shuffle. Tripping became frequent and she experienced both a new weakness
and unfamiliar awkwardness. Recounting this process, I find myself groping for a description that

provokes an image of the grounded, leggy caterpillar slowly shedding its earth-bound form. Though,
actually, the deterioration was an unbearable embarrassment to her sense of self. She who had rarely

experienced sickness could no longer recognize this body transformed by an illness she

could not see. Some eighteen months

after being diagnosis with ALS,

the disease reached her chest.

Fig. 28, Amore e Psiche [Cupid and
Psyche] by Giuseppe Maria Crespi,
1707-1709 — when Psyche’s

| curiosity risks her marriage to
Eros, she is instructed to
undertake a series of purification
trials, which have subsequently

| been compared to the pain and
transformation undertaken by the
caterpillar within the cocoon.
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It was her breath that failed.
On a warm Tuesday afternoon, I accompanied her to Royal Jubilee hospital to be fitted for a BiPap-
like machine to increase her oxygen supply. The walls of her lungs proved too weak for the device
and the shock of initial use caused something like cardiac arrest and temporary loss of consciousness.
After revitalization by the nursing staff, I spent the hours between eight pm and five am persuading

her to breathe—singing variations of You are my sunshine, my only

sunshine... The other night dear as I lay sleeping,

»
|

‘w

1 dreamed the angels called your name... and s (N t
Aba daba daba daba daba daba daba daba said “f f/ | ,

the monkey to the chimp, All night long, A~ k:
they'd chatter away, All day long they
were happy and gay. .. each a special

soundtrack to my childhood.

She came back to us for three

days.

Until, when, on Friday evening, after long
hours spent admiring the flowers of mid-June, eating
waflles, with fresh strawberries, and maple syrup with her many :
several grandchildren, she died. Surrounded by three of her children |

and two of our partners, all of us wrapped tight in the warmed

flannel blankets these wings Fig. 29, Irises, 2018 — taken in

the courtyard gardens courtyard
. of Royal Jubilee Hospital,
provide. Victoria.
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DREAMBEDS

In March 2020, the COVID-19 pandemic shocked the world into taking a collective pause, a breath.
Suddenly, it seemed everything had been touched by change. I didn’t take much notice until shelves
normally stocked with rice and pasta were laid bare. The ensuing upheavals seemed—seerm—
inevitable. We were surprised that we were not surprised. Some disasters rose to the surface of
attention, calling us out and onto the street. Others remained concealed, harder to identify and
acknowledge. These crises bubbled under-skin, underground, absorbed by our unconscious,
collective and otherwise in the folds of our mind where the interior and private muddles with the

exterior and public.

Fig. 30, A Tlingit shaman’s dance apron, which according to its original collector,
depicts a mosquito from the shaman’s dream, made sometime before 1908.

For those of us whose privileges tucked us safely inside, prior patterns of activity were gratefully

undone'. Within this break/down we experienced relief from cycles of overwork and lives defined by
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toxic consumption. Without the hustle and bustle, we felt a soggy sense of gratitude for the ones we

love and ached for those lost or faraway. We felt lonely. We paid attention to our dreams.

On 11 March 2021, marking one-year from the start of the pandemic, poet Dionne Brand presented
York University’s Kitty Lundy Memorial Lecture, “What we saw. What we made. When we emerge.”
Reflecting on the year’s events, Brand notes that for a time, “We had a glimpse of a possible world
with brilliant thinking, about redistribution of wealth—but then it retreated. [Those in charge]
offered us ways of going backward to our old lives and they scaled our desires for that going
backwards.” Arguing how, glossed with nostalgia, a turn towards the past imposes limitations on the
individual-urge for collective-change. Nevertheless, in this year of unknowns, Brand stresses: “We
made new thoughts. We dreamed ourselves into different relations. We acted as if in different
relations.” With lives altered, we had to take care—of ourselves, of one another. Communities of
mutual aid rapidly developed. We perceived, we understood, that on a profound level, “We won't go

back. We cant go back.”

Fig. 31, Talking Pillow by
Laurie Anderson, 1977-1997 — a
pillow with a speaker plays a
recording of Anderson’s voice.
One listener heard song lyrics
to Anderson’s 1993 song
“Tightrope.”

“I am walking
Backwards and
Backwards and
All my family

on a tight rope.
Forwards.
Forwards.

is around me.

If I fall I will crush them

A very thin line.

A line that is made by my
blood.”
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Where the personal meets the political, we dreamed that change was necessary, even possible.**
Dreaming, as a psychic phenomenon, has spawned so many theories. In an appendix to multimedia
artist Laurie Anderson’s Vightlife (2006)—a bookwork composed of digital drawings created directly
upon waking—she asks,

Do we dream to remember? To forget? To rehearse?... Maybe dreams are the secret language
of the body. The body which has been silent all day talks to us all night in its private language
of images, puns, gossip, memories, dire predictions, fables, and stories. Where do these come
from? What are they really? Some deep well of endlessly firing circuits? Random information?
Noise? The body talking to the mind?®

As I discuss in “Riverbeds” and “Bedhead,” sleep has long been a source of personal anxiety—but as
2020 turned to 2021 and Toronto remained in lockdown, I stayed in bed suffering from a shift in
medication for a chronic health condition. Pain has the capacity to enclose one’s physical world into
a space made very small: the size of a heating pad, a throbbing organ, the needle’s point (see:
“Bedsores.”) By dipping in and out of consciousness, my dreamworld expanded in ultra-vivid
directions and I found an existence less bounded by singular form, less constrained by a body’s

agonies and tedium.

Fig. 32, found image of three
y cats tucked into bed.
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All night everyone in my dreams, no In a communal bid for escape, I initiated 7he Milk Of
matter what they looked like, spoke

with the voice and cadence of
Barack Obama. Dreams Club for a handful of close friends on the ultra-

d . ice Tel d Met up with Close friend who turned away
Cl’lCI‘yptC messaging service lelegram, an app we use from art 10 years ago and they had picked

up their practice like no time had elapsed.
alongside insurgent revolutionaries on both extremes of we walked down the street arm in arm so
happy, went to a bar, bought and smoked
joints. Had a great youthful time like all
the political spectrum. We shared voice memos, daily of a sudden we’d just arrived back in our
twenties living it up. Later on went back
to the bar and the manager/owner was like
tarot cards, and short written descriptions. Waking up oh you forgot these here the other day and
it was a stack of essays i had been marking

, and i was altogether relieved, mortified,
gained new emphasis, both to reveal the night’s and 38 again.

. D e
adventures but also to listen, rapt with interest,

to each other’s intimate meanderings. For the
next few months, crawling into each other’s
dreamlives resembled a stand-in for physical

presence, a proxy-feeling for the embodied

After waking up yesterday from
my hovering dream found that a closeness we
decidual cast of my uterus had
fallen out during the night and . 66
i think those two events are dcarb’nlmsed'

related

Coincidentally, the Spring 2019-Winter 2020

issue of Cabinet Magazine arrived, guest edited by

? ‘
4 Wi deSsa

N

Wtte //+ me/|6in

W

h((‘r/I L wm

dream-scholar Matthew Spellberg whose feature
essay, On Dream Sharing and Its Purpose, examines

practices of dreaming outside modern Western

W W(gex

CLL‘

e wm,ek ﬁm

towards—including Aboriginal Peoples of Australia, [ Fig. 33, Milk of Dreams Club Poster, 2021.

cultures. Within the societies Spellberg looks

Dené People, Pintupi of the Western Desert, and Ongees of the Andaman Islands, among others—
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diverse practices of dream sharing offer regular renegotiation of “the social contract of sensuous
imagining, the set of images and emotions and unseen realities that govern, even more than abstract
ideas, an individual’s relationship to society and to the cosmos.” Within these knowledge-systems,
dream-life and waking-life are relational planes of existence, both “interpenetratable and
complementary.”” By repositioning dreams as sensuously social activity, they function more as subtle

and sophisticated artistic practices than involuntary, private experience.

Trying to soak in as much information as possible, my bed became littered with dozens of books on
dreams and sleep. Roaming through the material without linear or disciplinary frame, I read for
pleasure and casual curiosity. The next several paragraphs provide a selective historiography for the

bibliography which slowly accrued around me.

In my well-thumbed copy of classicist Anne Carson’s Decreation (2006), her essay “Every Exit is an
Entrance (A Praise of Sleep)” weaves personal memory with a comparative study of sleep across
Western literature including works by Aristotle and Kant; Keats and Bishop; Asklepios and Lacan;
Woolf and Homer; Shepard and Plato. As her title suggests, Carson honours sleep, both the place it

holds in daily life and in the aesthetic imaginary.*®

Science fiction author Ursula K. Le Guin’s 7he Lathe of Heaven (1971), a fictional record of a man
who can “dream effectively.” This ability allows him to change both past and present waking reality,
alterations which include death of a predatory aunt; remodelling of his physical environment
(paintings, offices, buildings); elimination of skin-tone differentiation; eradication of the world’s
overpopulation problems through the advent of plagues; and fantastically, commencement of extra-

planetary war as an alternative to intra-planetary war.®’
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Philosopher Henri Bergson’s Dreams (1914), an outline of the psychological function of dreamlife
within a theoretical framework that understands the unconscious as a storehouse of memories, which
have a life and purpose of their own.” Unlike Sigmund Freud, whose theories on the interpretative
potential of dreams are well known, Bergson describes dreams as a “bizarre assemblage of images
which present no plausible significance,” for which our intelligence, trying to fill the lacune, seeks an

explanation.” (I expand upon Bergson’s theories in “Bedhead.”)

Professor of Information & Media Studies Sharon Sliwinski’s Dreaming in Dark Times: Six Exercises
in Political Thought (2017), a provocative portrayal of historically significant case studies (Nelson
Mandela, Wilfred Owen, Lee Miller, Franz Fanon, and others), which argues for the social and
political importance of dreams through their capacity to articulate the stuff of human experience that

would otherwise remain illegible, unspeakable, and indescribable.”

Artemidorus’ Oneirocritica [The Interpretation of Dreams], a second-century AD account of dream
interpretation incorporating an exhaustive study of oneirological literature; ethnographic
testimonials of dream-fulfillments; and consultations with oral dream interpreters across cities in
what have become present day Greece, Italy, and
Anatolia (Turkey). Artemidorus distinguishes between
“enhypnion” as dream material related to a present state
of affairs and “oneiros” as future oriented revelations,
which are then split between “theorematic” (direct) and

“allegorical” (indirect) dreams.”

Sleep Scientist Rosalind D. Cartwright’s 7he

woman and cat with an impressive

Twenty-Four Hour Mind (2010), a dramatic | bed/work set-up.
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account of neurological conditions like somnambulism, which generally inhibit restful sleep and
occasionally result in events much worse—like the terrifying story of a woman being murdered by
her sleepwalking husband. Through several case studies, Cartwright develops a well-researched theory
that the mind never fully “turns-off.”’* A statement that seems intuitively evident, but which has

proven difhicult to assess through lab-tests

Artist Jenny Odell's How to Do Nothing (2019), a descriptive critique of the “attention economy” and
toxicities associated with twenty-four/seven data productivity. While Odell’s aim is to dismantle
capitalist narratives of efficiency and techno-determinism, hers is not a directive to “do nothing” in a
literal sense. Rather, the text offers a field guide for redefining and reimagining our relationship to
production and consumption, which, hand-in-hand, has the potential to change our position to the

world and fellow-inhabitants.””

Art critic Jonathan Crary’s 24/7: Late Capitalism and the Ends of Sleep (2013), an analysis of the
consequences of unrelenting global capitalist extractivism against a backdrop of strategic state-led
control and surveillance. By drawing attention to how terms and phrases (i.e., illumination,
enlightenment, wokeness, social awakenings) rely on light/dark binaries and why they become either
invoked or assimilated, Crary exposes how the logic of capitalism requires constant growth and
change—requirements at odds with the “scandalous reminder that we live according to diurnal,
earthly cycles,” which call for periods of rest, sleep, dormancy, and regeneration. As a result, erosion
of sleep and the homogenizing effects of a twenty-four-hour schedule result in extreme methods of
dispossession of self by external forces, turning the individual into a site of non-stop consumption

and scrutiny. Beyond individual ramifications, Crary contends that further emphasis on sleep could
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help reinscribe social bonds, for, in the vulnerable state of sleep, “the sleeper inhabits a world in

common, a shared enactment of withdrawal from the calamitous nullity and waste of 24/7 praxis.””®

Activist, writer, and artist Tricia Hersey’s Rest is Resistance: A Manifesto (2022), a framework for
resistance and disruption that centers rest as a social and racial justice imperative.”” Applying a
combination of political, spiritual, and physiological perspectives, Hersey provides a comprehensive
systems-based understanding of the social ramifications of grind culture, capitalism, and white
supremacy within the long durée of slavery and colonization. Rooted in radical onto-epistemologies

of Black and Indigenous futurities/traditions, Hersey outlines how the movements motivating forces

counteract deep grief, fatigue, and trauma within bodies racialized and | Fig. 35, Black Power
Naps: La Biblioteca is
Open by Navild Acosta and
dehumanized by the violent spectrum of white supremacy. The text Sosa, 2023 — an
interactive project

presented at MoMA in New
York in which visitors
were invited to rest on
plush polychrome pillows
and communal beds to take
which include: many public health crises inequitably affecting BIPOC | some downtime from the
fatigues of looking at
art, while considering
communities; unique forms of stress which have arisen from that “Black people in the
United States are twice
as likely to get
insufficient sleep
compared with white
people.” A sleep-gap

. worsened for “those who
consistent personal | re undocumented,
disabled, or at lower
income levels.”
brands;and.an Responding to these
concerns, the artists
ask, “How can we dream
when we don’t sleep?”

locates the cause of these concerns as a multi-spectral accumulation,

accelerated archaeologies of social media with its incumbent,
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understanding of late stage capitalism that relies upon extractive economies of labour and attention,
which disproportionately affect the health and wellbeing of Black people, leading to burn out,

weakening of community ties, and even premature or early death.”

Writer Maurice Blanchot’s essay, Dreaming, Writing (1971), published as an introduction to Michel
Leiris’ autobiographical dream collection, Nights as Day, Days as Night (Nuits sans nuit et quelques
Jours sans jour) uses Leiris’ writing as backdrop to explore the creatively intimate relationship between
acts of dreaming and processes of written recollection, explaining: “These were once dreams, they are

now signs of poetry.””’

Psychoanalyst Salomon Resnik’s 7he Theatre of the Dream (1987), a theory of dreaming that

combines the work of Sigmund Freud, Melanie Klein, and Matte Blanco, with linguistics and art
history to consider dreams as theatrical re-creations of unconscious activities. Describing the world of
dreams as a multidimensional “living forest in which fantasy dwells in a state of riddle,” Resnik

suggests “actors of a dream” move in theatrical

space-time where the landscape
resembles something like a
Greek chorus.® Upon
waking, the person who
recounts the dream functions as a
theatrical director, rearranging the dream into a (nearly)

comprehensible narrative. In turn, this narrative draws upon the entire day’s

Fig. 36, dream~form mask, 2021 — an
perceptual and imaginative experiences as preparatory eye-pillow sized cast, made from
soy wax, coconut wax, and oil
pastels. Mice nibbled the work

material for the dreamer, who, upon sleeping, rearranges it | during my absence from the studio
for several weeks.
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into a (seemingly, less) comprehensible narrative. Here, both dreaming and waking-states become
permeable spheres of existence.®’

>

Feminist writer and literary theorist Hélene Cixous’ “The School of Dreams” in 7hree Steps on the
Ladder of Writing (1993), a detailed set of observations on the fundamental role dreams play in
literary inspiration and output—with the other steps being “The School of the Dead” and “The
School of Roots.” The text is grounded in Cixous’ establishment of Ecriture féminine—a feminist
theoretical and literary approach to writing which challenges patriarchal structures in language and
text by offering a counter-discourse that gives expression to women’s possibly unique perspectives
and experiences. Across several distinct passages describing scenes of literary dreaming, Cixous
positions dreaming as acts of wandering or travelling—opportunities to explore interior depths of
meaning, explaining, “Dreams remind us that there is a treasure locked away somewhere, and writing
is the means to try and approach the treasure. And as we know, the treasure is in the searching, not

»82

the finding.

Sei Shonagon’s 7he Pillow Book [#k B -, Makura no Sashi], a collection of poems, short descriptive
passages, lists, and anecdotes that span a wide range of themes. Written at the height of Heian
culture in eleventh-century Japan while Shonagon was lady in waiting to Empress Consort Teishi,
the multifaceted text forms a detailed and intimate view into the daily practices of court life,
particularly the cloistered lives of women. The book’s title can be traced to two encounters—first,
after receiving several notebooks for which she has no need, the Empress gives them to Shonagon, so
that she might make a “pillow of them” and later, after accidently leaving the text on a cushion, it is

stolen by a visiting male guest despite her pleas for its return.®



May 1975

Vggzreamt you could walk again.

You dragged yourself onto the rug..s

back legs... your body shook.

stretched out both legs,
Spasms began, your paws twitched, you opened your mouth --
gripping the rug with your front elaws, pushing with your

e o, (94 Db

Fig. 39, Dream Mapping by Susan Hiller, 1973 — an art event in
an English meadow composed of seven dreamers who slept for
three nights inside naturally occurring “fairy rings” formed
by Marasmius oreades mushrooms. Hiller describes the event as
provocatively poised between an experiment and performance,
“The field became a site for dream experiences which were
discussed and mapped the following morning. The dream maps of
each participant were collected and copied onto transparent
paper, sandwiched together, and traced to compile a composite

group map for each night.”

Fig. 37, You dreamt you could
walk again by Carolee
Schneemann, 1975 — fragment from
“The Kitch Portfolio,” 2015. In
a journal entry Schneemann
recounts a dream about her life-
long collaborator, Kitch, an
eighteen-year-old cat. After
writing “I dreamt you could walk
again,” she crosses out “I,”
replacing it with “You”— “You
dreamt you could walk again.”
Blurring human/cat boundaries,
Schneeman offers a tender and
beautiful insight into the other
beings who permeate our
unconscious.

Fig.

38, Bed Peace by John Lennon and

Yoko Ono, 1969 — sign made during their
1969 event “Bed-in for Peace” at
Montreal’s Queen Elizabeth Hotel, a
week-long non-violent protest, May 26—
June 1,

1969.
. » 3

ha 2




52

As all this reference material accumulated, the )
Following

@) syrusmarcus
i
>

y P Charlotte Shane

@CharoShane

subject of dreams, what I had originally believed

a peripheral distraction, began to migrate to the
Anti work icon, Comrade Sugar

center Of my attention. And’ When) Overnight’ “ jim rose circus @ @jimrosecircus! - 10h

Meet Sugar, she doesn't like to be ridden. If Sugar is approached
with a saddle she lyes down and pretends to be asleep. Sugar
refuses to open her eyes until the riders leave.

and sharing anti grind-culture memes, it became clear

we all started using the term “sleep hygiene”

that I was riding a wave of collective interest in rest, sleep, and

dreams that marked the first two years of the
pandemic.®* Across 2020 to 2022 thousands of think

pieces and scholarly journals attest to increased

Fig. 40, Screenshot of “Comrade Sugar”
. . . . meme by @jimrosecircusl, reposted by
interest in dream activity. ACCOl'Cllllg to a GOOglC @CharoShane, reposted by @syrusmarcus,
2021.

Scholar search conducted on May 19, 2023, there are approximately 17,100 articles available on
“Covid Dreaming.” High profile articles in 7he New York Times ask, “Why Am I Having Weird
Dreams Lately?” (13 April 2020) and “Did Covid Change How We Dream?” (4 November 2021).%
With this glut of ever-accumulating material, I wondered, what are the conditions of our curiosity?

Why this impulse to theorize those parts of our existence which are so deliciously wild and private?

~from dream to dream you wake up more and Could it be a kind of hubris—this desire to take
more conscious, more and more woman. The

more you let yourself dream, the more you
let yourself be worked through, the more knowledge from the unconscious and expose it to
you let yourself be disturbed, pursued,
threatened, loved, the more you write, the
more you escape the censor, the more the the cold light of interpretation and technique?®” Isnt
woman in you is affirmed, discovered, and
invented.?8®

the spooky weirdness of dreams what gives them
form, function, and interest? A relief from the labour of common sense? Where logic is an obstacle?

A land where time slips, the laws of physics unmade, and everything a version of our stranger-selves?



When we attempt to mediate and grasp the sens

53

ibilities of our dreams, are we engaged in an insolent

pursuit of unspeakable thoughts better left unspoken?

By applying reason’s propensity for dissection to
material that is either emotionally undigested or
actively barred from consciousness, what is our

aim? What do we hope to gain? With these ques

The person who dreams turns away from the
person who sleeps; the dreamer is not the
sleeper: at times dreaming that he is not
dreaming and therefore that he is not
sleeping; at times dreaming that he is
dreaming..flight into inner dream...®8®

tions buzzing around my perpetually tired mind, I

returned to advice given by Le Guin’s character Estraven in 7he Left Hand of Darkness (1987), “To

learn which questions are unanswerable and not

of stress and darkness.”®

to answer them. This skill is most needful in times

To depict a dream with words hardly brings a reader close to its mysterious reality, however, as the

intense intimacy cultivated by my dream club attests, a search for shared meaning as to the act of

dreaming, particularly when coupled with a desire to communicate one’s strange encounters in the

unconscious, seems un.

interest in dre

avoidably potent. Perhaps this urge stems from a

curiosity into a dream’s elusive beingness. Like Bergson, I have little

am interpretation that applies a symbolic or

universalist model of analysis, however as Blanchot

reasons, “We recount our dreams...to render them

more real...” to take some possession of the

“eccentric being” who was us over the course of the

Fig. 41, Sleeping Woman by Man Ray (Emmanuel Radnitzky), 1929. l’light. 90 AbCll’lg with whom we

are wholly intimate—for who else but our own self occupies the dreams we dream—and yet remains

uncannily estranged.
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I am lying in bed exactly as I would in reality, except that my forehead is pressed against the
white powdery wall of a large cylinder made of lime, a cistern of sorts, exactly my height, and
which is nothing other than myself, actualized and exteriorized. I feel this other exterior
forehead pressing against my own, and thus I imagine my head is pressing against the very
substance of my mind.®°!

Whatever uncertainties we may feel towards this being (a being with uncomfortable desires and low-
impulse control, who is wholly incapable of writing legibly and exhibits a weak grasp of colour), the
urge to recount our/their unconscious activities draws upon a yearning to exteriorize our innermost
privacies, even if just to ourselves. Whoever this may be. Since, as Blanchot simply reveals, “we are
proud of them”—both the weirdness of the dreams, and the audacity of our dreaming-self—such
that we are “filled with the naive pride that might befit authors.””* Thus, by refusing responsibility
for the decisions of our dreaming-self, we convince ourselves that dreams are an act of original
creation, like an imaginative novella, or surrealist theatrical production. So that, into our diaries, we
pour all the juicy and outlandish dramas of the night before, when as outsider, spectator, or gentle
intruder, we walked around our own private dreamlands: directing, inventing, touching—at a

distance—the stranger within.”

Lately, I've become interested in a different way of thinking about the uneasiness of dream-space, or
of associating our waking-self with our dreaming-self. What if the extra-dimensionality of dream
space and the constantly shifting point-of-view is the real issue? A point of view that, in dreams, is
whipped back and forth between a complex condition of first-person, second-person, and omniscient
perspectives. Despite knowing that human cells make up only forty-three percent of our body’s total
cell count (the rest being microscopic companion species), considering ourselves more-than-human

beings is not an easy thought.” We tend to understand reality from a first-person perspective.

Currently, I am sitting in my favourite chair, drinking coffee, eating cookies. To enjoy the cookie, it

is better to forget both the various bacteria residing upon it and the legion of yeast living deep within



my organs who will also feast upon the sudden influx of refined sugar. Meaning that we, who are
normally accustomed to the limitations of three-dimensions, have a difficult time accepting an
existence whose world is not symbolic, not sign-based, perhaps not even exterior, but a manifestation
of our own interior forces. In a dream-body we experience what could be called a kind of
simultaneous existence, an expanded sense-of-self in which we become the lake we swim in, the
grove of trees we gather shade under, and the sky-filled with clouds we look towards. Living as not
only a being who can occasionally fly or bend time but morph into the makeup counter at the mall;
a large meeting of cats; a balcony filled with flamingos; a hill where you sit listening to music with

dead ancestors; some soft residue from the touch of what-was-their-name-again lover? Andrew?”

The truth is we are not separate from one another. We are, actually, one thing. We are one
thing; but your perception and your ego makes you think that we are two different things—that
you are over there and I’m over here. The truth is we are, actually, one thing, together.®%¢

These entities and sensations may be neurological fictions, but as we compose them, they compose

us. When we assert authorship over our dreamlife, we open ourselves up to a triangulated

relationship similar to the bonds occupied within
creative practice. The being who dreams is
a being who straddles creator (artist, writer,
musician, whatever), inspiration (muse,

idea), and material (the apparatus, the thing, the

stuffofeveryday hfe)’ to bCCOfIlC as Fig. 42, Sleeping in the order of the slowing of time. A

pillow that has only been slept on by the botanist Dr.
. « Doris Vath, a pillow that only the archaeologist Dr.
Blanchot CXPlalnS) a strange self, no Britta Rabe has slept on, and a pillow that has only been
slept on by Dr. Gretta Alteby, a tectonic geophysicist by
Jason Dodge, n.d. — The three blue pillows signify three
more aSLdﬂectthan.an.okjectf’ sleeping scientists. We imagine the women who sleep on
these pillows: the geophysicist digging deep into the
earth to study its development over millions of years;
multiplied and flattened whose the arcl_laeolog%st excavating past.civilization§,
uncovering artifacts of human belief and behavior; and
the botanist, working close to the earth’s surface, who
focuses on seasonal, cyclical time that spirals forth

<« . . .
existence enters the inaccessible into the future.
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proximity of the image,” and in so doing, mirrors the similitude of the written word, painted picture,

or sculpted form. The dream or dreamer, like the art object, does not, and cannot, represent reality,

| p—

than
 /

representation)
to the “reality” of

} waking existence. ”” And, how
much more interesting because
of it. Since as novelist Elena
Ferrante’s character Lila from her

Neapolitan Novels (2011-2014) maintains, “the

disgusting face of things was not enough for writing a

Fig. 43, The Unmade Bed by Imogen Cunningham,
1958 — discussing her book-length poem, The
Blue Clerk (2018), poet Dionne Brand remarks
how lists and inventories find order in
dishevelment, to smooth unsettled times, a
sentiment reminiscent of the organizational true face bllt a maSk'
list in the following section, “Bedlam.”

novel; without imagination it would seem not a

”98

BEDLAM
Toni my landlord rambles up the sidewalk calling, “Ella, Ella....” Hot and humid, a mid-August day
in 2020. Sitting down heavily outside our door, blocking my entrance, he says, “I'd like to speak to

you. You and Colin.”

Flustered and sweaty, 'm arriving home from the studio. My first time returning after campuses

closed across the country in mid-March—the sort of day that feels like a real event.
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He continues: “I was thinking, what about converting your basement into another apartment? You

don’t really use it do you?”

Staggered, I respond in hubs, whats, and umms while my thoughts fill with a chaos of images:
carefully stacked pantry shelves of tinned tuna and tomatoes; extra bags of rice, sugar, and flour; piles
of toilet paper; bottles of wine and beer. Next to that our set of winter tires; a new chop saw;
accumulated holiday decorations; old ceiling fixtures; heavy cardboard boxes of assorted golden chain
from a 2013 artwork and the antique crystal-bronze doorknobs I cart from rental to rental, waiting
for the future home where we will finally unpack; three magnum photo-studio lights, their use
unresolved. The far corner is stuffed with random lengths of wood; dehumidifier; assorted fans;
gardening supplies; rolls of chicken-wire; bags of de-icing salt; shop-vac; and photo enlarger for the
darkroom we do not have. Also, sheets of silvery insulation; copious cans of spray paint; a few pairs
of winter boots; various cleaning supplies; buckets and brooms; large washer/dryer; and several
families of spiders. Then there is the temporary workspace I have eked out: crockpots filled with
beeswax surrounded by makeshift mold-making supplies. More cardboard, two-by-fours, and
plasticine all in service of casting scattered sets of forty-year-old paw prints, permanently fixed in
concrete by a cat named Charlie. I am touched by this remnant of movement. I wonder if Charlie is

short for Charles Prince of Wales, a sweet match for Diane, Toni’s daughter, our neighbour.

[ leap upstairs to discuss the situation with C. I find him lying in bed, dizzy, nauseous, and suffering
from extreme vertigo. The last six months have been unrelenting for everyone, and our special
version has been exasperated by his series of sports-injuries: the knee blown-out playing basketball in

early March followed by a busted shoulder from cycling a few months later, sometime in July.
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We have a strange apartment. Many small rooms, none big enough to hold functionable furniture.
Everything has a double and triple function. Everything is a shelf. Everything is always on the verge
of falling apart. We try to ignore the mildew, the leaks, the fridge which either freezes or melts and

the oven that smells perpetually of gas.

As I rush back downstairs, the floor slips underfoot. Like layers of unsteady geological strata exposed
to the human equivalent of minor seismic activity—poor credit and shitty property managers,
nervous breakdowns and family secrets—I encounter a lifetime of other grounds, surfaces, and
stories that similarly wobble, tilt, crack, and sink. Something Beth Povinelli said in a seminar a few
years earlier rings in my ears: “Those who have been allowed to have hope are allowed to feel
shock.” The comfort I had found is once again revealed as short-term promise, some hopeful

fantasy—easily unmade.
Colin is sick, I say.

Toni, “No rush. We'll work it out. I can take fifty dollars off your rent for the next year. We can put

your washer/dryer in the upstairs closet.”
I remind him that we only have one closet.
“No problem.”

All-in-all, Toni is not a bad guy. In a city as expensive as Toronto, we feel lucky to know him and
occupy an apartment well below market value with enough space to hold artistic practices sustained,
like bricolage, by a random array of income sources. We drink his homemade wine on summer
evenings under vines of grape and summer squash. We listen to his stories of growing up on a small

island off the coast of Portugal. We try to understand when he explains how nice it used to be when
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everyone watched out for everyone else and we believe him. I share my baking with him, and he tells
his friends with a sense of obvious pride that we are teachers. He is happy we garden and how, in
happier times, we turn our place over to friends who read tarot, screen films, show paintings, host

dinners, and listen to the moon.

For the past few months of lock-down, I have taken advantage of the cooler underground basement
climate and move much of my studio production downstairs. The basement floor has been a long-
time feature of fascination, a mystery of poorly poured layers of uneven concrete that buckle, chunk,
and fragment into areas of exposed dirt. From June onwards, I alternate between two seemingly
Sisyphean tasks—casting sections of the ground in wax, trying to capture those paw-prints, while
attempting to find an apartment for a brother who is disabled, houseless, and three-thousand three-
hundred and eighty-four kilometers away. The casting is an arduous process, with a five-to-one
success rate. Securing housing proves impossible; but I am unrelenting and apply painfully long
hours performing web-searches, writing emails, leaving messages, and engaging in several

compassionate conversations with those who wish they could help, or offer anything at all.

After our initial encounter, time passes until, weeks later, Toni gestures me over to say that he has
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PLUMBED

For the ancient Greeks, the division of time was represented by a separation of “chronos” from
“kairos.” To symbolize durational or cyclical time, Greco-Roman mosaics personified chronos as a
god turning the zodiac wheel. In contradiction, Kairos (from “keirein,” to cut)—signaled change,

crisis, and compression, the moment a shuttle passes through thread on a loom.'*

While we might prefer to measure time sequentially, x before y and summer after spring, our
experience of time is quite different. With the fraught anxiety of living against a ticking clock, we
write toward deadlines, find history in revolution, and make space for apologies on deathbeds.

Quantity versus quality.

From October to November 2022, John Goodwin installed goodtime, a group exhibition in which I
participated at the Plumb—a plucky noncommercial gallery “administered by an ad hoc collective of
artists, writers, and curators” and located in the labyrinthine basement of an office building accessible
through an alleyway near the intersection of Toronto’s Dufferin Street and St. Clair Avenue West.'”!
With low ceilings, exposed wiring, and beige ceramic tiles, the gallery invokes a liminal non-place,
never intended for public visitation. It has quickly become one of the most vital spaces in the city,
running critically against the conservativism of Toronto’s artistic ecosystem that too often positions

art as little more than an accruable commodity, instead of a relational node of afhliation, friendship,

and community.

goodtime offered a spatial extension of Goodwin’s ongoing curatorial project, goodwater, which he
originally established in 2001 with Roger Bywater as a storefront gallery. Since then, the project has

shifted shape several times and in 2018 was reconceptualized in Goodwin’s modest home at 10
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Bright Street. Between Goodwin and the Plumb, a strong sense of ethical commitment to

community runs deep.'**

Flipping through books laid out in the goodtime resource area, 1 encountered an image of Felix
Gonzalez-Torres’s Untitled (Go-Go Dancing Platform) (1991)—a silvery-Speedoed muscular body,
singular and beautiful, wearing headphones and grooving to music only they can hear. Goodwin
came over and explained: “Oh yah, I was there. At Andrea Rosen, May "91, the height of AIDS.
People would visit the gallery and fall down weeping, it was so beautiful. That’s the world I come

from. Those are the stakes.”

I think kairos is what Roland Barthes meant when he describes punctum as a “sting, speck, cut, little

hole” that traumatizes the unity of chronological universalism to sting the personal, the me.'*

Kairological time catches us off guard. While our friends and lovers disappear, the dancer dances

eternal. In silent dedication.

I was drawn into goodwater’s fold in the fall of 2018, on the promise of writing for a two-part
exhibition of works by artists Moyra Davey and Sally Spath. My parents had both died some few
months earlier, my father in March, my mother in June. I felt a deep sympathy for both Davey and

Spith’s works and hoped the text would retether me to my professional world.

Visitors to goodwater are received with the zour. A full afternoon of forgotten histories and claimed
injustices narrated by Goodwin— “Why does no one remember the Dorothy Cameron Gallery!”
Sprawling gossip and anecdotes, like the time he received a tour of the National Gallery of Canada
from the late curator Brydon Smith, made famous for acquiring Barnett Newman’s Voice of Fire

(1967), which caused a subsequent media uproar over what art even is—“After we walked through
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the gallery and he told me stories (people were following us and listening in) we walk over to get
lunch, which he insisted on buying, and at the end of lunch I told him how much he influenced me,
he started crying a bit, so I stopped talking, silence, but beautiful silence, which I'll never forget....”
Conversation is buffered by choice refreshments (beer, coffee, or apple juice, maybe an occasional
joint) and woven with detailed observations of the buildings idiosyncrasies, its wonky angles and

custom renovations. The floors painted Benjamin Moore’s Dorian Gray, warm and inviting. But

most importantly, you experience a behind-the-scenes view into Goodwin’s longstanding working

~ ==

Fig. 45, Images of film stills from Hemlock Forest by Moyra Davey, 2016 — in the
lower right image, Davey eats marshmallows covered in powdered sugar as homage
to Chantal Akerman, who films herself eating sugar in the 1974 film, Je, tu, il,
elle [I, You, He, She], 1974. Davey expresses how following the filmmaker’s
death in 2015, she was engulfed by thoughts of Akerman.
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relationships with artists. Davey famously credits him with sparking her longstanding project of
folded Mailers, and Nestor Kriiger maintains an ongoing text thread in which he and Goodwin
explore a potential project to its extreme logical ends until the exchange becomes so absurd it

devolves into hilarity.
There are two very large ferns.

If a philosophical through line to goodwater’s programming exists, it is an emphasis on #he new—a
desperate belief in pushing artists to work against the grain of their usual habits. To work outside the
high-gloss conditions of big-money production. To recapture some feeling of the underground, the
weirdos, the Beats. To make visible the line connecting Frank O’Hara and Allen Ginsberg to
Lawrence Weiner and Laurie Anderson. The anti-establishment anarchy of jazz, punk, rock ‘n’ roll.
According to Goodwin’s stories, artists like Richard Prince and Rodney Graham were happy to play
around in goodwater’s world. Relieved to escape the boredom of bankers, bureaucrats, and blue
chips. To remember what’s possible with low tech, low budget, and low radar. To risk failure because

nothing is riding on the exhibition, save quality of the art and respect of your friends.

(Texting back and forth about the histrionics coming out of those affected by Canada’s recent art

institutional staff shakeup, we wonder, “How did the art scene end up like this? Geezus.”)!%*

goodtime came together quickly after an unexpected opening in programming.'” Many of the
artworks drew from previous collaborations, but within the new conditions of their exhibition, they

were transformed. Some changes were subtle, others logistical. A few previewed future productions.

Then there was Spith’s Five Acts (2022), an altogether special experience. Except for one strikingly

vertical black slit sketched directly onto the wall (Acz Two), the work spread horizontally across the
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gallery’s two long rooms with swaths of confident gestural marks in paint and graphite applied to
extended sections of Mylar. When I try to separate the work from its surroundings, the word
“operatic” springs to mind, but held within the cavernous space of the Plumb, the installation was
visceral, less fancy, earthier. As I walked the length of the work, its colours, lines, and shapes shifted
as well, like bodies moving together in luminous choreography—a kind of visual call and response

that exposed how experience rearranges itself in barely recognizable form.

Whenever I returned to goodtime, the exhibition was somehow changed, better and weirder. More
stuff. And, on a particularly dark November night, when a group of us gathered to drink cocktails
and homemade red wine as Robert Frank and Alfred Leslie’s improvisational classic film Pull My

Daisy (1959) looped in the background, time seemed to fold and split.

Kairos at work.

All to say, Goodwin has a capacity to reconfigure the gallery as

an (intra-)active process. This process is difficult to pin down. It
involves trust, on both sides. goodwater’s improvisational, “Yes, and,”
curatorial methodology fulfills Sol LeWitt’s maxim that “Conceptual

Artists are mystics rather than rationalists. They leap to conclusions that

logic cannot reach.”'%

During my initial visits to goodwater in 2018, Goodwin shared with me
daily charcoal drawings he developed following the death of his mother. I
had recently learned how to make charcoal from grapevine and brought

him a few sticks to try out. Immediately, he was all in, exclaiming, “Make as

Fig. 46, collecting grapevine, 2019. much as you can. Fill a trunk with the stufft” I had been
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knocking my head against the writing for Davey and Spith for what became months, and he seemed
to know I needed a task. A way to keep my hands busy. We decided that I should make enough
charcoal to last forty years, each stick measuring one day, until I reached my mother’s age when she
died, just shy of seventy-six—approximately fourteen thousand six hundred pieces. I got to work,
cutting vine from my front porch, alleyways, and friends’ backyards. Over the next two winters, I
fired them in small batches using metal cookie tins in goodwater’s fireplace. We piled the fragile

black sticks on the mantle where they slowly amassed both weight and time.

As I worked, grief slipped naturally into our conversations. Goodwin recounted stories of friends lost
too soon to cancer, drinking, and of course AIDS. He moved to New York in 1988 to take up the
executive-director position at Printed Matter, Inc., landing in the epicenter of the crisis fueled by the
cruel and violent public-health policies marshalled by the city’s then mayor, Ed Koch, which forced a
level of devastation not bracketed by history. As an HIV-negative gay man on the other side of
retirement, Goodwin survives within a generation gutted and hollowed. While life-saving
antiretroviral therapies have since utterly changed the survival rate, the crisis’ effects remain a living

reality, destabilizing communities and systems of intergenerational kin.

When Goodwin returned to Toronto in the early 1990s, he began working as an administrator for
various AIDS-related organizations. Recalling this period, he is quick to describe Ontario’s response
as comparatively supportive. Whereas New York’s Department of Health closed bathhouses and porn
theaters, referring to them, Goodwin recalled, as “AIDS breeding grounds,” Toronto’s AIDS service
organizations (ASOs) provided funding for outreach workers who visited these spaces informally,
offering assistance, information, and counselling, thus working to reduce stigma while reaching

closeted men as well. The marked difference is thanks in large part to early activism from groups like
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AIDS ACTION NOW! whose lobbying instigated the creation of the Ontario AIDS Bureau in
1991—an arm of the government that funds all the provincial HIV/AIDS programs for Ontario
Ministry of Health and Long-Term Care. The Bureau’s priority funding status provides stable year-

to-year financial support to ASOs, regardless of who holds government office.'”

Goodwin describes his work in AIDS outreach as “relatively low-pressure jobs with regular
paycheques” that supported his financial commitments to goodwater. While he maintained a formal
separation between the gallery and his administration work, living through the urgency of the AIDS
crisis is deeply enmeshed within his curatorial ethos. Even when an artwork has absolutely nothing
to do with the virus, or even obvious societal issues, the work is pushed until it embodied a critical
sense of immanence. As Davey explained to me over email, Goodwin “is an idea person who loves
nothing more than to see an idea take an object form. He loves to produce, to see something

»108

through.

Whenever I feel exhausted by the art world and its bureaucratic or commercial machinations, a visit
to goodwater—or for that matter, the Plumb—restores my commitment through an opportunity to
communally trip out on how certain artworks approach a state of strange liveliness. That special
radiance when a work (or exhibition) seems as though it is being made and unmade at the same
time. What Paul Chan describes in his 2010 essay “A Time Apart” as “kairological art”—art that
embodies the feeling that “what is given is not good enough but will have to do.” Art that “seize[s]

time the way a beat holds a song.”'*

In goodtime, my pile of charcoal, The Witch_1942 (2019-2022), moved restlessly around the gallery

in an open copper box, each day repositioned in a different location following cryptic instructions I
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sent to the Plumb’s members via text message: “Put The Witch on top of something.” “Put The

Witch behind the corner.” “Put The Witch over there.” “Put The Witch in the wall.”

At the opening, two drawings by Euan Macdonald hung above my work—twin circular forms
glinting hazy white and empty. Like stars reflected in a wine-dark sea, hollow negative shapes sitting
within backgrounds filled-in black with twenty-four pieces of my charcoal. (Ostensibly taking nearly

a month from my own productive life.)

A question scrawled in red pencil crayon underneath the drawings, split them into two segments. On
the left, “does the.” On the right, “time bother you?” The line was lifted from a 1978 George Carlin
routine where the comic grasps at the imprecise language by which we try to tell time. In classic
wisecracking style, he draws attention to the idioms “lickety split, drop of a hat, nothing flat, in a
jiffy” and “two shakes of lamb’s tail,” but more compellingly, to the vagueness implied by “now,”

110

“moment,” and the baffling “present” . . . “Welcome to the present, whoosh, gone again.”

Dividing the question into two nonsensical halves, Macdonald

disrupts the sequential logic of the sentence’s
structure and, as a result, the
subject/predicate relationship falls apart,

reiterating the drawings’ inversion of

figure/ground.

Such a simple gesture, but, like comedy, or art,

it’s all about good timing.

Fig. 47, The Witch 1942, 2019-2022. ‘
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BED-2-BED

For centuries, much of the history of
Western art has been performed upon
the structurally pervasive relationship
between woman-as-figure laid out on a

restive surface-as-ground. Across daybed,

chair, divan, chaise longue, or La-Z Boy, the vulnerable, passive,
and objectified female figure lays stretched, prone for
immortalization by the Titians, Manets, Kirchners, and more.
We know this story well. The women in these pictures depict

something more and somewhat less than themselves. When

Fig. 48, installation image of
portrayed as a symbol of supple sexuality (Venus of Recliner, an exhibition by Julie
Beugin and Jessica Groome at
Ackerstr. 81, Berlin, April 2021.

: ; 107 : Beugin’s paintings, Interlude and
Urbino, Olympia, or Reclining Nude), hers is a lust safely Fassence, both 2021, hang in the
background and one of three

. Cl. .. . sculptural works within Groome’s
contained within the rigid confines of domestic space. As | 7pree Nudes (recliner), 2021 rests in

the foreground.

sleeping beauty, her chore is to wait, “Intact, eternal, and absolutely powerless” writes Hélene Cixous
in Sorties: Out and Out: Attacks/Ways Out/Forays (1986)—explaining how for much of literature a

woman’s “trajectory is traced” from bride bed to child bed to bed of

death.'"!

Fig. 49, The Sofa by Henri de Toulouse Lautrec, ca. 1894-1896 —
of the painting, artist Lizzy De Vita comments, “Rest is
frequently shown as something extra. Laziness or luxury. In the
world of this painting, rest is both ordinary and necessary: like
breathing, like love. Ordinary and also brimming with potential
for new worlds.”

In April 2021 artists Jessica Groome and Julie Beugin presented Recliner, an exhibition

in a small Berlin studio. Groome’s biomorphic paper sculptures directly referenced the curving
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contours found within Kirchner’s 7hree Nudes in the Forest [Drei Akte im Walde] (1933). While
Beugin’s abstract painted collages translated the shapely light of the city in vibrant hues. Both series
nodded towards what art historian Griselda Pollock describes as “avant-garde gambits” and the ways in
which soft bodies provide compositional counterpoints to the dynamic vertical lines of architectural
space, as well as the painting’s own frame.''? Interestingly though, instead of reenforcing the reclining
nude as passive subject, the exhibition wondered, “what is it like to be the recliner?” Not just “comfy

chair” but “an assertive being with a thinking mind.”'"?

With a sleeping kitten on my lap, I imagine myself both the recliner reclining and the recliner itself.
My figure becoming ground, and the ground turning figure. This quick, subjective, identification with
Groome and Beugin’s line of questioning initiates a semantic collision wherein the double meaning of

recliner falls into itself and the distinction between object and subject dissolves.

Likewise, for my nieces and nephews, I am both something to cuddle up into and lay upon, a warm
and cushioned supportive surface. Draped over me, (and with all their love I cannot move) I picture
myself Michelangelo’s Pietd and, without much success, try to recall the second-year essay I wrote
analyzing the sculpture. I must have considered the strong pyramidal structure alluding to the holy
trinity and surely commented on the artist’s infamous signature awkwardly cutting between the
Madonna’s chest like a handbag strap. What else remains? What else do I remember? Very little.
Certainly, none of the canonical information I must have dutifully recited. But a certain feeling
remains. The reason I wrote the paper then and why I am mentioning it now: the sculpture’s enduring
sensuality—beyond its humanist or spiritual subject matter, I continue to be drawn into the vastness

of that great marble lap, generously positioned as a capaciously receptive surface.
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More than a lap, it’s the lapping of the lap; the lap as an ocean; creamy olive: the colour of seafoam
and my mother’s skin, swelling and crashing in waves over and around Christ’s reclining figure to
fall, draping downwards in voluminous sloping arcs that settle crumpled on the platform’s base in
perfectly rendered rivulets. Too much fabric! Its abundance, its excess in visual contradiction to the
nakedness of the other body’s frame. Roaming this lap, I too feel some imaginal desire to hold and
support the weight of another’s body. Similarly, how wonderful to curl up on there, safe and
protected. In either position, sensing the kinetic energy of heat transference wherein we become

something more than the sum of our parts.

This distinction, between the clothed and the barely
clothed, comes into specific focus under the
Madonna’s right hand where some thin
sheeting appears to separate ser palm from
his rib. However, this suggestion of
difference seems literally and
ultimately to underscore their
inseparability. The marble block from
which the two figures were
carved is singular and—if not
for occasional incidents
of damage, whole.'"* It is

this wholeness which serves to physically fuse its two subjects, both recliners. Both would be assertive

beings with thinking minds, intrinsically linked. . —
Fig. 50, Madonna della Pieta by

Michelangelo Buonarroti, 1498-1499.
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BEDHEAD

There are those who can sleep and those who cannot sleep; those for whom sleep is a question, a
crisis, not a guarantee. As a child, I could sleep. As an adult, I cannot. In July 2019 while reading
Anne Carson’s Ode to Sleep (20006), a poem that asks us to think of our lives without sleep: “Without

that slab of outlaw time punctuating every pillow,” it dawned on me that I had lived half my life

with sleep, half with doubt, | ode to sleep

Think of your life without it.
. Without that slab of outlaw time punctuating every
half with rest, half pillow—without pillows.
Without the big black kitchen and the boiling stove where

distress.'" you
snatch morsels
of your own father’s legs and arms
only to see them form into a sentence
It was the summer of 2001 which—you weep with sudden joy-will save

you
if you can remember it

when sleep first escaped me. later!

Living alone in my first apartment, aged nineteen or twenty, I begged the on-and-off-again boyfriend
to come over in the hope his presence might help. I was desperate; weeks stretched by with only a
few hard-won hours a night. Months of that stuff. He would come and I would sleep. Curled away

from this person who held my capacity to rest in their body.

WOULD A CENTAUR BIG SPOON ...OR LIKE THIS?
LIKE THIS?

Fig. 51, found image that expresses curiosity into
centaur sleep positions.




Fig. 52, Night is for Sleeping, Day is for
Resting by Mowry Baden, 1997 — while waiting for
the bus to take me to the Swartz Bay Ferry
Terminal, I often sit on its concrete mattress
components at the corner of Douglas and Blanshard
Streets in Victoria. The work’s title arrives via
John Philip Sousa, the American composer and
conductor primarily known for American military
marches, recalling his parents' differing views on
time and productivity. In reply to his mother’s
complaints about her husband’s afternoon nap,
Sousa’s father would reply, “Elise, the night is
for sleep, and the day is for rest.” According to
Baden, the phrase “epitomizes the rest and
relaxation that Victoria and her guests seek.”

Fig. 53, AI-generated image constructed using
web-based platform DALL-E 2 with the prompt: “a
top-down image of a messy bed with blue sheets
and several animals.”

Fig. 54, a fragment of The
Sleepers [les dormeurs] (Gloria K.
First Sleeper) by Sophie Calle,
1979 — according to Calle:

“I asked people to give me a few
hours of their sleep. To come and
sleep in my bed. To let themselves
be looked at and photographed. I
took photographs every hour. I
watched my guests sleep.”
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The irony of insomnia is that within its
wakefulness, a kind of unasked for
presentness is contiguous with a
“generalized condition of world-less-
ness.”''® Lying in bed, unable to sleep, we
are confronted with the impossibility of
living humanely. A situation illustrated by
every my-brain-at-3am-meme, in which
private anxieties, embarrassing memories,
generalized worries, and sheer boredom

ripple under skin like an embodied Venn

diagram. Although, even this description
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Sleep Remedy Steam Compress

Boiling water

1 cloth, large enough to wrap around a torso one and
one-half times

1 bath towel, for wringing out compress

1 protective cloth, same size as wrap cloth

1 bath towel, slightly larger than wrap cloth

1 wool blanket

2 hot water bottles

Preparation

Spread bath towel on bed
Soak wrap cloth in boiling water

Wring out cloth in other bath towel, twisting ends in
opposite directions

Application

Wrap damp cloth tightly around patient’s torso, check
for temperature beforehand

Repeat with protective cloth

Repeat with large bath towel

Lay patient on bed

Place two hot water bottles on either side of patient
Cover with wool blanket

Duration

One to two hours

Repeat nightly, as necessary.

of sleeplessness makes it sounds more reasonable than its awful mix of bored frustration.

Melatonin, therapy, and age may have worked wonders, but I continue to sleep lightly, and insomnia

will forever haunt the perimeters of my life—turning what should be a routine bodily function into a

crisis of uncertainty. Always waiting to return, however briefly, especially near the start of school

term when my brain rattles with prepared lecture notes and

semi-complete lesson plans.

Fig. 55, found image of a
stromatolite, stratified fossilized
algae, which preserves the first life
on the planet. I first came across
these objects in Margaret Atwood’s
short story, “The Stone Mattress”
(2011), learning how: “The word comes
from the Greek stroma, a mattress,
coupled with the root word for
“stone.” Stone mattress: a fossilized
cushion...”
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As a mirrored opposite of my own private struggles, I am fascinated by those who can sleep easily.
You see them on planes: necks at strange angles with mouths agape or head on crossed arms resting
gently atop folding trays. My partner is one of these people. And then there are the eternal sleepers,

those suffering serious conditions, whose bodies become trapped in somnolence and coma.

To fall asleep and wake up forty years into the future is the stuff of fairy tales and science fiction, the
life of objects and archives. And yet this was the case for many people who suffered from post-
encephalitis lethargica, a form of narcolepsy more commonly described as “sleeping sickness,” an
epidemic which coincided with the 1918 influenza pandemic. Also known as the Spanish Flu, the
pandemic spread in four successive waves across the world between 1918 and 1920, infecting some

five-hundred million people, one-third of the world’s then population. Between seventeen and one-

hundred million people died. A bafHling numerical range.

While this incident represents the worst instance of the disease,
isolated cases continued to appear. Viruses that result in
massive immune system dysregulation
like COVID-19 and 2009’s Swine
Flu can trigger a similar
response when high

fever causes a break in

the blood brain

Fig. 56, film still, My Own Private Idaho by Gus Van Sant, 1991 —
starring Keanu Reeves as Scott Favor and River Phoenix as Mikey
Waters, who suffers from narcolepsy.

barrier. When this

occurs, the body’s innate (inflammation causing) or adaptive (antibody producing) immune response

systems gain access to the brain and spinal cord. The barrier does not recognize either the
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inflammation or your antibodies as ##se/f and begins to attack the brain causing encephalitis.

THE PANTHER

Meaning, that in rare cases, a previously healthy I the Jardin des Plantes. Paris
’

His gaze has been so worn by the procession
person suffers an assault from their own, very Of bars that it no longer makes a bond.
Around, a thousand bars seem to be flashing,
And in their flashing show no world beyond.
strong immune response. This process is
The lissom steps which round out and re-enter
That tightest circuit of their turning drill
described as a “CytOkiIlG storm”—a terrible Are like a dance of strength about a center
Wherein there stands benumbed a mighty will.

situation where either the virus or the immune only from time to time the pupil’s shutter
Will draw apart: an image enters then,

To travel though the taughtened body’s utter
Stillness — and in the heart end.!'?

system fighting it can both kill you. Something

like a war burning down its country of residence as an act of defense. What links these events to a
pandemic is our immune system’s unfamiliarity or lack of prior immunological memory of a related

virus from previous exposure.''®

Remarkably, the primary casualties are young adults with formerly strong immune systems, who,
after a sustained-period of high-fever enter a trance-like existence somewhere between sleep and
wakefulness. Most die of the illness, a select few do not. In Awakenings (1973), polymath writer and
neuroscientist Oliver Sacks chronicles his experience of caring for long-term patients suffering from
the condition while on residency at New York’s Beth Abraham Hospital, where upon his arrival in

the late 1960s, he initiated close observational study alongside renewed physical therapy.'"’

After years of apparent torpor, Sacks finds that the patients have retained a rare sense of youthfulness.
Noting, for example, how Leonard L., age forty-six has the unlined face of a man in his twenties. Mr.
L., who is described as “a man of most unusual intelligence, cultivation, and sophistication, a man
who seems to have an almost total recall for whatever he has read, thought, or experienced,” becomes
uncommonly close to Sacks, more like research collaborators or co-conspirators. Throughout his

time as patient, Mr. L. continues to read voraciously, often quoting from literary references as means
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to describe his condition. For example, when asked “What's it like being the way you are? What
would you compare it to?” he responds, “Caged. Deprived. Like Rilke’s "Panther."”'* The image
comes from a poem portraying a being who has lost all sense of themselves, all sense of the world

within which they were once defined.

Some years back I wrote a text comparing Rilke’s “Panther” to Franz Kafka’s ape in his 1917 short
story, “A Report to An Academy,” in a discussion on the work of Jakob von Uexkiill, an innovative
animal behavioralist working in the first half of the twentieth century. By radically abandoning
pervasive anthropocentric perspectives, Uexkiill proposes an essential unknowability of other-than-
human species, thus dehumanizing the image of nature.'*! Key to his analysis is a description of
“umwelt,” a somewhat difficult to translate German concept. Environment-world comes close, but
that description seems to denote a sense of exteriority—a world surrounding a being, like a bubble.
Whereas I understand umwelt to be much closer to the bone of existence. Determined by intensely
subjective, species-specific perceptual relationships to what Uexkiill terms, “carriers of significance.”
Carrier of significance is another way of saying whatever necessarily holds a being’s interest. Or all
that relational stuff that binds us to the world. A dog apprehends the food bowl but fails to register
the contents of a bookshelf. The slug chews the leaf but cannot comprehend the hand that pours the
salt. For Uexkiill, every being is enclosed within a unique umwelt, sharing neither the same time nor
space as any other being.'** I pay attention to the song of an ice-cream truck but cannot differentiate

one bird’s call from another. More than an enclosure, umwelt is a definition: we are umwelt.

Consequentially, it is the idea that we (and everyone else) are beings determined by a complex
interaction of species-specific perceptual relationships with our particular interests. Interests that are

developed by a constant state of influential indicators.'” In other words, and to repeat a common
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refrain throughout this text—when we breathe-in the world and breathe-out our bodies, we become
the world and the world becomes us; and, of course, we change everything we touch and everything

we touch changes.

Without a relationship to our sensory surroundings, we are unable to form an interest in these
surroundings, and without a sense of interest, we cease to be/become ourselves. Therefore, given the
special circumstances of Rilke’s “Panther”—as well as Mr. L. and the other prolonged post-
encephalitis lethargica patients—they occupy what 18® century scholar Geoffrey Winthrop-Young,
in his afterword to a recent printing of Uexkiill's work, calls an “ex negativo depiction” of umwelt, a
world in which all necessary and natural perceptual markers or carriers of significance are vanquished
by a “thousand bars” of entrapment.'** The being’s “mighty will” (their interest in existence) is
“benumbed” and they are left “with no world beyond.”'* In conversation with Sacks, Mr L.
eloquently expresses the paradox of this scenario, that strange experience of being both alive and
without a world (umwelt) in which to be alive :

This is a human zoo.... There's an awful presence and an awful absence. The presence is a
mixture of nagging and pushing and pressure, with being held back and constrained and
stopped - I often call it "the goad and halter." The absence is a terrible isolation and coldness
and shrinking - more than you can imagine, Dr Sacks, much more than anybody who isn't

this way can possibly imagine - a bottomless darkness and unreality.'*¢

With this description, Mr. L reveals both loss of world and negation of self. And while I cannot grasp
a true understanding of his specific horror, there is something familiar about the totalizing effects of

disinterestedness anguish.
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In “Dreambeds,” I introduce Henri Bergson’s approach to the psychological

function of dreamlife. Mid-way through his 1914 text, Dreams, he locates
the capacity to be interested as a primary marker of difference between a

state of wakefulness and a state of sleepiness, calling sleep a relief

existence. As our ego relaxes during sleep, we are

Fig. 57, monument in central
Odessa, Ukraine March 9, 2022.

relieved from the constant interestedness of daily life. And yet,
remarkably, “We do not sleep in regard to what continues to interest us,” meaning, that even in an
unconscious state, we still perceive necessary signals—whether a baby’s cry or the smell of smoke.'?
Hence, while asleep, the tense alertness we experience while awake relaxes, and a state of
disinterestedness renders a sensory extension. In this condition, our minds open to sensory
information formerly filtered from our waking, conscious lives. This allows us to remember (while
dreaming) certain perceptual sense impressions that went unnoticed while awake—all those details
encompassing the periphery of our awareness.In the spring of 1969, Sacks administers a new drug
therapy to his post-encephalitic patients called L-DOPA (a precursor to the neurotransmitter
dopamine). In short order, some eighty people experience what appears at first to be a miraculous
awakening. And while the effects of the drug are short-lived, lasting only a season, looking back,
Sacks describes the event as a cataclysm of “geological proportions”—in which “sleeping” or “extinct”
129

volcanoes suddenly awaken for the first time in years, ready to dance, to love, to erupt into life.

LAVABEDS
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It began a long time ago with a creak that became a crackle then a craze. Something snapped. Thick
skin rubbed against thicker skin; certain nerves were exposed. Folds formed. Limbs stretched out

glad for the space and the space made way. Joints ached under the friction. Things got warmer, even
hot. Pressure built. Sensor points shuddered. Soon bowels started rumbling while bellies churned. It

took forever and ever. !3°

Until, finally, the face split. Lips weathered and cracked, black opened its mouth. There was a lot of
smoke. The tongue licked and spat gas. It was a thrilling sight because that gas was stuff. Radical
stufl: hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen, carbon dioxide, mercury, argon, helium, neon, methane, and
sulphur. States shifted and stabilized: gas became liquid became solid. Matter happened. A flame

flashed against the night sky—it was called colour!

And with that, suddenly, a world was born. What was once interior and private became exterior and
public. It was catastrophic—not tragic, but ecstatic—from xata (“kata,” down, against) and
oTpé@w (“strépho,” I turn). The earth turned upside down, its insides tumbled inside out. It gave us

ground to walk on. It offered faith.

Like all affairs, it didn’t happen overnight, and it wasn’t a onetime occurrence. Over and over
destruction collided with construction. Together we made mountains and together we scraped them
away. Accidents happened. The weight of the world rested on our shoulders. Some material was lost,
forgotten, dismissed, washed downstream. Fragments of objectivity mingled with the remains of

subjectivity. There were anomalies.

Thus, to determine a kind of predictive methodology, we sought chronology as a structure of

understanding. But events kept amassing, and like Klee’s Angel, we could only register shock.
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Shock is an afterimage. Its presence made visible in waves of blinding recognition that this moment

of annihilation is simultaneously an act of creation.

Fig. 58, The
Dreamer, 2023 — AI-
generated image
constructed using
the web-based
platform DALL-E 2.

BEDTIME

Methods of speech that

account for hypothetical or

uncertain situations such as dreams, wishes, suggestions, demands, desires, possibilities, opinions,
doubts, and emotions depend grammatically on the subjunctive mood. In English, as is the case for
many languages, the subjunctive mood is not marked by a distinct set of verb endings, but rather by
changes in verb form. For example, in the phrase: We suggest that she leave, the base form of the verb
is used instead of the third person singular present tense form: We suggest that she leaves. These
changes in verb form are not intentionally tied to a particular tense but rather signal the subjunctive
mood in the sentence, possibly transcending the constraints of tense altogether to become a

grammatical time traveller.

Oftentimes, the subjunctive mood expresses an irrealis mood, a subsection of grammar used to
specify various states of unreality, particularly when an event is deemed unlikely."*' We often
bifurcate language of the imagination into remembering and dreaming. Seemingly separate spheres
defined by a distinct relationship to time, past and future. We remember (in the past tense) when we
went to the ocean and the sun melted the chill off our cold arms, legs, and belly, saying: “Our beach
vacation was wonderful!” Or we dream (in the future tense) of baking our bodies under clear skies in

sand warm and flufly, exclaiming: “Our beach vacation will be wonderful!” What happens though
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when we try to voice our present-tense desires? When, with lament, we cry: “We wish we were at the
beach, 7ow!” Then, with dizzying confusion, past and future collide, cancelling each other in their

route to the present.

I have always found the rules and definitions of grammar confusing. All the explanations I consult
explain how the subjunctive functions independent of time. But, at least in English, language is tied
so closely to time that this sounds like wishful thinking—our verbs are defined by their temporal
arrangement. Therefore, it seems that a muddling of tenses does not suggest non-time, but time’s
entanglement. Perhaps this complexity even creates an excess of time. Time with which we might

dream, wish, imagine. A Mobius Strip that appears as a Gordian Knot.'*?

To say: “We wish we were at the beach, now!” implies that we are absolutely not at the beach
currently but that we have likely been to the beach in the past and will at least try to go to the beach
in the future. When we try to linger in our dream beach holiday, the real and ever-present details of
living in a body with pain and habitual needs cleave open the edges of fantasy. And, being suddenly
thrust into memory, it is difficult to maintain the cheery glaze of youthful remembrance. If we peer
too long over the cheap sunglasses of imagination, the sun’s glare reminds us that the crotch of our
new bathing suit (a pretty black two-piece with lush red roses) felt slightly itchy; the warm sand was
composed of itsy-bitsy shells, which though lovely to look at, were also kind of sharp; and while our
companion existed for a time in that breathtakingly beautiful gap that follows adolescence,
knowledge of the complicated person they will soon become casts a strong shadow, trapping us in

dissolution and regret.'*

Feelings that conjure another common desire are often expressed as, “We wish we were young.” The

statement implies that we are, in the present tense, 70t so young, or at least not as young as we once
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were, or at least we don't feel very young—and the sheer obviousness of this fact snaps back the dull
ache of sitting in an office chair with a heating pad, feeling thirsty and snacky. And even though
applying the irrealis mood risks returning us to an inevitably thick and messy present, all this looping
back and forth is a reminder that there is no absolute present tense. Rather, time can only be
understood as bracketed, dependent on the complex and uneven conditions of our existence. There’s

always an iffyness to time: a nowishness within this hereishness.

Stepping outside these thoughts, we come up against how seductive the irreality of language is for
the amateur linguist (we as in me—Ilol, a keener who received a “C” in my first-year’s intro to

linguistics course). We break rules and do not even clock their existence. Tracing ephemeral

etymologies like a clumsy kitten tracking a fly. “Ephemera”: late fourteenth century;
originally of diseases and lifespans; a
medical term from Medieval Latin’s

As an artist, do I turn towards the lightness of “febris” meaning, "a fever lasting a day”;

from the Greek “ephemeros”: “daily,” “for
the day.” Compare Greek “ephemeroi” whose
language (and dreams) to escape the weight of daily | literal translation means creatures of a

day. Extended in 1630 to “short-lived
insects.” Also related to the Modern

existence, the burden of making? A relief from the Latin: “Ephemera musca,” such as “Musca
domestica” — a common housefly, flowers, and
a general sense for things of transitory

ObjCCtS dcstined to fill museums, cupboards, and existence, whose use is first attested in
1751.134

landfills, so heavy and cumbersome—which moor me to my own meaty materiality. Will I be able to

lift this mass? Can I bear that load?

Today’s text from Helen reads, “Wonder if those who made Neolithic goddess figurines were

immateriality of the video advances, but our hands are

still the hands that made those figurines.”'?

Fig. 59, Versailles by Eugéne Atget, 1924-1925 —
statue of mythical Cretan princess Ariadne,
known for assisting Theseus escape the Minotaur.
After being abandoned by the hero on the island
of Naxos, Dionysus finds her sleeping, falls in
love, and casts her jewelled crown skyward to
create the Corona Borealis constellation.
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ENWOMBED

It started with a few pebbles rattling around the fatty sections behind their knees. Hardly noticeable
really, except for a slight grinding noise which could have been confused for joint pain. Soon,
though, mineral deposits could be felt in all those places with skin and flesh to spare. The softness
under arms and chins. Supple spots where the back folds over bra or love handles cover tight
waistbands. Areas unkindly referred to as saddlebags. Naturally, they ignored the problem for as long
as possible and when they did pay attention found the new additions annoying, even disturbing.

Then, as wide-spread familiarity increased, the unwelcome intrusions shifted into fond additions.

They admitted how the tiny marbles protruding next to their left nipple or atop their ring finger
looked kind of cute and that the flat rocks lining the underside of their finger pads made typing a
breeze. Though the ones they loved most nestled privately in their stomachs, like a pit in a peach.
Lying in bed, with their hands cupping round spherical shapes about the size of a fist, they felt less
alone. And so, of this nugget, they became obsessed with its composition. Message boards buzzed
with possibility—was theirs a granite conglomerate speckled with pink feldspar, or a dark blue-grey
basalt river stone grown smooth by the churnings of digestion? And although they spent hours
imagining what theirs might look like, some other part of them understood. Particularly as
complexions changed and nails turned brittle. When they asked each other, “Have we always been

this tired?” The answer was clear: the masses had begun to swell.

Cravings for red meat increased. A run on oysters occurred in late September. Spinach prices soared.
Think-pieces on the utility of beans and whole grains flooded their feeds. Eggs were a luxury. It was
suddenly common knowledge that a certain mineral played a role in the body’s use of folic acid and

vitamin B12 to help maintain desirable levels of homocysteine, a toxic amino acid associated with an
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increased risk of heart disease and stroke. Legs kicked restlessly at covers. Concentration grew

limited.

Whatever attention was left turned towards space tourism. Was it better to trust this billionaire or

the other one? Watching rocket after rocket explode left them concerned. It was becoming difficult

to breathe.

Fig. 60, terracotta study
of Blessed Ludovica
Albertoni by Gian Lorenzo
Bernini, 1671 — the figure
of Albertini, a pious
noblewoman lays on a
mattress, her head thrown
back on an embroidered
pillow in mystical
communion, the deep,
rippling folds of her
habit reflect the tension

HOSPITAL BEDS of her inner turmoil.

The bees buzzing in my pocket bring an image of pale green hair, the colour of

Luna moths or ectoplasm, pulled and fallen streaming from your wooden

brush.

Like a spray of ocean foam or tendrils of jellyfish, you too come from the sea,

my dear friend.

Searching Ursula K. Le Guin’s line, “What cannot be mended must be
transcended.”"?” I press copy, paste, send. The text floats in a blue bubble
soon marked read. I try to await your reply. Fishing for emotional relief from

thoughts of a world made empty by your possible absence, I fill more

Fig. 61, a brush with

bubbles, hoping something will catch your attention. booutiful greon hair.
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My texts spin thoughts around cocoons and chrysalis. How they hold the time of waiting and
melting and becoming-someone-changed, different, but nevertheless whole. How they contain the
stuff of metaphors and metamorphosis, words which bear the story of Morpheus, son of Hypnos and
the god of dreams. Still waiting, I describe Morpheus as a mammoth man-moth—clinging to the
bark of a tree, drying his massive corpus as the sun sets. Taking off over fences, walls, and buildings.
Fully formed with wings pounding like the beat of a hummingbird. Sensing the density of objects
with an inner radar, he glides between branches that overflow into the night sky. Pulled ever
upwards toward the blaze of a cold-white moon. Drawing nearer, he bumps into false fiery globes,
their heat singeing his tails. Tasting dust through the coils of his proboscis, he moves on—flying
through an open window, landing on a glowing-lavender painting. In this spiral, he vibrates!

Consumed by colour!'?®

Morpheus—the fashioner, the shaper, the changer, the former—namesake of morphine, a risky
release from pain; morphallaxis, the regeneration of a destroyed body part by the reorganization of
its remaining cells; and biomorphic, a descriptor for all those sculptures by Henry Moore, Jean Arp,

and Louise Bourgeois we adore.

Have you seen Bourgeois’ 1986 sculpture, Nature Study at the Tate? A freestanding patinated bronze
hand grasping a small recumbent figure whose snaky locks flow under and around the bearer’s wrist
in tight intestinal knots. What might have appeared as a smothering or even violent gesture is made

soft and supportive under the hand’s supportive touch. A cyclical expression of relation and rebirth.

Also, do you remember Lisa Robertson’s essay where she explains how “Etruscan was a secret

ceremonial language constructed on inversions” and how their word “form” might just be Greek’s
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“morphe” spoken backwards? A vital tautology in which form carries inside itself an inherent

capacity for change.'”’

Hours later, you respond, “That’s funny. I actually named my chemo port

Orpheus as a reminder to not fall into doubt and just keep

walking my ass out of the underworld.”

Soon, another photo arrives: you in hospital with

bandaged tube running under skin to some unseen
\device. Hanging from your neck, a relic from
' Ron Athey’s iconoclastic Martyrs
and Saints (1992)
performance where
he uses BDSM

techniques to

Fig. 62, Nature Study by explore rituals of passage as an
Louise Bourgeois, 1986. P P g

escape valve from persecution—a charm appropriate for times in need of resilience and

transformation.

I text back, “you’ve become a legit cyber-feminist.” You respond, “I thought being a cyborg would be

sexier.” Me, “I know there’s a joke about holes in there somewhere.” You, “Hahaha.”

Weeks afterwards the punchline arrives when I, too, am lying in hospital. As the nurse performs a
trans-vaginal ultrasound, lubed-up wand in hand, Marvin Gaye’s “Sexual Healing” (1982) plays

unironically on the radio ... singing, heal me my darling, heal me my darling.'*°
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Fig. 61, Kratz by Urs Fischer, 2011.

DEATHBEDS
What do you do the day before your father dies? You order your coffee black, in his honour. You
like the way that sounds. Just black. Thanks. You fly home. You make difficult decisions about your
career that cannot wait. You feel relief. You think that maybe you will never put cream in your coffee

again. 141

You could never look him in the eye. Does he have the same colour eyes as you? You have no idea.
You wonder what he sees in you. Does he see himself? He definitely knows your stubbornness that
leans towards selfishness. Your curled fists and flights of anger. The hatred that he finds both
ridiculous and sad. His fault. But does he wonder who you are? Your motivations. Maybe. When
you are fifteen, he tells you that your skin has cleared up. You are so surprised that he can see you at
all. In stark relief to the heavy fog of psychiatric drugs that settles around him, you feel like a body

blurred, constantly moving.

Easily, you call him a conman. “The Conman” and “The Witch.” Your parents as a myth. A story

you find easy to tell. You like the way the words roll off your tongue, off your fingertips always

tapping, always typing.
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He is sick the whole of your life. Your life starts with his sickness. Well, not exactly. Likely, the
sickness is older. This illness that changes names. Nervous breakdown. Depression. Bipolar One or
Two? You can never remember. Whichever one is more serious. The bad kind. The kind that needs
a daily cocktail, three pages deep, of sedatives and uppers. The young doctor tells your sister it is the
longest list he’s seen. The drugs stop up the violence you never saw. They stop up the guilt. They

bind his capacity to cause harm, to himself, his family. But he still hurts.

You hold onto each memory like Jung’s stones in your pocket. Feeling their weight, their
significance, stones worn with age and attention. An early memory: he is a ghost before he is a
person. Sitting in a chair watching you sleep while physically strapped to a bed thirty miles away.
When astral travelling was a thing. All this after crashing his car in a ditch and telling some people at
a pub that he is thinking of killing his family. A fine beginning for a myth but there is also the sweet
smell of pipe tobacco, the chin of whiskers, a pink duffle bag as a present. Out of hospital, he
occasionally drifts home in a car with plush burgundy seats, probably from somewhere up north.
There are drives through the desert and a week with the Harikrishnans. He likes living with them.
They are all former intellectuals, architects, and businessmen, who, like him, feel suffocated by their
own ambitions. He likes their manual labour. You are six or seven years old. You pitch hay and stare

at their geodesic domes. These are trips to find a different life. A life he might live.

Your school has a note that prohibits you leaving with anyone who claims to be your father. You are
paralyzed by the yearly trauma of writing father’s-day cards. Their cheeriness gives you stomach-
aches. Occasionally, he passes you some bills. They make you feel guilty, to think you are taking
money from someone who lives in the only kind of poverty you can imagine. You never get over it,

but you keep taking the money.
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But then, of course, soon come those sad visits to the furnished one-bedroom apartments. Their low
ceilings. You hold your breath against that dank hallway smell. The cartons of cigarettes or a pack of
rolling papers and a box of tobacco. He tells you about his father, who could roll a cig with one

hand. The counter is a mess of chocolate milk and puffed wheat. The fridge full of Pepsi.

Around age twelve, he begins spending his evenings with you while your mother is out. You object
to these visits. Who is taking care of who, you cry. You cannot understand why you are making food
for a grownup man, a man who should be capable of more. Your first taste of resentment. But he
tells you stories as you play cards. Almost everything you know about him comes from these stories.
Driving around small towns with his friends. Stealing gasoline from airplanes. Selling encyclopedias.
Finding massive pyramids in the forest. A few bar fights. Shady trips to the Caribbean. You begin to
feel proud. You feel sure that your friends’ fathers do not have stories like these. They, with their
reliable jobs and easy authority. He sets you up for a life where stories are golden, where “all is to be

dared, because even a person of poverty...”!*

You have been imagining this moment for a long time. You remember a recurring dream with a
stadium full of people attending his funeral, twenty years ago at least. You wake up with a wet face.

For a father like him you mourn in chunks. The grief falls off a bit at a time.

When you are a teenager, he comes to live in your basement. A bad idea, your bad idea. To keep
living with your mother you need his help to pay the rent. Immediately, you cannot stand this
arrangement. He disgusts you. His dirty nails, his sloppy hygiene, his seat at your mother’s table.
You have zero generosity towards this man who is unable to fend for himself. He is the first person

you ever raise your voice to. You yell at him with impunity, and an anger unleashes itself that
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continues to ripple even today. He laughs at your rage, and you see flames. The dinners stop. You

put your foot down. A precious child with too much power.

He starts eating puffed wheat again. His presence terrorizes your adolescence, like when he proudly
contributes potato chips taken from Safeway’s foodbank box. Like when he collects bottles from the
high-school baseball diamond. In front of all your middle-class friends he exposes your very real
desperation. The reality that hides under your quick intelligence, your blonde hair, and your
designer jeans purchased with the government-paid child support you receive until you are twenty-

five. Money that provides a lifeline to a different life. A life that looks different.

During a holiday dinner mid-crisis-breakdown-screaming-match between you and your sister he
patiently acknowledges your position. You hold onto that moment as a form of hope. A possible

alliance.

A few months later, he slips a disk in his back, becomes addicted to morphine, and your new
boyfriend, C, drives you to the hospital to visit him. He is impressed that your C’s great great uncle
was a famous train robber. He thinks you have made a good choice. You clean his apartment,
rooting through drawers to find his stash. You take away his ability to drive a car. He had recently
dragged his puppy two blocks by her leash, and you are unflinching. You sit coldly in his doctor’s
office and make your case. Outside, in the sun, he tells you about how nice it would be to sit in a

sauna, warm and relaxed.

You visit him once in his last rundown subsidized apartment, the one before the assisted living
facilities. You eat pizza as an assortment of characters filter through to bum cigarettes and coffee.

You realize that in the land of disorders your father has power.
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Years pass and unfortunate events lead to a series of half-hearted breaks. Stories of intrigue to rattle

some attention. Like the time he tries to have you arrested.

You see him over the holidays, and he cannot believe how much energy you have. You are brimming
with happiness, alternating between wrestling with your great-nephews and filtering through his old
photos, handwritten notes, and postcards with your brother. Messages he sent to his mother when
he was much younger than you. Messages of hope and the weather on the road. Messages from a boy

desperately becoming a man.

He is unresponsive. You hold his hand. You tell him you are sorry. You mean it but it is too late.

You are composed. Surprisingly so. Everyone comments on how calm, how measured, how strong.

He is taking his time. But his throat rattles with the death that is coming. Simultaneously, his body
is drowning while it dehydrates. You read about how during a natural death the body no longer
desires water. You cannot comprehend this dry world. You feel water rolling around in your body.
Its body. You are water standing up. Water stretching. Water waiting. Water letting go. Months

later, you recall this feeling of otherness as you wait for the bus and drink hot soup under cool rain.

Yous sit. You try to be there, to be here. You hold the phone to his ear so family can say goodbye.

You and your sister rub his hands with frankincense, jasmine, and rose.

When you are alone, you tell him about your life. Your home, your friends, your garden. You tell
him that you grow waxy green beans and tomatoes and lavender in summer. You tell him that you
are hoping for bats. You tell him you try to take care of butterflies and bees. You tell him that you

get paid to write. He would like that.
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Your sister enters the room; you talk about the feeling of being a girl with a father like him. About
your uncharacteristic lack of compassion. About being afraid of what people will say about him or
about you, your father’s daughter. But also, about how thankful you are for the anger he gave you,

which lets you burn those people to the ground.
You leave the room so that the nurses can adjust him. You give his body privacy.

When you return, his breathing is changed. He is leaving. He convulses with some kind of lightning
shot through veins. Your sister, on one side, and you, on the other, hold his hands, his arms. You
hold him down. He opens his eyes. You see flashes of blue. For the first time, you meet his gaze. His
exhale is like nothing you will ever hear again. You realize that a soul does not slip from its body, it

gets the hell out. “To realize” is not the correct verb.

You hear the soul force itself out and out and out. Mouth wide, tongue out aahhhhhhggggeack. You
laugh and your sister laughs. It is the funniest thing you have ever heard. And then, suddenly, he’s
gone. Done and gone. The room is noticeably colder, lighter. You open the window as wide as it will

go. You let the smoke out. BLOCK BROS. REALTY LTD.
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In it, he tells you that he is trying to oRoosion T Jomsmay:

Back home, you find an apology letter.
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Fig. 64, handwritten note, "The Definite Journey," § < 20
translation by Francis Patrick McGeough of "El viaje ™ %AAA”“ nld Ai;j'“"bt &Ko walt
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And I will leave. But the birds will stay singing — ”ﬂ b
And our garden will stay, with the water well B ac - — LL'ﬁ 3 :l«
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And the blue spruce singing; many afternoons

The skies will be blue its white clouds dreaming .
, stop worrying about you.

And the people who loved me will pass away

But my spirit will always wander nostalgic

In the same recondite corner of our flowery garden.

— dad




93

BEDROOMS

A container is a dialectical object. It has both an exterior and an interior.

In her essay “Container Technologies,” interdisciplinary scholar Zoé Sofia (now Sofoulis) describes
how containers gather “many elements, forces, purposes, and dimensions, both human and extra-
human,” to make themselves felt but not necessarily noticed. Bringing into the foreground that
which has been designed to blend into the background, Sofia proposes three categorical containers:
the utensil—“a container into which we dump our excess stuff,” like baskets and bowls; #he
apparatus— " a specialized container...in which something may be created or transformed...places in
which inner and outer worlds are negotiated in the course of discovery/invention,” like ovens and
washing machines; and #he utility—an environmental container that “works unobtrusively to ensure
"smooth functioning” and continued supply,” like airports, sewer systems, and, on a smaller scale,
bedrooms. Within Sofia’s expanded definition, almost everything becomes a container of one sort or

another.'#

Applying a similar rubric, poet Christina Sharpe’s keynote address at the 2022 Venice Biennale of Art
asks, “What Could a Vessel Be?” In turn, she describes vessels as shapes and ships, bodies and bags,
exhibitions and artworks, each one “narrative networks capable of transporting us across time and
space.” Of bodies, she wonders—are we just vessels containing vessels? “Veins, arteries, tributaries,
blood, urine, saliva, and mucus.”** Sharpe’s observations are (of course) timely. Containers and
vessels, as both concept and device, have become a significant topic of discussion in the artworld, a
discussion often animated by Ursula K. Le Guin’s 1986 essay, “The Carrier Bag Theory of Fiction.”'®
Le Guin hypothesizes that the first cultural device was probably not a thing for whacking like a stick,

rock, or bone, but a travelling device of some kind, a thing to carry other things in: “A leaf a gourd a
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shell a net a bag a sling a sack a bottle a pot a box a container. A holder. A recipient.” Something
handy. A thing to gather an excess of things that could not fit within the belly, what Le Guin calls the

original container.'“

Thinking of my belly as a container, full of tea and toast, reminds me of how political theorist and
philosopher Jane Bennett describes flesh as a living container “populated and constituted by different
swarms of foreigners.” Home to multitudinous yeasts, viruses, and bacterium—the latter of which
within our biome “collectively possess at least 100 times as many genes as the mere

20,000 or so in the human genome....”'*” For them, and others, my figure is a

shaped receptive space, a vessel, a host, #heir world.

Looking around the room, I see boxes on boxes, bags in bags, a large
assortment of water glasses and cups of coffee. These are
containers easy to spot; looking closer though, I see books holding

information and images, a fleece sweater holding my torso, the

phone holding my life. Doing so, I am reminded of a conversation with Liz Magor

Fig. 65,

Pearl Pet by
Liz Magor, . . N ) .
2015. I had in 2015 when tasked to write about the artist’s new series of cast polymerized

gypsum boxes for an exhibition at Susan Hobbs Gallery in Toronto. Magor spoke about her interest
in surfaces as another kind of container, how everything in the studio had become a surface for
something else.

In past work, Liz Magor has investigated the capacity for found objects (beer, sleeping bags,
cigarettes) to burrow within the open, interior spaces of sculptural objects. In this new body
of work, she examines how the function of an object, when layered with other objects, is

transformed into a surface. This is not a process of simulation. It is a question of display.

Unique casts of boxes form the sculptures’ primary component. Beaten and battered, they

have nearly lost their characteristic cubic form. Closed, they are no longer able to provide
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storage. Produced by coating the boxes insides with polymerized gypsum, the result is
photographic; the positive surface exposes the unseen negative space of their interior. On top
of each a would-be hand, a solid cast of an individual glove, cradles a colourful preserved bird
enclosed in plastic. Stiff, it lies there. A skin of feathers, stuffed. Also like a photograph: it is
the record of a subject that once moved, swiftly. Now stilled, it has become an image of its
former wildness. This thing has undergone an ontological shift, quite literally, a shift in
being, from being alive. Now dead and hermetically sealed—against air, deterioration,

empathy—its exteriority exceeds its internal potential.

What do single gloves, beaten up boxes, and dead birds have in common? In their past lives
these objects were containers: a box for papers, utensils, or mementos; a glove for a hand; a

bird for kinetic energy, life. In Magor’s studio, they collect dust. They begin to form stacks,

becoming inadvertent shelves for one another. While she actively collects them, in reality

they are all around us, these types of things. Things, that for poet Lisa Robertson, “don’t

function like signs”, but rather, as “image[s] thick with latent time”. We call them dust

collectors. Things too dear to throw away but fundamentally lacking in use value. They stick

around, obstinately waiting.'**

Across her ceuvre, Magor has focused on storage, shelter, domestic space, and the quotidian, to bring

into view that which is often obscured.

I first encountered her work in 2002 as a
mid-career retrospective at the Vancouver
Art Gallery. As I rounded the corner of the
first gallery, a knapsack spilled the dayglo
orange of mac and cheese powder, a stiff
blue towel hid cans of cheap beer, and a
hulking accumulation of furniture held a

small white dog. If I saw the dog, I don’t

One Bedroom Apartment

Accessories List
to be acquired through furniture rental - contemporary style

-bed frame, mattress
-dining room table, 4 chairs
-sofa
-armoire
-hutch
-dresser
-kitchen package (to include 4 piece table setting, glass ware,
tableware, coffeemaker, iron, alarm clock, etc.)
-bedding package
-2-4 carpets
-2 table lamps
-1 floor lamp
-coffee table
-armchair or love seat
-2 occasional chairs
-sofa table
-2 night tables
-mirror (minimum 4'x5"')
-boxes - double wall
- single wall

Accents

-books (minimum 12 cubic feet)

-clothing

-6 sundry boxes (fax, tv, applicances, etc.)
-decorator objects (clay pots, copper tubs, etc.)

-shutters, blinds or curtains

Fig. 66, recreation of object checklist
for One Bedroom Apartment by Liz Magor,

remember it, but I recall being impressed by the size | 1996.

and scale of the installation. I learned the work’s title was One-Bedroom Apartment and contained
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everything the artist considered necessary furnishings. I was nineteen years old and a first-year
undergraduate student living alone for the first time. In contrast to my own lightly furnished home,
Magor’s apartment was filled with so much heavy stuff, grown-up stuff, stuft I did not yet know I

needed. Four carpets? A hutch!

Mine appeared like a sketch or an exercise in improvisation by comparison. Cheap kitchen utensils,

two chairs, a few towels, a second-hand futon, a kitchen table-on-loan. As
someone still playing the role of an adult, I lacked the weight
of things that hold us in place, to a place. Never
mind. Due to the nature of my childhood, I had
already moved close to a dozen times and

understood the pitfalls of heavy wood.

In the twenty-plus years that have passed, I have

wondered several times what it would have felt like to | Fig. 67, one Bedroom apartment by Liz
Magor, 1996 — documentation of the work’s
first installation at Susan Hobbs Gallery,

encounter the first iteration of the work’s installation | Toronto.

at Susan Hobbs in 1996. Opening the door, I imagine my body squeezing past the piled-high boxes,
a plush striped couch, and leaning bedframe. To be alone with all of it, not yet thinking the objects

old or anachronistic. To recognize the familiar scent of transience.

Despite my initial impressions of abundance, the work’s original object checklist (Fig. 62) clearly
designates furnishings for one, or possibly two human occupants, living without much excess
possessions. No adjacent art studio or home-office for instance. While the bulk of the installation is

made up of boxes, it is unclear if the resident is moving-in or moving-out. And, of course, if one
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looks closely, there is the dog—a small sculpture of a thin, white whippet cast from plaster, seeming

to seek refuge under a table.

One Bedroom Apartment blurs the boundary of artistic, curatorial, and administrative labour.
Arranged with direct assistance from gallery or museum staff, each iteration gathers a unique
assortment of contemporary furnishings, household sundry, and personal decorative accents to form
a domestic tableau of a one-bedroom apartment within its current city of exhibition. The materials
gathered for the installation reflect highly specified socio-economic conditions, regional tastes, and

assumed lifestyle for the apartment’s imaginary residents. Each respective version generates a

Compare, for example, the eclectic piles of faux antiques,
camping supplies, workout equipment, unpacked books, and

particle board shelving of the 2009 exhibition at the Doris

McCarthy Gallery in Scarborough, Ontario, against 2013’ clean,
crisp, light-grey cabinets and uniform boxes when it was exhibited
at Triangle France in Marseilles. Far more than four years seem to

separate these distinct installations.

Fig. 68, crate containing
ceramic dog for One . i . . . .
Bedroom Apartment. Moving art across international borders is difficult work. Effort is

spent building specialized crates, filling copious forms, negotiating transportation, paying duties, and
clearing customs. A logistical nightmare. With the rise of a globalized art market and constant
pressure to exhibit abroad, artists with dematerialized practices (the readymade, the ephemeral, the
conceptual, the video) have developed ways to skirt, skip, or subvert these problems. While

cumbersome, One Bedroom Apartment has circulated widely. It is a large artwork that travels light.
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The world is full of objects. (Almost) everywhere has more than enough stuff to adequately furnish a
life. As the work’s sole inhabitant and singular consistent presence, only the dog remains irreplaceable
and indispensable. Travelling to thirteen venues across six countries (Canada, Australia, France,
Switzerland, Germany, and the USA) over the span of twenty-six years and counting, the dog leads
the transitory life of a globalized, stateless citizen who relocates frequently in search of shelter and
opportunity—travelling alongside everything and everyone who finds themselves marooned between

object and subject, lingering in “stateless emergency.”'*’

After leaving Susan Hobbs, the work moved to Sydney’s Museum of Contemporary Art and was
accompanied by text written by Magor titled, “White House Paint” (1996). In it, the artist remarks
how a house (or apartment) is a container, not the contained, and because so much of what is
contained by a house (or apartment) is itself a container, she asks the reader to consider containment
in relation to both found objects and found subjects as things emptied and waiting to be filled.”® In
relation to Magor’s oeuvre, the work has proved particularly predictive, both
in terms of the sculptural content (boxes, bags, clothing, found furniture,
sentimental ornaments) and method of composition (stacking, leaning,

arranging).""

It has been several years since I began assembling my thoughts on One

Bedroom Apartment into folders. Saving articles and installation images when

. . . . . Fig. 69, detail,
they appeared, finding correlations, jotting notes—like the anecdote of when one Bedroom
Apartment when
exhibited at

1 1 1 _ei 1 Triangle France,
Magor (in her early twenties) met Agnes Martin (age fifty-eight) in 1970. nriangle rrances

Apparently, during an artist talk Martin declares something to the effect of, “A serious artist should

have no companions.” To which Magor asks, “But, what about dogs?” and Martin responds “No, not
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even pets!”>? A snippet which passes down, hand-to-hand, mouth-to-ear, between female artists
when we compare what has changed, and what has not. I began working on a draft in early April

2020.

In those early days of the public health crisis, we baked the bread and made the stew; we sorted
through old documents, letters, photographs; we pieced together jigsaw puzzles of kittens in baskets
and Machu Picchu; we reread favourite books; we did the laundry. We practiced routine tasks and
conjured hobbies with an understanding that they were being done instead. Actions occupying
empty boxes of time that curbed feelings of loss and fear. They filled the absence of meeting friends
for dinner, of going to the studio or office, of feeling secure. In lieu of stability, we turned towards

our collected possessions for reassurance. Shells for our sheltering.

It seemed inevitable that under those restricted domestic conditions I found myself sifting through
this material, which like all materials includes research, memories, and a scattering of new connective
thoughts. Materialism, while often used derogatively, can also offer a sense of solidity if not
solidarity; #hings function on non-human schedules of events. A sensibility expressed in one of
Magor’s artist statements, which confirms, “I am always looking for comfort in a world disturbingly
subject to change. Sometimes I find it in work, as a recording of my activity. Sometimes I find it in

objects, things that sit still for a while and slowly gather, then release, their history.”">?

Fig. 70, Sleeper #7
by Liz Magor, 1999.
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BEDDINGS & BEDCLOTHES

In mescalin-heightened rhetoric, midstream though a
consideration of the miraculous nature of “four bamboo
chair legs in the middle of a room” amongst the intricacies
of human relations, Aldous Huxley’s 7he Doors of Perception
(1954) curls tangential prose around depictions of drapery

in classical paintings and sculptures. Huxley zooms between

micro and macro scales of importance—in the

folding fabric of his trousers’ lap he finds a “labyrinth

of endlessly significant complexity!” and across broad

areas of flowing curtains and voluminous skirts, b
drapery unfolds as a “major theme of all the plastic i

arts.” 1%

By way of quick successive descriptions of artwork by

Botticelli, Bernini, Piero, El Greco, and Cosimo Tura,

Huxley suggests the ways in which artists utilize drapery to

introduce non-representational or abstract forms into

naturalistic artworks. Observing how, the strictly human, \

fully representational elements actually account for only ten

percent of the compositional whole, while the other nine-

tenths are given over to primarily non-representational elements. ._ /——-' _—

A

ithin this space of depiction, artists portray the >
W p p > p y Fig. 71, dream~form_ fantasy, 2021.
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affective qualities they wish to express—tone, mood,

Fig. 72, dream~form moonmilk, 2021.

temperament, even an attitude towards life itself.

In “Bed-2-Bed,” I consider the lap of Michelangelo’s La Pietd as something oceanic, its marbled form
a site of roiling waves and seafoam; to similar effect, Huxley describes Watteau’s scenes as “a silken
wilderness of countless tiny pleats and wrinkles, with an incessant modulation—inner uncertainty
rendered with the perfect assurance of a master hand—of tone into tone, of one indeterminate color
into another.”">> While reading this passage, the temperate rainforests of my childhood appear, thick
with moss turning stones into cushions and the tallest trees laced in grey-green lichen. Pushing his
point further, Huxley imagines drapery as an expression of the peculiar and “unfathomable mystery
of pure being...charged with is—ness,” which causes my brief study into Heidegger’s use of “da-sein”

(German for being-there or existence) to flash into consciousness.'*®
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Spinning within a sense of radical interconnectedness between self, world, and object, I retether
myself to the real by recalling the long hours my mother tried to teach me to sew. I know enough to
hem a curtain or make a pillowcase, but patterns remain beyond me, and my corners could use some
work. Lacking the capacity for sustained attention, I am a poor study of anything requiring machinic
technique. A disadvantage for a sculptor. When I use fabric as a sculptural material, which is
relatively frequently, a method of display or support is always easy to find—some chair, a coat hook,

an edge of temporary wall, the long pole hanging above a bright window.

Inherently functional, supple, and divisible, fabric (or cloth, textile, drapery, whatever we want to call
it), offers an active ontological amenability, capable of holding nearly any shape imaginable from the
grandeur of Christo and Jean-Claude’s Wrapped Reichstag (1995) to the humble dishrag, laying damp
in the sink. Flexible—it folds, lays flat, bunches, crumples, hangs, covers, conceals, and slips off.
Protective—it lends warmth, provides shade, and outfits us in any number of costumed guises.
Absorbent—it soaks up blood and snot, spilled milk and bath water, affording a ready container for

the body’s excesses.

For all these reasons and more, I love fabric. More, the textures that fabric affords and the worlds
these textures make visible. Some spectacular: a future draped in thermal reflective laser holographic

rainbows, others ancient and unchanging: the stuff of wool, linen, burlap, and tanned leather.

In 7he Golden Thread: How fabric changed history (2018), Kasia St Clair writes how, in November
1922, when the archeologist Howard Carter discovered and soon began dismantling Tutankhamun’s
tomb he was “naturally disappointed” to find the casket filled with linen instead of rolls of papyri.
More than the familiar use-value in the protection of mummies, linen was used throughout the

tombs to meticulously wrap statues and numerous other items within protective cocoons. However,
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as with other such burials, St Clair explains how Carter’s team discarded much of this fabric,
brushing it away like dusty cobwebs, a practice which, like other smash-and-grab activities of
Westerners, “would have been anathema to the ancient Egyptians themselves. [Since for them,] linen

was imbued with powerful, even magical meaning: linen was what made mummies sacred.”"’

To use today’s materialist way of thinking, within Ancient Egyptian society, linen was an extremely
valuable commodity. Derived from flax, a beautiful plant with tiny blue flowers (that grows
surprisingly well on my Toronto rooftop garden), linen was “used by ordinary people to store wealth
because it kept its value and could be exchanged for money in return for goods or services” due, at

%8 On a recent trip to London, I attended a tour of University

least in part, for its portable durability.
College London’s Petrie Museum which holds an extensive Egyptian collection, including the world’s
oldest known woven garment—the Zarkhan dress, a delicate linen shirt with a V-shaped neckline and
prettily ruched sleeves, perhaps made for a child or small adult. After having been “rediscovered” in

1977 as a bundle amongst other pillaged textiles, researchers used radiocarbon testing to date the

object as originating between 3482 and 3102 BCE. Over five-thousand years old!"*’

Gazing at the garment recalled the experience of touching a butterfly delicately exposed as a trace
fossil in a section of several hundred-thousand-year-old shale. Or, the time I looked through a
telescope into North Korea from China’s eastern-most section of the Great Wall—how it felt as
though I was reaching across centuries of time versus a few hundred metres in the distance, an eery
vastness made farther by the contrast between the polychrome clothing of my companions against
the faded greens, blues, and greys of those I anxiously spied upon. In each of these instances, I

experienced the uncanny closeness of time being folded into itself.



Fig. 73, Look 6 by
Pierpaolo Piccioli
for Moncler, 2019.

-

Fig. 75, Abito Letto [Bed Dress]
by Cinzia Ruggeri, 1986 — when
asked if other designers
referencing her work made her
angry, Ruggeri responds that she
didn’t really care, “You know
what? I don't give a damn, it
means that not everything was
lost.”

S o

Fig. 76, design
from Viktor &
Rolf’'s
Autumn/Winter
2005-06 from the
Bedtime Story
collection.

Fig. 74, Look 9 by
Maison Margiela, Fall-
Winter 1999-2000 —
made in collaboration
with Italian bedding
manufacturer
Featherlite, the duvet
coat was filled with
down feathers and
featured detachable
zipper sleeves.
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Kind of like the warmth of sitting on a subway seat recently vacated, or finding a gigantic image of
the rumpled empty sheets of Felix Gonzales-Torres and his lover Ross spread across a New York City
billboard."® Moments in which a sense of intimacy out of step with reality is accompanied by the

sudden blush of having witnessed some private grace.

In northern climates, the bed is where we enjoy many of our closest relationships with fabric, where

we can pay full attention to its varied characteristics. Considering my
own many layered bed issues forth a

psychogeographic excursion—

Fig. 77, installation view, Untitled by
Felix Gonzalez-Torres, 1991 — Van Dam
Street near Queens Boulevard, Queens,
New York City, February 20 to March 18,
2012.

1) Closest to the skin, dark blue sheets the colour of

raw denim woven from Belgian flax spun into

linen by the Marinho family who own and operate a Portuguese textile company in Santo
Tirso, which are later cut and sewed by the Costa family in Guimaraes. Acquired on an
indulgent whim, they will supposedly last ten-times longer than cotton.

2) Opver this, an entirely too large linen duvet-cover (with a similar bespoke Portuguese

provenance) containing a raw silk-fibre filled pink comforter purchased during a pop-up
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4)

5)

6)

7)
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display that appeared out of the blue next to our very rural 1960s concrete housing complex
on the outskirts of Beijing circa 2009. It cannot be washed.

On top, one of the heavy tufted blankets found in an artisan market in Cusco, Peru,
picturing either jaguars or alpacas.

For the cats, cheap fleece cheetah-print throws picked up in Quezon City (a suburb of
Manila in The Philippines) while attending the Kamias Triennial in 2017, a cross-cultural
exhibition initiated by our good friend, artist Patrick Cruz.

Propped against the wall, all the necessary pillows: neck-bracing Temper-Pedic foam, leg-
supporting wool, cuddle-comforting down.

All this resting upon a double-sized mattress made in a small Quebec City atelier stuffed with
wool, eucalyptus fibres, and natural latex. Heavy and hard as a rock.

Yet, because of this hardness, a necessary mattress softener, a sheep wool pile cover produced
by “Soul Comfort”—a company owned by a friend of my mother’s, Anyes. Their website

describes how she started making wool products many years ago when,

as a young mother, she “needed slippers for her newborn
daughter's tiny feet.” As the daughter of two Dutch
parents who survived the second World
War, she remembers
listening to them
explain how “if it were

not for wool, the

soldiers in WW?2 would not have Fig. 78, studio view,
Sleep Country by

Patrick Cruz, 2022.




107

made it. The wool socks combated foot rot, and the underwear, sheepskin jackets and overalls
for the aviators helped them survive in planes with no heat.”'®!

8) Everything is supported by a metal bedframe fabricated somewhere in China and bought on
Amazon.ca. It is surprisingly sturdy and tall enough to hide soft storage bins of seasonal

clothing, which have become miwwi’s preferred bed. (mooni sleeps between us.)

Fig. 79, Partially buried sofa
by Ken Lum, 1984/2018.
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Thinking about the immortality of the crab
(Spanish: Pensar en la inmortalidad del cangrejo) is
a Spanish idiom about daydreaming. The phrase is
usually a humorous way of saying that one was not
sitting idly, but engaged constructively in
contemplation or letting one's mind wander.

Fig. 80, screenshot from the
Wikipedia entry, “Thinking about the
immortality of the crab” set against
Ceres by Osmar Schindler, 1900-1903.

SEABEDS
There she stretches, spreading across fresh cotton sheets printed with crimson flowers, faded by age
and sun. After pulling down a corner, she thinks better and rolls herself up burrito-style, turns her

head and listens to the wind,

WOOOOOWWWWWOOOOOOOEEEEEEEEWWWWWOOONNNN
WOOOOAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWOOOOOO0000
EEEEEEEEFEEEEEEFEEFAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHWAAAAAAAAAHHHH

A tall birch tree with nearly bare branches waves to her through the window and a scattering of
husky leaves flutter in manic applause. There have been warnings of ninety kilometer an hour gusts,
but she isn’t worried—if the electricity goes out, there is a large fireplace and plenty of wood. She is

as cozy as the chickens huddled next door in their roost of soft straw.

She arrived last night after a feverish three-hour drive compounded by a mixture of hail, wet-snow,

and larger-than-life eighteen-wheelers bearing down on her, headlights on high. What can it mean if
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winds are the same speed as a driving car? If thrust with near equal force in two directions

simultaneously, driven east by the engine and north by the lake, where could she have ended up?

One of those new LED floor lamps occupies the room’s corner, an inverse and flattened capital A,
held upright by arms that spread across the floor. Even though only early afternoon, it has been

turned on, casting a hazy strip of key lime green glow against the wall.

Her limbs feel heavy, pushed down by gravity and lethargy. A combination of end of term

exhaustion and ruby-coloured pills.

The light is sooo pretty. During an online workshop the poet explains that luminescence is the
world’s primary method of communication. On Wikipedia she learns how several fish and
cephalopods communicate with polarized light patterns. The strobing zebra stripes of male cuttle
fish turn florid when encountering a sexual rival and the Caribbean reef squid hunts zoo plankton
with disco-light chromatophores glowing under their skin. Certain shrimp (Pistol, Mantis) even
create light-filled micro bubbles with the sound shock of striking or snapping. This process is
properly called “sonoluminescence” but has whimisically been re-dubbed, “shrimpoluminescence.”'¢*
Claudia Eberlein of the University of Sussex “suggests that the light in sonoluminescence is
generated by the vacuum within the bubble in a process similar to Hawking radiation, the radiation

generated at the event horizon of black holes.”

She tries to move luminescence slowly across her tongue...loo-ma-nes-scents,
loooooomaaaaaaneeeesensssssssss, loomanaissance and finds herself swimming in glistening

phosphorescent oceans off Keats’ pier, the water cold as sweat in the midsummers heat. Night turns
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to afternoon and she is laying face-down on a bed of damp seaweed. Occasionally light catches

around its edges turning the dark forest vibrant, an underwater emerald city.

The weather app says there will be blue skies around three and she can already see a change. Bright
streaks illuminate the room while strange shadows follow, elongated houseplants turn into rabbit
ears, donkey tails, and the strings of jellyfish. Funny to think about the expression, “blue skies,” as if
the sky could be plural—although with atmospheric layers, pressure systems, and the jet stream,
what is the sky if not a multifaceted system of circulation? Annie Dillard’s Pilgrim at Tinker’s Creek
instructs the reader to follow Stewart Edward White’s suggestion: “if you look closely enough you see

164

the wind—the dim hardly-made-out, fine débris fleeing high in the air.”
Someone on twitter says only fifty percent of the population experiences an inner dialogue.

She is twenty-two and spending a few days at a guesthouse owned by an American astrologer on his
blueberry farm in the highlands of Central Guatemala. He tells her that fourteen spirit guides watch

over her, although she doesn’t remember asking why.

Lazing in a hammock next to the river she tests his hypothesis—politely introducing herself. A Voice
in a remarkably good mood responds, both singular and somehow plural. It is happy to chit chat
about the weather and whatever else, like if she should continue dating the current boy or some

other one.

A few days later, when she leaves and begins bussing from town to town, the Voice speaks to her
only occasionally, but when it does, there is a special quality of insistence. Advice, warnings,
permissions, nudges in particular directions. Once, the Voice tells her to abandon a popular tourist

destination immediately. Taking the first ride out of there feels amazing. She is elated, wonderfully
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free of expectation and responsibility. Before cellphones and social media, the Voice makes her feel

less alone. The Voice tells her she is someone special.

The astrologer’s website expired last March, and she is saddened to realize his final e-newsletter

arrived years earlier. Its topic, Living the Dream, closes with a passage from the twelfth century

mystical polymath, Hildegard von Bingen:

The visions which I see, I don’t receive in a dream, in sleep, nor by a disturbed mind, not
with physical eyes nor with the ears of the outer man, but in wakefulness and by a clear
mind, with the eyes and ears of the inner man. What I see or learn, I bear in mind for a long
time, so that when I see that light and hear, I remember, and at the same time I see, hear and

know, as it were, instantly learning what I know.'®®

A response to the previous paragraph, in which the astrologer writes:

We are closest to dream body awareness in our quotidian lives when we are operating on
intuition rather than thought.... [Recognizing] opportunities, or avoiding danger and evil
people—are actually messages from our dream bodies. ... Similarly, the spontaneous acts of
audacity and daring which we occasionally rise to in response to extraordinary circumstances
(which surprise us as much as the people around us) are dream body responses.... It is our
dream bodies which are the source of all our creativity; and our estrangement from our

dream bodies is what makes life in modern day society so empty and meaningless.'

Variants /"

The idiom is about daydreaming.[®! Similar phrases are used in various languages.

e Czech: pfemyslet o nesmrtelnosti chrousta - thinking about the immortality of the maybug
(chroust)

e Finnish: istun ja mietin syntyja syvia — sitting and wondering about the world's early origins

e Polish: myslec o niebieskich migdatach - literally, "thinking about blue almonds"; sometimes
myslec is replaced with $ni¢ or marzyc, changing the meaning to "dreaming about blue
almonds".[9]

e Portuguese: pensando na morte da bezerra — "thinking about the death of the calf"

e Romanian: a se gédndi la nemurirea sufletului - "thinking about the immortality of the soul"

Fig.

81, Screenshot from the Wikipedia entry, “Thinking about the immortality of the crab.”
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Watching sun sparkle off the wild late autumn fields after a hard rain, she remembers a joke:

A whale walks into a bar and sits down next to a guy.
The guy turns to him and wails,
“WOOOOOW\X/WOOOOOOOEEEEEEEEWWWOOONNNNWOOAAAAAAHHH
HHHHOOOOOOAAAAAAWOOOOOEEEEEEAAAAH..

iy N~ .-\——-\ Whale looks at the guy and says, “Man, you are tanked!”

Man says, “True.”

“But do you know why crabs never tip?”
“They’re shellfish.”

Fig. 82, found image of a shell bed. ‘




~ REPENRICES ~

——————

Fig. 83, detail, Look 9 by Maison
Margiela, Fall-Winter, 1999-2000.

Fig. 84, Au Natural by Sarah
Lucas, 1994.

EXTIMATE AESTHETICS

From Baumgarten through Kant or Hegel and Adorno through Bourriaud, the field of thought
called aesthetics is planted thick with ideas. In the tradition of Western granularity, these ideas have

been thoroughly discussed and debated by philosophers, and generally ignored by art students.

With mockery we say, an artwork is 700 aesthetic. By which we imply the work is shallow, without
intellectual substance. Or, with admiration we say, wow—they have a zerrific sense of aesthetics!
Meaning, they have really good taste. Taste as a shorthand for any number of predictable things.

Usually wealth or something that was once, grossly, called “breeding.”

WASHING INSTRy,
pater with gentle 5

Do not expose
melnehaﬂ:Z$
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My attitude aligns with ethnographer Stephen Muecke’s definition: “The aesthetic, in its original
meaning, is about sensitivities discovering their form....”'*” This description doesn’t throw away taste
but rather reorients it toward the sensual mouthy feel of taste on the tongue. When I hesitate on the
second half of the phrase, “sensitivities discovering their form,” I recall the restraint of hovering
fingertips over a loved one’s skin, the rushing awkwardness of toddlers
scrambling over beach stones, and the pickiness of palates, so absurd in
their enjoyments and dislikes (cayenne covered lollipops, stinky
anchovies, blood and milk). The ways in which, with ease, we find the
slightest visible variations. How just yesterday, when scanning my lavender

bed, I noticed the first bud of the season, still unopened. This distinction

Fig. 85, Found semi- could have been no more than five-millimeters across, and yet
diagrammatic image of the
tongue's mucus membrane X . .
featuring filiform and how easily I caught it from a distance of some twenty-feet. (My
fungiform papillae, which
contain tastebuds on their
upper surface. Generally red friend Sarah likes to say artists would make great crime scene
in colour, the accumulation of
the tongue’s papillae

resembles a microscopic coral

investigators, but we are focused on other things.)
reef.

And yet, with its evocation of terra nullius, I find Muecke’s use of “discover” difficult to swallow. But
here, sandwiched between “sensitivities” and “form,” discovery seems close to describing the
adventure of creation. And by adventure, I mean curiosity. And by curiosity, I mean the task of
asking questions, whether they be simple or complex. By drawing attention to the wild unknown

sensuousness of aesthetics, Muecke gets to the center of why—

Why mix flour and salt with Gatorade, urine, and chewed cacao leaves to form dough that will feed
ants and other critters? Why collect the green waste of lawnmowers and the charcoal of forest fires

then add these to wheat paste and soak the whole mixture into the supple cotton of used clothing?
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Why dissolve the subtle face of copper with wine and the oils of fingertips or toes? Why melt and

pour and cast and break everything and start the process all over again?

So that sensitivities might discover their form. And
with a straight face, I ask—what could be more

important?

To this understanding of aesthetics, I add the

modifying agential adjective, “extimate.”

Fig. 86, studio view,

In the first pages of Autobiography of Red (1998), Anne Carson space~form fruit salad, 2021.

explains how, unlike nouns, which name the world, or verbs, which activate the names, adjective are
inherently exterior—

...adjectives come from somewhere else. The word adjective (‘epitheton’ in Greek) is itself an
adjective meaning “placed on top,” “added,” “appended,” “imported,” “foreign.” Adjectives
seem fairly innocent additions but look again. These small imported mechanisms are in
charge of attaching everything in the world to its place in particularity. They are the latches
of being.'*®

Simply put, adjectives are called upon to add emphasis. To produce change. A shirt is just a shirt, but
an orange shirt is something special. To decide, “I will wear an orange shirt today” is to summon a
specific object, an object that designates an objective—whether that be to sponsor a certain political
party or recognize the generational trauma inflicted by Canada’s residential school system. Whatever

the reason, an orange shirt is a choice.

What latches does extimate form? How does #his adjective change an understanding of aesthetics?

Returning to the prefacing questions that Brian Massumi poses, “What new thoughts does it make
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possible to think? What new emotions does it make possible to feel? What new sensations and

perceptions does it open in the body?”'%’

As briefly mentioned in “Bedframes,” extimité is a linguistic knot linking “exteriority” with
“intimacy.” Coined by psychoanalyst Jacques Lacan, the term describes a process of intimate
exteriorization, wherein shared context is inhaled, and personal conditions exhaled, over and over,
literally and metaphorically.'”® And later summarized by scholar Jamil Khader as a means of
designating “a paradoxical mode of subjectivity in which binary oppositions such as inside and
outside, intimate and external or foreign, are spliced and conjoined to engender a radical zone of

indistinction that can be referred to as interiorexteriority.””! The porosity of existence.

I was introduced to the term by anthropologist Elizabeth Povinelli during a seminar hosted by the
Banff Research in Culture (BRiC) residency at the Banff Center in summer 2017. The program
brought together a selection of twenty early career scholars and artists to consider, “What might the
world look like in fifty years and what can we do to shape its future?” While the nation-state we
found ourselves in (so-called Canada) celebrated its sesquicentennial, our lungs filled with the dirty
air of anthropogenic climate change ravaging forests and communities across the western region of
Turtle Island (North America), a crisis that could only be understood within the long durée of racial

settler colonial capitalist extraction.

Upon arrival, my cohort was reminded that we had been assembled to employ our youthful
enthusiasms to look forward, tasked, as one organizer put it, “to determine a new lexicon for the
Left.” But on most days, we couldn’t see more than a couple dozen feet in front of us. Within these

conditions, as we breathed in that smoke-filled world and breathed out our smoke-filled bodies, the
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fraught extimate conditions of the situation was obvious: as we change the world, we are changed by

the world.

Throughout We Change Eveything We Touch and Everything We Touch Changes, my intention has been
to convey stories of extimate objects. I have reached for extimacy as a conceptual foundation to place
inside and outside within a state of visible tension. By foundation, I mean not the unshakable stuff
of bedrock, but a leaky sublayer that registers the indivisibility of exterior-objective forces within
interior-subjective experience. These objects have included Peruvian butterflies and my father’s death
rattle, Mobius strips and volcanic eruptions, the Voice and waking dreams, pain’s enunciation and

creative acts of all sorts.
To sum, I will state my conclusions in the form of a dream.'”?

There was a picnic on its surface,
this pearl,
a magic skin,
this mystical shell,
a gleaming amber moon.
Day poured into night,
light into darkness,
labour into pleasure.
Wine glasses left rings.
Salad dressing splashed.
Someone spilled the salt.
They had worked too hard.
Walked too far, too fast.
Feeling spacey,
bodies shifted position and for an hour, an age—
everything changed.
They moved from beings to becomings and good vibrations overflowed.
Carefully,
they took off habits,

put down jobs,



moved beyond limits of analysis,
crossed distances of difference.
And together, fell—
curious,

in dazzling arrays of particles, bursts, and clusters.
Chimes rang on the wind.
Everyone asked,
Was that a moth or a butterfly?

CHANGELINGS

We Change Eveything We Touch and Everything We Touch Changes is

accompanied by an exhibition at Gales Gallery, York University, T karonto

(Toronto) in Fall 2023. Here, I present a series of sculptural works individually titled

Change - form_Kore and collectively referred to as Changelings. Each work finds
form through various combinations of beeswax and dried plant material, with

the occasional scrap of paper, perhaps some sponge.'”?
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Fig. 87, Asiatic

Dayflower, 2022.

Since Changelings began populating my studio, very few words have attached themselves in terms of

description. I can point to several origins—the early obsession with faeries, which morphed into an

interest in arthropods and gastropods; the forceful history of shapeshifters in our relationship with

the more-than-human world, and by “our,” I mean every human culture I've encountered through

experience or text; a continued fascination with the poolside Narcissus/Echo encounter, both of

whom get an undeservedly bad rap; an image of a few half-formed survivors of the fire that swept

through London’s Madame Tussauds’ Wax Museum in 1925; also, in the enduring beauty of flowers

because, while I know nothing of the past or future, our special love for them remains—and as such,

is the only time machine I need.
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Of all these examples, I will pause on the image. Because after encountering it

in the short essay, “These Were Once Kings
and Queens in Wax” (2014), by David Serlin
in Cabinet Magazine, my practice changed.'”
The photograph was taken in the early
morning hours of 20 March 1925, following
a fire that overwhelmed the museum on

London’s Marylebone Road. News of the fire y '

similarly swept national and international

outlets. In one descriptive passage printed in Zhe Mﬂm/]@.vter‘ Fig. 88, survivors of the 1925 fire. ‘

Guardian (precursor to today’s Guardian), a reporter explains how “the wax models could be
distinctly heard sizzling.” But what of the smell? A cloud hung thick and dripping with old wool and
beeswax, lacquered teak and human hair, such ghastly smoke of history and celebrity mingling

together, huge and airborne.

As a symbol of catastrophe, revolution, and human survival, fire inhabits the interstice between
destruction and continuance. Fire is causal. Fire is symptomatic. Fire is viral. Fire
indiscriminately engulfs common spaces and common worlds. With a hypnotic flickering surface,
fire is our first subtle screen.

Primary documentation of the event exists today as silent newsreels surveying the destruction, which,
as Serlin suggests, seem to presage “the images of firebombed neighborhoods that Londoners would

come to know fifteen years later.”'”

First published in the premier Dutch weekly magazine, Her Leven [Life], the sepia-toned photograph
portrays a strange scene: a small group of life-sized wax figures gather amidst ruins, uncanny in

posture and appearance, sitting in states of semi-undress. Without their accompanying clothing and
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sets, the figures become apparently interchangeable. As Serlin claims, “One does not know if what
one is looking at was once a king or a servant, a revolutionary or a rogue, a statesman or a thief, a

torturer or the tortured.”'”®

The figures have experienced an ecstatic change, both literally and metaphorically. On the left, a
female form stretches both arms towards some purpose that is not altogether clear. To embrace her
lover? To weave a web? To climb the wall and escape this fate? The man posed to her right is pensive,
in a state of active listening, but to whom, and for what reason? My favourite is the only standing
figure, legs apart, arms bent at hip-height, expression both bored and formidable. I imagine him a
pirate who has seen too much and cares little, as evidenced by the decapitated heads lolling about his
feet. Then there is the figure sitting on the ground; while focusing attention solely on her, my belief
in their animism is nearly confirmed. With knees to chest, head leaning sympathetically skyward,
and eyes closed, she experiences either a moment of rest or spiritual communion, likely both. And
yet, despite these wild variations in form and stance (to use the same language with which I describe
my sculptural work in “Bedsores”), the wax figures lack possessive claims on individuality and
authenticity. They appear uncertain, their hold on material reality tentative, contingent, amenable,

poised between object and concept.

Returning to Changelings, like Tussaud’s figures and my sculptural work in general, each form is
caught mid-pose, an internal state of animation evident and yet temporally paused. This pause—this
pose—is an essential act of fiction. (By fiction, I mean what Martha Kenney describes as a fable, a
story “that teaches us to pay attention to our world in new ways.”)'”” The verb to pose comes from
“poiesis,” a word standing between “to make” and “to be made.” While often applied pejoratively

(he is such a poser), it also refers to a brief sphere of uncertainty in which we do not yet know what
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will happen. Strike a pose. Pose a question. Or, a threat. Whatever the case, posing is a potent state

within the process of creation.

And yet, for their part, I find that Changelings silently, persistently escapes all these definitions,

preferring the clicketyclacking clicketyclacking of pebbles kicked down the streets of our childhood, the
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“I'm on Fire”
Ella Dawn McGeough, 2019/2023
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“CHANGELINGS” Exhibition Documentation, Gales Gallery, York
University, 15-20 October 2023

Fig. 89, dream~form seasons, 2023.

Fig. 90, installation view, “Changelings” 2023.




Fig. 91, change~form Kore, 2023.

y
'

A

Fig. 92, detail view, change~form Kore, 2023.
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change~form yard, 2023.

93,

Fig.

change~form yard, 2023

detail view,

94,

Fig.
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~ L3157 OF FIGURES ~
Figure 1. Changelings Exhibition Poster, 2023. Ink on mineral 1
paper, digital collage; dimensions variable.
Figure 2. Found image of a sleepy bunny. 3
Figure 3. The Proposal by Frédéric Soulacroix (n.d.) altered by 5

@punk history, 2021. Digital meme.

Figure 4. Found image of an 19th century engraving of a 6
Procrustean bed.

Figure 5. Constantine’s Dream by Piero della Francesca from the 7
fresco cycle, the History of the True Cross, 1459—66. In-situ
fresco, Basilica of San Francesco in Arezzo, Italy.

The painting has been digitally altered to imagine a future
scraping away of those figures of historical importance until all
that remains are the bored attendant and strange winged-limb-
finger in the upper left corner, which arrives to mark neither
would-be emperor nor authorial triumph but the bed’s own
coziness.

Figure 6. Mom and me in her studio, circa 1986, photographer 9
unknown.
Figure 7. My Arms are Ready to Embrace the Universe with Love 11

(Four pulled out hide-a-beds) by Ken Lum, 1983. Furniture;
dimensions variable.

Figure 8. Found image of a sheep escaped to the mountains, after 13
six years and sixty pounds of excess wool, which offered a
protective fluff that wolves couldn’t penetrate.

Figure 9. Detail view, Between sky and earth by Tatiana Trouvé, 14
2012—. Copper, engraved text, paint, bronze, concrete, stone, and
aluminum; dimensions variable.

Trouvé’s outdoor installation in Dutchess County, upstate New
York includes bronze casts of used mattresses, shoes, blankets,
and boxes. Together, these objects interact with the dynamic
ecosystem surrounding them and develop an ever-changing memory-
scape of past works. In this image, mattresses and moving
blankets nestle within a grove of trees, waiting. The work
recalls Spinoza’s line about how “a body is at rest until it is
determined to motion by another.”!”

Figure 10. mooni and me, 2021. Digital image. 15
Figure 11. miwwi and sandal, 2022. Digital image. 15
Figure 12. Le Lit [The Bed] or Dans le 1lit [In the Bed] by Henri 17

de Toulouse-Lautrec, 1892. 0il on cardboard; 54 x 70.5 cm.

Figure 13. Four Women Asleep by Roland Penrose, 1937. Print from 18
color reversal film.
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Clockwise from top left, the surrealist artists: Lee Miller, Ady
Fidelin, Nusch Eluard, and Leonora Carrington.

Figure 14. Found image of person floating over foam indentation. 20
Figure 15. Documentation, dream~form mermaid, 2016. 25
Figure 16. Untilled (Liegender Frauenakt) [Reclining Female Nude] 25

by Pierre Huyghe, 2012. Concrete with beehive structure, wax, and
live bee colony; figure: 75 x 145 x 45 cm, base: 30 x 145 x 55 cm,
beehive dimensions variable.

Figure 17. dream~form mermaid, 2016. Stone, flour, salt, Gatorade, 26
huito, urine, various masticated plant material; dimensions
variable.

Figure 18. dream~form cloud, 2020. Soy and beeswax, mixed media, 29
found wood, vinyl, casters; cast: 33 x 33 cm.

Figure 19. dream~form slug, 2020. Soy and beeswax, mixed media, 29
found wood, vinyl, casters; cast: 32 x 32 cm.

Figure 20. The Unmade Bed by Eugéne Delacroix, 1827. 0il on 30
canvas; 90 x 117 cm.

Some say the painting hides the head of Medusa, wrapped in its
sheets .8

Figure 21. Sleeping Hermaphroditus by Gian Lorenzo Bernini, 1620. 31
Marble; 70 cm x 169 x 72 cm.

Figure 22. Das Bett [The Bed] by Katharina Grosse, 2004. Acrylic 32
on wall, floor and various objects; 280 x 450 x 400 cm.

Figure 23. Mattress Performance (Carry That Weight) by Emma 33
Sulkowicz, 2014—2015. XL twin mattress the same size and model as
the mattress provided by Columbia University Housing.

While a senior visual arts student at Columbia University,
Sulkowicz carried a fifty-pound mattress in protest of the
university’s decision not to expel her alleged rapist. In the
summer of 2014, Sulkowicz created the rules for her art project
which she painted on the walls of her studio in the university's
Watson Hall. These rules required her to carry the mattress on
university property, keep it on campus when she wasn't there, and
not ask for help, though she could accept it if offered.'®

Figure 24. miwwi asleep, 2021. Digital Image. 34

Figure 25. 0ld miner recipe for perogies found in the Nordegg 35
Cookbook, n.d.

Figure 26. Frida posing with her orthopedic corset by Juan 36
Guzman, ca. 1950s. Photograph; 4 x 5 inches.

After suffering a debilitating injury from a streetcar accident
when she was eighteen years old, Frida Kahlo wore plaster corsets
to support her spine for most of her life. She covered them with
drawings of tigers and monkeys, birds and communist symbols.



Kahlo once remarked that “they thought I was a surrealist, but I
wasn't. I never painted dreams. I painted my own reality."!8?
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Figure 27. Chrysalis in various states of opening, 2019. Digital 37
image.

Photograph taken during a trip to Victoria Butterfly Gardens with

my niece Kristy and her sweet son, Gregory.

Figure 28. Amore e Psiche [Cupid and Psyche] by Giuseppe Maria 39
Crespi, 1707-1709. 0Oil on canvas, 130 x 215 cm.

When Psyche’s curiosity risks her marriage to Eros, she is

instructed to undertake a series of purification trials, which has
subsequently been compared to the pain and transformation

undertaken by the caterpillar within the cocoon.!®’

Figure 29. Irises, 2018. Digital image. 40
Photograph taken in the courtyard gardens courtyard of Royal

Jubilee Hospital, Victoria, June 15, 2018.

Figure 30. A Tlingit shaman’s dance apron that, according to its 41
original collector, depicts a mosquito from the shaman’s dream,

ca. 1908.11

Figure 31. Talking Pillow by Laurie Anderson, 1977-1997. Pillow, 42
speakers, and media player; 25.4 x 25.4 x 15.24 cm.

When a viewer puts their head to the work’s pillow, they hear a
recording of Anderson’s voice. One listener, named Anna K., heard
lyrics from her 1993 song, “Tightrope.”

“TI am walking on a tight rope.

Backwards and Forwards.

Backwards and Forwards.

All my family is around me.

If T fall I will crush them [...]

A very thin line.

A line that is made by my blood.”!®

Figure 32. Found image of three cats tucked into bed. 43
Figure 33. Milk of Dreams Club Poster, 2021. Ink on mineral 43
paper; 35.5 x 28 cm.

Figure 34. Found image of young woman and cat with an impressive 46
bed/work set-up.

Figure 35. Black Power Naps: La Biblioteca is Open by Navild 48

Acosta and Sosa, Museum of Modern Art, New York, Jan 19-May 14,
2023. Mixed media installation; dimensions variable.

For this interactive project presented at MoMA in New York
visitors were invited to rest on plush polychrome pillows and
communal beds to take some downtime from the fatigues of looking
at art, while considering how “Black people in the United States
are twice as likely to get insufficient sleep compared with white
people.” A sleep-gap worsened for “those who are undocumented,
disabled, or at lower income levels.” Responding to these



concerns, the artists ask, “How can we dream when we don’'t
sleep? 8¢
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Figure 36. dream~form mask, 2021. Soy wax, coconut wax, and oil
pastels, 12.7 x 12.7 x 25.4 cm.

Mice nibbled the work during the author'’s absence.

49

Figure 37. You dreamt you could walk again by Carolee Schneemann,
1975. Excerpt from “The Kitch Portfolio,” 2015.

In a journal entry Schneemann recounts a dream about her life-
long collaborator, Kitch, an eighteen-year-old cat. After writing
“I dreamt you could walk again,” she crosses out “I,” replacing
it with “You” — "You dreamt you could walk again.” Blurring
human/cat boundaries, Schneeman offers a tender and beautiful
insight into the other beings that permeate our unconscious.'®’
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Figure 38. Bed Peace by John Lennon and Yoko Ono, 1969. Black
marker pen on white card; 71x 56cm.

This sign was made during their 1969 event “Bed-in for Peace” at
Montreal’s Queen Elizabeth Hotel, a week-long non-violent protest
from May 26 to June 1, 1969.'%8
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Figure 39. Dream Mapping by Susan Hiller, 1973.

Produced as an art event in an English meadow, the work was
composed of seven dreamers who slept for three nights inside
naturally occurring “fairy rings” formed by Marasmius oreades
mushrooms. Hiller describes the event as provocatively poised
between an experiment and performance, *“The field became a site
for dream experiences which were discussed and mapped the
following morning. The dream maps of each participant were
collected and copied onto transparent paper, sandwiched together,
and traced to compile a composite group map for each night.”?!®
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Figure 40. Screenshot of “Comrade Sugar” meme by @jimrosecircusl,
reposted by @CharoShane, reposted by @syrusmarcus, 2021.
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Figure 41. Sleeping Woman by Man Ray (Emmanuel Radnitzky), 1929.
Gelatin silver print (solarized); 16.5 x 21.6 cm.

53

Figure 42. Sleeping in the order of the slowing of time. A pillow
that has only been slept on by the botanist Dr. Doris V&th, a
pillow that only the archaeologist Dr. Britta Rabe has slept on,
and a pillow that has only been slept on by Dr. Gretta Alteby, a
tectonic geophysicist by Jason Dodge, n.d.

The three blue pillows signify three sleeping scientists. We
imagine the women who sleep on these pillows: the geophysicist
digging deep into the earth to study its development over
millions of years; the archaeologist excavating past
civilizations, uncovering artifacts of human belief and behavior;
and the botanist, working close to the earth’s surface, who
focuses on seasonal, cyclical time that spirals forth into the
future.??

55
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Figure 43. The Unmade Bed by Imogen Cunningham, 1958. Gelatin
silver print; 18.9 x 20.7 cm.

While discussing her book-length poem, The Blue Clerk (2018),
poet Dionne Brand remarked how lists and inventories find order in
dishevelment, to smooth unsettled times, a sentiment reminiscent
of the organizational list in “Bedlam.”!%!
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Figure 44. Found image of ekkykléma being used in a comedy.

Ekkykléma were wheeled platforms in Greek stage craft that
revealed interior scenes to the audience, particularly the
consequences of gruesome acts.!%
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Figure 45. Images of film stills from Hemlock Forest by Moyra
Davey, 2016. Video; 41:53.

In the lower right image, Davey eats marshmallows covered in
powdered sugar as homage to Chantal Akerman, who films herself
eating sugar in the 1974 film, Je, tu, il, elle [I, You, He, She],
1974. Davey expresses how following the filmmaker’s death in 2015,
she was engulfed by thoughts of Akerman.!®
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Figure 46. collecting grapevine, 2019. Digital Image.
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Figure 47. The Witch 1942, 2019-2022. ~14,600 pieces of grapevine
charcoal, copper, various tools (not pictured). Dimensions
variable.
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Figure 48. Installation image of Recliner, an exhibition by Julie
Beugin and Jessica Groome at Ackerstr. 81, Berlin, April 21,
2021.

Image includes:

Interlud by Julie Beugin, 2021. Acrylic, pencil and collage on
canvas; 130 x 160 cm.

Fastener by Julie Beugin, 2021. Acrylic, pencil and collage on
canvas; 120 x 160 cm.

Three Nudes (recliner) by Jessica Groome, 2021 (detail view).
Spray paint on paper and cardboard; dimensions variable.
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Figure 49. The Sofa by Henri de Toulouse Lautrec, ca. 1894-1896.
0il on cardboard, 62.9 x 81 cm.

Of the painting, artist Lizzy De Vita comments, “Rest is
frequently shown as something extra. Laziness or luxury. In the
world of this painting, rest is both ordinary and necessary: like
breathing, like love. Ordinary and also brimming with potential
for new worlds."'*
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Figure 50. Madonna della Pieta by Michelangelo Buonarroti, 1498-
1499. Marble; 174 cm x 195 cm.

70

Figure 51. Found image that expresses curiosity into centaur
sleep positions.
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Figure 52. Night is for Sleeping, Day is for Resting by Mowry
Baden (with Colin Baden), 1997. Concrete, steel; 268 x 1097 x 533
cm.

72



While waiting for the bus to take me to the Swartz Bay Ferry
Terminal, I often sit on its concrete mattress components at the
corner of Douglas and Blanshard Streets in Victoria. The work'’s
title arrives via John Philip Sousa, the American composer and
conductor primarily known for American military marches,
recalling his parents' differing views on time and productivity.
In reply to his mother’s complaints about her husband’s afternoon
nap, Sousa’s father would reply, “Elise, the night is for sleep,
and the day is for rest.” According to Baden, the phrase
“epitomizes the rest and relaxation that Victoria and her guests
seek. 1%
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Figure 53. AI-generated image constructed using web-based
platform DALL-E 2 with the prompt: “a top-down image of a messy
bed with blue sheets and several animals.”

72

Figure 54. Fragment of The Sleepers [les dormeurs] (Gloria K.
First Sleeper) by Sophie Calle, 1979. Gelatin silver prints; 12.6
x 18.4 cm.

Of her process Calle remarks:

“I asked people to give me a few hours of their sleep. To come
and sleep in my bed. To let themselves be looked at and
photographed. I took photographs every hour. I watched my guests
Sleep J 196
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Figure 55. Found image of a stromatolite, stratified fossilized
algae which preserves the first 1life on the planet.

I first came across these objects in Margaret Atwood’s short
story, “The Stone Mattress” (2011), learning how: “The word comes
from the Greek stroma, a mattress, coupled with the root word for
“stone.” Stone mattress: a fossilized cushion...”!’
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Figure 56. Film still, My Own Private Idaho by Gus Van Sant,
1991.

The film stars Keanu Reeves, as Scott Favor and River Phoenix, as
Mikey Waters, who suffers from narcolepsy.
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Figure 57. A monument of Odessa’s city founder Duke de Richelieu
was covered with sandbags for protection, amid Russia's invasion
of Ukraine on March 9, 2022.1!°®
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Figure 58. The Dreamer, 2020-2023. AI-generated digital image.
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Figure 59. Versailles by Eugéne Atget, 1924-1925. Albumen silver
print from glass negative; 17.5 x 21.9 cm.

Statue of the mythical Cretan princess Ariadne. Best known for
assisting Theseus escape the Minotaur, she was abandoned by the
hero on the island of Naxos. Afterwards, the god Dionysus finds
her sleeping, falls in love, and casts her jewelled crown skyward
to create the Corona Borealis constellation.!®’
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Figure 60. Wooden study of Blessed Ludovica Albertoni by Gian
Lorenzo Bernini, 1671. Terracotta; 19.5 x 46 x 20 cm.

84



The figure in the sculpture depicts Albertini, a pious noblewoman
whos lays on a mattress, her head thrown back on an embroidered
pillow in mystical communion — the deep, rippling folds of her
habit reflect the tension of her inner turmoil.?°°
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Figure 61. Digital image of a brush with beautiful green hair 84
sent to the author by a good friend.

Figure 62. Nature Study by Louise Bourgeois, 1986. Bronze, silver 86
nitrate patina; 15.2 x 25.4 x 17.8 cm.

Figure 63. Kratz by Urs Fischer, 2011. Cast aluminum, concrete, 87
aluminum, epoxy, fiberglass, wire mesh, epoxy primer, polyester

filler, one-component acrylic putty, urethane primer, polyester

paint, and acrylic polyurethane matte clearcoat; 192.4 x 224.8 x

64.8 cm.

Figure 64. Handwritten note, "The Definite Journey," translation 92
by Francis Patrick McGeough of "El viaje definitivo,” by Juan

Ramén Jiménez written on the occasion of his father’s death in

March 1974.2%

The text reads:

my version with apologies to Jimenez.

And I will leave. But the birds will stay singing —

And our garden will stay, with the water well

And the blue spruce singing; many afternoons

The skies will be blue its white clouds dreaming

And the people who loved me will pass away

But my spirit will always wander nostalgic

In the same recondite corner of our flowery garden.

— dad

Figure 65. Pearl Pet by Liz Magor, 2015. Polymerized gypsum, 94
polyethylene; 27 x 29 x 26 cm.

Figure 66. Recreation of the object checklist for One Bedroom 95
Apartment by Liz Magor, 1996.

Figure 67. Installation view, One Bedroom Apartment by Liz Magor, 96
Susan Hobbs Gallery, 1996. Found objects and plaster, dimensions
variable.

Figure 68. Crate containing ceramic dog for One Bedroom Apartment 97
at Susan Hobbs Gallery, Toronto, February 2023. Digital image.

Figure 69. Detail, One Bedroom Apartment by Liz Magor, Triangle 98
France, Marseilles in 2015. Found objects and plaster, dimensions
variable.

Figure 70. Sleeper #7 by Liz Magor, 1999. Silicone rubber, doll 99
head; 10.2 x 43.2 x 12.7 cm.

Figure 71. Installation view, dream~form fantasy, Support, 100

London, Ontario, 2021. Milk fabric, beeswax, resin, and jojoba
oil; dimensions variable.
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Figure 72. Installation view, dream~form moonmilk, Support,
London, Ontario, 2021. Cotton, ink, beeswax, resin, and jojoba
0oil; dimensions variable.

101

Figure 73. Look 6 by Pierpaolo Piccioli for Moncler, 2019.
Materials and dimensions unknown.

On the patterns and overall aesthetic of the collection, Piccioli
worked closely with the designer Liya Kebede, who owns the
sustainable and socially responsible Ethiopian label Lemlem.
Kebede and Piccioli specifically wanted to design a couture
collection with Black women in mind due to the historical
exclusion they face from European fashion brands.?2°

104

Figure 74. Look 9 by Maison Margiela, Fall-Winter 1999-2000.
Cotton, down (goose), shell, metal; 146 x 58 cm.

The coat was made in collaboration with Italian bedding
manufacturer Featherlite, the duvet coat was filled with down
feathers and featured detachable zipper sleeves.?%
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Figure 75. Abito Letto [Bed Dress] by Cinzia Ruggeri, 1986.
Materials and dimensions unknown.

When asked if other designers referencing her work made her
angry, Ruggeri responds that she didn’t really care, “You know
what? I don't give a damn, it means that not everything was
lost. "2
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Figure 76. Design from Viktor & Rolf’s Autumn/Winter 2005-06 from
the Bedtime Story collection.?%
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Figure 77. Installation view, Untitled by Felix Gonzalez-Torres,
1991. Billboard; dimensions variable.

Billboard was installed on Van Dam Street near Queens Boulevard,
Queens, New York City, February 20—March 18, 2012.
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Figure 78. Studio view, Sleep Country by Patrick Cruz, 2022.
Cinderblock, stone; 61 x 20.5 x 162.5 cm.

106

Figure 79. Partially buried sofa by Ken Lum, 1984/2018. Mixed
media; dimensions variable.
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Figure 80. Screenshot of the Wikipedia entry, *“Thinking about the
immortality of the crab” set against Ceres by Osmar Schindler,
1900-1903. 0il on canvas; 120 x 180 cm.?2%
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Figure 81. Screenshot of the Wikipedia entry, *“Thinking about the
immortality of the crab.”

111

Figure 82. Found image of a shell bed.

112

Figure 83. Detail, Look 9 by Maison Margiela, Fall-Winter, 1999—
2000.

113

Figure 84. Au Natural by Sarah Lucas, 1994. Mattress, melons,
oranges, cucumber, and water bucket; 84 x 168.8 x 144.8 cm.

113
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Figure 85. Found semi-diagrammatic image of the tongue's mucus 114
membrane featuring filiform and fungiform papillae, which contain
tastebuds on their upper surface. Generally red in colour, the
accumulation of the tongue’s papillae resembles a microscopic

coral reef.

Figure 86. Studio view, space~form fruit salad, 2021. Copper; 115
dimensions variable.

Figure 87. Asiatic Dayflower, 2022. Digital image. 118
A beautiful blue ink is easily extracted from these common, tiny
flowers.

Figure 88. Survivors of the fire at Madame Tussaud’s. Photograph 119
published in Het Leven, Amsterdam, March 1925.

Figure 89. dream~form seasons, 2023. Rebar, beeswax, pigment, 126
seasonal fruits and vegetables; 167 x 90 x 30 cm.

Figure 90. installation view, “Changelings” 2023. 126
Figure 91. change~form Kore, 2023. Beeswax, plant material; 127
dimensions variable.

Figure 92. detail view, change~form Kore, 2023. 127
Figure 93. change~form Yard, 2023. Copper, fabric, wax, plinths, 128
marble, and various objects; dimensions variable.

Figure 94. detail view, change~form Yard, 2023. 128
Figure 95. Day Bed by Mona Hatoum, 2008. Black finished steel; 137
31.5 x 219 x 98 cm.

Figure 96. SLEEPING PIECE I, SLEEPING PIECE 2 by Yoko Ono, 1960. 166
Text work published in Grapefruit, 1964.

Figure 97. My Bed by Tracy Emin, 1999-2000. Box frame, mattress, 183

linens, pillows, and various objects; dimensions variable.

2
ﬁ;‘/////ﬂﬁ

Hatoum, 2008.

Fig. 95, Day Bed by Mona
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~ ENR NOTES ~

1. Brian Massumi, “Translator's Foreword,” in A Thousand Plateaus:
Capitalism and Schizophrenia (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota
Press, 2014), xv.

2. Gilles Deleuze, The Fold: Leibniz and the Baroque, translated
by Tom Conley (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1993); My
metaphor of the messy bed draws upon Deleuze's concept of “the fold”
in which he describes matter and space as intertwined in continuous
folds, creating complex and dynamic multiplicities. These folds
represent a way to understand the interconnectedness and fluidity of
reality, blurring the boundaries between different forms and
dimensions; Elizabeth Grosz, “The Future of Feminist Theory: Dreams
for New Knowledges,” in Undutiful Daughters: New Directions in
Feminist Thought and Practice (London: Palgrave MacMillan, 2012), 15.
Further, my understanding of a concept’s utility draws from Grosz who,
as demonstrated in the quote below, applies a sculptural efficacy to
their potential:

We need concepts in order to think our way in a world of forces we
do not control. Concepts are not a means of control, but forms of
address that carve out for us a space and time in which we may
become capable of responding to the indeterminate particularity of
events. Concepts are thus a way of addressing the future, and in
this sense are the conditions under which a future different from
the present—the very goal of every radical politics—becomes
possible. Concepts are not premonitions, ways of predicting what
will be; on the contrary, they are modes of enactment of new
forces; they are themselves the making of the new.

3. Isabelle Stengers, *“Reclaiming Animism,” e-flux 36 (July 2012),
https://www.e-flux.com/journal/36/61245/reclaiming-animism/. Throughout
my practice, I apply Stengers’ reasoning that “Some people love to
divide and classify, while others are bridge-makers—weaving relations
that turn a divide into a living contrast, one whose power is to
affect, to produce thinking and feeling.”

4. Peter Linebaugh, “Introduction,” in Re-Enchanting the World:
Feminism and the Politics of the Commons (Toronto, ON: Between the
Lines, 2018), xvii.

5. Silvia Federici, Re-Enchanting the World: Feminism and the
Politics of the Commons (Binghamton NY: PM Press), 8.

6. Reclaiming, “Kore Chant (Reclaiming - Chants: Ritual Music),”
YouTube video, 3:57, December 20, 2011,
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nVwF34LcZCg.

7. Laura Sammartino, *“Archaeologies of the Greek Past: Kore,”
Joukowsky Institute for Archaeology & the Ancient World, Brown
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University, accessed July 9, 2023,
https://www.brown.edu/Departments/Joukowsky Institute/courses/greekpas
t/4794.html. Kore or Cora (/'koliril/ KOR-ee; Greek: Kopn, romanized:
Kéré, lit. the maiden) also refers to “kore,” plural “korai” — a style
of freestanding archaic Greek stone sculpture related to caryatids,
often depicted wearing heavy elaborate drapery; Octavia Butler,
Parable of the Sower (New York: Four Walls Eight Windows, 1993), 19;
Isabelle Stengers, *“Reclaiming Animism”; I first learned of the Kore
Chant by way of philosopher Isabelle Stengers, whose article
introduces the radical work of Starhawk — an ecofeminist neopagan
witch who calls upon intersectional politics to fight systemic
oppression. Emphatically, Stengers applies Starhawk’s warning that
“The smoke of the burned witches still hangs in our nostrils” when we,
as academics, dismiss methods which serve to destabilize Western
hegemonic conventions as so-called “magical thinking.” A reminder to
those of us who work within the institution “are the heirs of an
operation of cultural and social eradication,” despite many of our
best endeavors to tear down the walls from the inside.

8. Sheila Sheikh, “More-than-Human Cosmopolitics,” in Propositions
for Non-Fascist Living: Tentative and Urgent (Cambridge, MA: BAK and
MIT Press, 2019), 127-128.

9. My understanding of the complexity of we’s plurality is
influenced by a seminar with Elizabeth Povinelli at the Banff Centre
for Creativity in the summer of 2017. Further reading: Elizabeth A.
Povinelli, Geontologies: A Requiem to Late Liberalism (Durham, NC:
Duke University Press, 2016).

10. By paying attention to how “we” is applied conversationally, I
have come to understand that the speaker’s individual subject position
is often used to encompass everyone else in the room, as a default —
particularly when the speaker is white, able-bodied, middle-class,
university educated, with a political sensibility falling somewhat
left of middle. The act of embracing those around you in solidarity
may have the unintended (and violent) consequence of
alienating/othering those who do not share your subject position. This
was made evident after a fellow graduate student directed me to check
my use of "we” after unintentionally performing this presumption.

11. The decision to lean into a pluralized pronoun recalls Gilles
Deleuze and Felix Guattari’s introduction to A Thousand Plateaus,
which begins with a discussion of their collaborative writing process
in their previous work, Anti-Oedipus (1972); Gilles Deleuze and Félix
Guattari, “Introduction: Rhizome,” in A Thousand Plateaus: Capitalism
and Schizophrenia (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 2014),
1. They write:

Since each of us was several, there was already quite a crowd.
Here we have made use of everything came within range, what was
closest as well as farthest away. We assigned clever pseudonyms to
prevent recognition. Why have we kept own names? Out of habit,
purely out of habit. To make ourselves unrecognizable in turn. To
render imperceptible, not ourselves, but what makes us act, feel,
and think. Also because it’s nice to talk like everybody else, to
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say the sun rises, when everybody knows it's only a manner of
speaking. To reach, not the point where one no longer says I, but
the point where it is no longer of any importance whether one says
I. We are no longer ourselves. Each will know his own. We have
been aided, inspired, multiplied.

12. Isabelle Stengers, Cosmopolitics I (Minneapolis: University of
Minnesota Press, 2010), 56-70.

13. CBC Archives, “When Vancouver Real Estate Prices Were Falling
in 1982,"” CBC/Radio-Canada, August 18, 2020,
https://www.cbc.ca/archives/when-vancouver-real-estateprices-were-
falling-in-1982-1.5680987.

1l4. I hardly remember a time when extended family members were not
staying with us. Cousins mainly. Men in their early twenties, from
families far more prosperous than ours, would arrive unbidden and
spend several months on pull-out couches. Generally lethargic,
expecting dinner without chores or contribution. Killing time and
enjoying the warmer weather of the west coast’s climate.

15. “Inflation Calculator,” Statistics: Tools and resources, Bank
of Canada, accessed July 9, 2023.
https://www.bankofcanada.ca/rates/related/inflation-calculator/.

16. Walter Benjamin, “On the Concept of History,” in
Illuminations, ed. Hannah Arendt, trans. Harry Zohn (New York:
Schocken Books, 1968), 257.

17. Judith Butler, Notes Toward a Performative Theory of Assembly
(Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 2015), 58; Jonas Staal,
“Assemblism,” e-flux 80 (March 2017), 5. Responding to Butler, artist
Jonas Staal suggests that the term “precariat” could stand in for “the
proletariat” of the twenty-first century.

18. Anna L. Tsing, Mushroom at the End of World: On the
Possibility of Life in Capitalist Ruins (Princeton, NJ: Princeton
University Press, 2015), 20.

19. Oolafémi O. Taiwo, Elite Capture: How the Powerful Took Over
Identity Politics (And Everything Else) (Chicago: Haymarket Books,
2022), 71. This is a response to the realization experienced by writer
James Baldwin “that the things that most tormented him ‘were the very
things that connected me with all the people who were alive, or who
had ever been alive.’” Quoted in Jane Howard, *“Doom and glory of
knowing who you are,” LIFE Magazine, May 24, 1963, 89.

20. Silvia Federici, Re-Enchanting the World, 1.

21. Karen Barad, Meeting the Universe Halfway: Quantum Physics and
the Entanglement of Matter and Meaning (Durham, NC: Duke University
Press, 2007), ix. As Barad emphasizes in the preface, “This book is
about entanglements. To be entangled is not simply to be intertwined
with another, as in the joining of separate entities, but to lack an
independent, self-contained existence. Existence is not an individual
affair.”; Denise Ferreira da Silva, “On Difference Without
Separability,” Incerteza viva (Live Uncertainty), 32a Sao Paulo Art
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Biennial, 2016, 57—65. da Silva applies the phrase, “difference without
separability” to critique the binary thinking that permeates Western
thought, where differences are often used to isolate specific peoples,
usually those disenfranchised by settler-colonialism. Instead, she
proposes an alternative framework that recognizes difference as
inseparable and intertwined, arguing that it cannot be understood in
isolation but should be comprehended within a complex web of
relations, entanglements, and interactions; Donna Haraway, *“The
Camille Stories: Children of Compost,” in Staying with the Trouble:
Making Kin in the Chthulucene (Durham, NC: Duke University Press,
2016), 134-168. Through fabled telling’s of “children of compost”
Haraway defines symbiogenesis as the “curious practice of becoming-with
others for a habitable, flourishing world.”; Elizabeth A. Povinelli,
Between Gaia and Ground: Four Axioms of Existence and the Ancestral
Catastrophe of Late Liberalism (Durham, NC: Duke University Press,
2021); Elizabeth A. Povinelli, *“Acts of Life: Ecology and Power,”
Artforum, June 2017, accessed May 17, 2023,
https://www.artforum.com/print/201706/acts-of-life-ecology-and-power-
68689; Elizabeth A. Povinelli, “The Four Axioms of Existence,”
Department of Rhetoric’s Fall Colloquium, University of California,
Berkeley, Berkeley, CA, October 25, 2018. Povinelli locates the
“extimacy of existence” (defined as “the internal exteriority and
external interiority of all existents relative to one another”) as the
first of four axioms of existence; the remaining include: 2) “the
collapse of western distinctions and hierarchies of existence, most
significantly that between Life and Nonlife, the biological and
geological;” 3) “the distribution of the effects of power and the
power to affect a given terrain of existence; and 4) “the multiplicity
and collapse of forms of the event.” While Povinelli uses the phrase
“extimacy of existence” repeatedly during several lectures and
articles, for Between Gaia and Ground she follows Barad’s more
familiar use of “entanglement” in lieu of “extimacy”; Isabelle
Stengers, Cosmopolitics I (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press,
2010); Cosmopolitics II, (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press,
2011). For Stengers, cosmopolitics is a theoretical approach that
emphasizes the need to rethink and redefine politics beyond the confines
of human-centric perspectives. It seeks to acknowledge and include
non-human entities, such as nature, animals, and the environment, as
active participants in the political realm; Jane Bennett, Vibrant
Matter: a Political Ecology of Things, (Durham, NC: Duke University
Press, 2010). Vibrant Matter explores the agency and vitality of non-
human entities, from minerals to plants and even inanimate objects,
challenging conventional notions of matter as passive and lifeless. In
her work, Bennett contends that acknowledging the vibrancy and
vitality of these entities can lead to more ethical and inclusive
understandings of the world, blurring the boundaries between human and
non-human, while encouraging a deeper sense of interconnectedness with
the more-than-human world; Federici, Re-enchanting the World. Federici
uses the term “commonism” to advocate for collective ownership and
control of resources, challenging capitalist and patriarchal systems
while promoting solidarity and care for marginalized communities;
ruangrupa, curator, documenta 15, Kassel, Germany from June 17 to
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September 25, 2022; “About,” documenta fifteen, accessed August 15,
2022, https://documenta-fifteen.de/en/about/. As an Indonesian
collective, ruangrupa hinges their curatorial methodology on the
receptive concept of “lumbung,” as a kind of expanded-architectural
container for ideas, people, and the things we produce. Lumbung can be
translated as a communal building used to store rice in rural
Indonesia “where a community’s harvest is gathered, stored and
distributed according to jointly determined criteria as a pooled
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Fig. 97, My Bed by Tracy Emin, 1999-2000.

Every assembly resists logic. It contains entities and
elements that fail to add up. This resistance to
essentialism is a resistance to containment, to
comprehension, and provides the key to its endurance.

What cannot be understood cannot be defeated.
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