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Director’s Foreword
Julie Rodrigues Widholm,
Director and Chief Curator
A hallmark of DePaul Art Museum’s mission and vision is to support the
work of Chicago-based artists through exhibitions and publications
at all stages of their careers—from historical to emerging and wellestablished. This mission provides a highly visible platform for artists in
our community to showcase their work and ideas, which in turn, provides
fodder for our audiences to engage in spirited conversations about art
and life today. Providing opportunities for Chicago-based artists,
especially those for whom this is their first solo exhibition in a museum,
such as Karolina Gnatowski, allows the artists to grow, innovate, and
experiment in our galleries. As an institution of higher learning, we must
allow for testing new ideas, forms, and materials.
Karolina Gnatowski (who goes by the gender-neutral kg and uses
they/them/their pronouns), was born in Poland, raised in the Poconos
in Pennsylvania, and moved to Chicago in 2005 to pursue an MFA
in the renowned Fiber and Material Studies department at the School
of the Art Institute. I have always been compelled by how their work is
radically autobiographical, while asserting a middle-class aesthetic
rooted in “crafting” that has historically been counter to what is
considered avant-garde or “high-brow” conceptual art. At the same
time, the context of weaving as traditional women’s work and the
monumentally-scaled sculptural works by twentieth-century artists such
as Sheila Hicks, Claire Zeisler, and Magdalena Abakanowicz, also
provide art historical background for viewing kg’s work. Often using
their own spinning wheel and hand-dyed fibers to knit, crochet, weave,
knot, wrap, lace, and coil objects, kg possesses an encyclopedic
knowledge of fiber techniques. Even though many of these processes
are ancient, the slow labor of the hand in their work feels very fresh
in today’s fast, digital world.
For the last twelve years, kg has exhibited locally in several artistrun spaces and galleries with uniquely compelling bodies of work,
such as a set of life-size Jimmy Page soft sculptures (see page 22). At
first, we discussed a survey of a body of work l’esprit de l’escalier that
was neatly coming to an end. However, during our planning, their
father became ill and passed away, a long-term relationship ended, they
became sober, they began writing poetry more confidently, and they
came out as a lesbian. They became less interested in showing work
from the last ten years and instead wanted to show all new work,
tapestry weavings, specifically, a daily practice that was getting them
through all of these major life transitions.
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Some Kind of Duty, a title taken from a passage in Joan Didion’s
memoir of the loss of her husband, is an exhibition of wall-based
tapestry weavings, in which the warp and weft become the structural
grid that holds precious remnants of kg’s life together, both metaphorically and literally. By incorporating the evidence of everyday life
into the work, kg’s weavings are offerings to those in this earthly
realm and beyond. In tapestries of various sizes the artist calls “tiny,
small, medium, large, and extra-large,” kg tells stories through materials.
These stories of love, loss, memories, pairing, friendship, addiction,
and sobriety are slowly revealed through the artist-written materials
lines that resemble poems more than a traditional “oil on canvas”
materials line would, for example. The back-and-forth horizontal motion
of weaving comes to life in kg’s life-size hand-crocheted badminton
nets (and custom rackets made in collaboration with artist Betsy Odom)
that are available for viewers to play.
The mythical and mysterious life and death of The Doors lead
singer Jim Morrison (1943–1971) loom large as a point of reference for
kg, although their interest doesn’t stem from a place of pure fandom,
but rather as a way to speak about how he suffered from addiction so
publicly. His rectangular tombstone in Père Lachaise Cemetery in Paris,
France, inspired the form of much of the tapestries in the exhibition:
a tightly woven rectangular frame with a loosely woven central area
embedded with found objects. Kg’s first book of erasure poems,
included in this volume, is an intervention into Jim Morrison’s book of
poetry, Wilderness: The Lost Writings of Jim Morrison, Volume 1,
published posthumously in 1988.
My immense thanks to K.L.H. Wells, Assistant Professor of Art
History at University of Wisconsin-Madison, for her astute essay on kg’s
work featured in this publication which accompanies an interview I
conducted with kg.
As always, I extend my gratitude to the DPAM staff: Collection and
Exhibition Manager Laura-Caroline Johnson de Lara and Assistant
Curator Mia Lopez, interns Zoe Krueger, Gareth Kaye, David Maruzzella,
and Elyse Bluestone. Huge thanks to Susan Davidson who ably
and quickly edits our texts with great skill. This book was beautifully
designed by Tobey Albright and Mollie Edgar of Hour. A note of
personal thanks to my family Timothy, Maya, and Miles Widholm, who
never complain about my endless hours on a laptop at home when
working on publications such as this.
Finally, I thank kg for their geek-out level skills and knowledge of
weaving, for infusing their work with honesty and vulnerability that tap
into a wide range of shared experiences, and for forging a singular
artistic path in your work. I am so glad we could embark on the journey
of this new work together.
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Interview with kg,
Summer to Fall 2018

Julie Rodrigues Widholm

JULIE RODRIGUES WIDHOLM:
Tell me about your childhood, where
you were born, and your parents. But
first, how do you pronounce your name?
kg: kg—ka-ro-LEE-nah guh-nah-TOW-ski.
JRW: But you go by kg. Why is that?
kg: In the Polish language, surnames
are gendered. My father’s last name was
Gnatowski; mine was Gnatowska, with an a.
When we moved to the States, my name
was legally changed to mirror my father’s, so
I became a masculine Gnatowski, with an i.
kg felt like another step in that direction, a
closer representation of who the name
belongs to. It’s so small. I also like that
it sounds like [the word] cagey. Makes me
seem ostrożny (sharp).
I was born in 1980 in Wolomin, Poland,
about two hours outside of Warsaw—during
martial law. We lived in a one-room house
with an outhouse and a well for water. There
were very little provisions you could purchase—no shampoo, no sugar, there was no
coffee. You got stamps from the government,
and you would go and wait in line, and as
long as they hadn’t run out, you would get
your allotment. But, there was a lot of fighting
and stealing. My grandfather owned some
livestock, so we had milk and eggs, which we
used [to] participate in a barter system, and
we did pretty well, under the circumstances.
When I was about one and a half years
old, my father, who was traveling a lot across
the border, basically he was tipped off by
a friend that the police were gonna come and
take his passport away.
He had crossed the border too many
times. And so he fled under a false identity to
Austria. He was caught and put into a workers’ camp for about a year, and then there
was the opportunity to go and do work. He
didn’t know where—turned out it was California.
He was [put] on a plane, and when it
touched the ground, him and a couple of
guys got off the plane, and they walked the
hell right outta there. They were like, “We’re
not sticking around.” [laughs] So, he ended
up hooking into a large system of Polish
immigrants on the West Coast, refugees
fleeing Poland.
One part of the story I remember is he
slept in a hammock on the front porch with
a parakeet in a cage. My dad has always liked
birds. He left because he thought California
9
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was a “shithole,” so he moved to New Jersey,
which he loved. I always found it funny that
I could have grown up in California, which I
feel a strong connection to. I get told that
I am “very California”—whatever that means.
During this time, he was a day laborer,
so he went out and did whatever he could
with a group of guys and saved his money.
My mother at the time applied for reunification through the Catholic Charities. And they
were very much in the business of reuniting
families in these situations, so they had
arranged for my mother to be reunited with
my father in New Jersey.
There’s a funny part of the story.
Because he left California for New Jersey, he
stopped receiving his mail regularly. One
night out at a bar with his friends, he hears,
“Hey, you’re George.” It was a friend of a
friend. He said, “You’re George Gnatowski.
I got a letter for you. Your wife’s coming.
She’s gonna be here in a week.”
And he said, “What?” He had no idea
the three of us were about to arrive. He
quickly rented an apartment and went to the
thrift store, got furniture, got everything,
and set up an apartment for us, and my parents
were reunited. I was terrified of my father.
It took years for me to be comfortable.
Now when I watch what’s happening
with kids being reunited [on the U.S. Mexico
border], it’s incredibly painful because I
remember being so scared of my own father.
JRW: How much time had passed since
you had seen your father?
kg: A year and a half. It was traumatic
and difficult, and my mother was a woman
alone in Poland at the time, with two kids. It
was a very dangerous place. I found out later,
when I revisited Poland in my 30s, that
the place we grew up is very well known for
being run by the mob still today.
We ended up in New Jersey. I was
three years old. I had a brother who was
eight, and we lived in a one-bedroom apartment: my mother, my father, my brother,
and I, but always several other people—usually
men that were friends with my family that
would stay. My parents helped other families
get money, get resources, so that they could
reunite with their families, too, in the future.
JRW: Where in New Jersey?
kg: Budd Lake. We found a welcoming
community of Polish people who were in the

same position as my parents, not knowing
the language well and desperate to stay
afloat and provide for their children.
We lived in New Jersey for four years
while my parents saved up for a house and
some property. They were determined to
give us stability.
JRW: But you also grew up in the
Poconos in eastern Pennsylvania. So, when
did you move there?
kg: When I was eight. My parents built
a house in the Poconos. It was a small, simple
place, and it was amazing to us. There was
an upstairs, there was a downstairs, and my
grandmother, my grandfather, another
grandmother, my godmother all came and
stayed with us at this house. There was
no room, but they did. I shared a bed and a
bedroom with my godmother. She read
to me, she told me stories about Poland, and
we have a very close bond. And they stayed
with us for over a year.
The town was called Stroudsburg,
Pennsylvania. The Pocono Mountains were
nearby, and in the ’70s, the Poconos is where
America went to honeymoon. It was beautiful
wilderness dotted with expansive resorts.
All of those resorts were still standing when
we moved there in 1988—except the economy
tanked because people started taking their
honeymoons in Hawaii when airfare became
affordable. And so the tourist economy
completely disappeared, and the Poconos
became this place that was frozen in time.
It was 1988, but the town was preserved in
the early ’70s.
And then in high school, something
funny happened. The ’70s came back in style.
So, this place that I was living that was,
because of its aesthetic, noticeably out-ofdate—financially, it was impoverished, and
I knew that because of the aesthetics—then
suddenly it was “cool.”
JRW: Was this when you became
aware of the aesthetics of class?
kg: I began to understand my place in
the world in relationship to aesthetics, my
clothes, the way my house was decorated. I
knew rich people didn’t have shag rugs on
their walls and things like this. And I babysat
a lot for wealthy families in New Jersey, so I
got to see both worlds.
My mother cleaned houses for many
years, and it yielded a lot of donations from
10
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wealthy families’ homes to ours. Certainly,
spring-cleaning season was awesome. I
remember wearing a soft cashmere sweater
from an especially good spring-cleaning
donation. It was beyond soft; none of the
clothes I could afford felt this good. I became
aware that money bought physical comfort,
and the psychological impact physical
comfort had.
My mother and I would decorate the
house together, and we shopped at thrift
stores. I saw how she chose objects attached
to a certain class, purchasing them to bring
not necessarily the class into the home
(owning the object didn’t make us wealthy),
but the fact that she knew it looked classy
and could identify it. She would buy replicas
of expensive clocks—not to fool people, but
to display that she knew. She knew the real
version was valuable.
JRW: You’ve talked about the relationship between class and classic rock, which
has played a big role in your work, too. Can
you expand on that?
kg: I heard this on Sound Opinions,
Chicago’s rock-and-roll talk show—that when
the economy goes bad, [the band] AC/DC
starts becoming more popular again and
classic rock starts to become consumed
more and guitar-driven music overall. I think
it has something to do with the hand, that
image of someone creating something with
their hands, working that guitar to make
that sound. It’s a disassociation from poverty
into fantasy through handwork.
My experience of listening to classic
rock has been at gas stations—spaces that
men occupy usually and very car-heavy
places. I spent a lot of time in garages with
my dad. When you’re poor, you fix your
own car; we certainly did that. And then my
father’s friend specialized in repairing
European cars, so he had a garage—people
would bring their cars to him—and I spent
a lot of time there, too. Classic rock was
always on the radio.
There’s an assumption that my work is
the result of classic rock fandom, but that’s
pretty far off. I make work about classic rock
because:
1.

I’m not supposed to. Most texts about
classic rock immediately place the
bands as belonging to teenage boys—
not teenagers as a whole, not young
people of that time, but young boys,

2.

specifically—which puts me in the
position of getting talked over a lot by
men when [Led] Zeppelin or The Doors
come up, or completely ignored when
I contribute things I know to conversations about classic rock. So, before
I was even born, it was decided I didn’t
have much to contribute to this history.
I wanted to be sure I fixed that; it
angered me—still does.
It is never about listening to the music,
although I pull lyrics and ideas from
these catalogs to help make material
and formal decisions in the work. As a
kid, I thought [I] had a crush on these
men, but really what I wanted was to be
them. I felt like a young guy at that time,
and looking at that poster of shirtless
Jim Morrison, lead singer of The Doors—
like I stared at that, and then I made
that beaded necklace, and then I wore
it—it was a poster, but it felt like my
mirror. I was also a very straight-laced
young person—didn’t smoke, do drugs,
followed every rule—so there was a
desire to get to that point of not caring,
where I could finally cut loose myself.
Maybe I, too, could get blackout drunk
and fall headfirst into a set of tubular
bells; the thought excited me. Then,
when it became my reality, sans the
tubular bells, I looked at these men in
the mirror to help inspire me to finally
get sober.

Morrison’s narrative is tragic; he suffered
from addiction so publicly. I work with Jim
Morrison because I am Jim Morrison, and the
same goes for why I work with my father.
And in some way, I feel like my sobriety is all
our sobriety, like finally we can all relax and
breathe a little.
I also chose Morrison because that’s
who I was given; it’s who my generation was
given at the time. You couldn’t get through
the ’90s without being fed something about
The Doors, and when Kurt Cobain [lead
singer of the band Nirvana] happened, he
was always compared to Morrison, too. And,
of course, that number, 27, is one they share,
since it’s their age when they died. What
I saw in Morrison was that he gave no fucks
at all. It intrigued me because I was a very
fearful and anxious kid. I cared about everything all the time.
JRW: Let’s come back to these references in your work, but tell me more about
11
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your father.
kg: Well, I didn’t know him really till I
was three because he fled Poland when I was
so young. What I knew of him is he would
send art supplies, like crayons and paper,
stuff you could not get in Poland at the time.
So, I knew him as someone who had gone
to America, and I thought all airplanes just
flew to America so that they could send
packages back. That was my childhood relationship to him. When I met him later, I was very
scared of him. He had become a stranger.
My father was an alcoholic, emotionally
very rough. He was a real Polish guy. Although
he was tough to be around, I wanted to spend
all my time with him. I was really intrigued
that he was always fixing cars with his friends,
that there was this thing I didn’t understand
and he could magically do. And he did it
while music was on. And I liked the smell of
cigarettes very much as a kid, and you could
only smoke in the garage. I was always
hanging out with the smokers and the drinkers
and the guys in the garage.
I never knew my father was an alcoholic
until much later in life. I thought he was
cranky, unpredictable, sleepy, and he liked
to be alone. I didn’t realize the garage was
where the booze was.
My father worked tough jobs to support
us. He was a truck driver on highway
construction sites, so he woke up very early.
I also woke up at 5:00 a.m. as a kid because I
liked my quiet time. I would get up really
early to make art, and he would get up to go
to work, and he would see me. We didn’t talk
much, but he always opened everyone’s
bedroom door and looked in on them before
he left the house, making sure we were okay.
Now I realize he was also probably tracing
his steps from the night before, a night of
drinking.
He was always doing things. My dad
never sat, and he didn’t like if you sat either.
So if you were sitting, you’d better be performing some labor— otherwise, he’d give
you a job to do. And I think that’s where
the crafting became important, and he
seemed to respect it.
So that’s kinda how I knew him, as this
provider, as this really broken, damaged
guy. I had a lot of respect for what he was
able to do, considering.
JRW: He passed away in what year?
kg: October of 2015.

JRW: October 2015. And how has that
factored into the making of the work? Because
initially, when we were first talking about this
show [in late 2016], it was going to include
older work and address your father’s passing,
I think, and mourning him. Has that changed
since we started talking? I think it’s still
there, but I wonder just how you’re thinking
about that now.
kg: Things moved quickly after he
passed, and I don’t think I realized I was in a
holding pattern while he was still with us
and sick. Once he passed and was cremated,
I sat in my mother’s living room, digging
though his ashes, holding little bits of his
bones and thinking, “I gotta get my shit
together.” That was the beginning of the end
of my drinking. I also started to come out as
queer and GNC [gender nonconforming]. It
was a strange gift to have him gone.
This body of work is about that part of
mourning. It’s about letting your heart break
and walking on.
JRW: When did you get sober?
kg: June 10, 2017. I had been slipping
around mostly sober for a year before and
finally hung it up that summer. I turned to
weaving to help me through; the pace of it,
the repetition, it made a kind of music for me
to dry up to, and crafting, using my hands,
was the right way to continue to feel close
to my father. The labor of weaving replaced
the labor of drinking.

books you would follow?
kg: The Poconos was frozen in time
[and] so was the architecture and the
curriculum of its schools. I went to an unusual middle school that was round and had
no interior walls at all—completely open floor
plan. The entire school was designed in
support of cooperation and crafting. I took
book making, hand and machine sewing,
metalworking, woodshop, [and] ceramics,
and learning to use a microwave was
also thrown in as part of arts education. Art
was considered a skill to help you survive,
to not be dependent on purchasing new
things, but making and repairing your own.
This framed my relationship to handwork as
invaluable. I equated skill to wealth.
When I was 12, I begged for a sewing
machine and I got one, but no instruction.
I had the skillset I learned in middle school,
but ultimately I just played with it and slowly
got good. I wasn’t trying to make conventional
garments at the time; it was the ’90s, so I was
looking at [the singer] Bjork and watching
Todd Oldham on [the television show] House
of Style. It was a more intuitive way of making;
the intuition would result in the design.

JRW: Returning to your early experiment with handiwork, it sounds as if, in many
ways, crafting as a child was a way for you
to look occupied and stay busy in a family that
valued work.
kg: Yeah, it’s kinda funny to think about
having a studio practice now as a profession
and making work because when I’m here,
sitting here for 12-hour days weaving, I’m
reminded that this [is] really always what I’ve
been doing. I have always been carving out
a corner for myself and making with my
hands. I lived in service of my family, always
cleaning, helping, running errands. Crafting
was something that I did for myself. It became a big part of my identity in a family that
was almost too busy to see me.
JRW: Would you just teach yourself?
Were you inventing things, or were there
12
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Untitled Childhood Embroidery, 1991
Embroidery on felt
5 ½ × 5 ¹⁄¹⁶ in. (13.97 × 12.86 cm)

JRW: And where did you go to college?
kg: The University of the Arts in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.
I rented an apartment a block from
school, so my world was very small and easy
to get around, and I could walk everywhere.

learned both techniques and was attracted to
the core of what weaving is—keeping strings
from getting tangled so that you can interlace them. The systems used to do this haven’t
changed dramatically over time, and most of
the tools can be built for cheap by hand, so
the accessibility to a weaving studio for a young
artist with little financial resources and space
attracted me to weaving. I took a tapestry
class with Warren Seelig, and I loved it. It
woke me up. I was just really interested in the
fact that you can make your own and that
it was easy to transport. And so I think it
informed how I liked to keep a studio as much
as how I liked to produce work.
Must Be Heart Cancer, 2004
Thread on cloth handkerchief
10 × 10 in. (25.4 × 25.4 cm)

The amount of freedom that I got the day I
moved to college was amazing. And all I
wanted to do is make art with that time and
that freedom, and that’s what I did.
When it was time to declare majors, a
great coincidence happened. I ran into a very
beautiful girl on her way to a Fiber [and
Material Studies] Department opening. I
tagged along, and it changed my life. It was
an exhibition of textiles, strange sculptures
made with less usual materials. They had put
together a potluck to share with visitors;
there was kindness in that room, and I felt
like I [had] found my people.
It hit me also . . . I’ve already been
making art. I realized, “Oh, I don’t have to
learn how to be an artist, to paint or sculpt;
I’ve been doing it through craft”— and that
was more interesting to me. So, I started
taking classes, and it was a very comprehensive, very thorough introduction to textiles.
We did weaving, embroidery, dyeing,
felting, crochet, and knitting; other things
were possible, too. There was definitely some
paper making that was happening. It was
right next door to the Book Arts Department,
which I studied in as well.
JRW: So was that undergraduate
education a kind of technical academic
teaching environment where you learned a
lot of crafting techniques?
kg: Yes, it was well rounded, and in that,
skill was taught in tandem with its history and
contemporary examples.
The Weaving Department was split into
two main ways of making cloth—on a floor
loom or on a frame-style tapestry loom. I
13
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JRW: What did you do after graduation?
kg: My parents handed down their
Nissan Altima with the intention of me driving
it to interviews and eventually to a daily job.
Instead, I loaded that car with everything I
owned and I said, “I’m gonna move to Portland, Oregon. It’s really pretty, and they have
a rose garden, and if I live there, the rose
garden can be my studio. I’ll go there to
make work.”
Portland, Oregon, was a great place to
move, very inexpensive. I rented a studio
apartment. There was a dishwasher in it. I
remember being blown away by that. There
was a separate kitchen, and one big studio
room, and a bathroom.
I was completely broke from the move
but determined to start making work, so I
bought cinder blocks and a hollow panel
door and made a big table in the center of
the space, sat on the floor. A couple days
after that, I bought a bed and stuck it in the
corner, and that’s kinda how I lived my life. I
was always making the studio, and then
figuring out how to live around it.
I worked as a barista. I met some really
good friends. I would have crafting parties.
But there was no art scene. The commercial
art galleries sold tons of wooden spoons. It
was a big scene for artisans—not so much for
conceptual artists—so I didn’t feel like I fit
in there. And then the coffee job wore on me,
and then I was also getting sick a lot at the
time, and I didn’t know why. I was visiting my
parents, who had moved back to New Jersey,
and went to an annual exam and found out
I had a tumor on my ovary. I thought, all right,
if I’m getting a tumor removed, and I’m
gonna be stuck at my parents’ house recovering, and I don’t know what the final diagnosis will be, then why not apply to grad school

on top of all that? That winter I had sent out
grad school applications and had surgery the
following morning and luckily was given a
clean bill of health. In 2005 I moved to Chicago to study at SAIC [The School of the Art
Institute of Chicago].
I wanted to study with the artist Darrel
Morris. He makes hilarious and deeply sad
embroideries about his relationship with his
cat and stressed relationship with his homophobic father. I felt a deep connection to
this practice, so I followed Darrel to Chicago.
And at the time, I was doing similar
things. I was making a lot of work about just
being a young, single person living with
my cat (before I knew I was a dog person) in
a big city, just being terrified of life. I was
making cartoons and then embroidering the
cels from the cartoons onto bed linens.
JRW: So what years were you at SAIC?
kg: 2005 to 2007.

kg: I’ve written poetry since I can
remember—mostly to cope with some childhood trauma, mostly the same poem again
and again. In Spin magazine in the ’90s,
Robert Smith (The Cure) talked about using
the same three chords over and again, and
how he’s not yet tired of it. It was a new
concept to me at the time— that novelty was
not the goal; you can just reuse. Now I
think about it like petting a dog, going over the
same thing slightly differently with every pass.
The poetry was always in materials
lists. I choose materials that come with a
good story. As I’m weaving, I look for materials that bring a good story into the piece. I
jam found objects in the weavings, and
writing becomes a way to keep an inventory
on the objects, what they are, what they
mean to me and also where I got them, what
I was doing at the time, who I was with, the
weather. The writing is journaling about
the pieces. Later those journal entries get
reworked into poems.

JRW: Who else did you study with, and
who was in your peer group there?
kg: I studied with the Fiber and Material Studies Department, where Darrel Morris
was at the time, and I got to TA for him. I took
a class with Jim Zanzi and Lisa Stone called
Integrated Visions. It focused on outsider
artists, many of whom lived and worked (or
had left their work posthumously) in the
Midwest. The class caravanned through
Wisconsin, looking at different yard shows,
and I fell in love with a lot of this work,
especially the daily practices of the people
who made it.
JRW: What did you get the most out of
SAIC, which is quite renowned for its Fiber
and Material Studies Department?
kg: At SAIC I became really comfortable working with narrative. I stopped being
insecure about narrative in my work, which
wasn’t cool in the ’90s. My undergrad
instructors were kinda stodgy modernists.
At SAIC I committed to working in
narrative through weaving and writing. I
studied writing formally for the first time in
grad school and wrote my first short story.
When I read it to an audience, I got a lot
of laughs, and I knew I [had] found my thing.
JRW: But have you been writing all
along? It sounds like you have.
14
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Excerpt from Art I Made In Bed, 2002
Thread on found cotton
12 ½ × 8 in. (31.75 × 20.32 cm)

JRW: To clarify, the materials list is part
of the information that would usually appear
on an object label or caption with the artist’s
name, title, and date of the artwork. The
materials line is generally a straightforward
list of what the work is made of (i.e., oil on
canvas or wool and twigs). But you insert a
conceptual narrative into the materials line,
which subverts traditional museum conventions.
[This] exhibition[’s] title is Some Kind of
Duty. How did you come up with this title,
and what does it mean to you?
kg: Some Kind of Duty was pulled directly
from Joan Didion’s The Year of Magical
Thinking [2005]. It refers to going through

the deceased’s clothing to get rid of it,
to donate it. For me this is an example of the
power of textiles’ relationship to the body.
The clothes don’t get cut up into rags for
continued use; they don’t get work by other
family members. They have to go away, and
in that way, they take the body of the deceased with them—no empty sleeves reminding you of the arms that once filled them.
Didion refers to the act of going through
clothing as “some kind of duty.” Here from
Chapter Three [in The Year of Magical
Thinking]:

James Douglas, 2015
Kitchen laminate, jacquard weaving, yarns, conduit
pipes, found jewelry, ceramics, paper clips,
beads, Eiffel Tower, souvenir statuette, wood inlay drop,
spindle, mirror, air plant, first page from
Stephen King’s “The Shining”
108 × 52 × 60 in. (274.32 × 132.08 × 152.4 cm)

There had come a point (late February,
early March, after Quintana had left the
hospital but before the funeral that had
waited on her recovery) when it had
occurred to me that I was supposed to
give John’s clothes away. Many people
had mentioned the necessity for giving
the clothes away, usually in the well-intentioned but (as it turns out) misguided form of offering to help me do this. I
had resisted. I had no idea why. I myself
remembered, after my father died,
helping my mother separate his clothes
into stacks for Goodwill and “better”
stacks for the charity thrift shop where
my sister-in-law Gloria volunteered.
After my mother died Gloria and I and
Quintana and Gloria and Jim’s daughters had done the same with her
clothes. It was part of what people did
after a death, part of the ritual, some
kind of duty (pp. 35–36).
The title also speaks of my need to commit to
something in the studio, too, again as part of
that recovery. I needed to work something
over and over again, and weaving was the
only answer to what that could be.
JRW: Can you talk about how this
exhibition, featuring all new tapestries, is
distinct from your previous body of work,
L’esprit de l’escalier, which was more sculptural and figurative? Why was it important to
transition to wall-hanging tapestries for this
exhibition?
kg: When we first started meeting in
my studio, I was making a body of work about
Jim Morrison and my father, when my father
was ill but still alive. At the time, I was preparing for his funeral and thinking a lot about
graveyards (not knowing he would be cremated), which led me to make small square
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floor sculptures that acted like headstones.
Once he passed away [and] was cremated
and housed at Częstochowa [a well-known
Polish church in New Jersey] in an urn,
headstones stopped making sense, although
I wanted to retain the still quietness that
comes with walking into a room full of small
things.
I was thinking a lot about the Tomma
Abts Turner Prize exhibition I saw in London
in 2006 and the commitment to working
within particular parameters. I remember
walking through that exhibition, through a
huge Mark Titchner installation, a Phil
Collins office, and a maze of Rebecca Warren
works into this quiet room with a few small
paintings in it, and it shocked me. I hadn’t
been shocked by art up to that point, and
that’s what it took. It took someone having
the balls to make a few paintings and put
them up—like Tomma Abts trusted me to get
everything she wanted to say from a few
rectangular works. It felt very generous. I
wanted that for my exhibition, too. While
thinking about Abts’s show, I knew I wanted
to handweave and keep the show to that
process. I had been working on my sobriety
and wanted to commit to something simple
and consistent in the studio and decided on
small rectangular weavings. Once these
small weavings took shape, I could put them
into my museum model, and they became
very large, so I made a few big works, too,
based on smaller works.
I saw how these little rectangles made
little punctuation marks on the wall and
connected that to the jazz style of drumming
John Densmore from The Doors writes
about. I wanted the weavings to snake along
the museum’s long wall and coil into the back
room in a jazzy drumming tempo. Also I
wanted the weavings to be enough—no bells
and whistles—just fucking good weaving and
a whole museum full of it.
JRW: The exhibition also includes a
tapestry that you grew up with in your home.
What is it and why was it important to include this in the exhibition?
kg: The tapestry was one of the few
things my mother brought with us from
Poland. Since my family didn’t talk a lot
about how we came to be in the States, knowing this tapestry was from Poland felt like a
bit of evidence—like it was some proof that
we had been there. When I asked why my
mother thought to bring it, she told me
16
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Unknown CEPELIA Polish Art and
Handicraft Foundation Artist
Title Unknown, 1980s
Tapestry
27 × 27 in. (68.58 × 68.58 cm)

because it was easy to travel with, it rolled
up—a very practical answer. Over time I
learned what weaving was, how it was physically made, by laying on the couch in my
childhood home and looking up at that
tapestry. I have lived with it as long as I can
remember. When I moved out to attend
college, my mother packed it up for me to
take. I was drawn to the weird image of
flowers at first. Then I noticed the little knots
at the top, knew that there had been something tensioning the string and that other
string was laced through. I began to see how
the lacing produced the stripes in the sunflowers and slowly saw more and more how it
was made. When I got to college and learned
how to tapestry weave, it felt like a magician’s
trick revealed. I like that the weaving could
do all that, and I try to do that in my work. I
want the weaving to show you how it’s made.
I like that I continue the tradition of rolling up
the tapestry and taking it with me, too.
JRW: You’re also making a hand-crocheted pair of badminton nets that spans two
galleries, which visitors can play in with
racquets that you and artist Betsy Odom
have made together. I’m curious to learn
more about the materials and process you’re
using to make this work and the significance

of a badminton net.
kg: I’m attracted to nets because I had
one in my yard growing up, so the image
of a slack textile between two poles out in
nature is one I grew up with. This net was
put up by my father, so badminton helps me
feel close to him.
I was at Skowhegan [School of Painting
& Sculpture] in 2017 and found an abandoned
net in a field, mostly tucked away from where
people would walk. It was completely ragged,
a cheap store-bought thing, so I thought to
fix it. I made it my mission that summer to
replace the net and have tournaments in the
field. These types of nets are crocheted,
which was perfect because a crochet hook is
a small tool that fits into a mobile studio.
That summer my studio was a tote bag with a
crochet hook, scissors, and plastic yarn. I
immediately liked that you could crochet
while walking between the two steel poles
that tensioned the net. I paced in an open
field all summer long, chaining and hooking
this net to share. I started to feel handy, and
that was important to my sobriety.
I was invited to make a net for Sabina
Ott’s [exhibition] space, Terrain, in 2017
as their final exhibition. I crocheted a net
filled with objects of interest to sort of cast a
spell on Sabina and her gallery/home during
the new moon, a time for new beginnings.
I had sugar sculptures that melted in the
weather (a nod to my friends [the artists] Stan
Shellabarger and Dutes Miller), pencil nubs
to help manifest new ideas (the pencils came
from the DePaul Art Museum), and a few
rocks from Skowhegan. It occurred to me while
making this piece that again I was walking
back and forth between two poles, chaining
string to make the crochet line, and that
this was, in fact, identical to the gesture I use
to make weavings. It’s an arc that shoots
back and forth between two ends. In French,
the word vague means “wave,” an “arc.” So,
here I am making waves, making an arc,
making vagueness every time I weave and
every time I hook a net. I’m freshly out of the
closet, so this slow production of intimate
work through the use of this arc gesture is
giving me the space to think through my own
history, a little more clear and a little more
vague with every pass. I also think of this
back-and-forth arc gesture as petting my dog,
running my hand over something repeatedly,
the same way I work with the content—classic
rock, death, etc.—in each piece.
JRW: I’m curious about your process
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and how you typically make a piece. Can
you walk us through one example, start to
finish? Do you begin with language, memory,
an object, or an image?
kg: I work with . . . scale, color, language, classic rock history, biography, found
objects, and literary references. I start with
one of these things and then jam out until all
of them are working together. Sometimes
that means listening to a song from L.A.
Woman [an album by The Doors] and wanting to use the colors of that album cover;
choosing yarns whose colors share language
with Doors songs (like hyacinth purple wool
[and] “Hyacinth House,” [which] is a Doors
song); then adding an object I brought back
from a trip to LA, where my father once lived
and worked and where The Doors all lived
and worked; and then using a Joan Didion
reference in the title (Didion wrote about
Jim Morrison and also lived/worked in LA);
and using this all in a scale that strikes
intimacy in some way or relates to the body.
The White Album is a fun one to walk
through because it’s two large weavings. For
that, I was thinking about Joan Didion’s
book The White Album. Its title is a reference
to [the Beatles album] The Beatles (often
referred to as The White Album), a double-disc
set, so the piece is two large weavings side
by side. The Beatles is a mash-up of styles/
genres. It’s all over the place musically, and
Joan Didion’s book The White Album is an
anthology of a variety of styles of writing. I
also like clarifying that the piece is named for
Didion’s book and not the Beatles album
because each time I feel like I’m taking something from the hands of men and giving it to
a woman.
At the time [I made The White Album],
I was looking for a place to talk about and
physically use coffee and cigarettes, which
have served as great supports for me as I got
sober. I had been given a small cloth pourover coffee maker that made these perfect
circular imprints on one of the white warps.
I brewed coffee while sitting on the weavings
on the floor. As I was smoking, I was also
collecting butts that I then strung through a
long warp. Both the stains and the butts were
circular, so I wove circles around them.
For the coffee, I wove circles big
enough to showcase the painted warp effect
and highlight the coffee stains. For the butts,
I wove something called a lozenge around
each individual butt and thought it was funny
because smoking hurts your throat and

lozenges sooth it—a bit of a dumb joke there,
which I’m a fan of making. For the woven
frame of the cigarette weaving, I used a wool
whose colorway was called tobacco. For the
woven frame on the coffee [weaving], I used
a celadon rayon that reminded me of the
color of the homemade coconut milk I use
every morning in my coffee. I also smoke
weed with my morning coffee, so the joints
are there to complete the narrative, which is
pulled from my daily life.
This piece is about being IN the process of getting sober and having to leave
things slowly. You get to smoke while you are
sobering up, but at some point, it’s best to
leave it behind, which I have. The butt of the
last cigarette I smoked is now in this weaving. The coffee and weed are next I think. It’s
about knowing you’ll have to let go of these
things, but then funny enough, engineering
an art piece that requires you to stay with
it. I’ll put the weed down, just as soon as I’m
done smoking all of these joints for this
artwork—very convenient, ha ha.
This set of weavings is very much about
feeling all over the place and the things you
do to help you feel anchored and grounded
while working to stay sober, and it’s about
letting yourself slowly prepare to lose these
things. The weavings’ centers are left mostly
unwoven and serve as scrims. You can look
through the weavings. There is another
side to them, which speaks of getting to “the
other side” of an addiction and ties into
making a Doors reference of “breaking
through to the other side.” [“Break on
Through (To the Other Side)” is a song by
The Doors].
JRW: One of your large tapestries
features an image of your dog, Pawel. Tell me
about Pawel and his significance to you. In
your notes, you mention he is God. What do
you mean by this?
kg: One of the first steps you take in the
recovery process is to give yourself up to
something bigger than yourself, to find God.
I don’t really do God, but in Eileen Myles’s
book Afterglow: A Dog Memoir, Myles talks
about their dog filling that role in their own
recovery. It made a lot of sense to me that
this (in my case, small) creature you care
for daily, in such a committed and physical
way, is actually that thing which is larger than
you. You are in service to it at all times. I’ve
been very lucky to have found this in my
Chihuahua/dachshund mix, Pawel. Pawel is
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also a big part of my studio practice, always
there working by my side, so his expressions,
the faces he makes, end up in the mix of
weavings in less explicit ways. He’s in several
works included in this show: the paper
Pawel in Stronger than Dirt, the cigarette box
head in Just This Once, and even his old
peace sign patterned collar is in Gettin’
Hungry. The title is taken from a Beach Boys
song about finding the perfect woman, a
mission I’m currently on, and it’s also how I
expect Pawel feels most of the time—he’s
never not hungry. And in a broader sense, it’s
about the desire for peace, beyond wearing
it on a dog’s garment, the desire for the
elusive but ever-important to manifest.
JRW: I think we should dive into how
you have chosen to work with certain materials and objects and how they make their way
into your work.
kg: I would say I rescue materials and
objects. Much of what ends up in the weavings would be trash: a broken mirror, a
dried-up flower bud, a busted shuttlecock, a
tissue I cried into, a crushed-up blueberry
box. And much of it is deeply personal/
intimate—like the bracelet my first-ever
boyfriend gave me that has a silver plate with
his name on one side and my name on the
other, or a bud of very good weed I got on
a residency, or a splinter of floorboard
from a studio I worked in, broken glass pipes
I have used for years and eventually
dropped/shattered. I put these things in
close proximity to one another, and it confuses their value—both sort of look like trash,
castaway material, or both look very special—
and I can play around with all the information
attached to each item, layer things up, make
some jokes, be critical, break some hearts.
The weaving becomes an archive, while also
hosting a fantastical narrative.
I’ll be walking something to the trash
can, like the Dunkin’ Donuts straw, and think,
“That is a great pink color, and it’s a hollow
tube-like a pipe. It has a lot in common
formally with other things I use; let’s give it a
chance.” I’ll see a branch while walking my
dog and think it looks like a small plastic
cat toy I own and want to see them together.
And then [I] am reminded of Halloween
because they look spooky together, and I
begin to think about my neighborhood and
all the Halloween decor that goes up at the
same time all of this spooky, dead nature
is falling all around us. And I like to pair the

spookiness to strike that mood/tone/vibe.
This brings me to think about some
things I’ve been taught to fear, like aging and
my hair graying, because the weaving around
the cat looks like graying hair. I then think of
[singer] Patti Smith’s graying hair and how
I’m looking forward to seeing myself go gray
and, voila, you got a weaving called A Cat in
Patti Smith’s Hair.
The dog bags—again, from walking my
dog a lot, you end up with these wasted
little materials, but they’re also just the most
gorgeous blue plastic. It’s not the bag; it’s
not the plastic; it’s the color I can’t throw away.
For me that blue plastic bag is like a page
from Bluets by Maggie Nelson, so I end up
saving it and using it.
I’ve always wanted to but have never
been able to keep a proper journal. Saving
objects and weaving them is my way of
doing that; it’s my scrapbooking method.

Smelly Rug, 2012
Yarns, glass beads, hardware, findings, steel rod
41 × 31 in. (104.14 × 78.74 cm)

JRW: Right. And so sometimes it seems
that formal decisions anchor the materials,
but then also it seems that there are narrative
relationships between every single piece in a
work. Would you say that’s true? Collaging
narratives, collaging weaving—whatever
metaphor we want to use—but because you’re
inserting these objects into your weavings, . .
.they become narratives, which are then
reflected in the writing.
kg: Yeah, I’m a Gemini, so I like pairs;
every weaving has a buddy, a twin, and those
twins have families they belong in. I work
across several weavings at a time. I tend to
start with a lot of content and then spread it
across several works as I figure out what
each weaving can do. Because of that, there’s
a lot of repeat ideas and very direct dialogue
between works. I look at them like little faces
all happy to have made it to group therapy or
something.
JRW: Do your materials or studio
reflect your socioeconomic background?
kg: Yeah, I make work using materials
I come across in my life, and I grew up poor
and am still that, so I don’t use high-end
materials. In Pip I use string that would be
used in a Berber carpet—a cheap carpet, a
low-pile carpet—which is what I grew up with
in my house. But it’s also hotel-ish; no. . . it’s
Motel-ish. It definitely has a class association,
and you can SEE that it is a cheap, itchy
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kind of fiber. It also brings the motel into
the piece. Jim Morrison rarely stayed in his
house in the Hills [in LA]; he preferred
motels. Oftentimes, the places he stayed at
are described as “seedy.” So, this gray
Berber yarn meant to be used in motel carpet
has all of these class associations, and I get
to use all of that information in the weaving,
while at the same time trying to make something that brings the material beyond
all those associations.
My studio also reflects my socioeconomic background. Growing up poor meant
we had little space—and certainly very
little personal space—in the house. I think my
mother noticed that I needed a committed
space to play, so I was given a brown grocery
bag to keep my stuff in, which made it
easy to set up and break down playtime. My
childhood memories involve packing and
moving— from Poland to America, then from
different apartments. I had a suitcase my
whole life.
Once I began to think of a brown bag
as a studio, I graduated to thrift store purses
and then Tupperware bins, etc. This framed
the way I thought about studios and occupying
space; I realized you [could] make art anywhere if you packed it right. Today I consider
the Blue Line in Chicago one of my most
productive studios; it’s where I read most of
my books and write most of my poetry.
Sometimes I swipe and get on with no real
destination; the point is to go back and forth
on the train, and I’m aware of that gesture in
relationship to weaving and badminton. It’s
all just going back and forth between two
points.
JRW: I thought you were collecting
these objects just through daily life and
amassing them and then they find their way
into your work. Or is there ever the occasion
where you’re making something and you
think, “I need X, Y, or Z,” and then you go buy
it or find it?
kg: It’s never that. This stuff finds me.
Or when people find out you collect objects,
they start giving you objects. I keep track
of what comes from who. One example that I
wrote a poem about recently was this blackand-white zigzagging ribbon with the two
twigs, [entitled] High Wide and Continuously.
The ribbon came with a donation to my
studio from someone I know that had very
rigid anti-immigration politics and had
just got back from a fun trip to Scotland. This
20

Interview with kg

person was very comfortable traveling on
their American passport and being a tourist
and having the freedom to do this and
come back to the States and know that there
would be no problem with this trip as a
leisure activity for them— purely a treat. And
yet their politics were against other people’s
bodies being able to do that. They weren’t
in support of all bodies moving freely.
So that ribbon is part of that. The wool
in that weaving is handspun—it’s wool they
brought back from Scotland. So it’s the hair
of a foreign body that they got to visit on
their American passport.
JRW: And that content would be in the
materials description?
kg: Yeah. For example:
High Wide and Continuously
Some wool someone gave me this time
from a trip on that American passport with
two perfect twigs drenched in a shot just one
with the kind of ribbon you’d find on a gift
The title of the work, High Wide and Continuously, refers to a strategy for search and
recovery: you search high, wide, and continuously.
JRW: Do the materials lists ever precede
a work, or are they always written after the
work is made?
kg: [I write the materials lists] as I’m
making. The materials lists are the actual
materials I am weaving. They also describe
what I’m physically doing to the weavings and
the circumstances under which all this
is happening. I’m always thinking in multiple
ways about the same object, material, and
I collect these disparate ideas and references
and work them together. There’s a word for it.
That word is apophenia. Apophenia
is making really significant connections
between coincidental and completely unrelated things.
JRW: Really?
kg: When I think about my life and the
way that I grew up, and this sort of knowing
my history but not, and just always collecting,
quietly, some information, and then relating,
it makes a lot of sense that that’s the way that
I work.
JRW: Did you grow up speaking Polish?

kg: Yes. I was not to speak English in
the house to my father, whereas my mother
thought we should be speaking English so
that they learned English. I feel lucky to know
the Polish language; it’s rich and absolutely
beautiful.
JRW: Do Polish words ever make their
way into the titles or materials lists?
kg: Definitely! To change the language
abruptly and without explanation in a materials list helps me play with the timing of how
that list is read. It slows things down and
makes them mysterious, or it invites someone
in deeper if they speak/read the language.
But also sometimes the Polish words are just
better. Even if you only speak English, the way
you would read the Polish word in English—
it’s just a better lineup of letters.
Polish is consonant-heavy; the words
are like concrete. When you make soft
work, sometimes it’s nice to throw something
hard in there. But I also work with content
that is very personal. Some things I want to
talk about and others I need in the work, but
in a less explicit way.
I think Malutka Chmura are very beautiful words on paper, even if you don’t understand the language. But what it means is
“little cloud” and so the piece is a little pink
cloud. The pink cloud refers to the initial
feeling of sobriety, where you feel really
good. It’s amazing; everything is happy. It’s a
dangerous place, though, because you’re
gonna exit that cloud. This piece houses
a torn pair of socks, my old party socks, that
I did a lot of drinking and dancing in, so
the weaving is a public hanging-up of the
party socks and of that lifestyle.
JRW: Am I correct that the process of
writing materials lists evolved into you writing
expanded poems for each work?
kg: In 2016 the writing became really
formal. I started organizing it on my computer. That’s how I brought the poetry out of
the materials lists and into being their own
texts. By the time I got to Skowhegan last
year, I had a substantial amount of writing,
which I shared with no one, really. I met
Eileen Myles for a studio visit, and I didn’t
talk about writing—well, not my writing. But
that studio visit made me feel like that
Fiber and Material Studies [Department]
opening I attended years ago in Philadelphia,
like I had found my people. That visit gave
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me the footing to figure out how I wanted to
use the writing in the practice, beyond the
materials lists.
I think this poetry book is . . . almost
like a debutante. What is it called?
JRW: A coming out?
kg: Yes, coming out as a writer formally,
publicly. It took me a long time to figure it
out. I guess I’m just a late-in-life writer, ha ha.
JRW: When we began talking about
this publication, you wanted a little book of
poems embedded within the larger book.
You have mentioned that embedded objects
are always woven within and not glued or
affixed to a tapestry. Why is this important
to you?
kg: I want all the elements in a weaving
to depend on one another. They all have
to be there, working just right; otherwise, the
weaving will physically fail. It will fall apart.
That potential failure is where the tension
comes in—both [figuratively and] physically,
in that line (string) is tensioned to hold
objects tightly, but oftentimes precariously.
When I weave, I use a frame loom and
have access to the entire warp physically—
meaning, I tension string on a frame. And
because it is taut, I can pick up a few of those
strings and jam an item in there, and the
tension of that string holds it in place. I like
to show how the objects are connected to the
weavings, so I use simple strategies to
connect them, like stringing them onto the
warp as if they were beads or jamming
materials in all messy like. I want it to be
obvious how the weaving is constructed; it
slows down how you look at each piece. First,
you see the image the weaving creates, then
you look closer and see the woven structure
and look even closer to see what the smaller
items are, and finally you’ll see how each
object is engineered into the weaving and
how fragile those relationships are between
the open warp, the woven ground, and the
additional items. I also think it has to do with
boredom a little; it’s harder to get objects
into each piece with these guidelines, so it
keeps me on my weaver’s toes. These gestures used to structure the weavings become
instrumental in writing the materials lists and
the accompanying poems. They give me a
variety of action words to work with and help
the writing feel animated, too, like the weavings can be.

JRW: When is a piece finished?
kg: I tend to start with a bunch and
finish them all at once, too. There is a lot of
information in each weaving itself, while
they also have a lot of conversation between
one another. I know a weaving is done
when the bunch starts to firm up, and I can
clearly see ideas bouncing between all
the works. I guess I know when one weaving
is done when it’s part of the mud of the
other weavings.
JRW: I think that your work has infinite
associations, and its meaning is always a
state of becoming, quite possibly never
finished. It’s interesting to think that the
work’s work is never done—akin to the notion
that one’s work is never done. Do you consider your work to be in dialogue with other
artists?
kg: Absolutely—not just other artists
historically and working today, but also
writers, poets, musicians, comedians, and
with crafters in general.
I look a lot at both artists I respect and
artists I think can be problematic. Sheila
Hicks is a great example of this. Hicks is a
tapestry weaver working in small scales
often. You really can’t get through a Fiber
and Material Studies Department at an
institution without seeing her work, and she
has had wild international success. One
thing about Hicks is that she first learned to
weave as a young painter studying at Yale
when she traveled to South America. She then
brought those woven works to the States and
spoke about them primarily in formal ways,
not mentioning the cooperative environment
that facilitated that learning or the history
of the weavers she was working with. I
make weavings both acknowledging Hicks’s
incredible skill and obvious love for the process, while also critiquing her approach to
appropriation. Hicks is a lot like Led Zeppelin;
they pick pockets. Both have produced
important creative output that I genuinely
like but [that] also requires being approached
with a critical eye.
Right now my weaving heroes are Melissa
Leandro and Christina Forrer and Josh
Faught: Leandro for how she sources drawings made during travel to incorporate into
her jacquard woven works and how much fun
she has with the woven cloth—oftentimes,
formally stretching it for the wall, but recently
she’s been upholstering furniture with it.
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Lined Pages, 2013
Installation in six parts:
Mobile Jimmy (Wire, hand felted wool, beads, jewelry
findings); See Through Jimmy (Beads, cloth, brass
hoops, acrylic paint, dye, hardware, monofilament, hand
spun wool, batik portrait); Post Jimmy (Laserjet prints,
brass fasteners, secure mailing envelopes, manila
envelopes, manila file folders, graphite, buttons, cloth,
thread); Misty Mountain Jimmy (Carved and cured
apple, raw wool, rock, One Shot Enamel, rope, doll
boots, doll house parlor chair, cleaning rags, paper,
color copies of my cover of Led Zeppelin IV, splinters of
wood from the floor of my studio); Travel Jimmy
(Fabric, green/hazel glass eye, packing blankets, inkjet
iron-ons, thread, beads, findings, notions, safety pins,
touch of silk stuffing, saw dust, small bag of sequins
RNT brought back for me from Amsterdam);
Herringbone Jimmy (Latch hook yarn, Latch hook
ground, Plaster, paint, hand spun zeppelin IV wool)
5 ft. 11 in. (180.34 cm) sitting down

It’s really wild. With Forrer, it’s the way she
sources online imagery of violence and
then slowly, painstakingly renders it into something bright and soft. She makes the violence
soft, while also making softness violent.
Faught is a hilarious and deeply sincere maker
who incorporate[s] found materials from his
life into detailed woven compositions.
It’s funny and biting and woven: life
goals.
I love how theatrical Laurie Anderson
and Kate Bush are, and the complexity of
their visuals paired with the music [of] Laurie
Anderson (The Heart of a Dog has been a
huge influence) [and] Kate Bush[’s] Lionheart
album, too.
Writers: Eileen Myles, Maggie Nelson,
Joan Didion, Donna Haraway, bell hooks.
I like reading about love.
Comedians: Steven Wright, Emo Philips,
Mitch Hedberg, deadpan stand-ups, as
well as Mel Brooks’s movies, which use very
dumb jokes to deal with highly sensitive/
taboo subjects. Space Balls is one of my
favorite movies still; the timing of the jokes
and how heavily the puns drop is perfection.
Music: Albums like Led Zeppelin IV
and OK Computer [by Radiohead], which are
both such mash-ups of different genres,
like Didion’s The White Album. I like when
artists work with what is necessary and
work to find the right material or allow the
material to get itself made into what it
needs to be.
Pop Craft: I’m also influenced by craft
trends, especially as they relate to novelty
yarns: like what colors and textures are popular, how that affects the materials I have
access to and the possible meanings/
narratives that come with that—sparkly yarns
= Christmas, Day-Glo colors = hippy/trippy—
and how these subcultures enter the mainstream and end up in craft. One material
I’m currently processing is called Festival
Girl colored roving, which is raw wool (sheep
hair) that has been dyed to look like a sampling of current concert/festival fashion. Like
what the heck is SXSW [South by Southwest]
yarn?
But it’s a thing, and I’m spinning it.
JRW: Do you make work that consciously
comes out of a lineage of post–Magdalena
Abakanowicz Polish tapestry?
kg: I pull directly from some of the hand
techniques used in the Abakans [large-scale
sculptural tapestry weavings by Magdalena
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Abakanowicz] themselves, or rather what
I think I see happening in those works. Obviously, there are no pattern books for how
to make these objects. I learned first how to
weave by looking at the weaving hanging
above my childhood couch, I pored over pictures
of these important historical contemporary
fiber works to see how they were actually
physically constructed. I make lots of deep
nods to those works, like, “Remember when
that happened in that Abakan?” Or, “Don’t
you just love this Claire Zeisler-looking coil?”
When you do that you bring the entire work
into your piece, its history, its mythology,
what it was celebrated for, why it was marginalized, etc.
JRW: Now that craft practices have
been assimilated into “fine art,” how or does
your work engage with a critique of contemporary art?
kg: I’m thrilled that craft itself is trending. It means that the trend will inevitably
die, so it fits in well with how I work, always
sort of planning for something’s death.

JULIE RODRIGUES WIDHOLM
is Director and Chief Curator of DePaul Art Museum
where she leads the strategic and artistic vision to
promote equity and interdisciplinary education in the
arts, while positioning Chicago as a global art city.

Feeling the Process:
kg’s Tapestries as
Participatory Politics

K.L.H. Wells

Traditional tapestry weaving is marked by its
flawless finish, a tightly packed, smooth surface
of threads that seamlessly blend together to
create an image. The technical virtuosity of traditional tapestries is designed to impress and,
in a sense, to create distance between the woven object and its audience. A tapestry woven
at the Gobelins, one of the official state tapestry workshops in France, is part of a long European history of royal and state patronage in
which tapestries manifested the power of the
rulers who commissioned
them. Kg’s tapestries, however, come from a different
European tradition—one that
emerged to visibility on the
world stage during the Cold
War. This tradition is exemplified by an anonymous Polish tapestry that kg’s mother
brought to the United States
when she and kg fled Poland
in the 1980s, which depicts a
simple arrangement of flowers in a vase using a muted
palette and thick yarns (p.
16). This alternative tradition
of tapestry weaving creates
highly textured surfaces, in
which the thickness of the
threads and their visible intersections invite viewers to
trace the action of weaving:
to follow the over-and-under
pattern of the warp and
weft—to see, in other words,
how a tapestry is made.
Rather than impressing viewers at a distance with their
perfection, such tapestries
invite viewers in with their irregularity, variety of surface
textures, and tactile effect.
And, it is this invitation to the
viewer that kg’s work manifests. Kg’s tapestries invite
viewers to examine their processes of making, to enjoy
the pleasures of sentiment
and memory, and, ultimately, to engage in the
practice of queering binaries to create stronger
structures of identity.
This invitation to the viewer begins with
the way kg’s tapestries put their making on display. The visible warp threads provide structure. The continuous weft threads allow viewers
to trace the weaving action over and under the
warp. Handmade paper pulps and handspun
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yarns imbue kg’s surfaces with still more texture and depth. The artist’s highly textured, visibly worked surfaces echo that of the anonymous Polish tapestry belonging to kg’s mother,
which hung in a prominent place above their
living room sofa. Kg spent many childhood
hours looking at this woven arrangement of
flowers and thinking about how it was made.
This family heirloom epitomizes, on a
smaller scale, the “new tapestry” that emerged
in the 1960s as a product of Eastern Europe, especially Poland. Communist
countries sent these works
to the International Tapestry
Biennials, held in Lausanne,
Switzerland beginning in
1962, where they challenged
the French tradition of monumental, flat-woven, pictorial
tapestries exemplified by the
work of the Gobelins. Eastern Europe’s “new” tapestry
emphasized instead abstract
arrangements of forms, created through contrasting
surface textures and tones.
For example, the first
submission to the Lausanne
Biennial from Polish artist
Magdalena Abakanowicz, who
would go on to be world renown as a weaver and sculptor, was a vertical scroll of
irregular white blocks on a
brown ground. Interwoven
bands of gray and beige, as
well as smaller areas of black
and burgundy, differentiate
the white forms and create
an impression of stacking,
layering, and cutting—actions that draw the viewer’s
attention to the action of
making the work, the action
of weaving. The new tapestry
of Eastern Europe caused an
uproar in the Western European press during the 1960s
because of the way it put the
materials and processes of tapestry weaving on
display, and it is precisely this impulse that animates kg’s works.
The visibility of materials and process
in kg’s tapestries invites viewers to critically engage with the works by thinking through their
production, but that same visibility also encourages viewers to consider making their own
works of art. Kg draws on a tradition of feminist

art making that employs an aesthetics of amateur hobby crafts to challenge the elitism of fine
art and encourage personal participation in art
making by women and other marginalized
groups. As Lucy Lippard articulated in “Making
Something from Nothing (Toward a Definition
of Women’s ‘Hobby Art’),” the marginal status
of women’s hobby art has its advantages, for it
provides opportunities to think of art making in
terms of enjoyment and personal expression,
without the intimidation induced by high art.
Kg similarly combats the isolated elitism of fine
art by issuing an invitation to engage with the
works not as a passive viewer, but as a potentially active maker. The visibility of weaving,
knotting, and twining in kg’s tapestries; their
nubby textures and irregular edges; and their
incorporation of found objects all contribute to
an aesthetic of hobbyism that animates their
underlying logic of
accessibility.
In this way,
kg draws our attention to materials and
processes while completely subverting
the familiar modernist logic of medium specificity. The
artist’s
tapestries
exhibit weaving, but
not as a way to purify themselves from
allusions to other
arts or outside subject matter. The works
may read as abstract,
but abstraction is
not their goal. Rather,
kg employs medium
specificity—attention to the particular materiality and process of
tapestry weaving—as a democratizing force, an
invitation to make, play, and participate. Whereas medium specificity is understood in the
modernist tradition as part of an aestheticist
impulse to withdraw from the everyday world
into the realm of abstraction (a realm of fine art
that many still find intimidating), kg’s medium
specificity is part of an impulse to engage with
the world. It is a call to action.
In contrast to the transparency of kg’s
materials and processes, the work also exhibits
a dense opacity of personal references. The artist’s biography is woven throughout the tapestries, through the found objects that punctuate
their surfaces, the pictures they form, and even
the colors of their yarns. Viewers can absorb
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only some of these intimate associations, which
rise to the surface of our awareness like the tip
of an iceberg, leaving many of kg’s personal allusions largely submerged. What viewers can
absorb, however, is that these are deeply personal works. The objects incorporated throughout kg’s tapestries reiterate the personal nature
of the weavings: flowers, seashells, paper pulp
representations of kg’s dog—these are clearly
objects of sentiment. Kg’s keepsakes work together with the visibly handmade quality of the
artist’s tapestries to present art making as an
individual and intimate endeavor, reinforcing
the hobbyist aesthetic outlined earlier in this
essay. However, the objects kg utilizes also operate as generic keepsakes, familiar mementos
that might be familiar to anyone. The ease with
which viewers can understand these objects as “personal” suggests the banality of sentiment—that
your
seashell souvenir is
both uniquely yours
and also the same
as everyone else’s.
But if kg puts
the banality of sentiment front and center, the artist does so
less to critique sentimentality than to
invite us to enjoy its
pleasures and expand its possibilities. What if, kg’s
works ask, we cherished cigarette butts
in The White Album,
pt I the way we do
pets in Stronger
Than Dirt? Both, after all, are part of
the artist’s regime of self-care. The cigarettes
memorialize a stage on the road to recovery
from alcoholism. The dog is a beloved dependent whose companionship and basic requirements for eating, sleeping, and walking encourage healthy domestic routines. Both operate as
props or appendages that keep people functioning. We can celebrate the attachments we
have to such supports, kg’s art suggests. We
can incorporate them into our personal identities, the tapestries we make of our own lives.
All of kg’s tapestries invite the participation of the viewer through their inclusion of
personal keepsakes and process-oriented aesthetics, but this invitation becomes even more
explicit in RALLY!, a large badminton net, crocheted by kg and incorporating more of the art-
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ist’s personal keepsakes, complete with cast
resin racquets. Badminton is a leisurely, recreational sport—both somewhat elitist in its upper-class associations and widely accessible
for its relative ease. But the piece is important
here for the way it enables viewers to bodily
perform the binary action of weaving. By volleying the shuttlecock back and forth, over and
across the net, the viewers mirror the shuttling
of weft threads in between the warp. This piece
exemplifies how kg both flaunts and flouts the
binaries that structure their work. In kg’s tapestries, the binary of weaving’s warp and weft invites associations with the binaries of gender,
race, class, and political affiliation that structure our identities. Just as warp and weft create
the structural support for weaving, binary identities lend structure to the way we navigate the
world. But in tapestries it is not only the presence of warp and weft that creates structure; it
is also their intersection. Weaving brings warp
and weft together into an indivisible whole
made stronger by the crossing of its individual
components.
There is a metaphor here for the importance of thinking in intersectional terms and for
what the act of queering can mean, for it is in
the realm of disrupting gender binaries that
kg’s work has the most to say. The artist’s tapestries resonate with both feminine and masculine associations: hobby crafts and sports; the
sentimentality of flowers and seashells, and the
sentimentality of classic rock and its legends;
the persona of a hard-drinking, hard-smoking
tough guy, and the persona of a nature lover
wandering through the woods. The queering
action here is that these gendered associations
are not brought into oppositional terms, as this
versus that; rather, they are woven together as
intimately as the weft is woven into the warp. It
seems logical that the same sentimental adolescent who listens to The Doors would also
collect flowers, that the same person who
weaves would also play sports, and that the historical gender conventions that might separate
these activities would seem not just irrelevant
but also unrecognizable. Queering is akin to
weaving, kg suggests, in that it mingles elements together to create something stronger.
In this sense, queering—like collecting keepsakes or making crafts or playing badminton—
is an activity in which we can all participate.
In the politically polarized environment
in which we try to function today, art that resists
the logic of us versus them feels strangely radical. Given that kg escaped Poland as a child
during the Cold War, leaving the communist
“them” to become part of the capitalist “us,” the
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PREVIOUS:
Magdalena Abakanowicz, Composition of White Forms
(Kompozycja form bialych), 1962. Cotton, cotton cord,
and wool. 78 ¾ × 236 in. (200 × 600 cm)
OPPOSITE:
First Lausanne International Tapestry Biennial, 1962.
Works by J. Owidzka, M. Abakanowicz, and W. Sadley.

artist’s invitations to inhabit other points of view
resonate all the more. Through this exhibition,
the viewer is invited to embody kg’s position, to
step into the artist’s shoes in quite literal ways.
By taking up the badminton racquet, walking
through the city listening to kg’s poetry, visually
tracing kg’s process of weaving along the
warps and wefts of the artist’s tapestries, and
feeling the sentiment of kg’s keepsakes, viewers can not only inhabit the artist’s subject position, but also think critically about the processes, memories, and relationships that make up
their own. In kg’s work, it is not just the acts of
viewing and making art that become accessible, participatory processes, but also the act of
forming the self. And it is when we become
aware of this process as a process—an ongoing
act in which we have agency—that the political
reverberations of kg’s textured, tactile tapestries make themselves felt.

K.L.H. Wells is an assistant professor of art history at
the University of Wisconsin—Milwaukee, where her
research focuses on the politics of decorative art and
design. She is the author of Weaving Modernism: Postwar
Tapestry between Paris and New York (Yale University
Press, 2019) and has published on contemporary artists’
tapestries in Art Journal.

Plates

Why Is My Name Jim Morrison, 2018
My father’s bones sifted
through a silver spoon from a zip tied plastic bag
kept in a velveteen pouch pinned to linen with
fun stem earrings
pieces of you that continue to die sophisticated
9 ¾ × 8 in. (24.77 × 20.32 cm)
All works courtesy of the artist.
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An American Prayer, 2018
Ariel’s dark tide snaking through
silks blended with mouse grey cotton around
two moths in moon lit Caran d’Ache and a
big
foamy
bud
12 ¾ × 13 ¼ in. (32.39 × 33.66 cm)
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To Look And To Behold, 2018
The cuffs of the sleeves
cut off all the shirts you left me
are the warps for the wool
that holds the flower
that lets out the smoke that covers what was there before
10 × 8 in. (25.4 × 20.32 cm)
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Smashed, 2018
A cut up cock
in feint
pink line
5 ¾ × 4 ¾ in. (14.61 × 12.07 cm)

36

Jared, 2018
A dry eye
dripping fresh
water pearls
with a name I used
atop spirited webs
9 ½ × 4 ¼ in. (24.13 × 10.8 cm)

38

A River S.O. Looooooooooooooooooooooooooong, 2018
Golden wool clings
to pink contact grip
meant to hold a spinning wheel in its place
binding the tissue I shared at a funeral
7 × 5 in. (17.78 × 12.7 cm)
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In Between Days, 2018
Hand spun wool in the color ways
of an ocean tough to cross
with those silver blankets they give to those children
stabbed through with silver earrings
polished Polish eyes I rubbed
all day with my sock sitting on wool
from the rug we tripped on every morning for breakfast
6 × 5 in. (15.24 × 12.7 cm)
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Gettin’ Hungry, 2018
A couple of fire crackers still filled
with grain hanging on
two laid out clips
on a plen air sky anchored
with my dog’s deepest desires
6 ½ × 5 ½ in. (16.51 × 13.97 cm)
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Foote Brook, 2018
Blueberry box
through navy Kashmir
7 ¼ × 5 ½ in. (18.42 × 13.97 cm)
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Malutka Chmura, 2018
Pink plastic raffia from Mexican Yarn and String
in downtown LA spying
a rusty metal daisy I pinned to
some socks I wore back when
I was drinking
before the clouds set upon me
9 × 10 in. (22.86 × 25.4 cm)
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My Friend Betsy, 2018
The maiden with wrought iron soul
pinching too heavy shell eyes
in a ring of cotton smoked
with the great rub I found
on the ground dripped in luck
8 ½ × 7 ½ in. (21.59 × 19.05 cm)

50

Avondale (for a girl with one leg shorter than the other), 2018
The heart of a bunch of
bags filled with shit near the twigs with no skin
tucked through
setting suns in thin cotton line
5 ¼ × 5 in. (13.34 × 12.7 cm)
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The Red Parts, 2018
All the red things
holding the sharpener
from a tomato pin cushion
with the leather scraps brooch from Poland
atop the splinter from the floor of
my past studio
above the shuttle some kid printed for me
and a shard of broken ceramic ring Mike Kaysen
handed over
dressed and woven
in Lenore Tawney’s give away linen
9 ¼ × 5 in. (23.5 × 12.7 cm)
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Red Plum, 2018
All the Red Plum bags that built up
through hand
spun strawberry jammed with fringe
plucked from the net I left in Maine
5 ½ × 8 in. (13.97 × 20.32 cm)
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Blue Eye, 2018
The bone
from a tiny chicken for two
on carpet
fibers with wool swirling round
and a thanks from the smokes
10 × 9 in. (25.4 × 22.86 cm)
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RALLY! In The London Fog (racket detail), 2018
26 × 8 in. (66.04 × 20.32 cm)
RALLY! In The London Fog (installation view), 2018
Rolling chains of wind, bad weather and the cold
strung out in an aisle of white
84 ½ × 276 in. (214.63 × 701.04 cm)
RALLY! In The Bright Midnight (detail), 2018
Alright Alright Alright in the bright midnight hooked
into a message of love
84 ½ × 277 ½ in. (214.63 × 704.85 cm)
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RALLY! In The London Fog (detail), 2018
Rolling chains of wind, bad weather and the cold
strung out in an aisle of white
84 ½ × 276 in. (214.63 × 701.04 cm)
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The Day The Sun Burst, 2018
Sunburst space chained up
that glove that appeared
muddy wet
and two bits of orange peel
slowly drying up
10 × 7 ½ in. (25.4 × 19.05 cm)

68

Co-Star, 2018
The moon smashed
to bits
reflecting burnt cinnamon dust
10 ¼ × 9 ½ in. (26.04 × 24.13 cm)
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It Will Be Like This From Now On, 2018
Loopy wool limestone
framed with knotted lake effect print
underwear from Target
with two pawz
waterproof dog boots
orange for extra small
8 ¾ × 8 ¾ in. (22.23 × 22.23 cm)
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Raised By Men, 2018
All the Red Plum circulars
soaked and smashed around
hot line
stuffed with two
half moons
one side eye one forced with
a smile flipped out
96 × 86 in. (243.84 × 218.44 cm)
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´Swietliste Drogi, 2018
These sticks tucked in linen
dyed in cochineal
stamped with braided nylon mason cord
holding golden letters
from my father’s funeral wreath
against a brick wall
41 × 37 in. (104.14 × 93.98 cm)
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Little White Doggie, 2018
All of this is cotton
short and spun
through the hands that found the little white dog
in an alley
with a mail slot
waiting to be filled coiled over with
yarns I’ve had since birth
20 × 14 ½ in. (50.8 × 36.83 cm)
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Oasis or What A Bunch Of Assholes, 2018
More blue from LA
this time
in the round with brown rose buttons
like Growley Bear eatin’ in a field
this time in a Dune
of dry raffia
strung out and platted
20 × 14 ½ in. (50.8 × 36.83 cm)

80

Fractal Funk, 2018
The pipes that break
when you’re smoking stoned
and the clips that keep them decent
framed in ivory
raffia gridded with the cover of an LA Woman and
the belt from a summer dress
caught in pink fringed plastic
handled alone
in an open field
41 × 31 in. (104.14 × 78.74 cm)
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Dudki Dwa, 2018
Pillow cases two of my grandmother’s hands made
before she died
in front of me
in a stairwell painted green
between a brown soft like her skirt
that we no longer sleep on
20 × 20 in. (50.8 × 50.8 cm)
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A Mouse Trap, 2018
This mouse likes paper
and cochineal mashed
into hand spun wool and it works
around Monique’s earrings and takes
what it wants
a little paper and a few dead bodies
small and all you have
4 × 3 ½ in. (10.16 × 8.89 cm)
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Trouble Trouble , 2018
Lilac or lavender
stuck together
with splinters
from the desk I kept it all in
and this ruler
over two dying buds
coming out
lit by the August Moon
5 ½ × 16 in. (13.97 × 40.64 cm)
88

Wilderness, 2018
That good shit from Jake
flanked by two iron leaves
losing their skin
to the dunes
spotted with Subaru Outback 2016 touch up paint
in Wilderness Green
9 ¼ × 8 in. (23.5 × 20.32 cm)

90

Pip, 2018
A shell and a cap trapped in all of that string
some made some found stuck through
with a dry lily branch
resting in the huge straw that comes
with your large iced caramel macchiato
from a window near the pet store
14 ½ × 12 in. (36.83 × 30.48 cm)
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Beaten Out Of Shape By Hammering, 2018
Dust swept up from other weavings
wrought between eyelashes
in a sea
of blue out of my mouth
22 × 16 in. (55.88 × 40.64 cm)
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The Way The Wind Blows, 2018
The blend she stuffed me full of and joints
prescribed by the garden state
near fingers from the tree called Old Lady Hair
like raw linen in the grasses
flooded with the yellow of her dress
11 ½ × 13 in. (29.21 × 33.02 cm)

96

Everytime I Go To Sleep The Sun Goes Down, 2018
This is wool with silks
and some string
from the world of tomorrow made strong as steel
and fine as the spider’s web
holding a pipe still full
found in the grass with a flower I picked
in the month of August
10 ½ × 12 in. (26.68 × 30.48 cm)
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Cancerian, 2018
The shell of What’s His Name the Mystery Snail and Cancer
Oh Cancer
pinned with a brooch which is a lily
which dies most beautifully
according to this angel who saved my life one time
on chenille that makes the plaid that makes the dog
the first
hooked with my mother’s sign
6 ½ × 5 ½ in. (16.51 × 13.97 cm)

100

Niejasny, 2018
Nature’s garbage
pierced by stretched out gold
run through Kashmir
and the first friendship bracelet Madeleine Aguilar
traded me for
6 × 6 in. (15.24 × 15.24 cm)
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All You Animals, 2018
Two moths set in pools of golden Caran d’Ache
on the ground
of spun wool Rana brought back
from Oaxaca
plied through golden cotton
bars stuffed with the last of the insensé
I burned
before you moved out
5 × 5 in. (12.7 × 12.7 cm)
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Just This Once, 2018
A little green spun to Little Green on a little green
and your head
which I formed
from all the blended camel boxes
in Vermont stuck
with a rock from the corner you like to pee on
and I take you there
and you are my baby
11 × 10 ½ in. (27.94 × 26.67 cm)
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The White Album (coffee), 2018
This is cotton too
it’s a double disc
I used the sock you gave me
to pour the Bustello and made you a face
like the one in the airport I see you in on instagram
then wove through more cotton and
Made in America duo tone rayon in celadon
the color of coconut milk
with roaches hanging in there
120 × 96 in. (304.8 × 243.84 cm)
Collection of DePaul Art Museum; Art Acquisition Endowment Fund 2019.2
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The White Album (cigarettes), 2018
Cotton
doubled up warped and pretensioned
strung with all the last butts
laced through with wool in tobacco color ways
that you bought on your annual trip to Colorado
that you get to take
and I went once too
back when we used to talk
before November
woven and lozenged by myself
making little lips around each smoke
120 × 96 in. (304.8 × 243.84 cm)
Collection of DePaul Art Museum; Art Acquisition Endowment Fund 2019.1
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As Big As The Ocean, 2018
Little dead bodies
on cotton
on paper
make violet spots near a lake
free with purchase
pressed with a chip from a club
I am in
13 × 12 in. (33.02 × 30.48 cm)
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High Wide And Continuously, 2018
Some wool someone gave me this time from a trip on
that American passport with two perfect twigs drenched
in a shot
just one
with the kind of ribbon you’d find on a gift
11 ½ × 12 ½ in. (29.21 × 31.75 cm)
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A Cat in Patti Smith’s Hair, 2018
Linen used to soak up spilt cochineal
snapped onto with a cat
that looks
like a branch
that looks
like a cat hanging in there
off this sensible brass washcloth hook
plucked from a bathroom wall in Florida
where Jim was born
and my father desperately wanted to die
29 × 23 in. (73.66 × 58.42 cm)
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Cancel My Subscription, 2018
A line intended to be punched and walked on
dressed with double ruffled ribbon smiles
10 ¼ × 9 in. (26.04 × 22.86 cm)
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Under Every Flower A Serpent Coiled, 2018
This is bonkers
skeined so knotty
flanked by leather unreal
10 × 9 ½ in. (25.4 × 24.13 cm)
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On The Warm Breeze, 2018
Red camp fire
crawling around
the wind chime revealed
as you slowly wilted and died and slid
from the balcony of classic
big shades that
relax, smile. repeat!
41 × 24 in. (104.14 × 60.96 cm)
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Stronger Than Dirt, 2018
All the wool between Chicago and Madison
spun on z
laced through the blue I got at Mexican Yarn and String
in downtown LA
poured over with my copy of The Shining
blended with No One Here Gets Out Alive with
Wilderness with California Notes
with all the Skowhegan journals
and hexagonal paper like the
bathroom tiles
in a Parisian apartment one would rent for the summer
to get away then
dotted with all the black pages
from Eva Hesse’s journals
96 × 86 in. (243.84 × 218.44 cm)
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Good Morning Good Mourning, 2018
All the wool that could not be spun
resampled
into lines
holding no cards
through the original squiggle, always slipping
41 × 29 in. (104.14 × 73.66 cm)
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Once you say something I always wanted to write
back when we used to talk
before November
making little lips around each smoke
but it just never happened
I used a sock
and made you
a face like the one in the airport
I see you
let me break your heart a little
I wrote a few poems night after night
between Chicago and Madison
through the blue
poured over my Shining
pulsing all the black pages from Eva Hesse’s journals
a strange win
soaked smashed and all around hot
flippin’ out
original accumulations of things that I read or heard
In the car with the moon
In the car with the sun
In the car with the cloudy daze of being sixteen
in the woods and poor
dreaming through your suburbs
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and thats why poetry appeals to me so much
small puffs prescribed by the garden grasses
flooded with yellow
because its so eternal
this dark tide
snaking through moon lit foam
teachers and friends
eyes like twenty
please attend carefully to these words and events its me!
sifted
through silver
pieces of you that continue to die sophisticated
this grass is special
where the mud, boulders and rocks are washed down to the valleys below
this is the end that is the bottom of the top of the table
a windy swirl of stars with steady rubberized feet
that’s us just like that
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I’m human
all built up and jammed
my partner is in Aspen and I am crying in my home studio
the murder
the show
the hot buds popping all over like okay calm down its March in Chicago
everything is fluid
but the bag spells bird
So no squirrels allowed
no no no
its okay
I’m singing on this cool stone patio above iron mist
the shell of Cancer
Oh Cancer
pinned most beautifully
to this round of roses
this time is a Dune
strung out
hooked on my mothers sign
sunk in its own waste Power
it works around and takes what it wants
small and all you have
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my father once loved a dog kept outside on a line that he fed spaghetti to and changed
The hay bedding for like religion
longing for family magic
someone gave me this time
drenched in a shot
just one
the kind you’d gift
leavers so eager to please and forget
The heart filled with shit
near no skin
tucked through setting suns
who go out on ships
to fat and die
back when I was drinking
before the cloud set upon me
downtown spying
i got a lot done
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the anatomy of rock blankets old men
in a light that will never go out
its home
waiting to be filled over since birth
worship cool in your own worship
trapped resting in this large iced caramel macchiato
from a window near the pet store
thanks from the smokes
I feel their vibes through my skin
the hair on my neck has invited me to drink
an ocean tough to cross
rubbing the day
every morning for breakfast
and heres the thing
You really have to love it no other way
And if you don’t you don’t get to call yourself a Chicagoan and
the new baby gorilla at the zoo is not yours
so our voices must become one or one must leave
the world of tomorrow
made strong as steel
still full
found in the grass I picked in the month of August
You wash over the sidewalk with little rubber slaps knowing the block
its about a 20 minute walk but I stop and go instead into the snow
the slowest baptism this city has seen
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the fresh miracle of surprise
two hands made
me in a stairwell
between a brown soft like her skirt
with a woman slung around my trunk
and I saw this somewhere
In a cartoon like a gun like an electric guitar
Theres underwear
but not always
and I think
this is love
I’ve done nothing with time and the pride of our relationship took hold of the summer event in
a room
punched and walked on
dressed with
smiles
Chicago ja ciebie
gently they stir
holding the foam atop
the floor of my studio
above some kid
handed over
draggin my wagon to sleep under a pale lit sky blue with stars
gently they stir
casting a net
we get on the ground and spread our legs
open up and let the air breeze in
the air comes through
we breath it out from our mouths and fill the room with breathair
and it smells good like someone that used to smoke but doesnt anymore
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the cigarette burn’d
& dropp’d like a dog
a couple
still filled
with grain. hanging on.
two laid out
on the plein air
anchored with my deepest desires
my eyes took a trip
set in pools of golden ground I burned before you moved out
mouth filled with the taste of copper
soaking up spit
off this lucky bathroom wall in Florida
its my metal mother crawling around the wind
revealed as you slowly wilted and died and slid
from the balcony
relax
smile
repeat!
when all else fails we can change the mood from glad to sadness
appear muddy wet and slowly drying up
the world which men devise
there are still a few animals left in the yard
the ones I like have eyes that look like diner eggs dripping off the sides of their face
little tropic treasures
hey
all you animals
This is bonkers 		
unreal
I was found on the ground in regret, still the light shone
t-shirt boys in their slumbering courage milk
pinching too heavy smoke with
a great rub
I’ll say it again
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why do I drink
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we are the soldiers of rock and roll wars
our private bedrooms
making golden contact meant to hold a sin in its place
shared at a funeral
I’m a resident of a city
lucky stiff upward into the loam
that good shit losing skin to the spotted wilderness
over at the bricks and escapes
across the alley
the house the yelling comes from
LET ME BE
someone is showering and
I am picturing them
I’m a puppy rolling around in the smell of that experience and you will not remember
So great!
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like a light I am in trouble
struck
together
the cut of all you left me
a hat holds the smoke that covers what was there before
rocked in its web consumed by static everything is broken up and dances
bits reflecting dust
am I going to die?
a dripping fresh name
spirited remembering the violet spots
yes in July in Paris so they say there is a moon in your window yeah
a cut up cock
feint
up on two hind legs
my friend and sometimes my only one even when I’m gone man laid out flat and forget the
walking
you are the realm of my spirit and I will try to regain you
the whole of my life filled with a little white doggie
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I crack a LaCroix and drink the river down
my mothers throne floats upon the swell of waves
a ship in full sail
robed in the king of the sea
some sandy yellow harmony
between emotional tides
a force to be reckoned with in the most positive sense
behind the breeze
Is a light brown
blue
or hazel
free with purchase
I gotta go
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Chicago and grass by the lake my mind is just —you know
that break when your smoking
a summer dress
handled alone in an open field
walking
paying
throwing
we learn it the hard way
It’ll be just a story we knew…
I am in concession darling
holding no cards
sipping away
dust swept up in a sea of blue
on the corner of Cornelia and Roscoe theres a lot of ruckus
its coming from the trees
its the birds and they’re nuts!
let
me
repeat
somehow your palm makes a difference
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