





collaboration with Schaechter. In addition, the exhibition offers insights into the
depth of craft in Schaechter’s work with preparatory drawings of one of the panels as
well as a video showing the artist's process of engraving and layering to create her
textured and colorful images.

Judith Schaechter Super/Natural (detail)

The dome stands eight foot high by five foot wide and is composed of 65 glass
panels with an exquisitely and densely painted landscape. Between the hours of
11am and 3pm, viewers can enter and sit on a single chair placed in the center of
the dome for a period of time (around two minutes when I attended) monitored by a
gallery sitter. From 3pm until 5pm, the dome is illuminated from within showcasing
the dazzling colors of her glass work.

Though this medium is typically a feature of the built environment, Super/Natural
is only the artist's second exhibition of her stained glass work with architectural
dimensions. The first was in 2012 at Eastern State Penitentiary, where she installed
17 stained glass windows as a part of the institution’s ongoing series of artist
interventions. This body of work included a large window titled, “The Battle of
Carnival and Lent”, depicting a chaotic scene of 96 figures engaged in fighting,
playing and watching each other. The remaining windows were installed in a number
of the prison cells designed after monasteries with the notion that isolation would
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encourage reflection on one's crimes and restoration of one’s morality. These
windows show figures in uncomfortable poses, crammed into the tight space of the
skylight. This work highlighted the punitive strategies shared by both the Catholic
church and the U.S.'s penal system, providing an opportunity for viewers to reflect
on the effects of solitary confinement and the conditions of chosen versus forced
isolation.

The dome continues Schaechter’s project of employing the history of stained glass
as a religious art to question secular meaning-making systems. Instead of saints and
gods, Schaechter’s stained glass images present nature as the object of worship,
specifically through biophilia, a design term for the desire to commune with nature.

The landscape of the dome is organized in three tiers: an underground of bones
and richly patterned earth, an aboveground of dense flora with insects and other
land-dwelling creatures crawling throughout, and a blue sky of birds that starts on
the wall and stretches across the domed ceiling, again, all of which are a product of
Schaechter’s imagination

The dome and the biophilia theme framing the exhibition are the result of
Schaechter’s participation in a two year-long residency that she completed at the
Penn Center for Neuroaesthetics, a research center at the University of Pennsylvania
that studies the neural systems involved in our experience of and reactions to
beauty. As the Center’s Artist in Residence she closely observed their research,
sat in on meetings, labs and lunches, and participated in discussions, all the while
producing the drawings of flora and fauna that would make their way into the dome.

Schaechter’s connection with Penn’s Center for Neuroaesthetics began with her
encounter with the book The Aesthetic Brain: How We Evolved to Desire Beauty
and Enjoy Art, written by the founding Director of the Center, Dr. Anjan Chatterjee,
but her interest in the relationship between cognitive science and art goes much
further back. She was raised by devout atheists and doesn't recall entering a church
until she was 15. Her father was chairman of microbiology at Tufts University, and
according to Schaechter, often expressed his disapproval of religion, planting a seed
of curiosity in her. Later in life during her studies at RISD, she encountered another
dogma in the anti-decorative glass program that valued theories of conceptualism
and phenomenology and science-inspired, abstract artworks. Schaechter developed
against the grain, pursuing her curiosity for spirituality through art-making and the
ornately pictorial tradition of stained glass.

According to Schaechter, she and Dr. Chatterjee were on the same page from the

beginning that they did not want the work she made through the residency to look
like science. “No illustrations of brains” as she recalls. Far from it, Super/Natural
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celebrates the creativity in misguided, highly decorative representations of science,
inspired in part by her research into the history of natural illustration from the 16th
to 18th century. Two things interested her about this period of illustration; that it
was an art profession women were permitted to have, and that it was filled with
falsehoods and myths about the natural world that the discipline claimed to be truth.
In our conversation, she cited one particular Dover encyclopedic-like publication, a
bestiary that included a fact about beavers, that they devoured each other’s testicles
as a territorial strategy. “This is a myth!” she said excitedly as we agreed on how
widely read such Dover publications were before Wikipedia.

Through her own imaginative drawing style, Schaechter’s work invites us to
consider how seeing the natural world as it is may be harder to achieve than we
assume. In the dome “Super/Natural”, the flowers depicted throughout the middle
tier of the dome’s walls appear to have recognizable parts but the whole remains
unfamiliar. The bugs, snakes, and spiraling flock of birds have exaggerated, stylized
and at times physically impossible features. Filled with imaginative creations,
“Super/Natural” not only shows us nature, but shows how influential humans can
be in the process of making nature visible. Like the fabrications of early natural
illustrations, when we look at a flower, we may also be remembering, naming,
identifying, comparing, or interpreting. Our mind fills in the gaps in an endless
process of making sense of reality. Subject to the mediation of language and cultural
practices and beliefs, Schaechter’s work is a reminder that we constantly engage
in a creative transformation of nature into meaning, memory and fantasy. The
unconscious, unknowable dimension of the human imagination then becomes one
of the protagonists of Super/Natural’'s Cosmos. We are shown the potential of our
very minds to create through Schaechter’s own unleashed imagination, and that
this makes us a part of the mysteries of the natural world. In times that tempt us to
double-down on the Enlightenment era dynamic of us versus nature, Schaechter’s
work offers a humbling but productive counter-narrative, a willingness to look with
wonder and curiosity at the ecosystems we both cocreate and are created by.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS by Shana Cohen-Mungan

The acknowledgements section is where an author typically lists people who
supported the writing process. In texts that pose as the product of a singular voice,
the acknowledgements often gesture toward the polyphonic truth: that the self is
always relational. I am my mother, my neighbors, my childhood collection of rocks,
and my first grade teacher, Ms. Slaughter. In this essay, I hope to acknowledge the
alterity at the heart of my voice and ensure that the others who are present in this
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piece don't go unnoticed. I am very grateful to Teleporter for creating a space to
share writing and for helping this piece come to life. Many thanks to the quarterly
independent’s collective members: David Dempewolf, Randy Gilmore, Ava Haitz,
Gesya Siregar, CX Timon, Logan Unsen, and Misha Wyllie. Their generous attention
and conversations have made contributing to this publication a true honor.

The three most important qualities in a person are inquiry, consideration, and
kitchentable. I read that in a letter; the pages swirled with print. All I could decipher
was that one sentence. Ever since waking from that dream last September, I've
been telling that enigmatic message to almost everyone I encounter. Out of those
conversations—many of which happened at kitchen tables—the most memorable
are with Elijah Ames, Leo Biehl, Kalia Boutier, Caro Campos, Willow Clayton, Marielle
Cohen, Rosalyn Deutsche, Ellie Esterowitz, Jonathan Flatley, Tapiwa Gambura, Panu
Hejmadi, Collin Kawan-Hemler, Homay King, Naomi Lawrence, Matt Mungan, Sonya
Ontiveros, Umika Pathak, Aubree Penney, Federico Perelmuter, Jack Pryor, Lindsay
Reckson, Frankie Rokita, Lia Schifitto, Aydan Shahdadpuri, Gus Stadler, Robert Ubell,
Yolanda Wisher, and Gabrielle Woolley. The meanings of inquiry and consideration
seemed straightforward—curiosity and care, respectively—but the third term
threw me. Kitchen tables are objects with a supportive, horizontal surface, but
“kitchentable” seems to refer to something else—something that may happen at the
kitchen table, but is distinct from the object. I needed to speak with others to access
the wisdom of that dream, the mystery of kitchentable.

When Naomi asked about my associations with the dream, I thought of two artists.
The first was Gregg Bordowitz. In a video called “Testing Some Beliefs,” Bordowitz,
following the philosopher Henri Bergson, says that freedom is not only negative
(“freedom from tyranny, freedom from hunger, freedom from oppression”) but also
positive, through duration. Bordowitz gives an example: “you’re having a meal with
a friend and you lose track of time and you look down at your watch and you just
realize that two hours have gone by and you don't know where they went.” The
kitchen table is a site of freedom through relation. It's the place where friends gather,
share nourishment, speak, listen, hold each other, and in that tangle of exchanges,
become “suspended within a kind of timelessness” where “there’s the freedom to
possibly see the world in a different way, to possibly make a different choice.”

My other association was Carrie Mae Weems's Kitchen Table Series, particularly the
three images called “Untitled (Woman with Friends)” in which three women assemble
around the table. In the first image, Weems covers her grieving face with her hand,
while her two friends, one standing and one sitting at the empty table, respectively
lay a palm on her shoulder and on her wrist. Perhaps her friends are asking what
happened or listening for a response. In the second, all three sit in silence around
the table which now holds three water glasses, a knife, and an ashtray for the
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cigarettes that Weems smokes. As if alchemizing their grief, the three women share
an uproar of laughter in the third image, which registers their movement due to

a longer exposure time. The consolation, contemplation, and rapture of the three
images could correspond to those three qualities from my dream. When trouble
finds you, come to the kitchen table; ask questions, sit with what emerges, and
maybe open an aperture just wide enough to slip into a fit of freedom.

Carrie Mae Weems, Untitled (Woman with Friends), 1990, Archival pigment print, Triptych: 40 x 40 inches (101.6 x 101.6 cm),
© Carrie Mae Weems, Courtesy of the artist and Gladstone, New York, Fraenkel Gallery, San Francisco, and Galerie Barbara

Thumm, Berlin

I have immeasurable gratitude for Rosalyn Deutsche, my great aunt, without
whom my work and life would be very different. I have written extensively about her
late friend, writer and AIDS activist, Douglas Crimp. Another recent essay of mine
centered around Morgan Bassichis, an artist whose book she gifted me. In this essay,
I attempted to steal away from her influence but ended up citing her friend, Gregg
Bordowitz. Then, I learned that she has already written about Kitchen Table Series.
I'm trying to accept my indebtedness as her male niece, and my debt in general. I'm
part of a tradition, which is not to say a hefty, precious chain hung from the ceiling,
each link passing down into the next until there's me. Rather, I look to where I'm
currently writing this essay: the kitchen table in my childhood home. Aunt Roz's book
Not-Forgetting, Weems's Kitchen Table Series monograph, and Sara Ahmed'’s Queer
Phenomenology sit beside me on the round-cornered, horizontal surface with my
laptop, my parents’ candle holders, and a black ceramic bowl from my maternal great
grandmother. My inheritance is a set of objects on the kitchen table. I can pick them
up, throw them out, or adjust them into arrangements that might please me.

In Not-Forgetting, Deutsche connects Weems's 1990 photo-text, Kitchen Table

Series, to the contemporaneous “woman-as-image” discourse that turned away
from demands for positive “images of women” and toward engagements with
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representation’s role in the production of subjectivity. Weems said that when she
made Kitchen Table Series “everybody was ... talking about” Laura Mulvey’s essay,
“Visual Pleasure and Narrative Cinema,” which theorizes “woman-as-image” as a
signifier of “to-be-looked-at-ness.” Mulvey's essay was important for Weems, but
the conversation around it excluded race. “This universalization of the White female
body,” Deutsche argues, “meant turning a blind eye to the specificity of the violence
exerted against the Black female body in White supremacist imagery.” With Kitchen
Table Series, Weems counters the flattening effect of this exclusion by picturing
complex, intimate details of a black woman's daily life. In the first of “Untitled
(Woman with Friends),” the standing friend holds a comb in her hand, seeming to
offer hair care as an invitation to rest. This offering foreshadows the image that
follows the triptych, in which the same friend brushes Weems's hair. The other friend,
who is white, is absent from this scene of care. Each of the friends’ subjectivities are
shaped by their singular experiences of everyday life, down to their places at the
table, their role in this specific act of hair care, their speech, and the subtle ringing
sound when their fingernail taps a drinking glass. Kitchen Table Series shows details
of complication, the unstable ground surrounding any signifier. Thus, Weems's
intervention is not only to show that the generalization of the white female body
erases black women'’s experiences, but also that, in general, identity categories
collect large groups of individuals whose complicated lives exceed any shared
signifier. Kitchentable is this defiant, quantum dance of the signified.

In the essay “Compassion,” Weems argues that writings on her work have held a
narrow focus on the category “black woman photographer,” leaving the work “stuck
in the discourse around race,” and with many other aspects of the work remaining
unquestioned, like the relation between text and image. The fourteen text panels of
Kitchen Table Series tell the story of a woman who begins a romantic partnership,
becomes a mother, goes through a traumatic confrontation with her partner that
leads to a breakup, then lives on as a single person. The written narrative passes
over the twenty photographs’ details—discarded peanut shells, ashtrays, and the
kitchen table itself—and the photographs may not immediately register some
of the textual information—song lyrics, actions outside the frame, and snippets
of conversation—but the differences within Weems's work are more than those
between just any image and its caption. The sequence of tableaux don't exactly
correspond to the text's diegesis, which lags behind the images like the everyday
stories exchanged between friends following some event from the day before. For
example, the text's violent climax comes between two images of the main figure
alone, first staring straight into the camera, then feeding a pet bird. The pictures of
grief come earlier in the sequence and it is inconclusive whether they are in direct
response to the text's scene of trauma, which never appears. There's the narrative of
a relationship and a related sequence of photographs; and there’s a viewership who
Weems invites to make connections and meanings (or not) out of the gaps between
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the two. Weems brought her camera to the kitchen table to contend with trauma’s
presence in everyday life and the transformative potential of aesthetic practices like
storytelling, performance, and photography. Then, she transports kitchentable—as

a practice of convening, a dilation of apertures, a labor of care, a ritual curation of
detail, a plan to acknowledge—into the gallery or book through the triangulation of
image, text, and viewer, whom she may lead into a deeper awareness of traumas that
they might not engage otherwise.

I must acknowledge that my dream was actually a nightmare. I left out two key
details. The letter had a sender—my estranged ex—and continued beyond that
first, impactful line about the three most important qualities. The next sentence
said: “You don't have them.” Once massively important presences in each others’
lives, we haven't spoken in nearly four years. In my view, there are at least two limits
of relationality: how comfortable I am communicating when I feel hurt, and then,
whether I feel heard. My thanks for these two insights goes to Gregg Bordowitz
and Lindsay Reckson, respectively. I've been lucky enough to experience inquiry,
consideration, and kitchentable with friends, including those listed throughout this
piece and so many more. We seek. We sit with what emerges. We share what we find.
But I've also hurt others, and experienced hurt that felt too much to bear, let alone
say, and when I've said it anyway, the disintegration of listening only compounded
the harm. Sometimes you just need to break up.

In Essex Hemphill's poem “Fixin’ Things,” the speaker describes the nourishing
experience of talking about difficult memories from childhood—his father’s
departure, his mother’s grief, and his violent relationship with his brother—at a
kitchen table with someone who might be a lover but is definitely a friend. This
conversation leads the speaker to the realization that he barely knows his brother.
Entwining inquiry with consideration and kitchentable, the speaker asks a series
of questions about how his brother interacts with the world, then he assesses the
distance between them, and wonders how, as an activist who “publicly advocates for
Black brotherhood,” he and his brother might sit down together “across a common
table touch.” To speak with a friend about traumatic experiences and feel heard can
be healing and empowering, as can delivering a speech to an activist group, and
both can be very difficult. Perhaps even harder is the work involved in repairing the
personal relationships that have caused so much harm and continue to haunt our
poems and our dreams. Hemphill's speaker asks: “O sweet dream, when will you
come to me with answers?” When the dream answers with a nightmare, how can you
come to the world with sweet questions?
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Can We Locate This Place, This Step? by Mara Cabhill

Flat grey stacticsea gazes out
alone, or with one other, no more.

Skin sloughs off
— a gash, a reach, a wisp

(a melancholy sunbeam catches dust)
opens, grasps at, fades.

Flat grey | upper left,
static bleeds red.

Title quotes Paul Celan’s “Meridian Speech’
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Drawing by Clay Tenhula

She lands fluttering her wings, reflecting purple and blue on the pond below

a golden road weaves through the city and out through the tunnel VWheels
curve and grip the pavement on the big narrow hill

Two people embrace the globe

A world unknown where forms from beyond, apart and alike, dance together

A special cup, made of the earth, is home to a single eye

This landscape has layers, peel them back, and lead us back to reveal the future
Multiple paths to choose, up or down

That is up to each of the you’s inside the you of our you

If you fold the energy that glistens in the sunlight and try to fit it in a small frame

The form will eventually find a way to break free
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An Anecdoted Topography of Plants' by Sara Davis

The house is tall and narrow. The brick is pale red, almost pink. The front door is pale blue. You
can see none of this from inside the front room, which has white walls and windows?that are tall
and narrow, like the house.

In the first window, next to the front door, there is an array of small succulent plants® growing in
tiny white pots on the sill. One is shaped like a wide, loose rose, with pale green leaves tipped in
pink.* Two have longer stems with plump green leaves that form a petite rosette at the stem tip.
One is just a rosette without the stem.® A golden pothos vine trails from a white pot suspended
from the ceiling by a teal macrame hanger. This vine has 18 green heart-shaped leaves®
alternating along its stem, and one leaf-to-be still folded up at the tip of the vine, which just
brushes the yellow striped chair below.”

In the second window, there is a second array of small succulent plants on the sill, growing in
pots of different shapes and sizes. In two tiny white pots and a small pot shaped like a white
whale, the succulents form loose, purplish rosettes with longer stems. In a small gray pot is a
thin and thirsty-looking Christmas cactus.®In a pot shaped like a classical bust, the succulent is
a short, wide rosette with sharp points.’In front of the window there is a lightweight metal wine
rack', painted white, with a flat narrow surface that holds five more pots. An avocado plant"
sprouts from a tall white pot. The stem, maybe a foot high now, looks fragile. It leans against a

"With apologies to Daniel Spoerri (An Anecdoted Topography of Chance).

2Through the windows, | can see a narrow street, a row of tall narrow houses across the narrow street,
and a few pigeons circling a pothole in the street. The pothole contains some water, probably from my
neighbor's garden hose. She feels bad for pigeons in the summer heat.

®None of the names or species of these succulents are known to me.

*| purchased this succulent from a discount store, which also did not know its name or species. ° The
small rosettes all grew from succulent leaves given to me by a friend who works in catering. She

staffed an event where every table had an adorable succulent arrangement which were thrown away at
the end, except the ones she tucked into her purse.

% Pothos belongs to a "shy-flowering" family of plants, but | have never seen any pothos flowering at all. 7
Last time my plant-loving friend came over to watch TV, | asked her how to trim the pothos. She taught
me to cut near the yellowish nodes along the stem, which will sprout roots if the cutting is placed in water.
8The Christmas cactus®was given to me by a woman in my adult ballet class.

@A Christmas cactus needs 13 consecutive hours of darkness to bloom. No matter where | put
mine, it does not bloom or make new leaves or even plump up with water. I've had it for almost two years.
9The sharp rosette was grown from one of the fallen leaves of a succulent | picked out at a workshop
about how to plant and care for succulents.” The original sharp rosette was crushed when | moved to the
tall narrow house two years ago. But, with time, even a crushed succulent can become a new, whole
succulent.

®| attended this workshop with a group of three friends who were hoping to quiet our anxious
minds by planting succulents, and also hoping to share information regarding a fourth friend who had just
checked into a detox clinic. | still think of this succulent as belonging to the friend who went to the clinic,
although in the end he never saw it.

"No wine bottles, at present.
" A year ago, | sliced open an avocado and saw that its pit was cracked and a small root was poking
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copper-colored trellis. The vine is bursting with rounded waxy leaves." The other pots (white,
gray, and pink) hold plant cuttings: two hoya, two golden pothos.'

On a shelf built into the wall next to the second window, behind the teal couch, a variety of
haworthia'® with blunt fleshy leaves grows In a copper-colored ceramic pot. A pearl and jade
pothos with 13 small leaves curls from a small blue pot on a wooden coaster.'” A neon pothos'®
bursts from a gray-green pot elevated on a short metal plant stand. It has 22 big heart-shaped
leaves, tightly clustered, which just brush the shelf. A long golden pothos vine with 18 large,
heart-shaped leaves dangles from a white pot suspended from the ceiling by a teal macrame
hanger. A light designed especially for plants—a long narrow tube emitting only red and blue
light—is clipped to a blue ceramic bowl."

Opposite the front door, there is a gray-carpeted staircase. Upstairs, there are more
houseplants: two more golden pothos vines?, a few succulents, and a tall money tree?'that has
finally stopped dropping yellow fronds. Behind the stairs, there is a door that leads to the yard.
The yard is concrete and bursting with plants; terra cotta pots and plastic planters and metal
stands line the low walls, which disappear behind a profusion of leaves.

2When the avocado plant makes a new leaf, | sing to it: "A new leaf! After oh so long, there was a true
leaf. Suddenly, a green—not a blue—leaf..." and so on.®
°The melody is based on "A New Life" from the Jekylf and Hyde musical.
3 The hoya was also given to me by the woman in my adult ballet class. In return, | gave her three
cuttings from my spider plants, which live outside in the summer.
' Allegedly, hoya make beautiful waxy flowers as well. Mine makes only leaves, but many of them. ™
| had planned to give one cutting of each plant to each of my partners, but they both live with cats.®
Instead, if the heat ever breaks, | will put them on the sidewalk outside the house and post a photo to
neighborhood plant group online.
4 Pothos is toxic to cats. Hoya is not but they still shouldn't eat it.'
' don't have cats, but | used to. | had two cats from the same litter who used to sleep in
one soft gray pile. One of them died three years ago. That's when | started growing houseplants.
The surviving cat had arthritis and was not interested in climbing up to chew on their leaves. She
died two months ago. They were both very old, as cats go.
®This is a succulent! | know its namel
"Two years ago, a big tree branch fell in my brother's yard and smashed part of his roof. He wasn't
happy about the roof but he used a chainsaw to cut the branch into round disks and gave me the disks. |
dried them out in the oven and varnished them and use them for plants and coffee mugs. '® The neon
pothos and the pearl and jade pothos were given to me by a neighbor having a sidewalk sale last fall. |
stopped to buy a set of pet stairs for my arthritic cat, and admired her outdoor plants, so she threw in the
cuttings for free.
®The bowl was a graduation present from the man who funded my college scholarship. | am not sure
why | kept it all these years, except that | have not been given very many presents by rich men. 2° Al
four golden pothos vines originated with one cutting given to me by a man®l knew almost three years
ago. His pothos plant was lush and leafy with many vines. My cutting just grows in one long
continuous vine with big or small leaves, and its cuttings grow the same way.
®He brought the cutting the second time we met, which was at my house to have sex. | was very
moved by the gesture. The third time we met, which was at his house to have sex, | brought turmeric

ainaer svrup that | make at home We didn't meet a fourth time because bv then | had met mv partners
2'The money tree was given to me by a friend who was moving to California.

But you cannot see them from the front room. You can only see the door, and the windows full of

houseplants, and a little bit of street from the windows. The street is quiet.
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SPECULATIVE ASTROLOGICAL GUIDE FOR ART COLLECTIVES by Gesyada Siregar

Ever found yourself struggling in collaborative practice, trying to make sense of your
art-friend’s work style? In this edition, we highlight three out of twelve zodiac in this
quarter:

Gemini

The one who talks the talk, whether for public presentation, hosting guests or filling
the awkward silence in internal brainstorming meetings. They talk soooo much

- don't be surprised when they forget what they said previously in a meeting. They
have a short-attention span for projects and are terrible with numbers. Their skills
at making excuses will be a positive thing for writing appealing grant proposals or
curatorial texts. They can be those members who hoard all the catalogs and leaflets
from exhibitions in their home but rarely read them.

Cancer

With their sensitivity, they are observant of other members. They might bring up
something you said to them, word for word, from “the summer of 2010.” They feel
the feels, hence the moodswings that the other members have seen and eventually
gotten used to. Seasoned members know to leave them alone when they seem
gloomy: you don’t want to aggravate the sensitive crab. They are reliable for doing
tasks, such as reports, making PPTs, workshop material, budgeting and other
paperwork, but don't take them for granted. Cancer has all the juicy gossip about
other members. Helplessly romantic, they are very likely to bring their family, lovers,
and spouses to the collective events or projects.

Leo

The mother, the boss, the sun, the leading force to keep the projects running.

The one who won't get angry easily and can maintain their chill in the middle of
the storm. But you don’t want to mess with them-do not wake the sleeping lion.
They pride themselves on the projects they successfully manage, so remember to
compliment them. They seem okay to do things on their own but don't be fooled,
their pride will also make them shy to ask for help. If they are ill, they are often
unstoppable, continuing their work due to their pride. You can ask them when the
group cannot decide what food to order.

TELEPORTER - A Quarterly Independent 32



Dear Ms. Mountain,

Lately it seems like all of my friends are unhappy. Nothing seems to be good
enough for them, no job or amount of money. They're frustrated in their
relationships or frustrated with being single. Don't even get me started on the daily
news cycle conversations. Is it wrong to be happy when they're not? I do want to be
happy and enjoy life when I can, but I feel guilty and lonely more and more. What
should I do?

Elizabeth of Isolation

My dear Isolation,

Close your eyes and stare into the sun. In it you see your face as a child smiling,
along with every face you've ever seen smile at you that you can recall. The faces
turn to balls of every existing color. The balls start farting. As they fart they send
themselves flying. The perimeter of the sun becomes a container for this pool of
flying and ricocheting balls. You are illuminated by the brightness of this gaseous,
raucous ball pit. Open your eyes and let the balls fly out. Find a face that can catch
your balls but don't be discouraged when you don't. Keep letting them fly. Your balls
are infinite.
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PHILADELPHIA ART GALLERIES:

5U Space
319 N. 11th st. Philadelphia, PA
info.5uspace@gmail.com

Arch Enemy Arts
109 Arch St, Philadelphia, PA
www.archenemyarts.com

Automat
1400 N American St, Philadelphia, PA
www.automatcollective.com

Blah Blah Gallery
907 Christian St, Philadelphia, PA
www.blahblahgallery.com

Big Ramp
2024 E Westmoreland St, Phila, PA
www.bigrampphilly.com

Box Spring Gallery
1400 N American St Philadelphia, PA
www.boxspringgallery.com

Cerulean Arts
1355 Ridge Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.ceruleanarts.com

COMMONWEAL
1341 N Mascher St, Philadelphia, PA
www.commonweal.gallery

The Colored Girls Museum
4613 Newhall St, Philadelphia, PA
www.thecoloredgirlsmuseum.com

F.A.N Gallery
221 Arch St, Philadelphia, PA
www.thefangallery.com

FJORD
1720 N 5th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.fjordspace.com

Fleisher/Ollman Gallery
915 Spring Garden Phila, PA
www.fleisher-ollmangallery.com

Free Library of Philadelphia
1901 Vine Street, Philadelphia, PA
www.freelibrary.org

FRIEDAcommunity
320 Walnut St, Philadelphia, PA
www.frieda.community

Fuller Rosen Gallery

319 N 11th St Unit 3-I, Philadelphia, PA
www.fullerrosen.com
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Grizzly Grizzly
319 N 11th St 2nd floor, Philadelphia, PA
www.grizzlygrizzly

Gross McCleaf Gallery
123 Leverington Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.grossmeccleaf.com

InLiquid Gallery
1400 N American St. vvPhiladelphia, PA
www.inliquid.org

The Icebox Project Space
1400 N American St, Philadelphia, PA
www.iceboxprojectspace.com

James Oliver Gallery
723 Chestnut St 2nd Fl, Philadelphia, PA
www.jamesolivergallery.com

Larry Becker Contemporary Art

43 N 2nd St, Philadelphia, PA
www.artnet.com/galleries/larry-becker-
contemporary-art

Locks Gallery
600 S Washington Square, Phila,
www.locksgallery.com

Marginal Utility/2C books
319 N 11th St #2, Philadelphia, PA
www.marginalutility.org

Mount Airy Contemporary
25 W Mt Airy Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.mountairycontemporary.com

The Galleries at Moore
1916 Race St, Philadelphia, PA
www.moore.edu/the-galleries-at-moore

Muse Gallery
52 N 2nd St, Philadelphia, PA
www.musegalleryphiladelphia.com

Off The Wall Gallery
347 S.13th St Philadelphia, PA 19107
www.offthewallgallery.org

Old City Jewish Arts Center
119 N 3rd St, Philadelphia, PA
Wwww.ocjac.org

PEEP
1400 N American St #109, Phila, PA
www.peepprojects.org

PENTIMENTI

145 N 2nd St, Philadelphia, PA
www.pentimenti.com
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The Print Center
1614 Latimer St, Philadelphia, PA
www.printcenter.org

Pink Noise Projects
319 N 11th Street, 2LPhiladelphia, PA
www.pinknoiseprojects.com

Practice Gallery
319 N 11th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.practicegallery.org

Rush Arts
4954 Old York Rd, Philadelphia, PA
www.rushphilanthropic.org

Stanek Gallery
720 N 5th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.stanekgallery.com

Taller Puertorriquefio
2600 N 5th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.tallerpr.org

Temple Contemporary

2001 N 13th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.tyler.temple.edu/temple-
contemporary

THINKER MAKERS SOCIETY
320 Race St, Philadelphia, PA
www.thinkermakerssociety.com

Tiger Strikes Asteroid
1400 N American St #107, Philadelphia, PA
www.tigerstrikesasteroid.com

TILT Institute for the Contemporary Image
1400 N American St. Philadelphia, PA
www.tiltinstitute.org

Museum for Art in Wood
141 N 3rd St, Philadelphia, PA
www.museumforartinwood.org

Ulises

1525 N American St Studio 104,
Philadelphia, PA

www.ulises.us

University City Arts League
4226 Spruce St, Philadelphia, PA
www.theartsleague.org

William Way LGBT Community Center
1315 Spruce St, Philadelphia, PA
www.waygay.org

Works on Paper
1611 Walnut St # B, Philadelphia, PA
www.wpartcollection.com

Wexler Gallery
1811 Frankford Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.wexlergallery.com

Young Artist Program
www.theyap.org

Vox Populi
319 N 11th St #3, Philadelphia, PA
www.voxpopuligallery.org

PHILADELPHIA ART MUSEUMS:

Arcadia University Art Gallery
450 S Easton Rd, Glenside, PA
www.arcadia.edu/exhibitions

Arthur Ross Gallery
220 S 34th St, Philadelphia, PA 19104
www.arthurrossgallery.org

The Barnes Foundation
2025 Benjamin Franklin Pkwy, Phila, PA
www.barnesfoundation.org

The Clay Studio
1425 N American St, Philadelphia, PA
www.theclaystudio.org

Da Vinci Art Alliance
704 Catharine St, Philadelphia, PA
www.davinciartalliance.org

The Fabric Workshop and Museum
1214 Arch St, Philadelphia, PA
www.fabricworkshopandmuseum.org

Institute of Contemporary Art
118 S 36th St, Philadelphia, PA
www.icaphila.org

La Salle University Art Museum
1900 W Olney Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.artcollection.lasalle.edu

Museum for Art in Wood
141 N 3rd St, Philadelphia, PA
www.museumforartinwood.org

The Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine
Arts Museum

118-128 N Broad St, Philadelphia, PA
www.pafa.org

Philadelphia Museum of Art
2600 Benjamin Franklin Pkwy, Phila, PA
www.philamuseum.org

Woodmere Art Museum

9201 Germantown Ave, Philadelphia, PA
www.woodmereartmuseum.org
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OPEN CALL

CALLING ALL ANIMATORS
LOCAL & INTERNATIONAL

el

Submit your animated film for
a chance to be screened at
our inaugural 2025 festival.

Submit by August 17 Ohy{0)
Extended September 7 B

Visit
PhillyAnimationFest.com
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Tania Qurashi

Echo of Another

5 September - 23 November 2025 m

books




GRIZZLY
YISXIHo

319 N.11th st
2nd floor
Philadelphia

grizzlygrizzly.com

Misha Wyllie Painting LLC
Interior and Decorative
Painting Services

_icensed and Insured
@mishapainting
nisha.wyllie.com

378-936-4684

-

319 N.11th st 319 N.11th st 319 N.11th st
2nd floor 2nd floor 3rd floor
Philadelphia Philadelphia Philadelphia

pinknoiseprojects.com practicegallery.com vox@voxpopuligallery.ong

GALLOPING DUT OF NEW.
HAMPSHIRE COMES ..

( II?I%%TE
Whabis-show-to\N“ ‘ { ‘
DON QUIXOTE IS THE ONLY NATU-

RAL PEANUT BUTTER MADE FROM
SPANISH PEANUTS BECAUSE THEY:

1) HAVE THE RICHEST FLAVOR
2) DELIVER MEGA-ANTIOXIDANTS
3) PROVIDE COMPLETE PROTEIN

Icebox Project Space October - December dongpeanutbutter.com

FUTURE

ulises
1525 N American Street
Studio #104
Philly, PA 19122
Wednesday — Sunday, 12pm - 6pm

TELEPORTER rndependent




