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Now more than ever, our society needs artists, designers, and scholars to address the conditions  
of our existence and to convey through imaginative means the possibility of new futures. This year’s 
Bill and Stephanie Sick Distinguished Visiting Professor, Ann Hamilton, does just that: through 
form and content, her work resonates with a powerful aesthetic agency.

Since its inception, the Bill and Stephanie Sick Distinguished Visiting Professorship has brought 
many such agents of cultural awareness to the School of the Art Institute of Chicago’s (SAIC) 
classrooms. Bill Fontana, Theaster Gates (HON 2014), Bruce Mau, Catherine Opie, Jaume Plensa, 
Chris Ware (SAIC 1991–93), and Andrea Zittel are just some of the extraordinary artists and 
designers supported as visiting professors by Bill and Stephanie Sick’s gift. Here, these astonishing 
individuals worked with our esteemed SAIC professors, often in relation to our museum, and side 
by side with our talented students. We thank our friends Stephanie and Bill Sick for their tireless 
and true support of the School and what they believe to be an art school’s principle role in creating 
an inclusive, inventive, and creatively just society.

This year’s Sick Distinguished Visiting Professor Ann Hamilton came at a perfect moment—a 
time when we are asking deep questions about who we are as a community of diverse people with 
differing desires and beliefs.  Hamilton embodies our open and experimental values—working 
between so many disciplines: performance, sound, sculpture, installation, video, and text. This 
commitment to multiple ways of exploring the world around us is key to the kind of embodied 
learning and understanding that allows for engaged dialogue. “How do you become conscious?” 
Hamilton asked.  A not-so-simple question, really, but one that artists address so well. How can  
art teach us about empathy, about experiential ways of understanding our world? In the context  
of the political theater around us, and with the incessant din of the mass media in the background, 
Hamilton’s practice reminds us of art’s strength in quieting the mind so as to illuminate the soul. 
SAIC welcomed Ann Hamilton on campus during the spring 2017 semester, and again we honor 
the generosity of Stephanie and Bill sick for letting her optimistically explore with students and 
faculty a practice of radical, free expression.

Lisa Wainwright 
Dean of Faculty and Vice President of Academic Affairs
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from

the
Above: Ann Hamilton, O N E E V E R Y O N E • Stephanie, 2017
Right: Ann Hamilton, O N E E V E R Y O N E • Bill, 2017

We are very pleased to present the work produced in the 2017 course The Spaces of 
Reading—object, image, word, event at SAIC. The course was beautifully taught by 
Ann Hamilton, SAIC’s 2016–17 Bill and Stephanie Sick Distinguished Visiting 
Professor and SAIC faculty members Matthew Goulish and Lin Hixson. 

Ann Hamilton’s interdisciplinary work brings people together. In the large-scale 
installation the event of a thread (2013) at the Park Avenue Armory in New York, 
viewers were invited to move large curtains by swinging on two-person swings.  
In the O N E E V E R Y O N E project, hundreds of photographs taken of 
people inside the Dell Medical School at the University of Texas at Austin were 
compiled into a book that was distributed free throughout the neighborhood 
surrounding the school. Working through performance, installation, textiles, video, 
and photography, Hamilton's practice exists at the points where we connect to 
each other. 

As you can see, this publication was inspired by the newspaper format. Its appeal 
stems from the fact that it is accessible and able to be widely distributed. The 
form may be common, but, as you will see, the content is extraordinary. Hamilton, 
Goulish, and Hixson asked the students to create work collaboratively—both 
with each other and also in dialogue with other artists’ writings. The result is 
an experimental, playful text-based work that unfolds over time and through 
multiple readings. 

We are proud to recognize Ann Hamilton as our Distinguished Visiting Professor 
and happy to support SAIC students’ learning from and alongside such influential 
and inspirational artists.

Sincerely, 
Stephanie Sick 
Bill Sick



The Spaces of Reading 
Matthew Goulish, Ann Hamilton, Lin Hixson

The Spaces of Reading explores relations between reading, writing, and making and the places of and for text 
composition and processing in material practices. 
 How do you read? 
 How does reading destabilize public and private spheres? 
 How do you construct a site for communal reading?

Through individual presentations, students engage the meeting places of 
 portraiture with material, 
 text with action, and 
 museum/archive object with text, action, and material.

They compose creative responses to these presentations using quotes from readings, following these 
directive questions 
 What, in the presentation, revalues what we have learned to ignore? 
 How does it extend our faculties of perception?

Throughout the course, readings address the processes of reading and writing. Students discuss what each 
of these readings proposes in relation to these processes. Readings include texts by Gertrude Stein, Wallace 
Stevens, Magalie Guérin, Jay Wright, Brian Rotman, Arkadii Dragomoshchenko, Marcel Proust, and 
Susan Stewart.

Group underlining activity instruction: As you read the assigned text, underline any words, phrases, or 
sentences that you wish to spend more time with for whatever reason. We will then circulate around the  
room, with everyone reading one underlined selection at a turn, until we have heard all the underlined passages 
from everyone. This will give us one way to engage the text, by hearing what people selected from it. Later, in 
quartets, underlined extracts in relation to a shared text will be assembled into a secondary text for publication 
beside the original. 

Concordance activity: Using a specific form that Ann Hamilton engages in her work, the concordance in a 
mesostic form, students work in quartets to generate secondary texts in relation to found texts loaded into the 
concordance computer program.

Concordance instruction: Begin by composing a spine text in collaboration with your quartet, a short line 
or set of five to 10 words that will run vertically down the middle and determine the inclusion of horizontal 
lines. These spine words may derive from writing you have composed in the context of the class. Consider that 
the words of the spine text must also occur in the body text, as the concordance weaves from the intersection 
of words. Consider the spine words in relation to the horizontal text source. Select a horizontal text that has 
already been loaded into the program or a new source text that can be loaded into the program.

Description

Course

Course poster (detail)



Introduction
An

Lin: I never realized how tall President Obama was until 2015, when I saw him leaning down to award  
the National Medal of Arts to Ann Hamilton. I imagined those two Midwesterners had much to talk about,  
he from Chicago, Illinois, she from Columbus, Ohio. There are extraordinary individuals in the world. They 
devote their lives to a clear ideal, like an idea of community, communion, “the right of the people peaceably  
to assemble.”1 They have the skills, imagination, and persistence to realize gestures of radical hospitality on  
an unrivaled scale. In so doing they become ideals themselves, and we learn to navigate by them.

Matthew: A friend told me that he walked into the Park Avenue Armory in late 2012 in a bad mood, only to 
have his mood overpowered by the event of a thread, Ann Hamilton’s vast curtain of luminous fabric set aripple 
like aurora borealis by the participatory system of pulleys and swings. He left happy. It’s that simple sometimes. 
When I was a child, I talked like a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. As I grew older my 
child’s reasoning grew with me, grew larger and wider and never stopped growing; like a reptile it will grow 
until I die, and I never stopped loving the world. Forgive me for warping Corinthians. I’m trying to find how 
to speak about those things in Ann’s work that outrun language.

Lin: I want to speak about harnessing the power of a space, reading its social and physical genealogies, 
challenging the authority and finitude of historical accounts, choosing to tell the story that would otherwise 
remain unsaid. I want to speak about capturing the ephemeral presence of time with material tactility. I can’t 
find the words for distilling the complexity that enters into any human experience and forging meaning with  
a democratic mode of art making.

Ann’s most recent project, ONEEVERYONE for the Dell Medical School in Austin, Texas, collects over 500 
portraits from the local medical communities, photographed through a semi-opaque membrane, compiled into 
a wordless telephone book, an aesthetic directory for everyday use. Like so many of her projects, this one retains 
the beauty of the humblest of elements. Each realization remakes those categories of photography, sculpture, 
installation, exhibition, and makes us forget them by immersing us in vibrant constructed environments.

Matthew: By virtue of the Bill and Stephanie Sick Distinguished Visiting Professorship, we have the privilege 
of coteaching a course with Ann this semester. We named it The Spaces of Reading after the way her work 
understands the encounter with the word, in library silence or aloud in an auditorium, as always already a 
generative and deconstructive encounter. The text, if we let it, will envelop us in its architecture and devise  
its own inflection and conception of public space. Ann’s architectural work, animated by the spirits of human 
gathering, resonant of rich traditions of the American Protestant monastics (the Shaker dance, the Quaker 
meeting hall) and collective social responsibilities, emergent modalities of inclusion, as her pioneering work in 
electronic literature, understands at the most fundamental level how the words text and textile share the Latin 
root texere, to weave.

Lin: “...in anything which we call very graceful we imagine ourselves able to detect, besides the lightness which 
is a sign of mobility, some suggestion of a possible movement towards ourselves, of a virtual and even nascent 
sympathy. It is this mobile sympathy, always ready to offer itself, which is just the essence of higher grace.”2

And now we need that virtual sympathy of grace, that right of assembly, that fearless speech, that tireless attention.

We are so honored to welcome Ann Hamilton as our 2016–17 Bill and Stephanie Sick Distinguished  
Visiting Professor.

1 First Amendment to the United States Constitution.

2 Henri Bergson, Time and Free Will: An Essay of the Immediate Data of Consciousness, 13.

Matthew Goulish and Lin Hixson
Ann Hamilton Introduction, Visiting Artists Program Lecture
School of the Art Institute of Chicago, February 7, 2017
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Patrick Zapien (BA 2018), Sylvie Hayes-Wallace (BFA 2018), Sophie Leddick (MFA 2018), and Máiréad Delaney (MFA 2018)  
Reading, Gertrude Stein from History or Messages from History, 1930



Patrick Zapien (BA 2018), Sylvie Hayes-Wallace (BFA 2018), Sophie Leddick (MFA 2018), and Máiréad Delaney (MFA 2018) 
Reading, Edgar Allan Poe, Eureka: A Prose Poem, 1848 , Vladimir Lenin from “By Way of Example” in “Notes of a Publicist,” volume 33 of Lenin’s Collected Works, 1924





Adela Goldbard (MFA 2017), Caroline McCraw (MFA 2017), Tricia Park (MFA 2018), and Daniele Vickers (MFA 2018) 
Reading, Susan Stewart from Poetry and the Fate of the Senses, 2002



Ann Hamilton, (abc • video), 1994/1999. Video still



Julia Pello (MFA 2017), Joshi Radin (MA 2018), Nathanael Jones (MFA 2018), and Claire Arlen Linn (BFA 2018)  
Reading, Marcel Proust from Combray, translated from French by Lydia Davis, 1913



Ann Hamilton, reading, 2008. Archival inkjet print. .36.5 x 4.54 inches. Edition of 3 with 2 artist proofs



Adela Goldbard (MFA 2017), Caroline McCraw (MFA 2017), Tricia Park (MFA 2018), and Daniele Vickers (MFA 2018) 
Concordance, My Listening Looks Like Time crossed with John Cage



Julia Pello (MFA 2017), Joshi Radin (MA 2018), Nathanael Jones (MFA 2018), and Claire Arlen Linn (BFA 2018)  
Reading, the first and last pages of Donald Trump’s the Inaugural Address, 2017



Ann Hamilton, (abc • video), 1994/1999. Video still



James Hapke (MFA 2017), Tenten Yitian Yan (MFA 2018), Dylan Fish (MFA 2017), and Maddie Kodat (BA 2017) 
Concordance, William James, The Stream of Consciousness, 1892



James Hapke (MFA 2017), Tenten Yitian Yan (MFA 2018), Dylan Fish (MFA 2017), and Maddie Kodat (BA 2017) 
Composition and reading, Arkadii Dragomoshchenko from Finches, translated from Russian by Ana Lucic and Shushan Avagyan, 2008



Collective Composition from reading Gertude Stein, Composition As Explanation, 1926



Ann Hamilton, (abc • video), 1994/1999. Video still



reading

1. The problem

2. The hand that writes

3. The problem: the crawl

4. Ethics in the geometric

5. The problem: entrancement

6. Aurora borealis

7. Windrows–a commonplace

8. The problem: the overlook

9. Concordance

10. Dematerialization

11. Superposition

ESSAY BY MATTHEW GOULISH

spaces

of

The

reconstituted text field. Secondary directives set the number of context WORDS aligned on either side of the spine, displaying the
resulting hybrid typography, part concordance and part mesostic, with vertical WORDS intersecting horizontal lines, inverts the mode of original concordances,

history. A two-color cork floor laid as a plane of WORDS set in relief realizes this text weave. At the
new possibilities of being and doing. With the constraint of WORDS on a page, like the constraint of wings on

letter O: a three-minute silent film text and image performance. WORDS became an object known and turned by many hands.
that once was. Subvocalization As a child, I sounded out WORDS when reading. With time, these soundings were internalized and

to any beginning, I return to acceptance: that my own WORDS begin with somebody else’s words; when somebody else’s words
to acceptance: that my own words begin with somebody else’s WORDS ; when somebody else’s words stop me. I resolve to

own words begin with somebody else’s words; when somebody else’s WORDS stop me. I resolve to make these words my
somebody else’s words stop me. I resolve to make these WORDS my own, to allow them some say over what
we are: the reader and the page carrying the writer’s WORDS Two wakes meeting from the stone thrown. “The voice

understanding. Within the reverberation, we lose ourselves, are absorbed, by WORDS sound, cloth, each other ‘we can not rid ourselves
look again at the act of reading as transportation with WORDS and soundings and patterns and panoramas gesturing, signaling, and

The house was quiet and the world was calm. The WORDS were spoken as if there were no book, Except
pronounced the alphabet in nocturnal waves and was quiet unlocking WORDS one dreamed about what one would grasp if one
pronounced the alphabet in nocturnal waves and was quiet unlocking WORDS one dreamed about what one would grasp if one

The question produced a set of questions. Consider words projected ON a screen, or words spread out as a carpet.
and smoothly through the finer threads of the cotton cloth ON top; up, down in a left hand slant, up

that manner of making. Superposition of waves a note ON method Henry David Thoreau in Walden wrote of the
singular luxury to talk across the pond to a companion ON the opposite side. In my house we were so

this way. Our morning thoughts produce independent sets of ripples ON the pond. When we share those thoughts in conversation
One afternoon’s superposition becomes the next morning’s position, and so ON day after day. Thoreau preferred to shout across Walden

a session of research-creation in the stacks. A dusty volume ON an obscure subject concealed a revelation. What does it
a lifetime and give one all wisdom. It lies flat ON the ground and takes up most of the back

field. Secondary directives set the number of context words aligned ON either side of the spine, displaying the intersection of
purchased “the shanty of James Collins, an Irishman who worked ON the Fitchburg Railroad, for boards. He disassembled the shanty

With them he would build the walls of his cabin ON Walden Pond. Can we read in this episode an
these wood bones in common. Survey them. Read them. Walk ON them. Immanuel Kant wrote in his 1786 essay “What

two distinct aspects: composing a text, and performing a treatment ON a pre-existing text. Imagined theater At this point the
and director of experiences that inhabit actual stages or floors; ON certain days and times, created in daily life with

possibilities of being and doing. With the constraint of words ON a page, like the constraint of wings on a
of words on a page, like the constraint of wings ON a bird, I have to find alternative ways to

episode of imagined theater starring the letter O. O stands ON grass and it rains moths. The day dries and
women walk downstage in rusty shoes. They hold camera eyes ON I have an idea. I would like to

fingers, as the eye that reads; tracking over each letter ON the page, bringing the surface impossibly close, recording the
sequence, treated in a similar manner, of a canvas found ON one of the walls of the villa, explored with

Whitehead wrote that “art is the imposing of a pattern ON experience and our aesthetic enjoyment is recognition of the
heard it spoken as it did when I saw it ON the page. Windrow; I thought it said window. Misapprehension

to which we belong The edge between the dry ink ON the page and skin damp under the wool, is
and another, between land and water. It is the line ON the map the birds cannot follow. Between, we have

eyes slid open. The house was quiet as it fell ON its side and the world was calm. and listened.
I of the Invitation One is the first number in A sequence, is the lowest cardinal number, is solitary, singular,

to be an I but I also want to be A we. I want to be alone. I want to
be alone. I want to be together. All this in A single pronoun. All these contradictions in our singular plural.

the signs, not the authorities. Fanny Howe We began with A question of something we have in common and followed
and followed the question into unknown territory. We began with A question Our question stated a curiosity about the space
unknown territory. We began with a question Our question stated A curiosity about the space that any act of silent
any act of silent communal reading makes. The question produced A set of questions. Consider words projected on a screen,

question produced a set of questions. Consider words projected on A screen, or words spread out as a carpet. Words
words projected on a screen, or words spread out as A carpet. Words perceived more as visual elements in a

as a carpet. Words perceived more as visual elements in A field than as language that sets out to impart
to impart information. Screen, page, wall, words, the labor of A hand. As a child, I broke a word into

Screen, page, wall, words, the labor of a hand. As A child, I broke a word into sounds to identify
An alphabet of impossible theater, in which each letter becomes A character: the letter R a marionette, the letter B

in which each letter becomes a character: the letter R A marionette, the letter B an acrobat defying gravity. Writing
them as live events. They sit alongside my practice as A maker and director of experiences that inhabit actual stages

of being and doing. With the constraint of words on A page, like the constraint of wings on a bird,
words on a page, like the constraint of wings on A bird, I have to find alternative ways to fly.

an operative mode, addressing as it does an intergenerational action, A transgenerational mind. Time without time the child will
I have an idea. I would like to make that A film. Said Ann, interrupting. Sounds great. How do you

How do you propose to do it? I will choreograph A very small camera, held between my fingers, as the
hand into the rhythm of the heartbeat and the breath; A time signature reinvested with time. I will place that

time signature reinvested with time. I will place that beside A sequence, treated in a similar manner, of a canvas
time. I will place that beside a sequence, treated in A similar manner, of a canvas found on one of

that beside a sequence, treated in a similar manner, of A canvas found on one of the walls of the
the walls of the villa, explored with the camera as A rippling animation. Isn’t that against the rules? Imagined theater

that against the rules? Imagined theater starring the letter O: A three-minute silent film text and image performance. Words became
an object known and turned by many hands. They set A pattern in motion, as stones tossed repeatedly into a

set a pattern in motion, as stones tossed repeatedly into A pond. We look for its pattern, wait for its
Concordance reprise Whitehead wrote that “art is the imposing of A pattern on experience and our aesthetic enjoyment is recognition

The screen returns the smooth image and digital record of A moment that once was. Subvocalization As a child, I
digital record of a moment that once was. Subvocalization As A child, I sounded out words when reading. With time,

these soundings were internalized and became silent speech. This is A natural process called subvocalization. A fundamental part of reading,
became silent speech. This is a natural process called subvocalization. A fundamental part of reading, it involves the involuntary minute

advance of the sunrise is insistent and undeniable. It provokes A resurrection of writing as I need it. windrows Late
it said window. Misapprehension makes an impatient invention. I need A subvocalization a whisper to stitch the visible word

Misapprehension makes an impatient invention. I need a subvocalization A whisper to stitch the visible word to its remembered
my hidden variable. I might say that I grew like A tropism to the beckoning light (Whitehead). In returning to

what I will do and think. If this is how A beginning happens, the most pressing question becomes what do
meeting from the stone thrown. “The voice from across reaches A boundary beyond our understanding. Within the reverberation, we lose

by unraveling what has become braided, automatic and involuntary…to create A world that’s constantly coming into being. To end we
that’s constantly coming into being. To end we begin with A poem. The House Was Quiet and the World was

book is true, to whom The summer night is like A perfection of thought. The house was quiet because it
the page. And the world was calm. The truth in A calm world, In which there is no other meaning,

summer night doubling its weightlessness was like the conscious being A book is only a book when it is open
weightlessness was like the conscious being a book is only A book when it is open of the book. Speaking

guests was part of the meaning, part of the mind: A double hearing of the inaudible. Speaking The house pronounced
guests was part of the meaning, part of the mind: A double hearing of the inaudible.

than as language that sets out to impart information. Screen, PAGE wall, words, the labor of a hand. As a
To read it, one must walk, or crawl, along each PAGE line by line. Turning a page requires at least

or crawl, along each page, line by line. Turning a PAGE requires at least two people. Concordance The concordance function,
to be read. They inhabit the white space of the PAGE They exceed the body, cut across space, and leave

being and doing. With the constraint of words on a PAGE like the constraint of wings on a bird, I
the eye that reads; tracking over each letter on the PAGE bringing the surface impossibly close, recording the eye in

spoken as it did when I saw it on the PAGE Windrow; I thought it said window. Misapprehension makes an
work. We begin where we are: the reader and the PAGE carrying the writer’s words. Two wakes meeting from the

we belong The edge between the dry ink on the PAGE and skin damp under the wool, is the covering
were no book, Except that the reader leaned above the PAGE Wanted to lean, wanted much most to be The

part of the mind: The access of perfection to the PAGE And the world was calm. The truth in a

Left: Words on a page, crossed with Ann Hamilton, Lin Hixson, 
Matthew Goulish, Bellagio script, 2016



The movie ends, and now, after the end, the words begin. I recognize 
a common trope of “historical” feature films: the screen goes dark for 
a few seconds, then lines of text appear, dedicated to one of the major 
characters, enumerating key events of the life that followed outside 
the narrative’s time span. The appearance of the first words suggests 
that a progression of words will follow, to lead us, the audience, out 
of the film time, into the present, and eventually out of the theater 
altogether. The filmmakers seem to consider this transition easy, from 
watching to reading, from apprehending narrative in image and sound 
to extracting information from language in silence, or the relative 
silence of the end music soundtrack. After the time invested in the 
film, I care what will happen—I mean, what did happen—to these 
characters, and so I begin to read, or to try to read, and immediately 
trouble begins. I make it to the midpoint of the first text when it fades 
out. As the second text appears, several emotions overtake me. Is it 
possible that I read much more slowly than the average person? Will 
other of my deficiencies make themselves known? Will I ever find out 
what happened to the main character? The cinema allows no pause, 

no rewind. Already the second character’s conclusion arrives. What 
do I do? I adjust my approach, scan the first few words, then skip to 
the end, and only then, if time allows, return to the middle. With the 
third text anxiety increases. I try to recreate my new reading technique 
while reconstructing the asynchronous information from the second 
text and extracting clues regarding the first text, now lost to time. As 
a result of the pileup, my skim of the third text retains no information 
at all, only random words, possibly entirely misremembered. By the 
time the text parade gives way to end credits, the duration of film 
experience has dematerialized like morning mist under an unforgiving 
sun. In dissatisfaction I discover the statement of a problem. What 
must I stop in order to attend to it? Gertrude Stein said the problem 
of the theater is the problem of confusion, defined as the time of 
the performance and the time of the audience proceeding out of 
phase.1 I find myself in that interference pattern. How can I put it 
into words and place myself before myself ? I could ask: Who has 
forgotten reading? I mean, not forgotten how to read, but forgotten 
what the senses grasp, what reading unfolds in the body, what 

reading constitutes as participation, a public and communal act of 
performance. The forgetting of reading renders it in a state of atrophy 
and habit, glancing over those flashes of “vivid novelty of enjoyment.”2 
I will say with Hélène Cixous, “Everything we read: remains” and “I 
want the beforehand of a book.”3 But there is no book here, is there? 
Screen supplants page. I am getting ahead of myself. At this point I 
mean only to ask, “Can we give the words a little more screen time, 
please?” And if we can, what will happen?

1 Gertrude Stein, Plays, in Lectures in America, (Virago Press, 
London), 1988, 93.

2 Alfred North Whitehead, The Function of Reason, (Beacon Press, 
Boston,) 1958, 21.

3 Hélène Cixous, Stigmata, tr. Catherine A. F. (MacGillivray, 
Routledge, London and New York), 1998, 20.

1. The problem 2. The hand that writes 

The Book of Daniel, chapter 5, relates the story of King Belshazzar’s 
interrupted feast. The King of Babylon hosted the great feast for a 
thousand of his lords, and “when he tasted the wine, commanded that 
the vessels of gold and of silver which Nebuchadnezzar his father had 
taken out of the temple in Jerusalem be brought, that the king and his 
lords, his wives, and his concubines might drink from them.” As they 
did so they “praised the gods of gold and silver, bronze, iron, wood, 
and stone.” These are his sins, and retribution soon follows.

“Immediately the fingers of a man’s hand appeared and wrote on the 
plaster of the wall of the king’s palace, opposite the lampstand; and 
the king saw the hand as it wrote.” One marvels less at the hand’s 
appearance than at the detail of the lampstand, the miraculous beside 
the ordinary. The hand chooses its surface, perhaps to take advantage 
of the lighting, that all might see it perform its work as well as the 
inscription it will leave behind. Then comes the terror of the king.

“Then the king’s color changed, and his thoughts alarmed him; his 
limbs gave way, and his knees knocked together.” Rembrandt depicts 
the moment at which the hand completes the last line of the last letter, 
the king recoiling, the guests in awe, a concubine with the contested 
vessel spilling its wine in the foreground. For Rembrandt the hand 
floats out of a billowing cloud, like coal smoke that surrounds the 
feast. With no lampstand pictured, the letters alone illuminate the 
scene, including the face of the king, who must turn from the table to 
read the message and twist his body with one upraised arm, shielding 
himself from the force of language that draws him back transfixed.

Here I will say with Hélène Cixous: “Rembrandt paints the secret: 
the trace of what escapes us: he always paints what escapes us: what 
has just happened, what is going to happen, and which traverses 
us suddenly, pierces us, turns us upside down, escapes—beyond the 
painting, beyond thought, and leaves us there panting, suspended, 
grazed, he paints the body that remains, maybe the skin, maybe the 
cadaver. The painting is the place of passage.”4

The next verse requires some explanation. The king calls for the 
enchanters, the Chaldeans, and the astrologers, offering rewards to 
anyone who can read and interpret the writing. We must understand 
reading and interpreting as two distinct acts, since the mysterious 
words, generally considered to have been Aramaic, would have 
consisted in only consonants, written Aramaic thus providing  
a blueprint of sorts for spoken Aramaic. As in the “unpointed”  
sacred texts of Judaism, the reader must supply the vowels, that is,  

the breath. To do so, one must already understand what one reads for 
the first time, a paradoxical act of decoding. Any word, written as only 
consonants in a particular sequence, with any combination of possible 
vowel arrangements, may become one of several possible words.

CP

cup 
cap 
cape 
copy

Because of this, a teacher will provide the first reading, and a verbal 
lineage will sustain the written. In this case, however, there can be  
no tutor, the sui generis phrase originates in the event of its inscription. 
Enchanters, astrologers, and Chaldean wise men all fail to read or 
interpret the words successfully. Only Daniel, the hero of the story, can 
accomplish this. I had hopes for the Chaldean wise men in particular, 
since I like to imagine I am descended from them, as I was born to 
my mother who was born to Assyrian parents—Assyrians, also known 
as Chaldeans. Here is the extended family, posed in a photo studio in 
our home city of Flint, Michigan, circa 1929. That’s my grandmother 
in the front row in white lace. But this is really beside the point of my 
little essay, in which Daniel now makes his entrance.

The queen reminds King Belshazzar of the man in his kingdom who 
possesses “light and understanding and wisdom” and whom the former 
King Nebuchadnezzar had made chief of the magicians, enchanters, 
and astrologers. Daniel is brought before the king. He refuses the 
rewards and notes how Belshazzar, in feasting from the holy vessels, 
has dishonored “the God in whose hand is (the king’s) breath.” He 
then turns his attention to the writing.

 
ןיסרפו לקת אנמ אנמ

 
He reads four words, the first repeated, MENE MENE TEKEL 
PÄRSIN, all nouns relating primarily to economics, concerning 
measures, quantities, and divisions. Then he interprets. “MENE, God 
has numbered the days of your kingdom, and MENE, brought it to 
an end; TEKEL, you have been weighed in the balances and found 
wanting; PÄRSIN, your kingdom is divided and given to the Medes 
and the Persians.” Daniel reads nouns that he interprets as verbs, 

extracting the message through word plays and puns. I believe it must 
have been remorsefully that Belshazzar rewarded him with one third 
of the kingdom, resigning himself to his fate, as the chapter ends with 
the prophecy’s fulfillment: “That very night Belshazzar was slain.” The 
nature of the death remains unexplained, and the episode leaves the 
impression that the prediction brought about the reality; the writing, 
revealed by Daniel as a death sentence, intervened to script the future.

The finger writes: even a disembodied hand embodies the act of 
writing; there is no writing but that which has been written by a 
body, or part of one, from which it issues. As Peter Stallybrass has 
pointed out, the word index “is both related to the hand and to specific 
functions that the hand can be made to do.”5 He means to index, to 
point to, but perhaps also to write by pointing. Consider pointing the 
child’s first speech act. The child begins to write the world in pointing. 
In the story from Daniel, chapter 5, God did not only send the words, 
but also the hand to write them, that the hand might be seen, the 
extension of the author as force, affect, and gesture that leaves its trace.

The words make the wall a page or screen, the revelers at the feast, 
as first audience, read without understanding. The second readers, 
the wise men and astrologers, read without interpreting, and thus 
retroactively fail to read. Daniel, in succeeding at reading and 
interpreting, allows the story its terminus, its self-completion.

In 1994, Ann Hamilton made (abc · video), bringing finger and 
transparent surface into impossibly close range for the view of a 
magnifying eye. The moistened finger circles, removing the alphabet, 
letter by letter, from its imprint on glass. The ink saturates the 
fingerprint’s arches, tented arches, loops, and whorls. The finger  
goes about its slow labor like a snail’s foot, until the letters have  
all liquefied. Then the tape reverses, and the finger, like the one God 
sent, materializes the alphabet, returning the letters one by one to their 
proper sequence. Devoid of Rembrandt’s terror, methodical as those 
American Protestant monastics who have so inspired her aesthetic, 
Hamilton’s finger could belong to a reformation god, removing and 
restoring, unreading and reading, the increments of proto-language, 
the letters on their transparent page, illuminated.

4 Cixous, Stigmata, 11.

5 Peter Stallybrass, Abstract for The History of the Book and/
as Discontinuous Reading, bgu.ac.il/~bhochman/workshop/
abstracts/Stallybrass.html.

Rembrandt, Belshazzar’s Feast, 1636–38, oil on 
canvas, the National Gallery, London

The author’s extended family, circa 1929



3. The problem: the crawl 

Spring, 1977: like other epics, this one begins with a text that prepares 
me for the story’s start, but as these words commence their ascending 
reveal from the bottom edge, the accumulating lines form a projective 
plane, striking an incline at an obtuse angle to the movie theater’s 
floor, shrinking as they retreat. In this planar geometry, like that of 
the early Renaissance perspective in Andrea Mantegna’s The Dead 
Christ and Three Mourners, I find myself viewing from the vertex, the 
common endpoint of surfaces, as I read:

It is a period of civil war. 
Rebel spaceships, striking 
from a hidden base, have 
won their first victory 
against the evil Galactic 
Empire.

The words scroll like a flying carpet of language into the void that 
must be space. As I continue reading the next sentence, those initial 
sentences remain, reviewable, consoling me like visible memories. I 
have a history with them already, and each added line changes their 

meaning in that way that continuous reading will. Words become film 
object, with presence and substance, with and in depth, and soon, once 
they have disappeared, a magnificent space ship will sail into view 
overhead, echoing the depth perspective that the words inaugurated. 
The words will then become the spacecraft’s premonition and soul, of 
the same dimension as the adventure story to unfold.

I experience this ease and excitement not as beginning, but as 
return. I have been here before, recall the experience, renewed by 
methodological shift: “the enjoyment of contrasts within the scope of 
the method.”6 I mean, there’s nothing new about words on the screen, 
only something transformed about this manifestation, including its 
slowness. The words crawl and will come to be known as “the crawl,” 
or “the famous crawl,” and none of the action in the 121 minutes of 
the film to come will, for me, compare to the excitement of those 
crawling words first viewed. The years ahead will bring lessons in 
amateur cinema genealogies, tracing the director’s childhood sources 
in constructing this parallel world, sources such as Flash Gordon: Space 
Soldiers Conquer the Universe, chapter two.

The steeper angle of the 1940 proto-crawl conforms to the mountain 
in its background. Unlike the 1977 version with its orchestral 
soundtrack, in the 1940 original a man’s voice intones the words as 
they pass by. Its first sentence includes the phrase “war and rumors  
of war.” One can search all 12 chapters of this adventure serial and fail 
to find a reason for these words from the Gospel of Matthew, chapter 
24, when Jesus, at his disciples’ request, elucidated signs of the end  
of times.

And you will hear of wars and rumors of wars…when you see 
the desolating sacrilege spoken of by the prophet Daniel…let 
him who is in the field not turn back to take his mantle.

With borrowed gravitas, the on-screen narration acquires some of the 
resonance of prophecy.

6 Whitehead, The Function of Reason, 22.

4. Ethics in the geometric 

Some time around 1999, Ann Hamilton sent me the out-of-print 
two volumes of Testimony: The United States 1885-1915 by the poet 
Charles Reznikoff. In 1933, Reznikoff, who had a background in 
law, began translating into poetry a vast compilation of courtroom 
transcripts of witness and victim testimonies in criminal cases or cases 
of workplace negligence spanning the years 1885 to 1915. For the 
next 40 years, he meticulously crafted this unfinished masterwork, an 
often harrowing collection of found poems that ran to 528 pages. He 
imagined an alternate history of the United States, one that would 
include voices omitted from the history books.

Reznikoff had been known as an objectivist poet. The poet William 
Carlos Williams had coined the term, influenced by structural ideas 
in Alfred North Whitehead’s 1925 book Science and the Modern World. 
The poet and critic Louis Zukofsky adopted the term and attempted 
to systematize its principles in an article written for Poetry magazine 
in 1931, titled “Sincerity and Objectification: With Special Reference 
to the Work of Charles Reznikoff.” Zukofsky had initially used the 
term objectivist as a way of understanding a set of American poets 
whose chiseled poetry evoked the concreteness of physical objects. 
Over the years, the fame of other poets in this group, Ezra Pound, 
George Oppen, Lorine Niedecker, and Williams, eclipsed that of 
Reznikoff, whose work, until recently, has been largely neglected. 
Reznikoff ’s understanding of the term objectivist, somewhat different 
than that of Zukofsky, might have contributed in part to that neglect. 
He considered objectivism a poetic inflection of the objective register 
required of courtroom testimony. Because of this, his poems exist 
less as autonomous objects and more as fragments of the larger 
social fabric, the phantom context of their occasion, that they imply 
and perhaps reclaim. He wrote of the joy he felt in the attempt “to 
use words for their daylight meaning,” 7 and his poems have been 
described as measured depictions of “a bare pattern of events in the 
brightest possible light.”8

Back in 1999 when Hamilton sent the volumes, she had engaged 
Reznikoff ’s Testimony poems as an element in her installation myein 
for the United States Pavilion at the 48th Venice Biennale. She had 
embossed Braille versions of the poems onto the walls, an expansive 
grid of textured white characters on white ground. From around the 
edges of the austere coffered ceiling, a fine fuscia-colored powder 
sifted out of unseen mechanisms, streaking the walls, accumulating  

on the floors, and over the six-months of the exhibition, collecting and 
bringing into relief the Braille patterns.

The work’s characteristic displacement of image, with image emerging 
in the long duration, reflected its depth of historical research. Within its 
spaces, visitors found themselves surrounded and immersed in a double 
environment: the architectural volume of the pavilion rematerialized 
as a room of unstable codes and language.

The poet Dan Beachy-Quick, in his essay “The Hut of Poetry,” 
understands a manner of reading as an act of initial dwelling.

Reading is a method of entering; entering is a form of initiation. 
Form seen as such means that the poem functions on the page 
as a location that ceases to be a location. The poem on the page 
is no principality. It does not make a distinct place in the world, 
nor does it make a distinct place of the world. It is not a site to 
travel to, not a place of destination. Rather, the poem denies 
location because it acts […] as a nexus between worlds, taking 
part in both worlds but belonging to neither, a threshold in 
which one must learn to uncomfortably dwell. The difficulty of 
reading poetry isn’t the work of understanding what a poem may 
or may not mean. The truer difficulty is in learning to read so as 
to occupy the environment the poem opens, to suffer encounter 
with what is the poem.

Our normal approach to reading, what we are taught to do in 
school, outlines a method whose end is a momentum that casts 
us out of the poem as the reward for having read it, our mind 
bejeweled with the profit of what we’ve found. To think of 
poetry as environment, as a space of initiation, is to learn to read 
so as to lose a sense of meaning, to become bereft of what it is 
we thought we knew, to lose direction, to become bewildered. 
The first act of imagination in reading isn’t the work of image 
making but the work of entering the poem in which images 
exist, inexplicable ornaments within the form, each promising 
a knowledge to acquire should one be patient enough to learn 
to see it. We enter the poem to threaten the security of the 
knowledge we possess before we read it. We enter the poem  
to be asked a question we will not ask ourselves otherwise, a 
question that begins at the point of our certainty.9

In a state of second childhood, the adult reader grasps as in a dark 
room for the parts through which to locate the whole and oneself.  
A lifetime of experience provides little guidance for the best course  
of conduct in a room made of poetry.

Charles Reznikoff deeply identified with the 17th-century Dutch 
philosopher Baruch Spinoza. Spinoza is believed to have been 
expelled from Amsterdam’s Jewish community for his heretical belief 
in God and nature as a “single substance,” a concept the 20th century 
philosopher Gilles Deleuze called the pure plane of immanence. 
Reznikoff ’s 1934 volume Jerusalem the Golden contains a short poem 
titled “Spinoza,” which begins this way.

He is the stars, 
multitudinous as the drops of rain, 
and the worm at our feet, 
leaving only a blot on the stone; 
except God there is nothing.10

Spinoza’s magnum opus, published after his death in 1677, had the 
title Ethica ordine geometrico demonstrate, which translates as Ethics 
demonstrated in the geometric. He believed that the patterns of ethics 
and geometry share the quality of that which one can demonstrate 
with Euclidean rigor. Justice takes solid form. Can we say the same of 
poetry? We come to understand the search for analogues of the ethical 
intentions of Testimony, parallel geometries to separate out from the 
words, to fabricate, perform, and grant as enclosure their own silent 
time and space.

7 Charles Reznikoff, The Poems of Charles Reznikoff 1918–1975, 
ed. Seamus Cooney, A Black Sparrow Book, (David R. Godine 
Publisher, Boston, Massachusetts), 2005, 325.

8 Charles Reznikoff, The Poems of Charles Reznikoff 1918–1975, 375.

9 Dan Beachy-Quick, Wonderful Investigations, (Milkweed Editions, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota), 2012, 7.

10 Charles Reznikoff, The Poems of Charles Reznikoff 1918–1975, 114.

 Stephen Fredman, A Menorah for Athena—Charles Reznikoff and 
the Jewish Dilemmas of Objectivist Poetry, (The University of 
Chicago Press, Chicago, Illinois; London, England), 2011, 11.

Still from Flash Gordon: Space Solidiers Conquer the 
Universe, Chapter 2

Ann Hamilton, myein, 1999. United States Pavilion, 48th Venice Biennale



5. The problem: entrancement 

One word, two words, maybe three words. I read them immediately. 
That is to say, I have already read them. I read them before I  
know I have read them, in an instant, a single apprehension, as if 
grasping a single word, a single thought. More than reading them,  
I recognize them.

Having been conditioned to expect the worst, that I will not make 
it to the end in the time allowed, I realize I have intensified my 
concentration at the front end as I do in the presence of any written 
language. Now I feel that intensity dissipate as these words remain, 
and remain still. In that extended time, I read beyond connotation.  
I begin to read appearance, the words cluster as visual image, first  
on their surface, then as part of a larger image.

Time grows long, enough for me to consider time no longer 
instrumentalized. I begin to acclimate to this elongated time as if 
it were not elongated. I find myself arriving, ushered into its pace, 
slowing down. It is as if these moments have assumed (correctly) that 
I navigated the noise and rushed complexities of the city to arrive at 
this room. Now, in order to concentrate properly, I must recalibrate 
the tempo of my attention, in the register of reading.

I’m surprised at how quickly this slow time has normalized. I feel 
ready for it. There seems to be some respectful gesture in it, spacious 
and particular I may have forgotten that I have been reading. If so, if 
I realize now, after the fact, that this simple mechanical performance 
engrossed me, I might consider that particular quality of entrancement 
of reading without reading.

The performance unfolds equally in an internal theater as in the 
physical theater in which I forget I am sitting. The convergence of 
factors allowing this entrancement, beyond the care of composition 
before my eyes, includes a not uncomfortable seat, a clear view, relative 
quiet, and other people around me concentrating, as I concentrate, 
on the same point of focus, in library silence. I might describe these 
factors with the word hospitality. The room allows a clear place for me, 
in fact requires me to occupy that place in order to complete itself as 
an assembly. This slow world has reassured me that I will have ample 
time to take in the words. I feel no stress or anxiety, and my mind 
may wander. I may grow impatient, with an appetite for the moment 
to come. In this condition I find myself leaning forward, toward the 
light, like a tropism.

Wallace Stevens’ poem "The House Was Quiet and the World Was 
Calm," from his 1947 book Transport to Summer, proceeds through its 
eight unrhymed couplets carefully, cautiously, as much not to disturb 
as to describe to quiet of the title.

The house was quiet and the world was calm. 
The reader became the book; and summer night

Was like the conscious being of the book. 
The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The words were spoken as if there was no book, 
Except that the reader leaned above the page,

Wanted to lean, wanted much most to be 
The scholar to whom his book is true, to whom

The summer night is like a perfection of thought. 
The house was quiet because it had to be.

The quiet was part of the meaning, part of the mind: 
The access of perfection to the page.

And the world was calm. The truth in a calm world, 
In which there is no other meaning, itself

Is calm, itself is summer and night, itself 
Is the reader leaning late and reading there.11

The reader’s desire—“wanted much most to be the scholar to whom 
his book is true”—fuels the page, lends it the power to silence the 
universe swirling, by unspoken implication, in chaos. 

11 Wallace Stevens, Selected Poems, ed. John N. Serio, (Alfred A. 
Knopf, New York), 2009, 186.

Lin Hixson, Subvocalization



7. Windrows—a commonplace 

I find myself drawn to a manner of movement, a direction of thought 
I will call the direction of philosophy. I take my starting point, where I 
find myself now, as the end, and begin the work of working backwards. 
What events and conditions brought me here? When, precisely, 
did the journey commence? Can writing retrace the steps? I know 
philosophy’s movement as reverse.

I might say there is no progress to be made, only regress in this way. 
In each instance of the work of personal archeology, language acts 
less to express thought than to awaken it. The cuckoo calls in blue 
light in advance of the sunrise, and its insistent call is undeniable. 
Unignorable, it provokes a resurrection of writing as I need it.

Late summer lines of raked hay, called windrows, snake over fields, 
drying in sun and wind, or maybe mowed and heaped into lines  
by the work of the wind. The word never stopped me when I heard  
it spoken as it did when I saw it on the page. Windrow; I thought  
it said window. Misapprehension makes an impatient invention.  
I need a subvocalization—a whisper to stitch the visible word to  
its remembered sound.

“When we take a general view of the wonderful stream of our 
consciousness, what strikes us first is the different pace of its  
parts. Like a bird’s life, it seems to be an alteration of flights  
and perchings.”19

In returning to any beginning, I return to acceptance: that our own 
words begin with somebody else’s words; that our words begin when 
somebody else’s words stop us. I find myself unable to keep moving 

forward until I contend with the words that have stopped me. 
Moving forward takes the form of that contention. The contention 
directs, redirects, or reverses. I resolve to make these words my own, 
to allow them some say over what I will do and think. If this is how 
a beginning happens, the most pressing question and responsibility 
becomes what do we allow to stop us? By responsibility I mean 
response. What we allow to stop us is what we respond to, and our 
response to what stops us is our responsibility and our work.

How do I isolate that element from the field? How do I forage and 
catalogue those stoppages in the stream of reading, to engender that 
attention that recognized the interruption? How do I include others 
in that recognition?

The commonplace book, once a widespread practice, compiles extracts, 
notated with attribution, sometimes including the collector’s gloss 
on the quotation. At the time of his death Henry David Thoreau 
left behind a number of commonplace books into which he copied 
excerpts from his reading. Herman Melville began Moby-Dick with  
a proto-chapter before chapter one, assembling an array of fragments 
relevant to his subject the whale. These handwritten archives 
communicate the richness of the ground out of which the writing 
grew, from books, journals, speeches, correspondences, dictionaries, 
song lyrics—even the range of sources a resource and portrait of the 
time. The name identifies the book as ordinary, approachable, and 
accessible to all, a meeting place of reading and writing, research 
and creation. The locus communis, the “communal place,” is also the 
“general theme”—commonplace a contronym, a word with two 

opposite definitions. Unoriginal can mean a trite repetition or a 
found artifact, retained and valued. The originality of the practice lies 
in collection and arrangement, in where one looked and what one 
found, in curation, fragments read and retained (copied), the art of 
attention, the creativity of still life and quodlibet. In this polysemy I 
recognize undying acts, migrated in the age of the systems emulator to 
functions in the Edit pulldown menu: COPY / PASTE / COPY TO 
SCRAPBOOK.

With the Tumblr page titled cloth • a commonplace Ann Hamilton 
engaged these strategies as tributary research, preparation for, and 
response to, the 2016–17 exhibition habitus at the Fabric Workshop 
and Museum in Philadelphia. She opened the page to communal 
contribution, hybridizing the archaic form and the Internet’s broad 
reach. The site has aggregated hundreds of contributions—text 
extracts, images, scans of book pages—all regarding cloth.

Embrace in practice the act of recording those words that stopped 
us. The commonplace book makes time for that record, for care and 
consideration of why they stopped us. Start again from that act of 
copying: the words that move my pen.

19 William James, The Stream of Consciousness in Psychology, The 
Briefer Course, (Dover, Mineola, NY), 2001, 27.

At the turning of the year 2013, from December 5 through January 
6, New York’s Park Avenue Armory commissioned Ann Hamilton’s 
the event of a thread. Elements of the installation filling the cavernous 
vaulted space included swings to seat two people. Each instance of 
swinging, by way of an elaborate pulley system, raised and lowered the 
massive rippled white silk curtain that divided the room, and revealed 
or concealed connected swings on the opposite side. Extracts from the 
artist’s statement describe it best.

I can remember the feeling of swinging—how hard we would 
work for those split seconds, flung at furthest extension, just 
before the inevitable downward and backward pull, when we felt 
momentarily free of gravity, a little hiccup of suspension when 
our hands loosened on the chain and our torsos raised off the 
seat. We were sailing, so inside the motion—time stopped—and 
then suddenly rushed again toward us. We would line up on the 
playground and try to touch the sky, alone together.

Suspended in the liquidity of words, reading also sets us in 
motion. We fall between a book’s open covers, into the texture 
of the paper and the regularity of the line. The rhythm and 
breath of someone reading out loud takes us to a world far away. 
As a child, I could spend hours pressed against the warmth of 
my grandmother’s body listening to her read, the rustling of 
her hand turning the page, watching the birds and the weather 
outside, transported by the intimacy of a shared side by side.

the event of a thread is made of many crossings of the near at 
hand and the far away: it is a body crossing space, is a writer’s 
hand crossing a sheet of paper, is a reader crossing with a page 
and with another reader, is an inscription crossing a transmission, 
is a stylus crossing a groove, is a song crossing species, is the 
weightlessness of suspension crossing the calling of bell or 
bellows. It is a flock of birds and a field of swings in motion.  
It is a particular point in space at an instant of time...

John Constable described the sky in his paintings as a “white 
sheet drawn behind the objects.” ...

Suspended via ropes and pulleys by a field of swings hung 70 feet from 
arched iron trusses, a white cloth more than twice the hall’s width and 
nearly as tall is the central figure in the space. Whether a tug of war or 
a unison effort, individualized or coordinated, the responsive liquidity 
of the silk registers the combined velocities and accelerations of the 

field of swings. The shifting weather of the white cloth is generated 
through collective action.12

I never saw the event of a thread. I remember distinctly where I sat—
room, light, time of day—as I listened to a friend describe his firsthand 
experience of the exhibition. He spoke of the gliding feel of the swing 
and the curtain’s undulation. As I pictured the scene as one does in 
vicarious, empathic moments, my mind placed it beside the catalogue 
of actual memories that serve as measurements for the unexperienced. 
His description of the vast floating curtain called to my mind the 
northern lights. An epic family trip in 1970 from Michigan to Alaska 
and back, along with all its wondrous sights and adventures, featured 
for me a secret quest for the most elusive vision, the aurora borealis, the 
nocturnal display of visible columns of illuminated charged particles 
like curtains of color in gradual transformation. At a roadside stop, I 
had found a book of the exploits of Paul Bunyan, the giant lumberjack 
in the tales of the northern American loggers. At the end it described 
how Bunyan's playful wrestling with his animal companion, Babe the 
Blue Ox, causes the northern lights, and I thought of the lights as the 
same shade as that magical blue creature. The remaining days dwindled. 
At the mercy of atmospheric conditions and the imperatives of bedtime, 
the vision seemed unattainable. I whispered a silent prayer each night: 
“Please let me see the northern lights before the trip ends and I go back 
to school.” At last on the final night, when we camped in Michigan’s 
Upper Peninsula, the lights revealed themselves, and we beheld the 
asymmetrical vertical beams, their jerky shifts in position unpredictable, 
their anemic colors like a trick of the eye. They reminded me of images 
of Superman’s Fortress of Solitude. They mostly just seemed strange, 
until later when I remembered them, remembered in the words of Walt 
Whitman, “the mystical moist night-air,”13 at which point I accepted 
them as singular and majestic. How inexhaustible the natural world 
seemed to me then—nothing like a fairy tale, but humbler, made of 
atoms, magnetic charges, and waves of structure and motion made 
apparent in the most unlikely ways.

Engaging these ideas now, I imagine the grown-up playground of the 
event of a thread as a mechanical evocation of my quest for the northern 
lights, rendered in reliable technology, like baroque puppetry or the 
flying machines of Leonardo da Vinci, no less wondrous than their 
inspirations in nature. I imagine the people in their swings, entranced by 
a surface like a page without writing, and transported to a remembered 
summer night when something, long ago, appeared, in fulfillment of a 
desire. I might say that I grew like “a tropism to the beckoning light,”14 

and “The summer night is like a perfection of thought.”15

Maybe because of Dad the engineer, I never thought of a spectacle 
without its corresponding formulas and mechanisms. Clinical 
explanations, faltering and rudimentary and human, offered gateways 
to apprehension and clues for where to look and when and how. I think 
now of the nights of not seeing the lights, of imagining and praying, 
and I wonder about that attention. Walt Whitman describes it in Leaves 
of Grass, in the passage on hearing the “learn’d astronomer.”16 He comes 
to know deprivation as illness—not isolation from fellow humans; no, 
one must wander off by oneself at times as a cure. Instead he dreads loss 
of earth and sky as direct apprehension, as “the cry not smothered by 
concepts”17 when, in the aftermath of the lesson, an understanding of 
their workings obscures them. He craves the silence when the night sky 
becomes, on its own terms, once more readable.

When I heard the learn’d astronomer;

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me;

When I was shown the charts and the diagrams,  
to add, divide, and measure them;

When I, sitting, heard the astronomer, where he lectured with 
much applause in the lecture-room

How soon, unaccountable, I became tired and sick;

Till rising and gliding out, I wander’d off by myself,

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.18

12 Ann Hamilton, Artist Statement, annhamiltonstudio.com/images/
projects/armory/Ann_statement_final.pdf.

13 Walt Whitman, “When I Heard the Astronomer,” Leaves of Grass, 
(Brooklyn, New York), 1855, whitmanarchive.org/published/
LG/1891/poems/125.

14 Whitehead, The Function of Reason, 65.

15 Stevens, Selected Poems, 168.

16 Walt Whitman, whitmanarchive.org/published/LG/1891/poems/125.

17 Whitehead, The Function of Reason, 65.

18 Walt Whitman, whitmanarchive.org/published/LG/1891/poems/125.

6. Aurora borealis 

Ann Hamilton, the event of thread, 2012. Park Avenue Armory, New York Ann Hamilton, cloth • a commonplace, 2016. Commonplace project  
pages. 11.5 x 8.5 inches. In collaboration with The Fabric Workshop and 
Museum, Philadelphia



In 1230, French Dominican Friar Hugh of Saint-Cher completed 
the task. He had mobilized 500 monks to assist him in alphabetizing 
the principal words in the Vulgate Bible, generating a type of 
edited indexical compilation called a “concordance.” His opus, the 
Concordantiae Sacrorum Bibliorum, constituted one of many such re-
configurations of sacred texts undertaken by monastics, including the 
Book of Sentences (Libri Quattuor Sententiarum) from 1150, collecting 
and anthologizing authoritative sentences on biblical passages, and 
the correctorium, organizing variant readings of the Bible. But Hugh 
of St. Cher’s concordance, valuable as it was, listed only the Latin 
words and their corresponding passages, with none of the contextual 
language of those passages. Bible chapters had not yet been broken 
into verses. He divided each chapter into seven equal parts and 
labeled them with letters of the alphabet. Twenty years later, English 
Dominicans undertook the task of including the complete quotations 
from the passages indicated. The revised concordance allowed, for 
example, one to read in sequence every appearance of the word spiritus.

Medieval modes of reorganization collapse exegetical interpretation 
into the prioritizing work of the system. Twentieth-century philosopher 
Alfred North Whitehead called them “marvels of architectonic genius.” 
From our vantage point in these early days of electronic literature and 
augmented reality applications, we can recognize the concordance as 
low-tech, labor-intensive text mining. The dictionary traces the word’s 
meaning to medieval Latin concordantia, “being of one mind.” As a 
form of textual treatment, the concordance survives in altered forms.  
It unifies the many minds of a source text into singular momentum.

A childhood dream: a book so large it will not fit in the house. It 
contains “all knowledge.” Studying it will take half a lifetime and 
give one all wisdom. It lies flat on the ground and takes up most of 
the back yard, leaving only a little room for the swing set. To read it, 
one must walk, or crawl, along each page, line by line. Turning a page 
requires at least two people.

I found a version of this book in the form of a floor that could have 
been lifted from a benign Tower of Babel in Ann Hamilton’s design 
for one room of the Seattle Public Library.

One of many innovations brought to the library design by Rem 
Koolhaas/OMA involved the next generation of the “urban carpet.” 
Ludwig Mies van der Rohe had first articulated this concept as a 
minimization of the threshold, proposing a continuous plane between 
exterior and interior floor surfaces. Mies considered this strategy 

a form of transparency, a structural invitation to enter a building, 
a welcome and an act of hospitality. Koolhaas, with characteristic 
unrestrained inventiveness, extended the single surface not only from 
outside to inside, but through the entire building as a multifloor spiral. 
A compressed “book spiral” on upper floors “implies a reclamation of 
the much-compromised Dewey Decimal System. By arranging the 
collection in a continuous ribbon—running from 000 to 999—the 
subjects form a coexistence that approaches the organic; each evolves 
relative to the others, occupying more or less space on the ribbon, but 
never forcing a rupture.”22

But back at the ground floor entrance, and through the Literacy, 
ESL/English as a Second Language, and World Languages (LEW) 
Collection, a floor of 556 lines of maple floorboard branches off of 
the grand encompassing spiral. It greets the visitor with a surface of 
inverted and reversed letterforms in relief, “like a bed of moveable type 
laid in preparation for printing.”23

As a continuous tactile field, the floor of text contains running lines 
from the 11 languages which currently form the largest and most 
frequently used areas of the LEW Collection: Arabic, Chinese, 
English, French, German, Italian, Japanese, Korean, Russian, Spanish, 
and Vietnamese. These lines are a collection of 1,543 first sentences 
gathered by patrons and librarians from books in the Seattle Public 
Library Fiction and LEW Collection. Fiction and nonfiction, poetry, 
and musical lyrics are the dominant textual sources. First lines may 
not be the most notable line of a book, but after the cover, they are 
a universal portal to an immersion in a book’s interior world. Thus 
the floor as an oceanic physical surround amplifies the immersive 
experience of reading a page to become an architectural field.

The concordance function, in the verbiage of contemporary coding, 
designates an executable text—a script that performs an operation, or 
a treatment, on another text. A computer has replaced 500 monks, but 
the sequence of actions remains roughly the same. Ann Hamilton and 
her studio devised a concordance program in LaTeX open source code 
for stylus, the 2010 installation at the Pulitzer Foundation for the Arts 
in St. Louis. The artist has continued to populate projects with text 
concordances in various ways since then.

The program enables the feeding and sifting of a source text according 
to parameters of designation of the alphabetized principal words, here 
called “spine” words because the program arranges of them down the 
middle of the reconstituted text field. Secondary directives set the 

number of context words aligned on either side of the spine, allowing 
the reading of the intersection of spine word context and frequency. 
The program produces a hybrid typography, part concordance and part 
mesostic, with vertical words intersecting horizontal lines. Inverting 
the mode of original concordances, this program reinvests  
a discontinuous codex with the continuity of the scroll.

In 2011 a hybrid version of the program generated the design for  
the floor of the William Oxley Thompson Memorial Library Reading 
Room at the Ohio State University in Columbus. The resulting text 
field alphabetizes an intersection and line-by-line weaving of three 
contrasting accounts of world history. Two hundred ninety-nine words 
in A-Z order adapted from The End of the World, a White River Sioux 
story, compose the spine along the north-south axis. The east-west 
lines intersect this story with prose fragments from A Little History 
of the World by E.H. Gombrich (1936) and Mirrors: Stories of Almost 
Everyone by Eduardo Galeano (2009). A two-color cork floor laid  
as a plane of words set in relief realizes this text weave.

At the outset of his year in the woods, Thoreau purchased “the shanty 
of James Collins, an Irishman who worked on the Fitchburg Railroad, 
for boards.”24 He disassembled the shanty and laid the planks out to  
“bleach and warp back again in the sun.” With them he would build 
the walls of his cabin on Walden Pond. Philosopher Stanley Cavell 
has read in this episode an equation between construction and 
destruction. Must I, he asks, in building one house, first dismantle 
another? Consider each text a house, and the concordance asks this 
question of writing. Hugh of Saint-Cher deconstructed the Vulgate 
Bible to lay its skeletal boards out, in order to rebuild another book, 
in order to rediscover how to read. Does each new methodology of 
reading break into usable parts the book to which it attends? Consider 
the time in the sun between two houses—when Thoreau reduced 
structure to substance, past house and future house, and remembered 
shanty and potential cabin—with these wood bones in common. 
Survey them. Read them. Walk on them.

22 archdaily.com/11651/seattle-central-library-oma-lmn

23 annhamiltonstudio.com/public/lew.html

24 Henry David Thoreau, Walden; or, Life in the Woods, (Dover 
Publications, Inc., New York), 1995, 27, 28.
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In Stanley Kubrick’s 1980 film of Stephen King’s novel The Shining, 
Jack Torrance has brought his family—wife Wendy and young son 
Danny—to the empty Overlook Hotel in a remote mountain resort 
location for the winter off-season. Jack has been hired as caretaker,  
and he will use the time, we are told, as a writing retreat to concentrate 
on his book. The vast empty hotel and unpopulated mountain vistas 
provide the setting for Jack’s descent into violence, with a spooky 
undertow of male inadequacy and fated possession. After Jack’s 
behavior has grown erratic, the revelation of his complete collapse 
arrives in the pivotal scene in which Wendy secretly investigates  
his writing desk. She finds an unfinished sheet left in the typewriter 
carriage. On it he has repeatedly typed the words, “All work and no 
play makes Jack a dull boy.”

With growing alarm, she turns her attention to the neat stack of 
“finished” pages in the organizer tray to the left of the typewriter. As 
she leafs through the sheets, the camera looks closely enough for us to 
see the same repeated sentence on every page. Jack’s irrationality began 
when he began writing, all those weeks ago at their arrival.

I remember that when I first saw the film at the age of 20, I chuckled 
ruefully at this melodramatic moment. For these two characters, so 
compellingly portrayed in the iconic performances of Jack Nicholson 
and Shelly Duvall, indeed for the film’s entire presumptive audience, 
the ascendant type of concrete poetry that had begun to fascinate 
me had been deployed as a signifier of insanity. The panicked Wendy 
revealed page after page of typographic permutation of the proverb: 

one a block of solid text, another with indentations suggesting 
extended quotation, here spaced lines like the poetry of Wallace 
Stevens, there lines stepping across a diagonal reminiscent of the 
verse of e. e. cummings. Onionskin paper rustled like dry leaves in her 
hands. The insistent, compulsive repetition that signaled an irreparable 
psychology only played out on the level of so-called content. 
Forms and structures demonstrated endless variation. The flattened 
constrained words demonstrated like an exercise in deconstruction 
the precise expressivity of pure arrangement. As if to underscore the 
seriousness of the threat Jack posed, the micropolyphonic strings 
of György Ligeti crept into the soundtrack. I had recently started 
collecting this composer’s music at college. I could not remember 
when I had started hearing it as beautiful rather than scary.

Jack’s selected material sentence, it seemed, was meant to connote  
that ominous infantilization of Geroge Orwell’s 1984 nursery  
rhymes. Yet it made me think about what constitutes work and play  
in writing. “Writing is a labor of the hands.”20 Jack’s writing employed 
his hands and allowed his mind to play. I thought of Truman Capote’s 
famous quip, calling Jack Kerouac not a writer but a typist, and how 
self-proclaimed “serious” writers can seem so threatened by those  
more playful.

What is to be mistrusted in Jack Torrance’s carpet of words, these 
texts that we apprehend as visual fields? Are we meant to fear that 
part of the brain to which their materiality speaks? Wendy does not 
read the pages. She looks them over.

The colliding ideas in the nexus of the writing desk scene from 
The Shining makes me think of Caspar David Friedrich’s German 
Romanticism, the landscape of solitary altitude, exhilarating and 
terrible, that he painted in Wanderer Above the Sea Fog, an image 
I identify with Friedrich Nietzsche. The dictionary attributes two 
opposite meanings to the verb overlook. First, it means “to neglect 
or fail to notice,” and second, “to view from above, as a mountain 
overlooks a valley.” A third archaic meaning: “bewitched by an  
evil eye.” 

Jack has given an ordinary sentence an extraordinary treatment. We 
might overlook it—fail to notice it as we survey the pattern—until its 
insistence overtakes us. Then the spirit manifestation, the pure plane 
of immanence, appears.

20 Stanley Cavell, The Senses of Walden, (University of Chicago 
Press, Chicago and London), 1981, 27.

8. The problem: the overlook 

Ann Hamilton, (reserve • video/writing), 1996/2000. Video still Ann Hamilton, VERSE, 2011. William Oxley Thompson Memorial Library, The Ohio  
State University



Henry David Thoreau in Walden wrote of the visitors to his cabin:

I have found it a singular luxury to talk across the pond to  
a companion on the opposite side. In my house we were so  
near that we could not begin to hear … as when you throw  
two stones into calm water so near that they break each  
other’s undulations.29

The interference pattern to which he refers, physics and systems 
theory have since named the “superposition principle.” A stone 
dropped into a still pool produces its own set of ripples. Two stones 
dropped in close proximity result in two sets of rippling circles. When 
those circles intersect, they do not cancel out, but accumulate in a 
complex wave pattern that constitutes the sum of the two previous 
patterns. In this new pileup, called “superposition,” each of the original 
patterns remains apparent in totality.

In June 2016, Lin Hixson, Ann Hamilton, and I shared a collaborative 
residency at the Bellagio Center in northern Italy. We worked on ideas 
that became foundational to the course we cotaught at SAIC in spring 
2017, The Spaces of Reading.

We thought of our work this way. Our morning thoughts produced 
independent sets of ripples on the pond. When we shared those 
thoughts in conversation and in reading in the afternoon, the 
undulations would overlap and interfere. As in an analogous physical 
system, they did not merge, but aggregated into a new multiplicity, 
a complex field of determined patterns and rhythms. Or say it 
this way: in the morning, write from a position. In the afternoon 
assemble individual positions to create superposition. One afternoon’s 
superposition becomes the next morning’s positions, and so on, day 
after day.

Thoreau preferred to shout across Walden Pond and considered  
the near proximity of voices a problem. In this we agree, but only  
to a point. We retreat into solitude and emerge into community,  
in oscillations, with distance as a strategy, with the water’s surface 
a constant energy. The pool, the manifest material of the world, lies 
between us and makes our thoughts known.

29 Henry David Thoreau, Walden; or, Life in the Woods, (Dover 
Publications, Inc., New York), 1995, 91.
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Teaching Notes on O N E E V E R Y O N E 
February 8, 2017

§ Dual interrogation

Last week I made a glancing reference to the idea of the dual 
interrogation—the way many contemporary works of art aspire to 
interrogate in parallel both the mode or material of their realization and 
the concept of their abstract thought. By interrogation, I mean in this 
instance a questioning and reformulating from the inside. I want to say a 
little more about this in relation to the O N E E V E R Y O N E project.*

§ Material

Hamilton realized, that is materialized, the O N E E V E R Y O N E 
project in the mode of photography. Anyone working in photography 
will understand me when I say photography is undergoing a crisis. 
This crisis asks both what it is and why it exists, and how the answers 
to these questions change when everyone with a smart phone is 
a photographer. What, if anything, differentiates a professional 
photographer from an amateur, or an art photograph from a social 
media photograph? The common smart phone image engages 
photography as an index, a pointing to a moment in a place, and 
the posting on social media confirms that indexing and that record: 
these people were here at this time, and this happened. Photography’s 
capacity to provide a window into a community arises from this 
indexing. In the social media photo, which grew out of a branch 
of photography’s history, any person who sees the photograph may 
share in an intimate moment of a community to which the person 
looking at the photo does not belong. The photo acts as an invitation 
of sorts, and the viewer may become a provisional member of the 
photographed community by virtue of the viewing. Somebody who 
wants to “interrogate” the changing role of photography may begin  
by questioning this mode (indexing as community window), and  
one way of questioning is amplifying, or taking seriously, taking more 
seriously, raising the stakes. O N E E V E R Y O N E takes this mode 
into another dimension, to the point I think of social obligation, 
first because the medical character of the community pictured tinges 
the project with a sense of witnessing, of life lived in the shadow of 
mortality, and second because of scale. The 900 pages of the volume  
of collected photos illustrates something Karl Marx proposed in 
relation to economics—that we wrongly consider quantity as entirely 
distinct from quality. Marx believed that beyond a certain threshold 
quantity becomes quality. This is what F. Scott Fitzgerald meant  
when he said, “The rich are different.” I mean that 500 portraits 
differ from five portraits not only in quantity, but also in quality. 
Scale changes substance. Understanding this offers a first step in 
the daunting task of thinking in large numbers, a task philosopher 
Timothy Morton implied when he referred to aspects of climate 
change as hyperobjects. Their vast scale necessitates a new category. 
Shall we call O N E E V E R Y O N E a hyperseries of portraits, 
and call this its material interrogation, material questioning its own 
materiality, by allowing it to proliferate beyond the limits common  
to a photographic series?

§ Concept

At the same time, the project, vast as it is, resists objecthood. Each 
instance, as well as the telephone-book-like collection, retains some 
essential ephemerality. Ephemeral derives from the term used to 
describe the mayfly (ephemera), an insect with the life cycle of one 
single day. The images harken to the memento mori, the reminder of 
mortality. All of this constitutes a second interrogation, that of the 
image in abstraction. The semiopaque membrane brings those touched 
parts into focus, while all else retreats into fog. It gives us a retinal 
experience that challenges our vision and ideas of seeing, of how eyes 
work. Blur renders the surface uncertain. Specifically, it confuses our 
sense of its precise distance from us. The impulse to reach out and 
touch reflects the urge to stabilize our bodily relation to the object,  
to confirm exactly where it is, and where we are in physical proximity 
to it. Focus is another word for this stabilization of perceived distance. 
Touch is a form of focus. These visual qualities may evoke thoughts 
of memory, of desire, of inaccessibility, of grace as a virtual sympathy 
moving in our direction.25 Shall we call this the image that questions 
the definition of image from the inside?

§ Beauty and institution

The first question posed to Hamilton after her Visitng Artists 
Lecture at SAIC seemed to challenge her work around the idea of 
beauty, as if suspicious of anything that appears beautiful. Hamilton’s 
response, as I recall it, framed the notion of beauty as a point around 
which for people to gather. My question to the questioner would 
be: “Where precisely, or in what, do you see beauty?” How do those 
cases differ from where one might normally apprehend beauty in an 
art exhibition? Let us grant that beauty remains subjective in every 
instance. In the Armory, the vast, rippling, beautiful curtain is not for 
sale. It is too big to even precisely consider as an object. We could call 
it an “event,” or maybe a “hyperobject.” Its quantity changes its quality. 
We could say something similar about the collection of portraits, and 
the 900-page, wordless catalogues that collect them on newsprint 
paper and bind them into a telephone-book-like volume. These 
cases dematerialize the art object in a very particular  way. In 1968 
Lucy Lippard and John Chandler published an article titled “The 
Dematerialization of Art,” and their argument bestowed validity on  
a series of works considered conceptual, in a “departure from the 
object toward bodily or mental processes.”26 But the gradient 
magnitude of these works presents us with something altogether 
different in intensity. While their objects do not completely 
dematerialize, a profound understanding of objecthood and materials 
(newsprint paper for example) destabilizes them, pushes them to the 
brink  of dematerialization, forces their circulation as objects very 
nearly without value. At the same time, the bigness of the concept, the 
scale of its realization, invites us to gather, and gathering complete the 
event, as in architecture that remains incomplete until inhabited. We 
might say that gathering materializes in the place of the object, as the 
objects become instruments in the facilitation of the gathering.

In the absence of marketable objects, and in relation to their 
consolidation of a gathering space we may call “public,” these projects 
collaborate with large institutions for their realization. In his book 
on the 18th-century Scottish philosopher David Hume’s theory of 
human nature, Gilles Deleuze wrote of how we weave our institutions 
of nature and culture in novel intertwinement, “when the drive and 
its ends are reflected in the mind.”27 I understand this discourse to 
mean that our institutions, at their best, work to systematize our 
encounters with one another and to democratize those events of 
encounter. In those encounters our minds exceed themselves. We have 
seen the documentation of the people, adults, and children, gathering 
around the curtain in the Armory and staying for, it seems, as long 
as possible, embracing its interactivity and its reconfiguring of time. 
Each photograph in O N E E V E R Y O N E presents a portrait of an 
individual and a portrait of an encounter with that individual. What 
comes into focus through the scrim might be what we perceive in 
a moment of meeting—never whole, only always part, select detail. 
What in that is beautiful? Object becomes attractor. The gathering has 
no instrumental purpose and nothing to achieve other than gathering. 
The point of focus provides the rationale for the assembly. Means and 
end, process and product, fold together. All the engineering has been 
deployed to engineer the event.

§ Network

Finally, I want to point out that as support networks wither away or 
simply transform, the idea of an artist in a studio sending works out 
into the world becomes rare and perhaps obsolete. Artistic practice 
more and more involves not only the creation of work, but also 
resolving its manner of distribution and circulation and framing its 
context and reception. At first this new world seems to reduce the 
percentage of time spent in creative activity, in generating the work, 
but on the other hand, it offers a distinct opportunity of expanding 
the notion of creativity to include all those contextual factors and 
explicitly inscribing social relations into the work itself. We can best 
understand each project as a node, or a knot, in a vast network of 
forces. If the objects of the work seem to dematerialize, that’s only 
because we misunderstood the meaning of material, or as Whitehead 
said, we suffered from “the fallacy of misplaced concreteness.”28 The 
really real things in the universe are not objects but the relations 
between objects. A work like O N E E V E R Y O N E renders those 
relations visible and undeniable.

* The portraits in Letter from the Sponsors are from the  
O N E E V E R Y O N E series by Ann Hamilton.

25 Henri Bergson, Time and Free Will, tr. F. L. Pogson, M. A., (Dover 
Publications, Inc., Mineola, NY), 2001, 13.

26 Branislav Jakovljevic, Alienation Effects, (University of Michigan 
Press, Ann Arbor), 2016, 147.

27 Gilles Deleuze, Empiricism and Subjectivity—An Essay on Hume’s 
Theory of Human Nature, tr. Constantin V. Boundas, (Columbia 
University Press, NY), 1991, 49.

28 Alfred North Whitehead, Science and the Modern World, 
(Cambridge University Press, Cambridge), 1953 (1926), 64.
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Ann Hamilton, Lin Hixson, Matthew Goulish, Bellagio script, 2016



Ann Hamilton, Page 47, 2017.



Adela Goldbard (MFA 2017) lives and works in Chicago and 
Mexico City. Goldbard is an artist and filmmaker who believes in the 
potential of art to generate critical thinking and social transformation. 
With her work she questions the politics of memory by suspecting 
archeological preservation, official history, mass media, and popular 
culture. Goldbard challenges traditional documentary and mainstream 
cinema by re-enacting history and collectively building, staging, and—
importantly—destroying, always with a subtle amount of parody 
and dark humor. Her work includes photography, video, sculpture, 
text, public actions, and immersive installations and is significantly 
research-based. She holds an MFA from SAIC, where she was 
granted the New Artist Society Scholarship, and a bachelor’s degree 
in Hispanic Language and Literature from the National University 
of Mexico. Her work is represented by Galería Enrique Guerrero in 
Mexico City, and has been exhibited in Germany, Holland, Belgium, 
France, Italy, Austria, Hungary, Spain, Philippines, Russia, Argentina, 
Canada, the United States, and widely in Mexico.

James Hapke (MFA 2017) was born and raised in Orange County, 
California, and received his MFA from SAIC. He lives and works 
between Los Angeles and Chicago. He recently made a show called 
Are we having fun yet? in Indiana which had, among other things, a 
bench on wheels and a session of Jeopardy. He is currently cocreating 
and designing a play/performance called Houseplay at Berkeley Rep’s 
Ground Floor, which celebrates ritual, fantasy, fable, and hospitality 
within domestic space.

Nathanael Jones (MFA 2017) is a Canadian writer and artist. He 
holds a BFA from Nova Scotia College of Art and Design and an 
MFA in Writing from SAIC. He has performed and exhibited in 
Chicago and Halifax, Nova Scotia, and his work has been published 
by the Cerealbowl Collective, Hound, HAIR CLUB, Present Tense 
Pamphlets, Infinity's Kitchen, and Homonym.

Sophie Leddick (MFA 2018) is an interdisciplinary performance 
artist. Leddick’s cinematic and movement-based work references 
classical ballet and 20th-century European film and literature.  
Her work explores human vulnerability and examines identity  
and relationships. She is currently getting her MFA at SAIC.

Dylan Fish (MFA 2017)‚ born in 1991, St. Catharines, Canada,  
is a Chicago-based artist and a full-merit scholar in the graduate 
program of Fiber and Materials Studies at SAIC. Investigating  
the intersections of craft, technology, and design, his work challenges 
the rapid nature of digital production and consumption through the 
slowness of outmoded technologies and processes. He has received 
grants from the province of Nova Scotia, SAIC’s Shapiro Center  
for Research and Collaboration, and the University of Chicago’s  
Arts, Science, and Culture Initiative. His work has been exhibited  
in Canada, South Africa, and the United States.

Máiréad Delaney’s (MFA 2018) works examine violences inflicted  
on bodies by vast, obscuring systems. Her questions lie around how 
to render these violences seen but not remade, how to carry the 
burden of what we know, once we have come to know it, and how 
to speak to hollow spaces made by enforced silence. Working with 
the body’s unruliness and complex complicity, Delaney is interested 
in the corporeal effects of time on violence and grief. Delaney 
received her BA in Politics and Visual Art from Marlboro College 
in Vermont. While living in Ireland, she worked collaboratively with 
the Irish women’s collective Survivors of Symphysiotomy, addressing 
human rights abuses, medical violence, and eugenics in the context of 
decolonization. Delaney has exhibited in the United States, Ireland, 
the UK, Chile, and Ethiopia.

Claire Arlen Linn (BFA 2018) is a writer and artist from New York 
City. She currently lives in Chicago and will complete her BFA with 
an Emphasis in Writing at SAIC in 2018. Primarily working within 
the media of text and film photography, she uses diverse source 
materials and experimental formats to document stories and intimate 
intimacies while employing concepts regarding infrastructure, data, 
process, and technology.

Maddie Kodat (BA 2017) is a dancer and writer living in Chicago. 
Their work is concerned with the relation of archival practices to 
digital embodiment. Their favorite poet is probably Larry Eigner.

Sylvie Hayes-Wallace (BFA 2018) recently completed her BFA at 
SAIC. Her exhibitions include The Comfort of Flowers on My Back  
at Friendzone, Chicago, and Devil hooves, a paper cut tongue and three 
pink kisses on a bald head at Limbo, London, UK. She currently lives 
and works in Chicago.
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In Tenten Yitian Yan’s (MFA 2018) works, varied forms of red 
are presented, projected, and performed in structures of senses 
and actions. Along with the flow of changing red, she explores the 
ambiguity of a cybernetic vision; visible alerts and invisible allergies 
are stimulating in a new nature, while an increasing amount of 
construction is happening inside physical bodies. Raised in the 1990s 
in Shenzhen, China, her visual history mainly consisted of a skyline 
of rising buildings, moving lights of transportation, a seascape of 
imported cultures, and waves of Internet information. Yan received 
a BFA from School of Visual Arts, New York, and is working on an 
MFA at SAIC.

Joshi Radin (MA 2018) works independently and collaboratively 
to consider questions of empathy, ideology, and subjectivity while 
using video, photography, writing, and performance. She is working 
on her MA in Visual and Critical Studies as a New Artists Society 
merit scholar at SAIC, where she received her MFA in Photography 
also as a merit scholar. Her collaborative artist research group with 
Linda Tegg and Brian M. John, A Program for Plants, received a 
Shapiro Center EAGER grant in 2015 for its investigations on plants 
and empathy. She has recently performed with Maryam Taghavi at 
Queens Museum, presented at conferences on art and ecology, and 
has a forthcoming essay in the Brill Critical Plant Studies Series, edited 
by Michael Marder. Her first solo show will be this fall at Kabinett 
Gallery in Boston.

Patrick Zapien (BA 2018) studies Marxism and modernist art history 
from 1848 to the 20th century. He is from Houston and lives in 
Chicago. His work is about writing out of images and perception.

Caroline McCraw (MFA 2017) studied, her work has appeared, and 
she is from.

Julia Pello (MFA 2017) is Russia-born writer and film/video maker. 
Pello’s video work engages emptied sites of historical memory to 
investigate possibilities of encountering what is no longer materially 
present. In attempting to formulate a visual record of historical 
disappearance, she explores eroded materialities, abandoned 
cityscapes, and interstitial spaces—paying attention to the interplay of 
collective and individual desire upon those sites. A hauntology of the 
moving image in all that it can and cannot contain within its frame. 
Slow-elapsing and durational, Pello’s videos mediate a space between 
the actual and the virtual. Audio-visual, cinematic spaces become sites 
where the subjective task of the watcher/listener is to respond to the 
durational effect of the work by confronting its beingness within time. 
Cartographic ghost plays in which the image goes where language 
cannot follow and vice-versa, where transcendence manifests its 
sleight of hand as pure immanence—a salve of now.

Teaching Assistant Emilio Rojas (MFA 2017) is a multidisciplinary 
artist primarily working with the body in performance, film, video, 
photography, installation, public interventions, and sculpture. He 
holds a BFA from Emily Carr University and an MFA from the 
Performance department at SAIC. Rojas uses his body in a political 
and critical way, as an instrument to unearth removed traumas, 
embodied forms of decolonization, migration, and poetics of space. 
He has attended numerous residencies, including the Banff Centre, 
Elsewhere museum, Surrey Art Gallery, Botín Foundation, and Pirate 
Camp, the Stateless Pavilion at the 54th Venice Biennale. In addition 
to his artistic practice, Rojas is a yoga teacher, translator, community 
activist, and antioppression facilitator with queer, migrant, and refugee 
youth. His work is represented by Galería José de la Fuente in Spain 
and Galleriapiù in Italy and has been exhibited in the United States, 
Mexico, Canada, Japan, Austria, England, Greece, France, Germany, 
Italy, Spain, and Australia.

Daniele Vickers (MFA 2018) is an interdisciplinary artist working 
with ideas regarding religious knowledge and epistemologies, which 
are influenced by her Mormon upbringing and the 18 months she 
spent as a missionary in the Philippines. She is interested in how 
information can be interpreted and how it is possible to come to 
know something. The act of seeing (literally and metaphorically) 
inform her work. Vickers received her BFA in photography from 
Brigham Young University and is currently pursuing an MFA  
from SAIC. She loves plants and drinking water.
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Notes On, Magalie Guérin, (Green Lantern Press, Chicago), 2016, pages 156-157, with marginalia by Lin Hixson



Above: Spaces of Reading writing exercise and marginalia by Lin Hixson 
Right: Research notes and marginalia by Lin Hixson



Above: Course ephemera 
Right: Matthew Goulish, class #10 outline
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