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My grandmother taught me how to sew when I was a child. She helped teach me 

how to be a woman, too. She bought me my first sewing machine and reveled in the 

discovery that I, unlike my mother, enjoyed the traditionally feminine handicraft which was 

a foundational building block of her homemaking empire. My grandmother, with great care, 

would sew matching outfits for each of her six childrenɂthree boys and three girls. My 

mother, the youngest and smallest, always had to wear the outfits the longestɂfirst her 

own, then all the hand-me-downs. 4Ï ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÍÁÙ I never made anything 

quite so useful with my sewing. As a child I would cut up my clothes, rendering them 

unwearable, and fashion strange creaturesɂmy very own love objectsɂfrom the 

misshapen scraps. I returned to doll making, after discarding it for many years, as a way to 

attempt to speak the language of my inner child and to rekindle a kind of making that I had 

not experienced in years: one that felt unburdened by a point of reference, unburdened by 

the self-surveilling and self-critical gaze of painting that I had learned throughout my years 

at art school.  

Luce Irigaray talks about the hierarchy of gaze and its effect on the materiality of the 

body in her book, This Sex Which is Not One,  

ȰȢȢȢÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÅÎÓÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÆÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÓÔÅÒÓȢ It sets at a distance, 

maintains the distance. In our culture, the predominance of the look over smell, 

taste, touch, hearing, has brought about an impoverishment of bodily relations...the 

ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÄÏÍÉÎÁÔÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÄÏÍÉÎÁÔÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÌÏÓÅÓ ÉÔÓ ÍÁÔÅÒÉÁÌÉÔÙȱ1 

 
1 Irigaray, Luce. This Sex Which Is Not One. Translated by Catherine Porter. Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 

2020.  



I feel this objectifying tendency of the eye and loss of materiality happening in painting, 

ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎÔÉÎÇȭÓ ÅÍÐÈÁÓÉÓ ÏÎ ÓÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÒÃÅÐÔÕÁÌ ÐÈÅÎÏÍÅÎÁȢ I become frustrated 

with painting when it feels overdetermined, when I fall into the trap of letting the painting 

become one thing, written law, a datum that purports to tells us what reality is. That which 

) ÐÁÉÎÔ ÂÅÃÏÍÅÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅ ÔÏ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÆÙ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÓÔÅÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 

eyes to do their job. I want to paint against objectivity. 

Soft sculpture, while still something one can look at, offers an alternate mode of 

addressɂtouch. Fabric is a material that speaks at the register of the body. We wear fabric, 

we carry our belongings in it, we sleep with it, we swaddle children with it, we use it 

practically and decoratively. It tucks us into bed, and it holds us throughout the day. Fabric 

talks to our bodies and our skin about comfort. As a child I was diagnosed with sensory 

processing disorder, so tactility and the way things feel is extremely important to me. 

Comfort and discomfort by way of sensorial perception has always shaped my experience 

of the world. When I was young, I felt the urge to touch nearly everythingɂwhether I was 

supposed to or not. Sewn objects are generally okay to touchɂClothes, blankets, stuffed 

animals and dollsɂand in addition they are pleasurable to touch because they are soft and 

satisfyingly squishy. Thus, soft sculpture offers a way to circumvent some of my anxieties 

about painting, gaze, and representationɂI am no longer trying to paint a thing that 

already exists, ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÃÒÉÆÉÃÉÁÌ ÏÂÊÅÃÔ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎÔÉÎÇȭÓ ÖÉÅ×ÅÒÓÈÉÐ. I am making 

an object that is entirely new and uncanny, with its own peculiar orientation  to the world 

and relationship to a viewer. For as much as a viewer may perceive the doll, they are 

implicated in the corporeal reality of sharing space with it.  The body regains its 

materiality.  



The tactility and pliability , the gentleness, the touch, and the warmth of soft 

sculpture also led me to remember the things I like about painting. I love paint for all its 

squishy, indeterminate qualities. I love paint as a medium of sensorial play. I love the 

feeling of making things and being totally, completely absorbed in the process of making, 

such that I forget that I even have a body. When I return to that body I am proud of what it 

has done. The body regains its materiality. bÅÌÌ ÈÏÏËÓ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔÏ ÂÅÇÉÎ ÂÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ 

of love as an action rather than a feeling is one way in which anyone using the word in this 

manner automatically assumes accountability and responsibility.ȱ2 I deeply appreciate that 

sentiment, that to love something is not simply to feel like for it, but to repeat the action of 

caring over, and over, and over again. So, I feel strongly that my love for painting is also a 

taking up of the task of a critical care for it, not just taking it as medium for granted but 

loving it to take accountability for its faults.  

I spent a long time being frustrated with myself for being unable to be one thing 

namely a girl , and I think this has caused me to try to paint against one-ness. Duality and 

multiplicity are important themes in both the content and the form of my paintings, as are 

iteration and cyclicality. Things become more than one thing. Ear becomes hair becomes 

water becomes bird. Things are repeated over and over until my hand gets tired and the 

shapes morph together. Timelines are layered and obfuscated. What is the beginning of the 

story? Where does it end?  Characters are doubled.   Is that one person, or two? As things 

lose their singular meanings they gain new ones.  

 
2 hooks, bell. All About Love: New Visions. New York, NY: William Morrow and Company, 2000. p. 13 



I want to balance these two qualities in my work, uncanny recognizability and poetic 

abstraction, to make works that perch just on the edge of the known such that they bring 

into view that which we take for granted as known such as the natural and real in order to 

expose at least some of those things to be constructed. However, I want there to be a 

gentleness in the delivery. I want to retain a comforting touch of the hand. I am tired of the 

rending of flesh that happens everywhere in all corners of life, and I would rather spend my 

time trying very hard to mend the torn flesh back together.  

I paint a lot of feminized or feminine adjacent people, and I definitely do not want to 

see them torn apart, dehumanized, or objectified. I am a feminized person, although I at 

times disidentify with femininity. I am more comfortable with defining myself as a 

nonbinary person who was Assigned Female at Birth (AFAB). The framework of femininity 

as a socially constructed position has structured my existence since birth, but it is not 

something that is essential to my core, if there is even any such thing as an essential core in 

the first place. A lot of my workɂboth painting and soft sculptureɂthus explores 

femininity, and in my queer, circuitous, disoriented way I think I am trying to look inside of 

it and understand it.  By understanding how it is made, I attempt to re-make it my own way. 

I think the doll is a useful tool for understanding femininity, a ground of sorts, in the way 

ÔÈÁÔ 3ÁÒÁ !ÈÍÅÄ ÓÔÁÔÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔÏ be oriented is also to be oriented toward certain objects, 

those that help us find our way. These are the objects we recognize, such that when we face 

them, we know which way we are facing. They gather on the ground and also create a 

ground on which we caÎ ÇÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ3 The doll is an object that creates the grounds of 

 
3 Ahmed, Sara. Queer Phenomenology: Orientations, Objects, Others. Durham and London: Duke University Press, 

2006.  



femininityɂas an instructional tool, for young children who we decide are going to be girls, 

to learn what a girl is and how to be one. Practice makes perfect. For Barthes, toys and 

ÓÐÅÃÉÆÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÌÌÓ ȰÐÒÅÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÏÆ ÁÄÕÌÔ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÓȱ ÁÎÄ ȰÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÂÕÔ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄ 

ÔÏ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌȟȱ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÓÅ ȰÁÄÕÌÔ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÓȱɂpostman, mother, soldierɂas what is 

natural.4 This makes the doll an interesting object to focus on when thinking about 

queerness and becoming or failing to become.  

I think there is also something in the form of the doll about care and comfort, which 

is important to my use of doll but also important to the way I make my dollsɂwhich are 

generally very soft, made from well-loved bedsheets, and littered with sheep, strawberries, 

stars, and flowersɂthe quiet symbolism of domestic fabric. Dolls model caring for children.  

Barthes points out that they offer practice at being mother, caregiver, or nurse. They are 

also ÏÆÔÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÁÒÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÓ ÁÓ ÉÎ $Ȣ7Ȣ 7ÉÎÉÃÏÔÔȭÓ ÔÈÅÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÔÒÁÎÓÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ 

ÏÂÊÅÃÔÓȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ Á ÄÏÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ÁÎÉÍÁÌ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ Á ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÎÏÔ-mother identification. In 

this particular dual position, the doll tells us something about both the self and the other. It 

can tell you about what you might be, and help you practice how to do it, but it also makes 

you aware in the practicing that you are not it yet. You have yet to become. It is not you but 

also it is you. It is important to me that the works be soft and that they are allowed to be 

touched; a nod to my child self who craved sensory experience. 

What I have realized is that the dolls and the paintings work in tandem to produce a 

visual metaphor for the way that femininity, or any gender identity, is tacked sometimes 

haphazardly together by the repetitive action of corporeal inscription, much like the way 

 
4 Barthes, Roland. Mythologies. Translated by Annette Lavers. New York, NY: Noonday Press, 1991. p. 53 



*ÕÄÉÔÈ "ÕÔÌÅÒ ÔÈÅÏÒÉÚÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÇÅÎÄÅÒ ÏÕÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÎÏÕÎ ÏÒ Á ÓÕÂÓÔÁÎÔÉÁÌ 

thing or a static cultural marker, but rather as an incessant and repeated action of some 

ÓÏÒÔȱ in other words, a repetitive process of becoming.5 This manufacturing of femininity, of 

self-hood in general, through repetitive action is integral to the content of my work, which 

often depicts feminized or feminine adjacent bodies or entities. Brushstroke by 

brushstroke, stitch by stitch, actions are repeated until there is a gendered human 

subjectɂor a painting, or a soft sculptureɂstanding before us.  It is not always a cohesive 

or stable subject, and it ÉÓÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÉÇÇÌÙȢ  

Many people speak about their coming-to-queerness as having had the realization 

or recognition of something that they always have been but were never able to locate or 

ÖÅÒÂÁÌÉÚÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭt really feel that I have always been anything, except maybe confused. I am 

certainly not finished becoming and I am definitely wobbly. That is not to say that I am a 

ÌÁÃË ÉÎ Á ÎÅÇÁÔÉÖÅ ÓÅÎÓÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÊÏÙÆÕÌÎÅÓÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÖÅÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÏÎÅȭÓ 

disorientation ; cyclicality, multiplicity, circuitousnessɂÍÕÃÈ ÌÉËÅ 3ÁÒÁ !ÈÍÅÄȭÓ ÑÕÅÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ 

ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ȰÁ ÑÕÅÅÒ ÐÈÅÎÏÍÅÎÏÌÏÇÙ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÉÌÕÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÒÏÐÅÒɍÌÙ ÏÒÉÅÎÔÁÔÅÄɎȱȢ6 In 

this phenomenological methodology, plenitude comes not from being but from finding over 

and over and over. Painting is like eating and then becoming hungry again. It becomes and 

becomes and then you change and you have to do it all over again because by the time it 

has become you are something new and you are hungry for something else. Rather than 

 
5 Butler, Judith. Gender Trouble: Feminism and the Subversion of Identity. New York, NY: Routledge, 1990. p. 112 

6 Ahmed, Sara. Queer Phenomenology: Orientations, Objects, Others. Durham and London: Duke University Press, 

2006.  



painting to create linearity/ straightness, progress/ upward movement, or 

completion/ climax, I want to make wiggly circular paintings. Not physically round ones, 

but ones that start paths which branch off and curve back to the beginning, and ask 

questions instead of giving answers, like rooting around in a wild thicket with your eyes 

closed, understanding by feeling. 



 

 

 

North Star 

18ò x 20ò 

Acrylic, glue, oil and glitter on canvas and bedsheet 

 



 

 
Into the thicket 
υυȱ Ø σσȢυȱ 

Acrylic on unstretched canvas 
  



 
 

 

And through the trees 

35ò x 30.5ò 

Acrylic on unstretched canvas 

  



 
 

 

I found you sleeping on the forest floor 

55ò x 33.5ò 

Acrylic on unstretched canvas  



 

 
 

 

We lie together, where everything is still  

Flower Doll: approx. 32ò x 50ò 

Sheep Doll: approx. 25ò 40ò  

Quilt: 41ò x 55ò 

Installation of two dolls (bedsheets, polyfill stuffing, yarn) 

and one quilt (bedsheets, batting)  



 
 

  

Softly, Now 

28ò x 30ò 

Oil on canvas 



 
 

 

 

Installation View 



 
 

 

I do not say it, but I think to myself: how do I love you? 

32ò x 47ò x 12ò 

Fabric, polyfill stuffing, yarn, lace 

 

 

 

  



 
 

 

Girlies 

Each Doll: 6ò x 16ò 

Together on shelf: 21ò x 18ò x 5.5ò 

Fabric, polyfill stuffing, and yarn  

(shelf made by the artist out of found wood and acrylic paint) 



 
 

 

Queenie 

14ò tall, seated 

Fabric, polyfill stuffing, yarn, and pony beads 


