
Using salvaged building materials, images and words from old books, magazines and 

the memory cache of my computer, I scavenge and use a collage process that is built 

around my own pattern recognition in responding to my source material. The work is 

formed as a constellation of gesture and image. I rely on the audience’s own 

sophistication to find the unified whole through serendipity. In the space between overt 

and sublime they find a narrative, and perhaps some form of enlightenment is 

communicated. 

My process is rooted in the experience I've gained from mechanical jobs: bicycle 

building and repair, technician for department stores, and construction. Giving a bottom 

up view of capitalism gave me an insight into the sheer amount of waste resulting from 

these systems of production and consumption. I witnessed things were rarely fixed, 

most often replaced, resulting in waste; a lot of waste, piles and piles of waste. I was 

intrigued by these piles, and didn't know why. 

Did they remind me of people? People who were not perfect and traded for better ones? 

Was I thinking the same capitalistic mindset that governed our economics had leaked 

into our social conscious, demanding people to "do what they were supposed to do" and 

if they didn't, would be replaced by someone else? Ironically this wasn't far from the 

truth in the workplace; I saw many people fired and new people hired simply because 

the people in charge demanded that "someone" be blamed and once they were, 

everything would run smoothly until the next quarter, when another firing was due. 

Wasted piles; wasted people. 

Maybe I disliked being a part of the system that generated this much waste, and these 

piles were the symbol for it. Maybe it was because I knew I could fix instead of trash, 

and the objects somehow knew it too and were either laughing at me, or needed help; 

the only way to know which, was for me to do something with them in my own way. 



It's a reflex to see as much waste as I did and conclude it to be a bad thing, but did I 

really think the world was heading for trouble? Was I advocating against capitalism and 

its excess absolutely? To do so would be the same behavior of a capitalistic root, and 

would be a contradiction; trashing it so another system can take its place instead of 

fixing it up into something better.

With a replace-instead-of-fix mentality, odds are our true answers to problems are in the 

waste pile somewhere, some kind of combination of different things or ideas we 

replaced and threw out long ago.

I like to ask more questions than I have answers to, and let the process steer the wheel. 

To do otherwise would be an attempt at perfection, reflecting the same mindset that 

creates a system streamlining the path to the waste pile. Sometimes I feel like I'm 

scavenging for what sounds good in the same way I scavenge for what looks good, and 

through the piecing together process, I end up with something that provides some kind 

of answer. Perhaps I am the waste of the world, a discarded by-product of the past 

finding a purpose in the present, and my work is the external force that will reclaim the 

good parts and make me into something better. 


