Love Letters

How can one create and strengthen relationships within the world, whether they are with friends, family or participants/viewers of a project?  How can I talk about that need? 

I write a love letter to a friend, a family member, a stranger.  What does it mean to each of these people?  Do I find some quality in them that they do not themselves see?  Does the recipient find it reassuring to be acknowledged through such a gesture?  Or does it alienate them?  Does it minimize our isolation, if even only momentarily? 

Do art projects demand love or recognition from their viewers?   

There are many contradictions inherent in engaging such questions in an art context.  By displaying private and intimate communications in a public setting and inviting scrutiny and comparison by presenting love letters as a group (potentially robbing them of their uniqueness), one runs the risk of alienating the recipients (and/or viewers), rather than creating intimacy.  The project aims to nurture dialog around these contradictions rather than resolve them.

Within this framework, further issues arise:  How are the elemental bonds between myself and those in my life affected when something as intimate as a love letter is made public through the art world?  How are the connections changed when the letters are exhibited as one of many, rather than standing alone?  How do people respond to getting a love letter as part of an art project?  Does it make the love letter more or less meaningful?  Change the meaning or have no impact? How can a love letter be shared publicly without being depleted of substance?

Is it alienating and isolating rather than comforting? It is instructive to contemplate the motivations behind such an act.  Does exhibiting letters I write to others act as a means of elevating myself?  Of manipulating how others might think of me?  Does it have to do with who I want to be or rather how I want to be seen by others?  Perhaps the motivation is an expression of a more profound question of how I am in the world.

I wonder how deeply I can share intimacy and with how many people; whether in trying to communicate that to viewers they might differently consider love themselves.

Obligation 

This line of questioning ultimately leads us into the terrain of obligation as a tool of social reinforcements.  I feel that debt and obligation are intrinsic to the love letter as gift, and beyond that, and beyond that, debt and obligation are a basic necessary glue for the bonds between individuals and between populations.  This fundamental character of deep human connection prompts one to ask, what are the specific expectations that one creates with a love letter?  Does the love expressed make the recipient feel they must respond, either in kind (that is, with a letter) or through some other favor when the sender is in need?

Creating an obligation is one mode of building relationships, and by extension community and society.  Obligation has a particular quality, as distinguished from social bonds built through coercion, and in some underlying ways it encompasses both.  The Love Letters highlight different types of interpersonal obligation:  expected (such as with familial or romantic relationships), ‘freely’ chosen (such as with friends), and gratitude (such as the bond created as a result of altruistic acts).

The depth and character of obligation is a very different matter (and thus more tenuous and potentially unsuccessful) between freely chosen relationships, such as between friends.  With family there pre-exists an expectation of obligation and debt, a kind of built in assumption of responsibility and permanence, as well as, often times, a lingering sense of guilt if one doesn’t fulfill those assumptions and expectations.

Unless the relationship is strictly tit-for-tat, obligations between family members or romantic partners have complex histories and counter-obligations attached.  It is less clear whether a generous gesture is ‘repayment’ or a new ‘gift’.  

Commitment over time is what builds up these layers of complexity.  Indeed, mature, close friendships take on this emotional timbre much more than what I described as ‘freely’ chosen relationships.  These relationships (where exchanges of obligation are assumed and expected) depend upon the willingness to become obligated, to freely, eagerly go into debt.  This is an important, yet frequently overlooked, aspect of love.  The Love Letters acknowledge my debt to the recipients, at the same time that they might impose a new debt or obligation on the beloved.  However, the viewer/reader is left to draw her or his own conclusions about whether a recipient perceived an obligation, or whether the recipient’s reaction was intended as a type of payment, and ultimately, how such ‘debts’ and ‘payments’ impact the quality of a given relationship.

Familial Love

One of the most profoundly influential bonds in a person’s life is that with her or his parents.  To an enormous extent, parents or guardians write the script we follow throughout our lives for “how to be” in all sorts of relationships—romantic, familial, banal and everyday, and even relationships with peers.  If we are neglected by our parents, we learn that self-sufficiency and dependency are particularly loaded qualities in relationships; if we experience overt emotional manipulation, we find it all the more difficult to learn trust and openness with others.  But beyond learning the quality or flavor of how we form social bonds, we fundamentally learn how to love ourselves (either well, poorly, or not at all).  In a sense the care we receive cuts a deep groove into our psyche that plays over and over again; it shapes our sense of worth.   This actually becomes part of our brain physiology creating networks between an event and the memories it provokes--be they emotional or neurological etcetera--and our response.

Emotional connection plays a profound role in our physical well-being.  This has been shown in research that led to Attachment theory which asserts that:

“being loved matters—and more than that, it matters who loves us and whom we love in return.  It’s not just a matter of the warm body holding the bottle; it’s not object love at all; we love specific people and we need them to love us back.”   

Research in the 1940s and 50s demonstrated that children have a physical need for the affection of their parents—that being deprived of physical contact and affection significantly contribute to weakened immune systems, higher infection rates and death.   Children need attention of all sorts in order to thrive; be it physical emotional or intellectual it stimulates their emotional growth and well being.  It is this profound need that sets the backdrop for the tenor and quality of the relationship with our parents.

In my own childhood, my father’s strong belief systems had an immense impact upon my ways of being and interacting.  My father filled my childhood with the ideas of Carl Sagan, Darwin, Dawkins:  in other words, science and its suppositions.  The narrative framework consisted of how we are all apes, primates—not so different from chimps (resolving issues with violence) and bonobos (resolving issues with sex) ; that we live in a universe without absolute meaning and more immense than we could possibly imagine.  My dad would sit with me for hours on end and talk about the cosmos, the universe and the relationship of humankind to animals.  He would ask me where the universe ends, ”Is there a wall? Then what is beyond that wall?”  He passed on to me a sense of the infinite.  My mother was fascinated with Buddhism and taught me its ideas and precepts.  She would tell me to step back from an emotion, or to try to experience it from another vantage point, to try to see it in the context of time and space, to imagine looking down the scene.  My mom also spoke to me about ways of being and experiencing, she used the analogy of a jungle; if we always go the same way, over time, it will create a path.  She instilled in me a sense of how small we are within the context of the universe, the span of time.  A string of thought; that not knowing is as real, as important, as knowing, and for me this is soothing to accept.

Consequently, as I live, in the background of my mind there is always the thought that I am small…nothing really; at least nothing important beyond myself and those in my life, and that each thought, deed, or action is natural, a part of being a human, which is to say, an animal.  I am some tiny particle within the setting of this enormous place, this span of time. For this very reason, I loved Dr. Seuss’ Horton Hears a Who, to imagine that an entire population lives on a particle of dust--well, a particle of dust to an elephant--but for that population, for those people, it is a world.  One’s attitude, one’s sense of self and world is remarkably dependent upon where one stands.  

This is also true of the Love Letters.  One relates to the letters differently depending on position, from my position as author, to that of the individual recipient, to the viewer who experiences a cacophony of seemingly repetitive phrases such as, “I love you”.  These shifts in perspective make for a range of very different experiences for those involved.  For some it is intimate; for others, potentially alienating.  These very contradictions are what stun me.

The two letters to my parents express gratitude for what they gave me; and at the same time, attempt to give back to them recognition for who they have become, and who they have wished to be.  

A notable difference in the letters to my mom and dad is that I express quite a bit of gratitude to my father for his support, whereas that is mostly absent from the letter to my mother.  This is a result of my desire/attempt to focus on my relationship with each recipient and address her or him individually, without following any pre-existing format.  

My gift to them was trying to reflect back to them the qualities and accomplishments that they have cultivated and valued in themselves.  

In short, a reflection that describes how they wish to be seen.  My mother told me she felt I captured what is most meaningful to her about herself; what matters to her and what she works toward and aspires to in her life.  She felt that her child had seen and acknowledged her, and she now keeps the letter on her coffee table in the living room so that it is accessible and a part of her daily life.  

Tribal Love

I want a tribe. I am a social being who is searching for inclusion, love, acceptance, success, and to be part of a troupe.  I somehow think that has been diminished and devalued in modern life, and I am compelled by it.  I have love and friends; yet I wonder what it takes to connect with another human being.  How can I forge relationships with others?  And to trust others or relationships completely?  Is that ever possible?

Another mode of building relationships (as distinct from obligation) revolves around the aggregation of smaller displays of affection and acts of engagement:  gossip.  Robin Dunbar did research concluding that gossiping between humans serves the same function as grooming in other primates – to build social bonds and alliances within a social unit.  While apes spend up to 20% of their time grooming each other, gossip (using language) is quicker, more efficient and allows bonding with a larger group.   The content of gossip is stories and anecdotes, yet the underlying value of gossip is that it is a verbal form of sharing.  This form of sharing (in service of social bonds) exists on a continuum of relationship building activities.  

Part of my impetus to make public the Love Letters, is to engage this mode of relationship building specifically to deepen the level of ‘gossip’ bonding, to push the limits of its possibilities.  The Love Letters are activated on different levels of the continuum, in that they themselves create additional stories:  a recipient has an emotional experience with the letter (which creates an interior narrative); she or he passes that on to others through discussion of her or his feelings about receiving the letter; additionally, my interactions with the recipients in asking for the letters to loan for the show created a whole new layer of narratives/dialogues bringing up the contradictions and paradoxes mentioned earlier; a viewer in a gallery who experiences the letters from a more voyeuristic point of view, may try to reconstruct a story about me (the writer) and interweave it with the recipients.  The viewers are also creating their own stories of their experiences with the letters, regardless of how they react, they instigate interpretations and narratives that get passed and serve to connect yet more people. 

At the heart of this work is the desire to propagate relationships – relationships with participants, with viewers, with friends and family, with anyone who is interested in an interaction and communication.  Whether finite or infinite, I am interested in creating new bonds and strengthening the old.  I think of it is a generative, rhizomatic impulse—an urge to propagate lateral connections in an evolving network.  Deleuze and Guattari, in discussing the rhizome, attributed much to the immanence of desire, a force motivating the assemblages of our human, psychosocial machinery.  Through the immanent, generative movement of this desire, the Love Letters infiltrate and erode the boundaries between the institutional systems of the art world, the accepted distancing norms of social behavior, and the private and intimate emotions of ‘real’ life.

Of the Love Letters, one particular group of letters—written recently to people with whom I formed friendships during my teenage years, when I ran away from home and was living on the streets—highlight this urge toward forming a tribe.  Not just the urge during that period of my life.  It also highlights the attempt, through writing these letters, to re-establish those connections.  Many of the recipients knew each other—and thus a portrait of a community emerges through them.

Tiffiny, Karl, Mimi, and Bronwen were peer friends of mine.  By writing to them, I was reaching out to very old friends, and reviving an intensely shared period of time, recollecting our bonds.  One of my key bonding experiences with Karl and Mimi, who know one another, was a night of painting in Karl’s tree house, looking at the stars through a telescope.  It exists as a point in space/time experienced collectively, revived through this common memory—the sharing of which attempts to establish a ‘new’ emotional connection and strengthen the old.  It also paints a portrait of my world, of my ‘socially informed body’—of the relationships between others in my world, as seen through my eyes.

There is also a love letter to Tiffany, my oldest friend, and to Kenny, her boyfriend, with whom I’ve also become friends.   Because of who we are, and of our relationship to one another, I was comfortable writing each of them separate letters, appreciating each individually.  There was an accepted hierarchy wherein Tiffiny and I have a core, long-term relationship and, while I love Kenny and he has become a part of my “tribe,” my connection with him is not as deep.  It is more peripheral, both because it is a newer friendship, and he is a different person than Tiffiny.

Kenny, Tiffany’s boyfriend, called my answering machine and just said, "I love you too" without identifying himself.  Tiffiny didn’t open her letter for nearly 2 weeks.  She took it everywhere anticipating reading it.  Once opened, she continued to carry the letter with her up until the time she loaned it to me for the show.  She was resistant to giving the letter up even for a temporary period of time.  

The situation with Chris and Jessica as a couple, was very different from Tiffiny and Kenny, as we all acknowledge a relationship of equal depth and I first got to know them as a couple.  This made their letters intrinsically more difficult, as did the fact that within their relationship they are a bit competitive.  I was not comfortable writing separate letters to Chris and Jessica.  I tried and then realized it was possible that it might not be received as I intended. Thus I wrote a single letter, addressed to both of them, which was strained by my justifiable fear that had I written them separately, they would have compared letters, creating tension and being detrimental rather than something positive. This letter became a love letter to a couple, rather than to two individuals.  While the bond with them as a couple is reinforced, the letter itself feels weaker, more tenuous. 

Some examples of how the project has strengthened and re-established friendships are in my letters to Donna, Kaibrina and my letter to Lily.  The effects were unexpected, and confirm the mutable and unpredictable aspect of the rhizomatic nature of this ‘tribal’ network of relationships.

To Donna, I wrote, “I am in awe of the way you give to others.” She read her letter on the BART, and it made her cry.  She said it was amazing to receive something that talked of her positive attributes, about herself in the context of friendship, as opposed to coming from a parent or from someone expected (such as from a lover for St. Valentines day), but rather from a friend, someone who is not part of your family or an intimate partner.  She said that she never expected a love letter from a friend.  

Kaibrina has been a peripheral friend for many years.  The letter I wrote her and then the one she wrote in return brought about a change in our relationships scope.  Here are some excerpts:

“I will not wait for love passively—but will search for it, like an adventurer in pursuit of treasure. […] I have found bits of gold between my toes, diamonds in cavernous depths, things that sparkled and turned out to only be bits of trash left by other pilgrims and pioneers. […] You are willing to risk whatever it takes to find your treasures. […] So I congratulate you on your heartbreak.”

Another example is my letter to Lily, my closest friend from when I was an undergraduate.  She and I did everything together:  attending lectures, shows, classes, openings.  Then we had a falling out, or rather she did.  It appears that it was a pattern of hers to have a falling out with girl friends she had had.  In the past 5 or 6 years, we have had minimal contact. I sent her a love letter and hadn't gotten any response from her.  However, when I wrote her an email asking to borrow the letter for the show, which in itself has been so difficult to do with certain people, she wrote back.  After another exchange of emails, I called her and we spent 2 hours on the phone, reconnecting.  The result is that we are going to try to meet in New York over the summer to spend time to together.  Perhaps the most interesting aspect of this to me is that it wasn’t the love letter itself that initiated an interaction but the request for its return.

Selfish Altruistic Love/Esteem and Reciprocal altruism

I wrote a letter Viv, who to me embodies the spirit of altruism—of giving and generosity without the expectation of a return.  I was and am deeply appreciative to Viv for taking me in, caring for me, and generously sharing love with me at a time in my life when I was particularly vulnerable and needed such support and care.  Viv is an effulgence, not just for me but also for many others, of love and giving.  

This letter leads back to the broader question of the possibility of altruism (back to Derrida’s thesis of the impossibility of a gift), and more specifically, to the question of whether art can be altruistic (giving and sharing of itself to unknown viewers):  Can a person who doesn’t know me but who reads the letter in a gallery setting have feelings about or for me, for others, for the letter’s recipient.  In other words, can these handwritten words on paper invoke empathy with people not even there?  Some of the recipients were moved to write letters to their families and beloved (and those recipients in turn etc.) thus extending the gesture through several generations of love letters.  I wonder how the mere existence of such letters could impact a viewer whose only involvement is reading a love letter in a gallery.  Perhaps, the making-public of the Letters (while potentially undermining them—making them objects of curiosity, or worse, vanity) could touch a viewer; impress her or him with its sincerity and vulnerability.  

Not only does this project explore my need for relationships and intimacy with the people in my life (from my parents and friends, to my lover and people to whom I was once close but no longer see), it also presents my direct desire to connect with viewers--strangers that come to the gallery and who I, as an artist, rely on not only for recognition but also for the cognitive work of completing the piece (by viewing it, reacting to it, and potentially extending it). 

Where does the ‘publication’ of the letters locate itself in the space between ironic cynicism and naive optimism?  It's at once a place of contradictions and ambivalence, of failure and of hope against failure, and of reaching out beyond loneliness and isolation.  It is also the space of destructiveness that necessarily constitutes relations with other...of the profound difficulty in connecting, repairing, and loving.  Perhaps these difficulties are an integral developmental challenge, which must be grappled and reckoned with, to prepare us for the magnanimity of loving.  Perhaps the conflicts and struggles are what make love so meaningful. I wonder whether minimizing those contradictions and difficulties, is to minimize love itself.  

In fact, the act of seeking love and of building interpersonal bonds embodies an inherent contradiction in the human experience—we experience others (and their desires) as obstacles to our own selfish drives, yet we also need and crave communion with others.  We are compelled to build a ‘union of contraries.’   It is out of this inherently tense and contradictory space, that I seek to provoke a new dialog about intimacy among viewers--people who don’t experience it first hand but encounter it in an art world setting.  It is out of this contradiction that I ask if the viewer could become a recipient.  I am curious to explore the gaps between the more public love we seek through art making and the private love we find with individuals.  Ross Bleckner once said, “If my art really has brought me love, that’s what it means.  If not, it will have failed me at the deepest level.”  

Because these publicly exhibited Love Letters include a letter to the viewer, with the intention of being read by the viewer, they seek to side-step clichés of voyeurism, and directly invite the viewer to participate in my revelation and investigation of love.  When the viewer accepts this invitation, she or he becomes a recipient, engaging the problem of the ‘space of intimacy’ and the broader negotiation of what Duchamp termed the “coefficient of art.”   

Cultural Love/Knowing/Understanding

What is so important about the methods and beliefs around seeking love, creating and maintaining relationships, and building community?  Why dig at the root of these phenomena?  To scrutinize and attempt to understand the mythic and ritual acts we enact to foster social bonds, is to:

“reconstruct the principle generating and unifying all practices, the system of cognitive […] structures which organizes the vision of the world [...T]his principle is nothing other than the socially informed body with its senses […] not only the traditional five senses […] but also the sense of necessity […] the sense of direction and […] reality, the sense of balance and the sense of beauty, common sense and sense of the sacred […] the sense of humour and sense of absurdity […]” 

Some of the letters are written to recipients with whom I feel I have shared (and evolved) such ‘senses’.  We have experienced parallel development of our sense of beauty, common sense, humor and so on.  These letters convey my gratitude and appreciation for those people who have shared with me (as Jean Dubuffet wrote) “the arts that have no name…the art of speaking, the art of walking, the art of blowing cigarette-smoke gracefully or in an off-hand manner.  The art of seduction.  The art of dancing the waltz, the art of roasting a chicken.”  

These sensibilities inform the perennial, yet radical, concern of contemporary art with the idea of art as a means of revising life.  These concerns are shared by a canonized lineage of artists:  “Painting…is a way of living today,” de Kooning said; and Yves Klein claimed that “life itself…is absolute art.”  Joseph Beuys had said that “Man is only truly alive when he realizes he is a creative, artistic being…[and] even the act of peeling a potato can be considered a work of art if it is a conscious act.”  

These Letters invoke not only the sharing, but also, quite importantly, the evolution of one’s “socially informed body”—which such development in any individual has to be fostered.  There is a certain accountability that we all share in helping one another in our attempts to grow into a deeper consciousness towards life, and life’s counter-reality  as absolute art.

Hormonal Love/Romantic Love

“You must remove all evidence of the addictive substance: the beloved […] Don’t call or write under any circumstances […] Why? Because as Charles Dickens said, ‘Love […] will thrive for a considerable time on a very slight and sparing food.’ […] If you wish to recover you must expunge all traces of the thief who stole your heart.” 

A large part of the letters also form a portrait of a life changing event (the end of my marriage of 12 years) and my need to reach out to family and close friends and to reflect back to them their importance to me. These particular letters are mirrors for the recipient, as well as, an expression of deep appreciation of who they are and gratitude for their emotional support.  So, interestingly, the ‘romantic love’ aspect of the Love Letters project was conceived under the negative influence of my broken heart.  

Luckily, this isn’t the sole dimension (or timbre) of the romantically oriented Love Letters.  Over the course of this project, I became involved, fell in love with, and ended another relationship with Jason—to whom I wrote two very different Love Letters.  

However, several of the Love Letters are written to other people whom I have romantically loved.  This is the type of love that most people probably relate to, aspire to, and think about when they hear “love letter.”  My motivation is partly informed by my own desire to step back from this overwhelming emotion, and to try to bring some critical analysis (clinical understanding?) to bear upon it.  Perhaps, it is a means of grappling with my own heartbreak—yet any effort to discuss romantic love is inherently hampered by the historical plethora of thought and cultural product, which makes it a minefield of clichés.  Aside from the tremendous cultural baggage, there are fundamentally physiological reasons why romantic love resonates so deeply with most everyone.  In fact the obsessive quality of lovers towards their beloved has been the subject of numerous neuro-scientific studies:  In a 1999 study, researchers found that in-love participants and those suffering from OCD (Obsessive Compulsive Disorder) were found to have significantly lower levels of serotonin than did control participants.   Thus there is a chemical connection between being in love and the lovers’ obsessive behavior.  Additionally, the ventral tegmental area, a central part of the reward circuitry of the brain (and a “mother lode for dopamine making cells”) is highly active in romantic love.  “It produces focused attention, as well as fierce energy, concentrated motivation to attain a reward, and feelings of elation, even mania—the core feelings of romantic love.”   

There is some comfort in realizing that much of the overwhelming power of romantic emotions is physiologically determined, and thus, unavoidable.  Yet despite this predictability (or biological explanation), it is still a mystery why a particular person evokes these emotions and obsessions.  Perhaps, this is the most disturbing type of love, and one of the most difficult types of connections to navigate with others.

Self expression

The Love Letters are a beginning.  They are an inception point, rather than the finished result of a process.

They are not an attempt to bring an expression of bonding (or relationship building) into an art or gallery context, rather they express an attempt to bring the aesthetic/critical way of looking out into the open realm of human relationship--and thus, community—building.  In other words, an attempt to view and contemplate the ‘socially informed body’ with the tools of an aesthetically critical sensibility.  I would posit that this sensibility, itself, is open and receptive, and not necessarily concerned with irony (or purely base, political/power machinations).  It is worth noting, that none of the recipients have viewed the letters as in any way ironic.  In fact, the letters seem to have opened up a space for communication and emotional expression that I think underlies relationships but is rarely brought to the fore or placed in a safe space that allows discussion.  For example, my mom told me she felt I captured what is important to her about herself, what matters to her.  My brother never opened his letter.  Kenny had his hung in his room and said he liked being able to look at it.  Lily, like Tiffany, was actually carrying hers around with her in New York and everywhere she went.

Additionally, the letters exert a relational momentum:  One friend wrote her mom who then wrote someone and so on over 4 generations of letters.  Another friend wrote her lover although they were in the middle of breaking up.

Viewers in the gallery – while they aren’t privileged to the recipients’ responses (or momentum of the letters)--these letters too address them; they stand chronologically close to the inception point of this unfolding process.  Some of the letters call attention to the fact that they are part of an art project.  For these letters, the recipient is on somewhat similar footing as the viewer—i.e. they are reading the letter with the awareness that it is also intended for public eyes.  The bubble of privacy is pierced.

By highlighting the openness of these letters (e.g. leaving myself bare, more exposed than were I naked) I hope to draw viewers into the dialogue of the project.  So with respect to viewers outside of my immediate social circles, I seek to frame the art work as a ‘model of how I want to be in the world’, thus partially a self-portrait, and partly an invitation to participate in sincere, deep social bonding within one’s sphere.  However, the dialogue doesn’t stop there—additionally there are the questions of how obligation is employed in building bonds, the motives behind it, and of how viable sincerity and authenticity can be under the influence of obligation and debt.

My openness and vulnerability is a double-edged sword:  In my efforts to write directly from the heart, to express my love with minimal self-censorship, the sentiments in many of the letters are very similar.  This is logical, since I am a single person and my single voice is the author of all of the letters.  Yet taken en toto they may come across as repetitive or insincere.  But we are all animals; and just as our physiological characteristics can be generalized, so too can our psychological ones.  The paradoxical nature of uniqueness is that humans are all similarly unique.  When looking at over 30 examples of sincere, thoughtful expressions of our strongest emotion, one may realize that we pretty much all share a very similar array of emotions, and express them in an equally similar manner.  

In a certain sense, I see most of art originating from a primal and nearly universal impulse—a desire to express oneself so profoundly as to make explicit all the conundrums, paradoxes and intense experiences that shape and form our consciousness.  I see it as a form of deep self-portraiture; simultaneous with this is the desire for healing—a therapeutic impulse in revealing oneself.  For me, one of the most interesting and confounding paradoxes is the one between freedom/individualism and community/social order.  Out of the dialectic between the conflicting drives, emerges the social-self (or “socially informed body”, per Bourdieu), which is the guiding principle (the plan) for establishing the interpersonal bonds which form the basis of society, and the principle which defines our expressions of culture.  Despite our inter-subjective commonalities, this social-self is unique in each individual, and as such is quite malleable.  

In writing and displaying these Love Letters, I am posing a ‘self-portrait’ which I hope conveys an opportunity:  an opportunity of “learning to inhabit the world in a better way, instead of trying to construct it based on a preconceived idea of historical evolution.”   The “learning” involves attempts at more elaborated, and more meaningful mechanics of social bondings with people whom I genuinely care deeply about.  The mechanics are literally thoughtfully composed and handwritten letters—the anachronism (in this age of email and text messaging) and the physical and time investment into each one serve to highlight the intimate intentions and importance.  This is also how the physical object-hood of the letters lends itself to the art-object’s fetish-quality, so craved within the art context.  But more importantly its self-portraiture functions as an open invitation to the viewer to partake in a broader project of “learning to inhabit the world in a better way.”  In a sense, this could be my meta-love letter to the viewer…the love letter ‘between the lines.’

