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A n es c a p i st
u to p i a

My work has always been object-making.

Imperfection plays a significant role in how I
approach my practice. It shows the who, the speed, the
impulse, and the hand at work.

website as object
image as object
self as object
Ritual as object
spirit as object

imp er fection
imp er fection
imp er fection
Imp er fection
imp er fection

When I was a child I would lay awake at night and
obsess about how I would make something. Starting
with the end goal, I would work backwards and figure
out how to get there. Then, I would lock myself in my
room for hours, listen to music and figure out how
to conceptualize whatever I was thinking (truly, my
working process hasn’t changed much).
In retrospect, this is when I began functioning as an
ad-hoc maker. I would figure out how to do whatever
I wanted, with whatever I had at my disposal. To this
day, I actually find it quite annoying if I have to break
the flow and go get something because I can’t do it
with whatever I have on hand.
Ad-hoc theory and ad-hoc making both play a huge
influence in my practice. I use it as a way to challenge
my own preconceptions of there being any one way or
right way or best way to do something. Proving that
any and all “unconventional” methods are valuable,
interesting, and have the potential to produce new
thoughts, ideas, things, and connections.

Most of my work is based on impulse (or
compulsion?). There is not a lot of planning or
preparation. This lack of “thinking” creates a space of
escape, allowing my ideas to flow unhinged, guided
only by instinct, by spirit.
In this way my practice functions as a self-narrative,
my work being a reflection of whatever state I am
in when it asks to be manifested, and consisting of
whatever I have available at that given time.

thisactsas.proofofmyexistence.net
My tendency to work impulsively means I rarely
have the tools, materials, or prior experience to do
something “correct”. Most of the time I am winging
it, for the hell of it, often making things full of
uselessness.
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comp limen t
in ven tion
in dividualit y
iden tit y
n ar rative

The majority of my objects exist as a single being (or
edition), with their own existence external to me, thus
imperfection acts like a beauty mark, or fingerprint to
each object, marking their own moment in time.

This past year, as I started to exist in what felt like
a mostly virtual space, my practice asked to exist in
that space with me. (It is somewhere we can meet,
understand, and commune with each other.)

Despite saying I am an ad-hoc maker I
still find myself on the “this isn’t perfect”
thought spiral while making. Over time, I
have developed a series of methods to combat
the judgment that comes from external
expectations, rather than being derived from
my own individual power or meaning-making.
All too quickly though, I find myself spiraling
down “this isn’t not perfect enough”.

as
as
as
as
as

uselessness
uselessness
uselessness
Uselessness
USelessness

as
as
as
as
as

joyful
experiential
spiritual
Process
meditation

Once set free, I no longer attempt to mandate any
meaning to my objects instead allowing an external
audience to interact and make meaning with
them. However, I can always come back to them
and remember whatever point in my own personal
narrative they arose from.

object
object
object
object
object

as
as
as
as
as

pilgrimage
conversation
time
feeling
relief

I manifest meaning through making, and making as
ritual. I make objects saturated with my connection to
a physical and a metaphysical world. Texture, density,
overlap, and distortion are frequent characteristics in
my practice. I use them to “break my brain”, or distort
an object to a point that new meaning can be derived
from their original form (or break the rules on how
a recognizable objects should function, be made, or be
used).

My practice exists to the scale of my body. There is
usually an “easter egg”, so to speak, in the physical
size, shape, or orientation that is a direct reference to
my physical existence (a finger’s length, my height,
my height crouching, my wing span, etc.) Beyond
size and orientation alone, the incorporation of my
physical body becomes inseparable from the process
of making (foot as paint brush, finger as pen, lips as
stamp, hands as clamp, etc.). This allows my practice
to not only be a self-narrative of ideas, but also one of
my physical existence.

Body
body
body
body
body

as
as
as
as
as

object
image
ritual
time
experiment

my voice comes from
dichotomies
of never
one
nor the other
a space between
the silence amid heartbeats
my voice comes from
alchemy
and
magic
my voice comes from
the embrace of
the experimental
the just because
the absurd
the i just had to
potentially as an
escapist’s utopia
away from
the already understood
away from
the world as we know it
away from
the expected
into a space where you can take a seat
at my table
where you can free yourself
and see all things
like you’ve never seen before
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lee krasner

surrealism

lost salvador dali

absurdity

abstract expressionism

lost
existentialism
nihilism
albert camus arthur evans

alchemy

mania paulo coelho

unknown

vendlen pressl

shenanigans

tinker

humor jan erichsen
failure
fog
just for the hell of it

intention
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“wrong”

make re-use gordon hall
paul elliman
use play
sculpture
athlete movement
object
glue
muscle
breathing
le corbusier

reality

distraction
invisible
mania
unconscious
mind
narrative

poetry

body
annegret soltau
ultimate

photography

distortion
visible
movement
conscious
body

magic

silence astral projection
rupi kaur
dream
obscure
bryce vine
witchcraft

jack halberstam amateur
frida kahlo
zaha hadid

paint

queer
femme

charles jencks

breaded escalope
rebel
architecture make-do odd
adhoc misuse
off
coop himmelblau
gaudi
break
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how does this space
of immateriality become
a womb of immortal memory
a bank of moments
that we can
refer to
or
reflect on
to show us
who we
were
who we
are?
or is my mind shifting
into something that fits
into something new
into something that is appropriate
for the current skin i am in
that i exist within
my mind feels inappropriate
for the current state of my skin

too accommodating to be
too aggressive to be
too angry to be
too annoying to be
too assertive to be
too athletic to be
too big to be
too boring to be
too certain to be
too clumsy to be
too competitive to be
too compliant to be
too cowardly to be
too cynical to be
too depressed to be
too easy to be
too edgy to be
too entitled to be
too fake to be
too fast to be
too feminine to be
too flighty to be
too funny to be
too gay to be
too girly to be
too gullible to be
too happy to be
too hard to be
too immature to be
too impressionable to be

constantly cocooned in a concoction of emotional precarities
it’s such a burden to know so much
to care
to love too much
what is the escape
where is the resistance
how do i find balance in a realm whose ground is constantly shifting
how absurd it is to feel so deeply

when i was a child
i watched as my brothers balloon floated away
i was torn apart
watching it float into infinity
i begged my feet to leave the ground
to grab the string and bring it back down
how was i to know
that was the first time i became
a emotional martyr
to protect one of the souls that i loved
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this acts as
proof of my existence
in this moment
this space
that is relevantly, irrelevant
a perfect illusion
of time and space
this space
that is relevantly
irrelevant
a perfect illusion
of time
and space

too jealous to be
too kind to be
too loud to be
too mature to be
too nice to be
too obnoxious to be
too old to be
too passive to be
too persuadable to be
too poor to be
too practical to be
too pretty to be
too pushy to be
too queer to be
too quiet to be
too real to be
too sarcastic to be
too shy to be
too slow to be
too slutty to be
too small to be
too soft to be
too stocky to be
too straight to be
too tough to be
too ugly to be
too weird to be
too wild to be
too willing to be
too young to be

living in the in—between
as an act of freedom
freedom
as a response to oppression
one cannot exist without the other

or am i shedding a skin
that i know too well
that feels worn out
that is inappropriate
for the current place i have arrived to
that i have landed
my body feels inappropriate
for the current state of my mind

i’m caught here somewhere between
cynicism
and mysticism
unsure whether i should
believe
and feel
it all
or nothing at all
that this all will amount to something
bigger than myself
something worthwhile
something
to be left behind
assuming that one day
there will be an end
that we are not living
an inevitable infinity
a constant never - ending
a lack thereof
an enormity
a loop
assuming that i was here
that i mattered
what will i have left here in infinity

my rings have been bothering me lately
this is news to me as i have worn them for five years
this is new
what is going on in my mind
or in my body
or in my space that is causing this
do i feel claustrophobic
stuck
lost
am i craving a new sense of mobility
a need for lack of resistance
to glide
to fly
to escape
my mind is changing
adapting, reaching
trying to comprehend
its been trying to release through my hands
maybe that’s why my rings have been bothering me lately
they’re trapping in thoughts that are trying to escape
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here we are
in this void
left only to question
why we are
when we are
what we are
floating aimlessly through a
cacophonous silence
hoping for something
hoping for anything
hoping for anyone to see us
to reach out

i am still looking for my bike
it was stolen long ago
but i have faith
faith it will be returned
faith in humanity
faith i will see someone riding it
faith i will overcome my fear of confrontation
faith i will see it somewhere
faith in honesty
always looking

the branches get lower when it rains
they bow in its presence
they tickle the top of my umbrella
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if we both stay silent
it will remain
inaudible
nonexistent
a memory

i seem to have exhausted my tank of extrovert energy

here i lie
underwater
stained covered stapled
jailed by what i once was
begging to transform
reflecting on who i once was
who i was born to be
reflecting on what i am not
seeking what i am
you can tell can’t you
i don’t belong here
do you
this is my facade
this is my lie
i do not belong
i do not fit
i do not

so what am i but a garden
the same not unison incomplete
the wind moves me
strong in my roots
yet i do not look like you
does that mean i do not belong
that i am not a garden
oh what am i if not a garden
susceptible to being picked
being trampled
forgotten
oh what am i but a flower
in a garden
who’s to say the color of my petals
simply misunderstood

in retrospect
it was my social anxiety that kept me awake
at parties till 5 am
i just kept doing impressions of myself
to myself
to prove
i hadn’t changed
to keep myself
awake

i lose words sometimes
i lose them in the depths of my mind
behind the other ones ready to come out
they are lost but i can feel them
envision them
know the space they take up in a sentence
but i cannot seem to grasp them
i lose words
they run away from me
searching for relief from sensory overload in a bar bathroom
only works when the band hits intermission

to prove to us that
we are not alone
or only alone in metaphor
to prove that what we do every day is a part of something
that is not this pointless endeavor of serving ideals and ideas
that are not our own
that we do not own
that we were given
we are left searching for connection
while submerged viscous reality
but here i am
i am here!
reach out to me
call out to me
i am here!
i swear
i am here
i am engulfed in this chasm too
i am here
i am
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Leonard uses wabi-sabi, or an acceptance of transience and imperfection, to recognize that nothing lasts, nothing is finished, and nothing is perfect. I find myself
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Nelson uses this piece as a color study of blue in a series of poetic vignettes, memories, and metaphors. This book speaks to me as both a color study and an act
of repetition – a textual example of ideas present in my physical works. This work also pushes the definition of traditional poetry, as it’s written in a list format
breaking down the rules and expectations of what a collection of poetry traditionally looks like.

As an active pursuit of avoiding excellence, my work acts as a space for failure, play, experimentation and imperfection. This document and final installation acts
as a pause along a lifelong journey of object-making, creation, and spirituality. My work, specifically my working practice, rather than any one object or moment, is
an escapist utopia for myself. My work is the process, the journey, not the ending or the completion of any one thing. The repetition, distortion, and production that I
engage throughout my working practice acts as a spiritual exercise of meaning—making through creation. I fall deeply in love with each object as I see it through to
their next life. As the vessel for them to pass through onto a new existence, this work acts as a self-narrative and reflection of whatever state I am in when they asked to
be manifested. I often wait for the call, or impulse to begin a new project using this as a way to counter modern modes of “productivity”. This work seeks to not be taken
seriously, as it fails drastically in terms of modern design, however this failure, for me, is freedom.
-S.E.H.D

Oliver, Mary. Devotions: The Selected Poems of Mary Oliver. Penguin Group USA, 2020.
This book offers a wonderful selection of Oliver’s poetry. Though new to my stack of books, Oliver’s poetry speaks with simplicity about the world in a way I hope
to be able to move my own poetic practice in. Oliver’s poetry falls under the umbrella of a more traditional poetic format, however poetry is a way to break down
language and allow it to function in a more specific way.
Tanizaki, Jun’ichiro., et al. In Praise of Shadows. Vintage Classics, 2019.
An essay exploring the collision of traditional Japanese interiors and modern architectural design, Tanizaki explores the hidden delights of dimly lit rooms
and worn staircases. Similar to wabi-sabi this book guides my thinking away from the cosmetic and towards the art of impermanence. Though coming from an
architectural design perspective, many concepts presented in this piece that push back against the adoption of modern architectural design have influenced my
personal design practice.
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