








Tamara Robson I am a trained family photographer 
working for a large-scale corperation.

We have a posing rule book to follow. 
Do not do this, do not do that.

We are trained to pose our subjects 
based on the simplest understanding 
of our subjects: 

Gender.

Sam, 2011 
Digital colour photographs 16” x 20”



Jacquelyn Ross

At the intersection between site and 
language, provisional relationships 
open up to ambiguous territory. A 
muddy bank calls for muddy words, 
just as feet grow heavy with any 
attempt at an approach. Riddled with 
paradox, opacity, and double meanings, 
the process of excavation is slow and 
counter-intuitive. The texture of the 
proposition defeats itself.

Where all communication is miscom-
munication, how does one describe 
a state of being between places, 
between words?  My work attempts to 
reflect on this question from a specific 
point of view, exploring incongruities 
in perception and subtle shifts in 
signification as a means of establishing 
a voice.

How far into the past, or the future, 
must I stretch my body before I can 
see my own hand?

Creation is a flippant affection, 2011 
Wood panel, oil paint, mylar, 14” x 14”



Sarah Stilwell

“Between the yews…” 

                 — T.S. Eliot, Ash Wednesday IV

Through working with materiality and 
with my own affective experiences, I’ve 
become deeply aware of containers: 
jars, buckets, bowls, houses, drums, 
pregnancy, in-between places (or 
states of being); things which hint 
at gestures and ideas of sacrifice, 
hope, bearing, carrying, holding, and 
enclosing. 

The photo pictured is a photo of my 
mother in 1983, five years before I 
was born. She’s pregnant with one 
of my brothers. The space you see in 
the process of being built is within 
the house designed by my father. My 
mother died in December 2010 and 
my father died exactly nine months 

later. My family and I must now sell 
this familial home, and in preparation 
for this, we’ve been sorting through 
nearly thirty years of ephemera. This 
is some context for my current art 
practice. However, my art practice 
is not simply about archiving these 
ephemera, but also about making 
something new with the found 
materials. 

I’m interested in disparate objects 
connecting in some way and in the 
ways materials evoke the phenom-
enological body. I’m also interested in 
what materials can contain — worlds 
enfolded within worlds, material 
and soul enveloping, materiality as 
analogue to being(s). 

Detail of found photograph (from 1983) 
Analogue colour print, 3” x 5”



Yi Xin Tong

Once, a mound was made. This 
artificial heaped pile resembling a  
hill became their habitat. Mounds  
on the mound, an initial stage of 
civilization bore the last stage of 
individual existence. One day a mild 
flood came; the mound turned into 
an island with an infinite coast. It 
almost looked like half of a planet. 
Ransacked by prolonged depression, 
it transformed into a wetland of small 
lakes. Each lake was the reversal of 
a mound. Another day, the water 
receded; it became a real hill on 
which each concave in the land was 
once a lake. 

My recent work is an elusive and poetic 
clashing of discrepant philosophies and 
epistemologies. Obscurity, idealism, 
musicality, resistance, and nature 
are some of the subjects I have been 
studying, and through which my 
work examines the problematics of 
performativity and accessibility and 
the dialectics of poetry and naïveté.

Model for Plating the Bottom of a Lake with a 
Song, 2012 
Plaster, birch plywood, paint, ink

Model for Plating the Bottom of a Lake with a 
Sunset, 2012 
Silicone, birch plywood, paint, video projection 
(1 min. 58 sec. loop)



Shelly Wang

Through many ways we can perceive  
art and the world. 

Sculpture, Painting, Installation,  
Photography, Video….

I escaped from the comfort zone.

Here I am,  
standing on a new platform.

I locate myself in this animated  
dimension, spinning and moving. 

Art. Design. 

Intellectual meanings dissolve 

in patterns.

It is you, it is me,  
it is not just an aesthetical form.

Stepping

Marking

With my eyes, your sight.

Pattern study, 2012 
Digital CMYK print, 11” x 14” 



Natasha Zimich

www.indiegogo.com/A-Gorey-Demise-
Storybook 

Getting at the meat of the matter. 
When actions speak louder, we may 
speak through doing. Making work 
can be a creature comfort. Process is 
a feature, or a piece, of work. To build 
a piece. Bringing your own meat, for 
that matter, matters.




