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INTRODUCTION

Taiwanese-American artist Brook Hsu grew up in Oklahoma, received her BFA from the Kansas City
Art Institute in 2010 and her MFA from Yale University in 2016, and is presently based in New York.
She is known for interweaving the fantastical, the mythopoetic and the autobiographical through
an array of mediums, creating a distinct species of apparitional, haunting imagery. Working across
painting, drawing, sculpture, writing and felt making, Hsu produces abstract and figurative works
that employ a host of pagan signs and motifs, most notably the demigod of Pan, recounting stories
of love, pain and humour. Her art, which focuses on examining pre-Christian myths, histories,
modern literature, films and personal histories is at once psychedelic and tranquil, revealing the
ways in which existing narratives can induce fear, anxiety, joy and sadness in the contemporary
time. Depicting voluptuous, emaciated, demonic, satyric bodies, fashioning shroud-like, torn and
ephemeral clothing, or reanimating memories of her beloved dog in the form of a clay boot, Hsu
masterfully associates disparate themes and subjects, revisits forsaken icons, and invents new
forms.

Brook Hsu is a naturalist, a keen observer of the objective, physical world, also an explorer of the
inner world as she shows autobiographical tendencies in art. The artwork Essay (Panic Angel)
(2017) is a literary piece, compiling lines from her iPhone notepad, exchanges with friends, and a
list of rejected show titles - she favours essays and lists as literary forms “because their purpose
is to be transparent and unpretentious” - telling for the first time the devastation it brought to Hsu,
as her mother passed away after struggling with breast cancer for 15 years. The artist finds it
difficult to talk about death in art, and understands her practise as questioning such conundrum.
The series of small-scale paintings ‘Aesop Looking at His Reflection in a Pond’ (2019) repeatedly
depicts her deceased dog Aesop. In Hsu’s dreams, Aesop was once looking at his reflection in the
pond. Aesop’s figure blurs as the series continues, testifying to the excruciating yet cathartic fact
that the artist's memory of the beloved animal companion fades away as time goes. The sincere
autobiographical nature of Hsu’s art renders it relatable; taking loss and grief as its direct subject
and making recourse to ancient and contemporary myths - from the Dionysian to the Kardashian -
Hsu’s art explores the spiritual passage that is opened by death and its leftovers.

‘Green Panic’ is the name of a grass that is widely available on farms and fields. The large, emerald
leaves cover many rolling hills, and form impressive natural spectacles of expanded green. “Panic,”
on the other hand, could mean fear or anxiety in English language, and therefore “green panic”
could mean fear and anxieties covered, enveloped by the colour of green. The word “panic” finds
its origin in Pan, the ancient Greek god of the wild and shepherds. He has the legs and horns of
a goat, and could scare humans away as they are overwhelmed by fear. In her twenties, Brook
Hsu was obsessed with reading Norwegian author Knut Hamsun’s books, especially ‘Pan’ (1894).
She finds comfort in the beautiful text, and even named her dog after the one from the story.
Recurring in Hsu’s art are motifs including the demigod Pan, the notion of panic, the predominant
phosphorescent green colour, the horned skeleton, and an eerie bodily absence. As a skilled panic
merchant, Hsu calmly presents to the audience what is haunting for her, often upon nature-versus-
culture narrative structures as in Hamsun'’s literature, or after canonical artworks such as Ingres’s
‘Grande Odalisque’.

Brook Hsu uses shellac ink for a number of her recent large-scale paintings. Shellac is made from
the resinous secretions of the lac beetle; it is easy to layer images one upon another with it on
canvas, asitis possible to produce different shade and depth variations by using merely one colour.
This special material works well for her monochrome (green) ink paintings. She collects imagery
from films and literature, conceals and blurs identifiable forms, and explores different shapes and
means of painted lines - spiral, zigzag or serpentine, since lines represent an archaic and natural
aesthetic force. The ‘Flower of Buffoonery’ (2020) and the ‘La Froggy Victime’ (2020) in their
simple, monochrome compositions bring about an emotional charge that is exceedingly strong.
Hsu repeatedly explores, examines and feels the same group of painting subjects, such as Aesop
from ‘Aesop Looking at His Reflection in a Pond’, the phallic fruit from ‘Cell Death’ (2018), and the
obscene human figures from the ‘Fruiting Body’ (2018) - she tirelessly depicts time and again these
characters and objects. Ponds and fountains are also favoured motifs, pertaining to notions such
as reflection, mirroring, escape and eternal return. Depictions of a pond remind one of Narcissus
from Greek mythology, and of Lacan’s concept of the mirror stage, that speaks of the confusion of
the Real and the Imaginary; fountains, vomiting, crying and shooting in Hsu’s art are all charged with
sexual implications, standing for the perpetuity of the body’s metabolism and of erupting mental
activities. Hsu transforms her personal experiences, pains and ecstasies via historical symbols
and mythological signs, turning electrifying moments and events into artworks, presenting to the
audience a space in which they can reflect upon their own lives.

Brook Hsu was born 1987 in Pullman, Washington, USA, and currently lives and works in New
York. Recent solo exhibitions include: Fictions at Kraupa-Tuskany Zeidler Gallery, Berlin (2021);
Conspiracy theory at Et al., San Francisco (2019); pond-love, Bortolami Gallery, New York (2019);
Fruiting Body, Bahamas Biennale, Detroit (2018). Group exhibitions include: Particularities (curated
by Chris Sharp), X Museum, Beijing (2021); More, More, More (curated by Passing Fancy), TANK,
Shanghai (2020); LIFE STILL, CLEARING, New York (2020); The End of Expressionism, Jan Kaps,
Cologne (2020); Polly, Insect Gallery, Los Angeles (2019-2020); A Cloth Over a Birdcage, Chateau
Shatto, Los Angeles (2019); Finders’Lodge, in lieu, Los Angeles (2019); and Let Me Consider It from
Here, The Renaissance Society, Chicago (2018-2019). Her latest monograph and edition titled
Norwegian Wood was recently published by American Art Catalogues.
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Fictions
2021

Kraupa-Tuskany Zeidler, Berlin, Germany
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16.09-0111.21

All stories are love stories. All letters are love letters. All creation is a love creation...
-Brook Hsu

Brook Hsu folds time, death, love, and desire into the malachite surfaces and tufts of her paintings.
Fictions contends with the matter of stories, as they are told and immortalized, ever-shifting and
coalescing, calling to question their material existence. As Hsu herself states in an accompanying
poem, “Everything is a story; every story is a fiction.”

Fictions presents a larger body of portraits by Brook Hsu for the first time. The four portraits in
the exhibition portray images of characters from various films by Takeshi Kitano, Hou Hsiao-hsien,
and Tsai Ming-liang. For Hsu, these filmic subjects provide a way to form the formless. Realism
eschewed, faces are soaked in a dense green wash. The portraits are expressly not of the actors,
but instead their bodies serve as vessels for capturing a persona by delineating certain gestures
and peculiarities. While these consensual subjects lend themselves to be open and porous, already
embodying something they are not, they are inevitably bound to their body, their face.

Shellac,madefromtheresinoussecretionsoflacbeetles,isoftenusedasavarnishforitstransparent
and protective properties. Hsu uses shellac ink with a liquid approach, letting it pool and soak. Lines
form with frail edges as the color bleeds and travels over and bonds with the ground, extending
the tenuous figure-ground relation into coiling marks that waver between legibility and obscurity.
Her distinctive technique deploys different shapes and means of painted lines - spiral, zigzag or
serpentine - rethinking line as an archaic and inherent aesthetic force. Through these calligraphic
gestures, Hsu builds and complicates writing, materializing verses that live beyond their textuality.

Two large shag carpets inhabit the wall and floor of the gallery space, with soft impressions of lived-
on indentations still visible. Hsu walks across the inked carpets in her studio-her physical way of
working with these fibrous textiles comes through in her mode of dripping and staining the pigment
into the fluffy pile.

The lonely white rabbit on the roof is a star
twitching its ears at the rain.’

Both works are populated with rabbits. Grasshopper’s figures splinter into fragments, with
overlapping multiples analogous to Duchamp’s Nude Descending a Staircase, No.2, wherein
movement is captured in a series of sequential snapshots. Noticeably present is a distinct
undertaking to contend with the existence of time. A recumbent, reclining female figure faces
away from the viewer, parallel to a bounding blue rabbit in Memory. One dreams to be the other, or
perhaps longs for company.

Hsu’s small-scale paintings on lumber punctuate the gallery. The satyr at the center of each painting
is being skinned alive. This image can be construed as a climactic polarization-a split between
corporeality and spirituality. Echoing the Flaying of Marsyas by Titian, the paintings appear to be
flayed themselves. Composition is turned inside out and stretched over a horizontal ravine, where
the inverted body at the center serves as the medium of our ascent beyond the physical.

- Text by Christina Gigliotti & Catherine Wang (*press release, 'Fictions', Kraupa-Tuskany Zeidler).

[1] Denise Levertov, Come into Animal Presence, 1960
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Fictions
Brook Hsu
July 2021

*This essay was published in Norwegian Wood, a monograph on Brook Hsu. Published by American Art Catalogues, August 2021.

Spring

Yes.Desireisatimetravellerwhosleepsinthe body of awhitehorse. Abodyisremoved
and memory remains as all memories remain objects people pack tightly into their
dresser closets. But hearts are wanderers. Even wrapped in comfortable lives they
wander in libraries pulling down heavy tomes searching for all of their soulmates. All
stories are love stories. All letters are love letters. All creation is a love creation.

Libraries come undone. / kiss and press my body against piles of old books
spread across the dirt floor of an abandoned building. I'm by the ocean. | feel my
body violently as | feel the books and their broken spines cracking beneath me - a
bed of books, a bed a library. The painter remembers and inside she is living memory.
Dangerous. As no moment repeats, forever is a cruel thing to promise. She kneels to
gather every book to soak in water until every word dissolves.

Fictions'realities are starsin motion. As Earth rotates around the sun the painter
rotates. Stars send messages speaking of secret places describing images of dense
verdant forests growing on other worlds. Everything is a story; every story is a fiction.

Sometimes when | look at someone | find them living within my body and here
| find light and darkness. | try to understand why it is the shadows that cross their
faces, their dark hair and black eyes that I'm drawn to, as though | am possessed by
a shadow and | feel as though | could obsess over the singular movement when the
veil of a body parts like curtains on a stage and | feel deeply inside another. Then | can
reach into them and touch something - a pearl caught in the wet organs of a mollusk.




Summer

Time is soft and forgetful, all previous events having been quickly put behind. The
spirit of the painting is held at its beginning: a dog eats a vegetable and the vegetable
is so happy to be eaten by the dog.

A vegetable speaks. In a low but feminine voice the words come, “Oh, love! Is
it you? All winter I've waited to be with you completely. To join you. | let go. I'm ready.
Ooh! Yes yes my love. Ooh yes! Eat me! Please take away my shape. Ooh!” In the next
moment the vegetable falls to the ground from a tree where it was tied and a hairy
dog with slobber and big teeth tears apart the vegetable, to which the vegetable only
cries out with joy, “Ooh yes! yes! Ooh!” The cries of the vegetable fade into sounds
of ecstasy mixing with the snarling and drooling of the animal. The vegetable, when
eaten by the dog, is an embodiment of the joyful fate of life. There is anidea in painting
that infinity is either loving or frightening. Really, infinity can be both, but the vegetable
Is never frightened and the reason for this is simple: the vegetable is circular. The
vegetable has no mouth and no ass. People have mouths and asses; it's what lets
them have both love and fear of infinity.

The painter lives in the city as a solitary animal. To be in the city grants her
solitude within herself. She communes with people and understands how impossible
it is to paint without true solitude. She paints fictions as place. Place is outside and
inside. The image out there in me. The word out there in me. The story out there in me.
The library out there in me. I fill myself and then expel. | am not round but | long to be
round as a fruitis round. A fruit never longs for place. Ooh! To be round and never long
for place!/ The painter understands that she must look at place and to see it she closes
her eyes. Light pours in through two big windows. It is raining. Inside the air sticks to
her skin and little curls form along her brow hiding small beads of sweat same as the
pearls gathering and falling between her breasts. She wraps her hands around her
neck, firmly presses them against her throat and remembers that she is still alive.




Thank god.
What does it mean to love? | was mistaken. | don't just have love, feel love, or
want love. | mistook love for a noun when really it is a verb. When | read the words
VIVE LAMOUR [/ - for a long time - understood this to mean something like LONG

LIVE LOVE. Lately the words’ meanings have changed - as words often do change. |
saw their new shape and sound as LIVING LOVE. And I no longer saw or felt the need
for love as a declaration. This is the form of love - continuous action. Painting is an act
of representation; it is the formation of images and put plainly: there is no image of
love. Love cannot be represented but the objects it produces - endless relationships
between things. All libraries are filled with representations; images log all words in all
forms both pre-word and post-word. Painting eats its own tail preceding language as
it follows language trying to fix an image in memory - a fool's errand since in the end
all memory is essentially loss. Painting images recycled from memory every painting
is a memory a loss and so a painting is living because it communes with grief; it has
felt itself pass away; it speaks in tombs with death. Words wind through us just as the
library winds through us as an infectious disease, but I'm watching and | see love as
growing. [ observe it in segments point-to-point painting-to-painting and | realize that
time is neutral. The future is neutral. Desire, having kept us from the present, is a time
traveller who the painter befriends in order to pass through walls.

“‘Let time tell me how it is,” the painter speaks. She’s never heard her voice
before anditis soft and vibrates as bird wings flap rising on gusts of wind. /na moment
| was afraid to lose love so much | forgot love, causing myself inordinate amounts of
pain. Love is cruel when it is not love. When another falsely dresses in love's clothes
it makes a harbor for fear and distributes it to every organ in the body. Fear is the fear
of loss; worse than loss is the fear of loss.

“To write to you | write to the dead.” She pauses, takes a deep breath and wipes
afew lingering tears from her eyes with the back of her hand. “I call up the ghost. | kiss
her, but | know she doesn’t exist. To hear and taste and feel her | paint. | love. | paint
to love. | paint to love her.” A painter listens, searches for sound and finds an image
resonating. Make heart music for heart people.




Winter

She has always been a painter. Her earliest paintings of horses running wild
through wide bright green and flowering meadows later melded into a love she fell
into with a dog.

“If you'readog,” she tellsthe animal, “thenlam adog painter.” The painter traces
the dog’s form onto the concrete floor. Over and over she circles the fragile body until
it slowly changes into galaxies of repeating spirals roses and seashells that dance in
composition.

“Composition is spirit,” she says, picking up a small round brush with bristles
fashioned from a horse’s mane. And as if the brush were a needle she dances across
the dog’s fur then penetrates the first layers of hair and flesh with ink the color of
springtime painting words an image of nothing. The dog asks her what it says and she
replies, everything. Five arms stretch outward turning inward with no explanation for
their existence and never question their own entanglement.

We could do without words but then there are words. Speech doesn’t always
come easily and it's not ever without bias. Perception is what my senses feel and
it becomes what my heart believes. Within experience there is always a constant
unfolding of understanding. The sun is setting over the city and | watch it from the
window of my living room wishing that another could perceive this beside me and we
could share without words the feeling. Memory is funny. It chooses us as we choose it
anditis never trustworthy. Say | took your head between my hands one afternoon. The
sun was very warm casting warmth across your face. Say | took your head between
my hands early one morning. The sun was barely breaking the horizon, the light had
no temperature but was purely blue.




The painter dreams she dies and becomes a river as her body moves away
from days and bleeds into overlapping lines of radiant color. Gardeners were the first
painters. Their heroes were the dictionaries of certain gods like the rocks and trees
who whisper back and forth tales so old and slow not even they know their beginnings,
cold winds, heavy rains, the horse, the tiger. One side of the bed grows cold and she
rolls over into it just to keep herself company with the change in temperature. /t's only
to pass time. Loneliness and dying are normal. She wishes that it would rain inside.
The dog dreams he is ared fish.

To grieve. This is how grief widens the heart: on the page little circles of light
are forming. Each circle is an image of the sun and the word sun without needing to
be shaped like S U N. Around these - so many suns! - are shadow webs who possibly
forgot or never understood that the spider never was their weaver. Their weavers are
giants - tall broad and with wide reaching branches. What could be more erotic than a
lonesome tree in a landscape? It's not phallus. It's not feminine beauty. It's not human,
but movement and growth. Longevity and peace. These things we wish to reap and
consume but are endlessly unattainable.

The painter carefully and free lays her body onto canvas and paints. The time of
day is night.

The moon isrising just above the snow. She is listening and hears the snow and
the moon having a conversation. Every word they say is blue blue blue. Long slender
clouds drift above as moonlight casts deep violet shadows onto them. The wind blows
hard across the surface of the snow kicking it up into frozen misty pockets of air to
travel as might sand or dust. The painter wonders how - like the rain - snow might swell
the waters. Is it snow that falls crystals? Pure crystals, she says. When the wind blows
it does it remember where it was before? Does it tremble and pick up memories? The
snow travels across snow dunes. Winter. This is snow country.




Image courtesy of American Art Catalogues.
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Blue Bunny
2021

Manual Arts, Los Angeles, Callifornia, US.A.
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Manual Arts presented its inaugural exhibition, ‘Blue Bunny', a solo show of Brook Hsu. Comprised
of large shellac ink paintings on canvas and small oil paintings on wood, 'Blue Bunny'is mostly green.
The color green has been a constant presence in Hsu's work, evolving beyond a passing interest
into a graphic, meditative love affair.

Bothintitles andin subject matter, the large shellac ink paintings make reference to specific movies
and books that dwell on the experience of love. "Blue Bunny" is the name of a surfboard in Takeshi
Kitano's 1991 film A Scene at the Sea. Throughout the film, the girlfriend of a surfer sits on the beach
and watches him ride waves on the Blue Bunny. When asked what the motto of a blue bunny would
be, Hsu writes, "Hop around the sea, scoot along through life!"

On the girlfriend's final visit to the sea, it is raining. She arrives at the beach with a blue umbrella
(also the title of one of Hsu's paintings) and scans the coastal horizon looking for her boyfriend.
She does not find him, nor is anyone else able to find him. His body lost to the sea, all that remains
on the shore is his surfboard.

Across the gallery from Blue Umbrella is another large shellac ink painting. Two skeletons are
depicted having sex between two rows of library bookshelves. The title of the painting, Meet Me
at the Library, is sourced from Peter Greenaway’s 1996 film, The Pillow Book. In a suicide letter to
Vivian Wu's character, her lover writes, "Meet me at the library, any library, every library."

Just as reference is often embedded in Hsu's work, Greenaway's movie takes its title from a much
older book, Sei Shonagon's Pillow Book, written in 1002. Hsu stacks her references one on top of
the other. Beyondjust titles, Hsu often works with screenshots from the namesakes of her paintings.
By painting various scenes from a movie on top of one another, Hsu is able to present all her favorite
scenes at once. The layering of images also recalls a closed book, in which every line and every
scene of the book is stacked on top of page after page. Taken in all at once they can be inscrutable
in their density. When opened, the images become clear and emotionally distinct, even if the visual
remains obscured and rippled.

Alongside the Shellac ink paintings are small oil paintings of landscapes. They contain no cultural
or anthropological references. The dominant icon of these paintings is a solitary tree. Sometimes
the tree is visible within a green valley of foliage. Sometimes the background is so overpowered by
green that the only tangible image is a tree. While not representing a specific geographic location,
the oil paintings seem to function as plein air paintings of aninner landscape. The ink paintings look
outward to find existing representations of a feeling; the oil paintings are unfiltered glimpses within
a destination of emotion that exists beyond language, books, or movies.

The smallest oil painting is the only one with figures. Two skeletons embrace under the cover of
leaves. Large and less visible trees are in the background. Are all these tree paintings the same
landscape? The same tree in every painting, concealing two dead lovers locked in an eternal
embrace? As Hsu has said, "I don't know a story that isn't a love story. It is both the deepest pain
and the highest ecstasy.”

- Text by Manual Arts



ManualArts 5B 2T ZNER (B8R F] (BlueBunny) - BERET —RIIIGEETH
KRB EHSBEKEMNNRBATHESE - SEEFEHMEREFSENERY  EAREREETN
FEHRSEREMREERTEN EEXANER -

BUEARBRBKBKENRENREEE @ #H5| A —LRBEBNEBNELNESL - EERT
ERALFEIONFNEY GPFEX - BFNE R—RERRNEBT - AETZ AT - —EEREN
TRLEBEL  EEBRBEZECRTRABR - EWREALECRTHEAFEMTER - FHER
H o TR EBREE - A EKE ! |

AELEREREBENE  RETEW » EETEENR (BUEHBEZRBENZE) K
g EEFERIBSHRMNBEANS R - iR BRI - Rt ABRSE - tNSREREEE &
ERBETAERNR -

CEEMR BSAES—HARBRBEKE - EMMAFBHHENEMIBEENERZHEAE
B ERENTE <EEZEER> RARKST BMRARI996FENER (LBEEEY - ERAERESER
MEAEN—HEREP  BLNBEAGEREE: REEERR > EIWEEE  SEESHEL -

AAMABZBEERPEES|I B BMARNERLEEIRSI B —AELHENE—2ATI0025F
BLOWEEN (MEFY - FEZFSIA—EE - —EEMEEER - RTREEZI  FERELE
ERAEERZNBLEELNEERETRE REBELPNARSREEE—E  UERERTA
MEREZNPLER BEENEEERABE— KRS LNE  EPNAANERBE R EHEE N
i - A ELEESHNATEF—EERRENT  cMABKRESARIEIURE - EiFELE
BB - BIEIRE LIRS - BASFEN - FROEHH -

BB RKEFNNRBERSHENREMEFE—FEIXMHIAREZ LNSE - EEENTERRD
= RIVBRIE - By - EREEFRWSEENLSPEMATR ; 8 BERWGERESR  —8TH
EE—HRf -  GEHERBREO—ERFENHENE EUIRZ2MRALCREBENEE - EMEKEER
Z2MRAONSHINEERZNT AL > BESLHERRNAZHFEREFERES - EHX
B ZNNIB R M &R E AR -

AERERE——REEAYIN - RIER/NACHED > MEFHSEHENER THE -ERESAM
FORPRHIEIAR - AL ARENESHENMER—REARE ? SRERNS - BERERZE—
EOKEARERN S AR > B0 — RG0S ? EURFESERR - [BAMERTENEREREEE
BiE - ERERAZNEE  XERERNIEE] -

— B Manual ArtspTi2 2 ¢



Installation view
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Image courtesy of Manual Arts.
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Installation view
REBIRG

Image courtesy of Manual Arts.
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Installation view
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Image courtesy of Manual Arts.
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Installation view
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Untitled (skull)
2020

Oilonwood
RIHE
55x10in




Skeletons Embracing
CHEERYBLEED
2020

Oilonwood
RIHE
4x6in




Tree inalandscape
CERFRYED
2020

Oilonwood
RIHE
55x10in




Treeinalandscape
CELFF D
2020

Oilonwood
RIHE
55x8in




Earthly Coil
2021

Magenta Plains, New York, USA
% B 4 4IMagenta Plains = &

03.06-10.04.21

Magenta Plains presented the group exhibition "Earthly Coil", featuring new work by artists Brook
Hsu, Liza Lacroix, HeidiLau, Nikholis Planck, and Nazim Unal Yilmaz. The multidisciplinary exhibition
included painting, drawing and sculpture and examined the construction of meaning and memory in
relation to instinct.

The exhibition title was a cross between Hieronymus Bosch’s famously indecipherable painting,
The Garden of Earthly Delights, and the existential soliloquy given by Prince Hamlet in William
Shakespeare’s play Hamlet, Act 3, Scene 1 (“When we have shuffled off this mortal coil...”). This dual
framework served as a perceptual anchor for the artworks included which were ostensibly defined
by humanity’s impermanence and the unknowns beyond physical existence. Personal identity,
spiritual symbolism, and observations of the tangible world as well as interior psychologies inform
the artists’ enigmatic visions, relying on intuition as the means of finding truth.

A self-identified naturalist, Brook Hsu’s (b. 1987) attentiveness to biology unites seemingly disparate themes
and narratives of love, pain, humor and connectedness. Hsu's dense ink paintings depict recognizable figures
sourced from films she has sentimental attachment to, layered between scrawling spiral scripts. Their surfaces
are finished with shellac, a resin secreted by beetles and used as a preservative to coat fruits and vegetables.
Her ink and acrylic painted carpet is part of a series of fiber works with ponds as subject matter, asif ripplesina
pool of water could mark a transitional place where myths and stories are born.

- Text by Magenta Plains
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To Dream a Man
2020

Clima, Milan, ltaly
BEAFKEClimaz BB

30.09.2020 - 3011.2020
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Cell Death

CHRESET Y
2018
Ink on canvas Image courtesy of the artist and Clima, Milan.
HEEK B 4 FEE i 3R R KB Clima2 B2 ft -

132 x139.7cm



Image courtesy of the artist and Clima, Milan.
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Image courtesy of the artist and Clima, Milan.
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More, More, More
2020

TANK Shanghai, 2380 Longteng Avenue, Shanghai, China
EETHRERBER AE23805 | SHEZEfrHh.O

16.07.20 - 31.01.21

From 16 July, 2020 through 31January, 2021, TANK Shanghai presented '‘More, More, More', alarge-
scale international exhibition featuring new commissions and existing artwork by 28 domestic and
international artists and groups.

The title of this exhibition, ‘More, More, More', is a reference to a popular disco song from the mid-
'70s, released by The Andrea True Connection. It features several musical elements that epitomize
the aesthetic excess of early electronic dance music, such as verbal innuendo, a consistent “four
on the floor” beat, lush studio strings, and, especially, excessive repetition.

The use of repetition in music—like in all media— changes our perception of the thing repeated. If
excessively repeated, a familiar word may sound like gibberish, gain a double meaning, or transform
into a different kind of speech act. [For example, when the word “more” is sung or emphasized
repeatedly in English, it sounds more like the Chinese pronunciation of “mo, mo, mo,” meaning
“touch, touch, touch!”] Through this process, the “meaning” of a word breaks down. It loses its
conventional function as a fixed signifier for something else, becoming a more sensuous kind of
object, lying somewhere between locution and music, symbol and noise, or the mind and the mouth.

This exhibition embraced a similar attitude of sensorial play, extra-linguistic excess, and mutable
meaning as the old hit song from the 1970s. Working with the textures of a text, the sonority of
language, the traces in a translation, or even the relationship between the visible and the microbial,
‘More, More, More' featured art that worked to open the field of artistic experience to a diversity of
phenomena. In ways large and small, the artists and collectivesin this exhibition broke from the grim
persistence of philosophical traditions that fuse knowledge with sight, allowing for new possible
meanings, re-affixed to the body, to emerge.

The majority of artworks in 'More, More, More' were multisensory forms crafted from materials that
are not always accessible to eyesight, such as perfume, music, bacteria, digital machine-readable
formats, and different frequencies (of light). More traditional media like figurative painting, poetry,
ink painting, and line drawing also had a crucial presence in this exhibition. Such works enhanced
(or exaggerated) the sensuality of surfaces and cast doubt on the certitude of visual perception.

The diversity of practices in ‘More, More, More' attested to the vitality of transfeminist and non-
Western subjectivities. Through different modes of making, the artists in this exhibition directed
our attention to the methods of embodiment that facilitate even the most normalized techniques
of knowledge production (such as reading a map or watching a TED Talk on YouTube). Many also
illuminated the divergences between the experience of bodies on the one hand and the words and
images used to give a body its identity on the other. Collectively and individually, the artworks in
‘More, More, More' possessed a dynamic potential through which new orientations to knowledge
can be sensed-- which, as art audiences, we should be inclined to emulate.

'‘More, More, More' is curated by Passing Fancy (X Zhu-Nowell and Frederick Nowell) with the
support of Elise Armani and organized by TANK Shanghai.

- Text by TANK Shanghai
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Image courtesy of the artist and TANK Shanghai.
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Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond
CRREZMERBIEIRY
2021

The series of small-scale paintings ‘Aesop Looking at His Reflectionina Pond’ repeatedly depicts
her deceased dog Aesop. In Hsu's dreams, Aesop was once looking at his reflection in the pond.
Aesop’s figure blurs as the series continues, testifying to the excruciating yet cathartic fact that
the artist's memory of the beloved animal companion fades away as time goes.

CRREZHIEFECHNEIEY  (AesoplookingatHisReflectioninaPond) ZRF/NR g4
ERRBHETEMRAENBRFER - FREIXHREMNES » EESEEETNE
FEONER - FREERVIEHTNFER SRIE—REN  RUEEGTREFRNCIEILER
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Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond 8

CRREZMEHESHER 8>
2019

Oilonwood
RARHE
127 x20.3cm



Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond 9
FREZMEPEIHEE O
2019

Oilonwood
R HE
127x20.3cm



Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond 10
RRBEMEHBSHER 10Y
2019

Oilon wood
R HE
127x20.3cm




Installation view
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Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond 13
CEFREZMIEDEHER 13
2019

Shellac ink on wood
KRB EKE
12.7x20.3cms



Aesop looking at his reflection in apond 12

CRREZMIEHECHER 12)
2019

Shellac ink on wood
R BEKE
12.7x20.3cms



Aesop looking at his reflection in a pond 11
RREBEZWLEPESHER 1D
2020

Shellac ink on wood
KiRsBEKE
14x21cm
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p. 77-78, The Temple of the Golden Pavilion by Yukio Mishima,1959
K=BHLR > 2EF> > 1959F /R - H77-78»
2019

Oilonwood
RIHE
14x20.3cm



p. 127-128, Pan by Knut Hamsun
CEEAF EBAE S CBFEH
2019

Oilonwood
RAHE
14 x20.3cm
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p. 86, Last Words from Monmartre by Qin Miaojin translated by Ari Larissa Heinrich, 1996, 2014
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s 19964F » JEIH2014F2hN - EH86Y
2019

Oilonwood
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14x40.6cm



Last Preserved Letter from Paul Thek to Susan Sontag, March 12, 1987
CIREE- R RIEBNHEE—HRETRNE  1987FE3H128Y
2019

Oilonwood
RAHE
14 x61cm
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LIFESTILL
2020

CLEARING, New York, US.A.
E R4 LICLEARINGE BB

09.07-28.08.20



Installation view
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Image courtesy of the artist and CLEARING.
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Flower of Buffoonery
GBFERITEY
2020

Ink on canvas
LEIIE--YI
132 x340.4cm



La Froggy Victime
GIRHZEE

2020

Ink on canvas
27K
243.8 x271.8cm

Image courtesy of the artist and CLEARING.
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Conspiracy theory
2019

Etal., San Francisco, US.A.
ERELILIEtalE

25.04-01.0619

The objects in Brook Hsu'’s 'Conspiracy theory' conjured a mysterious religion. They shared a deity
(the horned figure of Death) and a devotional space (the well or the pond—a body of still water).
Brook’s palette of deep green turned each piece into a coordinate in some unknown mythology.

The exhibition consisted of small oil paintings on pieces of wood, larger shellac ink paintings on
clear plastic, and glass vessels clustered around a green puddle. They felt like relics plucked from a
lost basilica. The shapes of Brook’s wood paintings were fit for apses. Her shellac pieces were like
stained glass windows; the puddle is like holy water. 'Conspiracy theory' has all the trappings of an
apostolic ritual.

Brook’s artworks seem to propose a mystical belief system. Each one uses similar subjects in
different iterations, like meditations on a sacred parable. But they aroused an inverted, malignant
faith. Where religion tries to establish certainty, Brook’s creed is full of doubt. She used the idiom
of sanctity against itself. In some ways this was obvious: the god of this myth is macabre. Staring
down a well or into a pond, he sees no reflection—as if his world were a suspicious figment. Brook’s
lush greenis at the same time corrosive—like rusting copper or runoff algae (she is quick to mention
that her ink is made from the excretions of lac beetles). In more than one painting, Death cries thick
shoots of water—or “vomit tears”—into a well. Anointment here turns upside down, plunged out of
sight.

A conspiracy theory hovers between a secret order and a false causality. Brook Hsu’s exhibition
hovered similarly. Like a grand dogma, these pieces cast an elaborate allegory. But the lesson of
this allegory is dubious. The closer we probe, the darker and more uncertain the meaning. Each
piece is a votive offering to this precarious theology—one that seeks the same order that it severs.

- Zully Adler, April 2019

FFESZ(ER IBeERsm] (ConspiracyTheory) H » {EmBMRE—EMHMARE - EEYHHEZIRER
—E# (EEFAENEETESR) LE—ETEER (FoitiE——#F LK) - EfRERFRGEE
FESHERERE R EER TR LIZ -

RE®RE—AEARR LERHN/NREHE - EEREN LRARNARBRBEKE UL —HESE
ERREKTINNERSE - EMRERENE—ERERAZERRNEY - FEZAIENEBLEATHE > B
EEANBENERNTN - NRBEKEMHAESFKEWNEE ; MANHMEEK - RE TRHRH ]
I BT e TR A AT A 8

AEENEREORE T —EHRBEXNENRER - SHERBUTEMN T EME  BEZAUN
ITHE HAHHREEEMER - EefmEmN AT —EEEN - FRNEN - RBECRBERRELR
HIEMEM > MaTERMBRAITE M T 1REE - EERNFEBERUFERBLRS - EIERAE LT AR
BEL  SEWETHHERBTESAEBRANM - BftEHE— DA —EHEERERE - HER
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BRASEH  HERUZHEE &R - SHERTEAEANBEREETBENRERRA—F
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Installation view
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Image courtesy of the artist and Et al.
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Installation view
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Image courtesy of the artist and Et al.
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Skeleton cry-vomiting into its reflection
CEhEE[M B ORI EIR RIEY
2019

Ink on PVC vinyl
PVCEZER] k27K
132x96.5cm




Reflecting Pool
ISy
2019

Ink on PVC vinyl
PVCEER! E 227K
132x96.5cm




Ripples
CGENY
2019

Ink on PVC vinyl
PVCEER} £ &K
132x96.5cm



Skeleton and reflecting pool in a landscape
KR FZE AR B RE R FI52
2019

Oilonwood
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The Spirit of the Beehive
CHE R T>
2019

Oilonwood
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Skeleton fingering a pond
CEREE TR TR
2019

Oil on wood with bolts
RHGHE - 22



pond-love
2019

Bortolami Gallery, New York, U.S.A.
2 B 41 49Bortolamiz= 5

11.01-16.0219

I wear a pond, a jacket, moss jacket
wrap me in those places between
the buildings
i'm fingering the crack in the
pavement

- Brook Hsu, 2019

Two of Hsu's carpet paintings, pond-love and grasshopper depict green-hued forms that exist
somewhere between the material and ethereal realms. pond-love began as an image of a spiral,
which then transformed into the ripples of a pond surface disturbed by a hand dipping into the
water. A figure appears, looking not only at its own reflection in the murky pond, but also past it.
The compositionis derived from Pierre Klossowski’'s work, Roberte face au miroir, however in Hsu'’s
horizontally-oriented take, Klossowski's mirror isreplaced by the pond. In grasshopper, two froglike
forms crouch, one leaping over the other’s back. Working with carpet for the past few years, Hsu
is drawn to the way it absorbs ink, dye, and thick acrylic. Unlike most traditional painting surfaces,
carpet allows the various media to fuse together, creating one evenly textured surface.

Hsu’s oil paintings on wood portray delicately-painted white dogs enveloped in deep green
forests. Dogs are particularly resonant in the artist’s life and a common motif in her work. Hsu took
inspiration from Knut Hamsun’s 1894 novel Pan, in which the protagonist lives alone in a forest with
his dog Aesop, named after the ancient Greek fabulist. Hsu also named her dog Aesop. After her
pet’s recent passing, she had a recurring dream in which Aesop was looking into a pond at his own
reflection; an image she repeats throughout her small-scale paintings.

This exhibition was accompanied by Hsu's self-published zine, titled 'moss garden pt 1: pond-love'.

- Text by Bortolami Gallery



Installation view
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Image courtesy of the artist and Bortolami Gallery.
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Installation view
REIREG

Image courtesy of the artist and Bortolami Gallery.
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pond-love
GiEz 2y
2019

Ink and acrylic on carpet
B BKE A
243.8x304.8cm



grasshopper
CHEREY
2019

Ink and acrylic on carpet
B EEKEARE
213.4x152.4cm



Let me consider it from here
2019

The Renaissance Society, Chicago, US.A.
Z M Z /B The Renaissance Society

1710.2018 - 27.01.2019
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Installation view
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Image courtesy of the artist and The Renaissance Society.
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Dogs at the Fire

CKIEHRIY
2016

Oilonwood
RIHE
6.4x89cm



Snake and Tree in a Landscape
&&= By BE Fisy
2012-2018

Oilonwood
ARMHE
14x28cm




Psyche
CEHRD
2017

Acid dyed llama wool
B2 M S 68 35 N BEAR A
Dimensions variable

R



Bad Baby
CEEE>

2016

Acid dyed llama wool
B2 4 68 3 M BE AR Ak
Dimensions variable

R




*This article was published in Mousse Magazine, Issue #72, Summer 2020.

Beyond the Material,
Substance Must Be Reckoned

Ross Simonini
in Conversation with

Mousse Magazine 72 58 1 Mougse Magazine 72




| first saw BROOK HSU's paintings online, which Hsu herself
would not appreciate. The physical presence of material is,

for her, essential to the work. This is perhaps best expressed in
her rug paintings, which are practically textural sculptures.
Even the content of the work—spraying urine, projectile vomit,
fleshy appendages, sobbing demons—evokes a world where
substance must be reckoned with. Luckily, | was able to see Hsu's
work in person at Et al. gallery in San Francisco at her exhi-
bition Conspiracy theory (2019). The experience of standing in
this almost entirely green show possessed me, and | was
compelled to reach out to Hsu. A few months later, we met in New
York, where | was briefly living and where she lives and works.

Monks Migizine 72 Beyond the Material, Substance Must Be Reckoned 60

¥

R O T P P R R







b
| L
q_. Bl
“. [ 1
| ___ ]
i |
NS
it
Il 1S _
| m_
H i
.____
(il |
__”q
b i
m__.. i
i
il
i 1)
| _.._._. .__
-
1 _

S ¥

= ol

-
T =

Mousse Magarine 72



JBCOOCOOCE

-y
W,

7

o
X

&3
.’

58 pond-love (detail), 2018.

Courtesy: the artist and Bortolami, New York. Photo: John Berens
61 grasshopper, 2018,

Courtesy: the artist and Bortolami, New York. Photo: John Berens
62-63  satyr family, 2018.

Courtesy: the artist and Bortolami, New York. Photo: John Berens
64 skeleton fingering a pond (detail), 2019.

Courtesy: the artist and Bortolami, New York. Photo: John Berens
65 Fountain, 2018.

Courtesy: the artist and Bahamas Biennale, Detroit
66 moss garden pt. 1: pond-love, 2019.

Courtesy: the arrist

Mousse Magazine 72 B. Hsu, R. Simonini

BROOK HSU b, 1987, Pullman, Washingron)
lives and works in New York. Recent solo
exhibitions include: Camsgpinay theory, Exal.,
New York (2019). Group exhibitions include
Let Me Considder It from Here, The Renais-
sance Seciery, Chicago (2018-20019); Fruiting
Bady, Bahamas Biennale, Detroit (2018
The End of Expressionism, Jan Kaps, Cologne
(2020; Fally, Insect Gallery, Los Angeles
(2009-20200; A Clark Qver 2 Binkage, Chlrean
Shateo, Los Angeles (2019); and Fraders'
Ladge, in licn, Los Angeles (2009} Upcoming
exhibitions include Mo, Mare, Mare
{rurated by Passing Fancy), TANE, Shanghai;
summer group show, CLEARING, New
York: and Parviculerities (curared by Cheis
Sharp), X Museum, Beijing (2020).

A monograph and edition is forthcoming
from American Art Caralogues.

ROSS SIMONINI is an artise, writer, and
musician living in che Northern California
redwonds. He hoses che new ArtRevies
podeast Sulers, Oert, Verb. He is currently
showing 2 selection of his energy calen-
dars and massage wols ar Fresh Bread in
Chicage. His nexe album under the ROOS
moniker will be released in late 2020,
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BROOK HSU

| was born in Pullman, Washington, but | grew up in
Stillwater, Oklahoma. It's kind of troublesome with
bios that they want to see where you were born. | have
no relationship to Washington. | don't even remem-
ber it.

ROSE SIMOMIMNI

We put so0 much emphasis onwhere a person is born,
BROOK

You're born there, and then you're gone. It would be
more appropriate to provide my star chart: Sun in
Taurus, Scorpio rising, Aquarius Moon. | feel like | was
born in Oklahoma.

ROSS

Do you identify with Oklahoma?

BROOK

Yes, but | also feel placeless now. | haven't lived there
for fiftean years.

ROSS

| know you often think about mythology through your
work. What is the mythology of Oklahoma?

BROOK

For most people, Oklahoma is not a place they have
persanally visited. The myth is that everyone’s still rid-
ing around an harses to get to wherever they're go-
ing, wearing prairie dresses with big puffy sleeves or
cowhoy hats. But it's a lot of suburban sprawl. For the
most part, now it simply looks like US. But | grew up on
a horse farm. We didn't breed horses, we just board-
ed them. But we had forty acres, and | knew every lit-
tle crevice of that piece of property.

I don't specifically research mythology. | have just
been drawn to certain things. One author | have
thought about and read a lot is Ursula K. Le Guin. She
wrote this essay "A Non-Euclidean View of California
as a Cold Place to Be" (1982), which is in part about
how every little nook of California used to have a name
and a place known by the MNative Americans who lived
there, and then when Manifest Destiny happened and
the land was “tamed," all of those names were lost and
our sanse of place and belonging went with them.
ROSS

| notice that my physiological self improves when | go
back to the place | was born. The humidity, the tem-
perature—all of it helps. My body isn't fighting against
its environment,

BROOK

Yes, Oklahoma definitely is where my skin is happy and
my hair looks better, It's my micro biome's zone of ex-
istencea.

ROSS

Are the forests in your work real places or mythical
ones?

BROOK

| feel the things | paint come from things. A scengina
painting might have been something | saw in another
painting, but zoomed in times ten. It's a grid for a kind
of cosmology. Maybe nothing is real. | love to play with
our desire to always ask why. “Why are you painting
skeletons with horns?" And | guess | have answers,
but | don't necessarily want to give them to people be-
cause it ruins the myth around the work.

ROSS

You are preserving a myth that already exists, but not
actively creating the myth?
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BROOK

A lot of mythology comes from years and years of story-
telling. | have been thinking lately that it's related to
sound, and wondering if a painting can have a sound.
I'm not saying I'm trying to make sound art, but speak-
ing of sound as a trace, as a carrier of a story. At one
time, oral histories were all we humans had. And ev-
ery word is so rooted in a slow evolution: the alphabet,
ABC, baba, mama. So whenaver I'm looking at a paint-
ing, I'm thinking about what it might sound like.

And that's not necessarily to give it a name. Do you
know about true names, like Rumpelstiltskin?

ROSS

Yes: by knowing someone's true name, you hold pow-
er over them.

BROOK

Hayao Mivazaki's film Spirited Away (2001) is another
good example. The idea of the true name fascinates
me, especially now whera there is this expectation to
say what you are as an edge to a political argument.
ROSS

Your identity description.

BROOK

That there's a certain way of describing or identifying
yourself that you would not discuss outwardly. | can,
but it's not necessarily part of the work. s it important
for the work to say that | am a Taiwanese American cis
woman, bisexual, in a straight relationship?

ROSS

It's giving away your name.

BROOK

Right.

ROSS

It's important for some people’s work, not for others'.
BROOK

I've walked into certain gallery situations and been
asked *What are you?" as a part of trying to sell the
work. It helps for context. It's somewhat of a coping
mechanism to be thinking about Rumpelstiltskin,
ROSS

Is Brook your réal name?

BROOK

It's not Rumpelstiltskin, But | can spin gold.

ROSS

| have heard of galleries trying to make sure viewers
are aware of an artist’s ethnicity or sexuality as a way
of promoting the work.

BROOK

Why did they teach us that good journalism meant ask-
ing the five W's? | don't get it. Those aren't always the
right questions to be asking.

ROSS

The why question is always the slipperiest one.
BROOK

And the one that the artist is least qualified to answer,
ROSS

The zines that you make for your shows suggest that
there is some kind of journalistic research going on
around the work. You include Wikipedia pages and oth-
er reference materials.

BROOK

| see the writing as just another element of the work.
| think it's misleading in a8 way, because it sounds
sometimes like an essay or a research paper, but a lot
of it is total fiction—even the material that is present-
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ed in a factual manner. For instance dreams that | have
recorded, or early childhood memories,

ROSS

A collage of writing.

BROOK

I think about writing in terms of collage. When you work
on something for so long, you abstract a version of
the abstract, and you don't even realize you've done it.
ROSS

Do yvou write often?

BROOK

Yes, but not at length. In the process of trying to make
a body of work, | need to write to understand what

| want, But when the show is over, | go back to just
making notes on my phone. Lots of grocery lists. | love
grocery lists, and recipes. | lament not writing out di-
rections anymore. That used to be a big part of my life.
ROSS

They used to be scribbled on everything.

BROOK

I really miss it. Every notebook of mine contained some
directions.

ROSS

Do the zines unify the shows?

BROOK

The last solo shows at Bortolami, Mew York (2019) and
Et al. gallery, San Francisco (2019) were tied togeth-
er through thinking about ponds. That research began
with several trips to Japan as a child, with my dad, to
see the gardens in Kyoto, Before | ever thought about
art as a pursuit, | was experiencing these incredible
gardens. | wanted to unpack those experiences more
for myself. So | wrote the moss garden zines (2019),
ROSS

How much reading do you do in your studio?

BROOK

| love to read. | go through bouts of reading a lot and
then not. I'm a slow reader. | used to work at the Strand
bookstore in New York, so I'm a bibliophile and love to
keep books around. They're my friends —for me, they
are warm objects. | always wish | could retain every-
thing in them. | have a stack of books in my studio and
a stack of books at my bedside, and there's usually one
book that I'll be carrying to and from my house, which
is the ane I'm feeling some urgency to finish.

ROSS

What's the current one?

BROOK

It's Bubbles (2011) by Peter Sloterdijk. But many peo-
ple, | suspeact, think that | only ever read Knut Hamsun's
novel Pan (1894).

ROSS

| have read that in multiple interviews.

BROOK

| love it, and | have read it many times, but it's definite-
Iy not the only book I've read.

ROSS

How many times?

BROOK

Probably around ten. It's very shaort.

ROSS

Still, to have read anything ten times...

BROOK

I haven't read it in a long time. Back when | was reading
it over and over, | was in my early twenties, and it must
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have given me some kind of solace. It's a dark book, and
Hamsun is kind of a dark character, too. A lot of shadows,
ROSS

That's an age of obsession, though. At twenty-one
years old, | only listened to one album—Talk Talk's Spir-
it of Eden (1988)—for a year. | didn’t ever lose interest.
Itwas an obsession that Iwanted to feed. And it felt good.
BROOK

Pan definitely tied into lovers and people in my life.

I named my dog Aesop after the dog in Pan, and now
that he's passed away and | still make paintings of him,
it's a waird feeling—how intertwined that book is with
my life. It's been giving me the heebie-jeabies lately,
especially given that most paintings that people have
been wanting from me are the Aesop paintings.

The more | make them, the weirder | feel. It's almost
like that feeling you get when staring too long at your-
galf in the mirror.

ROSS

You're conjuring something about Aesop?

BROOK

I think so. This series is of a dream | had of him right af-
ter | moved back to New York from Los Angeles, and he
had just passed away. In the dream he was looking at
his reflection in a pond. And the paintings of it feel fur-
ther and further away from whatever that dream was.
Mow, each time | return to try to paint it again, | am yet
further away from when his living body was here, and
it becomes more difficult to embody him in a painting.
ROSS

If Aesop isn't here in a physical way, do you have a feel-
ing about how he does exist now?

BROOK

| definitely feel him in my partner. He was our child, and
we both intensely suffer his loss. | think his spirit is
there, but | don't even know if | believe in spirits. | don't
have an answer for why | have chosen loss as a major
subject in my work; I've never tried to unpack it at all.
But | think that death is the transitional place where
you don't know what happens after, That's where we
start to create the nead for myths and stories.

| also keep getting asked about the color green.
“Why green?” Because it relates to nature? It's a wild
question to ask. | wonder if people ask because we
have this phenomenon of feeling separate from nature
and yet a part of it all the time. | don't know if there's
another color that does that.

ROSS

You mentioned disbelieving in spirits. Would you say
that you believe in anything?

BROOK

Yes, | do, but | don't know what, And | like that, Some-
how, | always feal my need to baelieve in something, and
the older | get, the more important that is.

“God" is definitely a word | have a huge aversion to.
But it's almost impossible to not believe in something.
ROSS

Even science, which we consider an absence of belief,
is a system of baelief.

BROOK

I think more along the lines of science than religion, but
if | answered you with “l believe in evolution,” | suspect
we'd have a totally different conversation.

ROSS

We don't want to talk about evolution as a belief, even
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though nobody can truly know. | mean, Charles Darwin's
ideas have been misinterpreted by many people.
BROOK

It's similar in art making. There is an anxiety about be-
lieving in making objects, producing things, in a time
of ecological crisis. But I've been thinking about how
impossible it is to not make anything. Even an empty
room is a thing.

ROSS

We make human waste: fertilizer.

BROOK

I love talking about bodily fluids. In my wark, it can
make people quite uncomfortable.

| brought to Chicago these bronzes that I'd used my
uringe to patina. It was a learning process regarding
when it was proper to tell people it was pee, and when
people just wouldn't be comfortable hearing that,
We changed the language depending on who was in
the room. Vomit is another good one.

ROSS

One of your zines goes into vomiting as a whole meta-
phorical activity.

BROOK

I had a stomach flu during its making. Sometimes you
throw up and you feel better, but sometimes you don't;
yvou only feel better when you're over the bug.

ROSS

I've had some orgasmic experiences vomiting on psy-
chedelics.

BROOK

Yes, it's wild. And one of the experiences that | wrote
about was from mushrooms—throwing up after taking
them. Most of my paintings for the show Fruiting Body
at Bahamas Biennale, Detroit (2018) were made while
I'was on mushrooms.

ROSS

Was that a single drawing that you were replicating?
BROOK

I took one | had made and | repeated it, multiplied it for
each canvas, and it was always the same, The images
were projected, traced, and then | laid the canvas flat
on the ground and traced it in ink, letting the ink pool
and do its thing.

ROSS

They resemble a Kind of fountain.

BROOK

Fountains are like our circulatory system—constant
motian. | think of them like a source, which is a way of
thinking about origins.

ROSS

The fountain of youth.

BROOK

There's a painting by Lucas Cranach the Elder about
this old German saying: “The men stay young so long
as the women are young! The men take their old wom-
en to the fountain of youth and bathe them. The women
amerge young again, and the men are young again too.
The men don't have to bathe—just the women. Here,
female youth is like the gate to averlasting life.

ROSS

You said artists are anxious in this moment about mak-
ing art. Why do you think that is?

BROOK

A feeling of being overexposed creates anxiety. There's
no time to do honest work without feeling seen, or the

need to be seen. | think that's driving people nuts.
ROSS

Is it driving you nuts?

BROOK

Sometimes, Like | have to delete Instagram off my
phone. But it"s useful for something.

It leads to things. I'm part of 8 generation that didn't
always have social media, so maybe | will always feel
some kind of longing for a time without.

ROSS

Do you think your work ever looks better in reproduc-
tion?

BROOK

Mo, never, | was told once that the carpets look better
in reproduction, but | don't feal that way. | like them far
more in parson. | look at a lot of art on the internet; it's
how | find a lot of things, But | rarely get off my comput-
ar or my phone and feel great. | often feel sad.

ROSS

This divide between materiality and immateriality—on
one side you have a painting, and on the other is an on-
line reproduction of a painting, but also on that side of
immateriality are the unseen parts of ourselves.

To what degree do you use painting to get into that im-
materiality?

BROOK

That's almost the goal of art. | question sometimes if
there's a purpose for art at all. In paradise, it probably
wouldn't be necessary. The material of art is almost
useless. It's not a useful material in the end.

You are taking useful things and making them use-
less, But the goal of it is absolutely the thing that we
can't grasp with our senses, whether you want to call
it a thought or an idea or a feeling or a belief. A silent
knowing.

ROSS

It's beyond the material.

BROOK

| come from a camp of making work where the mate-
rial has its own autonomy, There's some control, but
there's also the material, and | feel like we're actu-
ally collaborating, the material and I. It must create.
Things start to resonate. How do you know when a
painting or a piece is dona? It's because there's some-
thing resonating in it. It's that immaterial thing that's
vibrating.
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