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When I first listened to the track, I was immediately struck by the otherworldliness of it. It 
also felt very reminiscent of some John Cage composition, which for me, draw so much of their 
power from their poignant dissonance. I wanted to tap into that feeling of dissonance, or that 
energy IN BETWEEN: in between notes, in between worlds, in between The Subject and The 
Other. I had just returned from Ireland when I listened to the track. It brought up a similar feeling 
to when I was exploring an ancient and abandoned abbey. The crumbling stone, ornate 
archways, and empty windows pulsated with an eerie energy. The Abbey had been the home of 
Franciscan monks. As I continued to explore, I came to the cloister, where there was very little 
light, except for the open ceiling that an aging yew tree grew up into and through. The yew tree 
took my breath. It held such a pagan power, the tree of death and thresholds, in such a 
Christian place. I felt I could delve back into some type of collective memory and begin to 
understand the moment of the crossing between pagan animism and Christian doctrine.  
Along with the tree, or maybe from the tree, I felt a presence. It was so sure to me. The air was 
solider than ever before and my chest held such a pressure. In was an interaction with 
something. Something other, something divine, something … and I felt that precise dissonance 
I wanted to describe. This sense of reaching across barriers, and not quite reaching the other, 
but the exhilaration in the crossing over, is enough. 

I tried to portray this experience in an illustrative self-portait. The tree and archways are 
portrayed in the background. I am in the foreground, eyes looking to the side, trying to make 
out what is there. On my head is a type of holy crown, due to the interaction with a divine other. 
On my coat I have a skull patch, a memento mori in addition to the yew, along with a labyrinth 
patch on the soldier, indicating a meditative state that ensued from this interaction. The border 
is inspired heavily from the calligraphy in the book of Kells. In the celtic knots and borders, I 
have written some words that are not mine, but important to me and help to define and 
describe this experience. I have written them down below, with author when appropriate. 
 
 “You have to differentiate between memories. Are you going to them or are they coming to 
you. If you are going to them, you are wasting time. Nostalgia is not productive. If they come to 
you, they are the seeds for sculpture.”  -Louise Bourgeoise 
 
“…why could we not rise up out of the world of bodies? rise up and be holy, holy, holy, in the 
oneness of love.” -Hilton Als 
 
“…western civilization has been mesmerized by a picture of the universe as a limited container 
in which all things are arranged according to a vanishing point…”  -Cox and Warner 
 
“the darkness has its holiness” -Euripides 
 
“A sudden unexpected moment of truth” -Frances Stark 
 
“are you a symbol or are you real? if you are a symbol, you are real” -AL 
 
“May god bless you with discomfort at easy answers.” - A Franciscan blessing 
 



“Certain thoughts are prayers. There are moments when, whatever the attitude of the body, the 
soul is on its knees.” -Victor Hugo 
 
“Absorb the earths forces, circulate it through the tree after sending it out through the crown.” 
-Unknown 
 
“god-intoxicated” -Ovid 
 
“Sometimes you get the feeling the universe is trying to prevent us from discovering the truth.” 
-Mary Reufle 
 
“…holy places are dark places..” -CS Lewis 
 
“…modern technology of images enhances the power of ghosts and their ability to haunt us.” 
-Ken Mcmullen 
 
“to reach and feel something reach in response” -Alicia Ostriker 
 
“We think we no longer love our dead but that is because we do not remember them.” -Proust 
 
“time moves both ways” -Joanna Newsom 
 
“there’s this undying feeling” -Unknown 


