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Part 1: Stop, Blue





I hear a dripping noise  

I walk to the kitchen and notice that 
the pipe above the sink was leaking 
overnight

I consider fixing it myself–

I imagine a scenario where I accidentally 
break the pipe and water explodes everywhere

I think back to watching Judith Hopf’s film 
Lily’s Laptop 



In Hopf’s film, Lily, an au pair, leaves 
the faucet running and floods the modernist 
home of her employers 

She sits on the kitchen table, trying to 
see if her laptop is able to swim



I put a pot under the pipe and call a 
plumber









In a letter to a friend Emily Dickinson 
describes her experience moving to a new 
house:

“Repair is useless and I can’t help 
laughing at my own catastrophe”

The next day I hear a low humming noise as 
I drive around L.A. on hold with the DMV

I stop at the gas station
Someone takes a photo of my car
We make eye contact
They look away
I look at my car–I forgot that I had tried 
to fix my broken trunk with painter’s tape 
in the morning

I pause



I trace the contours of the red and 
yellow bands of the Shell logo with my 
eyes, following them around the perimeter 
of the structure 

From a distance they form a horizon line

I think of Shell Gas Stations as 
orientation devices, providing a sense of 
above and below, a feeling of stability

I stare at the text



Futura is the font of IKEA, NIKE, Shell, 
Volkswagen, Claire’s, Forever 21, Best Buy, 
Bed Bath and Beyond, Costco, Party City and 
USA Today

Richard Nixon, Marco Rubio, Jeb Bush and 
Hillary Clinton used Futura for their 
presidential campaigns

Stanley Kubrick used Futura in 2001: A 
Space Odyssey 

Futura is on the commemorative plaque left 
by Apollo 11 astronauts on the moon

Futura is an orientation device, directing 
one’s movement around efficiency and 
forwardness



I learned recently that in L.A. streets 
are named “Future” when they don’t have 
a name yet

I google search Future Street 



The Zillow ad reads: 

2 bedroom
2 bath 
1,504 Square Feet
Perched high above Future Street sits an 
amazing opportunity to own your own 
private artist's compound

I place the words Own and Future side by 
side 

I think about the fantasy of ownership

Self ownership 
Family ownership 
Home ownership 
Land ownership 

I think about the fantasy of stability 

Built into the worldview of ownership 
are those who fall outside its edges

A future of ownership is a future of 
dispossession and debt 

You either own the future or you don’t, 
bumping up against a series of Future 
Streets that don’t lead you anywhere–









Fatal system error
Faulty memory
Bugs in the operating system
Crash

Blue reminds me that infrastructure is
physical



I sit in bed listening to recordings of 
the subway on my phone

I hear metal rattling, coats brushing up 
against poles

Foundations are shaky

My air conditioner hums in the background
 
A freight train passes outside my window
 
My upstairs neighbor drops a weight on the 
floor



Blue is hitting a brick wall, tech slap-
stick

I walk around L.A. wearing sabots I 
bought on eBay

The word sabotage is derived from the 
noise and clumsiness associated with the 
wooden sabot shoe, worn by French factory 
workers in the Industrial Revolution

I walk on concrete, bricks, marble, tiles 
and varnished flooring

My steps echo in an empty parking lot



I walk down Grand Ave, past the glass 
surfaces of corporate buildings

The glass appears both immaterial and 
all pervasive, reflecting and shifting as 
I move past it
 
I lose my bearings 











Then I hear the sound of my sabots on the con-
crete 
 
Each step produces the sensation of coming up 
against a structure 

I walk diagonally, in the opposite direction 
of arrows 

Eventually I fall into a rhythm 

Each step becomes a declaration, a punctuation 
mark

I start walking faster 

Eventually the sabots break down





Toni Morrison’s The Bluest Eye is about 
hitting walls and constructing new 
rhythms   

She begins with the description of a 
structure



Each sentence is only a few words, a 
staccato beat

The structure is the children’s story of 
“Dick and Jane”, a symbol of the white, 
upper-middle class suburban family unit

Morrison repeats the story throughout the 
novel, tracing its form

Eventually the structure breaks down







Morrison removes the punctuation and spacing 
between words, eventually repeating words 
and letters over and over again until things 
become illegible, mutating into something 
new

Whiteness is a wall
Language is a wall 
Convention is a wall 

All walls are constructed 

Morrison deconstructs the wall and works 
towards finding new orientations 



The electricity goes out 
I try to orient myself, feeling my way 
through the apartment
I touch the edges of things 
I stumble into a wall 
I look for my phone 
I check under the couch and receive dust 
and receipts
I trace my steps 
I brush up against the legs of my table, 
scaling the boundaries of my space through 
sensation 
I touch a piece of gum 
Things start to get weird
Boundaries collapse 
Straight lines turn into sticky curves
I try to find myself– 



Blue leaks outside the boundaries of my 
screen and touches my face

Ooze, slime dynamics, overflow, fluid mechanics

I remember working at MOCA when the ceiling 
started leaking in the Rothko room
 
I heard a dripping noise and watched the
exhibition staff promptly remove the paintings 

This was the first time in 5 years I had seen 
the room empty

Audre Lorde writes about the erotic as 
the chaos of feelings and desires, what 
can’t be contained

The erotic is off-center and unstable, 
rubbing up against structures of racism 
and patriarchy









I have a laughing fit in bed for 10 minutes 
My body shakes back and forth 
I start crying
I forget why I started laughing 
This happens when I’m stressed 
After about 5 minutes someone usually asks 
if I’m okay

Laughter is excess and sound is rupture
fragment
the performance of uncontrollable things
a breakdown of the body

I think about bodily responses when 
language fails

Cassandra is a figure in Greek mythology 
who delivered true prophecies but nobody 
believed her 

Then she screamed so loudly she made the 
temple floor shake 



I think back to shaky foundations
 



    Stains

  

  
  Rips

 Leaks

          Punctures
  

  
  

 Dashes, ruptures and transformations 

 Holes as a contradiction to wholeness break 
 down in communication laughter and screaming 
 and the contagiousness of sound 

I imagine an eruption of polyphonic noise– 



Break 

Return to dripping 

A few years ago I received a phone call 
that my elementary school, P.S. 51, was 
contaminated with high levels of TCE, a 
chemical which causes cancer and effects 
the central nervous system

The highest levels of TCE were found in 
the cafeteria 

P.S. 51 was located in the northwest 
Bronx at the corner of Jerome and Van 
Cortlandt Avenue

Above Jerome Avenue is the #4 train, 
nearby are apartments, auto repair 
shops, a petroleum bulk storage facility 
and a gas station

The school was used as an auto garage 
from the 1940s to the 1950s and as a 
lamp manufacturer from 1957 to 1991

The lamp manufacturer used TCE in its 
manufacturing process between 1982 and 
1987

Four 550 gallon gasoline tanks were 
buried beneath the building from 1945 to 
1992, right before the property was 
renovated as a school

The School Construction Authority leased 
the property in 1993 without conducting 
environmental tests

I started attending school in 1997

A “leasing loophole” made it possible 
for P.S. 51 as well as 31 other public 
schools around the city to remain 
untested for toxins for decades

The school has recently been closed down 
and relocated 

I look up an image of the vacated 
building on google maps





Cut to Blue 
    
I stare at the screen, waiting for a 
signal



I am reminded of a short story by 
Virginia Woolf where a woman becomes 
fixated on a mark on her wall

The mark prompts her to think about 
ooze, wood, modern technology, war, the 
instability of things around her
 
She keeps returning to the mark, 
clinging to it like an anchor
 
Suddenly an outside voice interrupts her 

She realizes that the mark is actually a 
snail 

I think about the assumed stability of 
things











Crawling 
 
 

  

   Weaving 
 

   

   

     Spiraling

 
 
   

      

   

   Oozing

 I think about orienting my body around a   
 snail  



Blue obscures the edges of things, 
spilling outside my window and into the 
street

The horizon is blurred
The ground is blurred 
I lose my standing 





I can’t sleep 
I pace around the apartment
I make rubbings of the walls around me, 
trying to feel grounded 
I keep rubbing until my hands get tired 
I start using my elbows, then the rest 
of my body 
I rub until I can’t move anymore and 
it’s hard to tell if I’m rubbing my wall 
or if my wall is rubbing me
The ground starts shifting

















The characters in Samuel Beckett’s plays 
use repetition to cope with shaky foun-
dations 

In Happy Days Winnie is buried to her 
waist in a mound of scorched earth



It’s unclear how she ended up there

(In Robert Wilson’s adaptation there is 
an eruption in the asphalt)

She slowly sinks into the ground

She follows a daily routine, trying to 
hold it together 

At the start of each day she methodical-
ly removes items from her bag 

At the end of the day she places the 
items back in the bag

Eventually her possessions break down

At one point her parasol catches fire

The ground keeps shifting 

She keeps talking and singing, trying to 
maintain a coherent identity
 
She keeps falling

The play ends

I imagine an alternate ending where Winnie 
falls farther and farther into the ground 



Eventually she falls into the ocean 

Instead of drowning she swims with the 
fish and becomes reoriented

She forms new rhythms, 
entangled in a liquid world 





I notice a small crack in my wall near the 
air conditioner
I cover it with painter’s tape 
The hole gets slightly bigger–about the 
size of my eye
I look through and see my landlord walking 
outside 
He looks in my direction
I look away 
I tape over the hole
Eventually the hole expands across the 
entire wall 
I put down the tape 
I sit in the hole, listening to music
I hear dripping in the background–



Fade to Blue







TheBlueScreenofDeathisthevis-
ible signofpotentialcollapse-
anacknowledgementthatstruc-
turesareunstable



TheBlueScreenofDeathis-
thevisible signofpoten-
tialcollapseanacknowl-
edgementthatstructuresa-
reunstable



TheBlueScreenofDeathisthevisiblesignofpotentialcollapseanacknowledgementthatstructuresareunstable







An insect crawls by 

I imagine hundreds of other insects around 
me, following irregular movement patterns 
and nonlinear choreography, disappearing 
into walls 

Insects are harbingers of multiplicity, mov-
ing through in-between spaces

There is an entire universe of insects in 
our floorboards

I think of subterranean spaces, dream and 
hallucination spaces and other genres of the 
nocturnal 

I learned recently that Freud started writ-
ing about the uncanny as he was walking home 
from his office, lost on the streets in Vien-
na at night

I hear another insect 

I think back to driving at night on the 60, 
following a string of tail lights, feeling 
comforted by a sense of ahead and behind 

Now that I can’t see beyond my immediate 
surroundings there’s only peripheral vision–
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