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DIDACTIC IV 
A SELECTION OF TEXTS AND IMAGES 

ON THE OCCASION OF SYNTAX SEASON

This publication is produced in conjunction with Syntax Season, 
a long-form exhibition series organized by A\M and hosted by 
PRINTtEXT in Indianapolis, Indiana. The series took place over the 
course of ten months, from May 2016 to February 2017. Included in 
this publication are a selection of texts and images of works by artists 
who mobilize typography, iconography, and cultural signifiers to ex-
plore topics such as gender, race, identity, representation, and language 
itself. Far from a definitive collection of such works and modes of mak-
ing, this journal seeks to extend Syntax Season by bringing together 
additional artists whose text-based strategies range from humorous to 
sincere, intimate to oblique. Working with words, text, text-like imag-
es, and image-like texts, these artists and writers consider how we en-
gage with language and, more specifically, how we construct meaning. 

Erin K Drew, Ways of Seein', 2017. Courtesy of the artist.
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COLORLESS GREEN IDEAS

Elisabeth Smith & Michael Milano

The pleasure of the sentence is to a high degree cultural. The 
artifact created by rhetors, grammarians, linguists, teach-
ers, writers, parents––this artifact is mimicked in a more or 
less ludic manner; we are playing with an exceptional object 
whose paradox has been articulated by linguistics: immutably 
structured and yet infinitely renewable: something like chess.  

- Roland Barthes, The Pleasure of the Text1

I. 

The making of a text or image is an exercise that has over time 
developed a unique set of rules and conventions regarding how 
such mediums are employed. In language, these rules corre-
spond to syntax; in images, they correspond to perspective and 
pictorial logic. Both are merely an agreed upon set of rules, a 
consensus, which have developed over time, largely through 
use. Meaning and sense thus emerge from the novel ways 
in which we work with, within, and against these traditions. 

II. 

Such conventions that govern the fundamental structure of texts 
and images are analogous to rules within a game, to the extent 
that the action of crafting language or depicting a form is the 
equivalent to making a move on a (chess) board or field. Thus, 
every linguistic move, speech act, and image rendered holds the 
possibility of either expanding beyond or conforming to estab-
lished rules. However, texts and images that move too far beyond 
our agreed-upon conventions run the risk of illegibility or, worse, 
total unintelligibility, while texts and images that rely too heavily 
on tropes or clichés become equally meaningless.

III.

To characterize the production of images and texts as a ludic 
game runs the risk of trivializing the practice altogether. On the 
contrary, nothing is more serious than play. Play is the deploy-
ment of an individual’s agency, to respond to and reimagine the 
conventions and institutions that surround us. Pragmatist philos-
opher and educator John Dewey understood the importance of 
play as a critical stage in learning, a praxis that directed ideas 
forward without premeditated results. Play is plastic; an activity 
whose suggestions rely on the imagination to make even the most 
concrete of circumstances open to further adaptation. 

IV.

Given the current and increasingly volatile relationship between 
words, interpretation, and meaning, such a project must not fail 
to acknowledge the contemporary significance of language and 
the power of syntax––with all of its unique systems, rules, and 
principles––as a kind of metaphor for the precepts that govern 
the world in which we live. It is a deeply uncomfortable and con-
tingent moment to be in, one in which we find ourselves longing 
for stability, for reverence of trusted, collectively developed sys-
tems, while still demanding a radical approach to reimagining our 
world. As we bear witness to attempts at the complete destruction 
of such systems, we depend on a resistance, not to break down, 
but to envision what these systems can become.

V.

The eight artists included in the Syntax Season exhibitions pro-
vide precisely this ludic and visionary approach to text and image. 
Nathaniel Russell uses the vernacular forms of books, posters, 
flyers, and everyday objects as vehicles for incisive and poet-
ic fragments of language and humor. Working with a reduced 

visual vocabulary, his handmade and roughly hewn pieces ca-
sually interrogate the way in which we engage with and think 
about the world around us. Deb Sokolow produces elaborate 
text-based drawings that obsessively mine the lives of famous 
individuals, organizations, and events, constructing alternative 
histories that take on the persuasive tone of a conspiracy theo-
ry and blur the boundaries between fact and fiction. Stephanie 
Brooks works with the visual language and tropes of bureaucrat-
ic culture, imbuing seemingly neutral and objective forms with 
highly personal and emotive content. Taking formal cues from 
minimalism and conceptual art, Brooks subverts these histor-
ically cerebral movements by creating objects that register on 
a more emotional spectrum. Alice Tippit makes paintings that 
work within and against the logic of images and the stability of 
pictorial space. With a graphic vocabulary comprised of famil-
iar symbols, shapes and forms––many of which reference genres 
such as still life and portraiture––Tippit deftly reveals how color 
and shape combine to make visual meaning and, just as quick-
ly, slip into the realm of the absurd. Jesse Malmed’s seemingly 
haphazard installations consisting of found and fabricated objects 
build worlds, sets, and stages through language and humor. Turn-
ing his exhibition into a talk show, The Month Show, Malmed 
finds the aesthetics in punch lines, laugh tracks, and cue cards, 
as well as the poetics in monologues, theme songs, and the late 
night TV slot. Eric May’s multidisciplinary practice considers 
food as language, and explores the social, racial, and economic 
issues that govern our cultural attitudes and prejudices towards 
cooking and eating. Inherently social, food also provides May a 
catalyst for social engagement and service. Jeff Geesa deploys 
multiple strategies in his works, exploring the relationship be-
tween image, word-play, and painting practices. Consisting of 
humorous gestures, painterly mark-making, and formal abstrac-
tions whose titles reorient our perception, Geesa interrogates the 
structures of text, language, and the act of painting. Kay Rosen 
has for decades made the subject of language her medium, ma-
nipulating words in the most clever and playful of ways. Em-
ploying strategies such as palindromes, anagrams, spoonerisms 
and portmanteaus, Rosen deftly stretches the limits of linguis-
tic legibility without sacrificing sense, meaning, or significance.

VI.

This publication also includes the work of twenty-six other artists 
and writers whose practices engage with text, image, and lan-
guage-games in a similar fashion. Artists such as John Baldessari, 
Guerrilla Girls, Jenny Holzer, Mary Kelly, Barbara Kruger, Glenn 
Ligon, Ed Ruscha, and Lawrence Weiner serve as exemplars of 
the canon, artists who firmly laid the groundwork for mobilizing 
words and images, manipulating and recontextualizing culturally 
and conceptually charged signs and signifiers. Using similar strat-
egies with a diverse range of materials, artists Tegan Brace, Elijah 
Burgher, Jessica Campbell, Bill Conger, Erin K Drew, Christopher 
Duncan, Tate Foley, Tony Lewis, Cole Lu, Hương Ngô, Jamie 
Pawlus, Molly Roth, Sayward Schoonmaker, Shannon Stratton, 
and Oli Watt further investigate politics, race, gender, rhetoric, 
and abstraction; while writing by Will Butler, Kelly Lloyd, and 
Sam Scranton variously explore the individual body navigating 
the world through language, sound, and vision––or, lack thereof.

Alice Tippit, Scar, 2016, oil on canvas, 24 x 18 in. 
Courtesy of the artist.

1  Roland Barthes, The Pleasure of the Text, trans. Richard Miller (New York: 
Hill and Wang), 51.



Ed Ruscha, Look-A-Like, 1990, acrylic on canvas, 48 x 32 in. 
(P1990.24) © Ed Ruscha; Courtesy of the artist. Nathaniel Russell, Darkness, 2016, woodcut. Courtesy of the artist.



Kay Rosen, The Man, 1991/2012, etching, 
25-1/2 x 19-1/2 in. Courtesy of the artist.

Barbara Kruger, Untitled (Your moments of joy have the precision of military strategy.), 1980, 
photograph, 37 x 50 in. MBG #417. © Barbara Kruger; Courtesy of Mary Boone Gallery, New York.
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Kelly Lloyd

Where I live, everything is very small.1 I prowl through the jungle,2,3 
no respecter of persons.4 I had only my own feelings for what is 
appealing or moving.5 

He raises his voice.6 He asked if I would sell my Christmas trees7 
and make them into crowns and play king of the forest.8 Am I smil-
ing?9 

A curious sensation of terror came over me.10 This one was more 
jubilant.11 Listens when I listen.12 The son of a country doctor,13 and 
eighth of eleven children, he grew up on a family farm.14 We might 
then wonder whether this refusal to be intimidated was somehow 
passed along from father to son – a predisposition to enter the fray 
in behalf of one’s people against all odds and “by any means neces-
sary.”15 

So now, what’s the problem?16 When things go well you never re-
ally have a way of being happy let alone thankful.17 The analogy of 
a river emerging from a mountain gorge onto a broad plain may be 
helpful in understanding this phenomenon.18

Who had courage enough to marry a seeker and loved him enough 
to let him follow his dreams?19 The little gray20 starfish sadly re-
plied,21 “Perhaps somewhere in the world you could.”22 Coping with 
Paradise23 we travelled in our own private bus, not by train or plane, 
and every night we’d have to find a place to stay.24 Chase after mon-
ey and security and your heart will never unclench.25

Everyone, as a member of society, has the right to social securi-
ty and is entitled to realization, through national effort and inter-

national cooperation and in accordance with the organization and 
resources of each State, of the economic, social and cultural rights 
indispensable for his dignity and the free development of his person-
ality.26 This dream today embattled,27 this is a hard age we live in, an 
ungrateful age.28 

Consequently, his enthusiasm about the landscape29 and the people 
who called it home was tempered by a sense of desperation.30 He 
was not alone.31 I saw this look and heard this yearning everywhere 
in every state I visited.32 

I destroyed a man’s idea of himself to have him.33 If you look closely 
at your life, not only at your proclaimed ideals and principles but 
your desires and ambitious as well, do the facts of your life add up 
to its best intentions?34 It’s my method of allowing.35 The routine 
submittal, over time,36 assumed greater importance.37

I had to do something.38 It was the time to hear things and talk.39 As 
a country founded on the idealism of both democracy and experi-
enced in the development of industry, we must surely be capable of 
both ethical and creative thinking.40

These things necessarily ought to be written, as much for reinforc-
ing what has just been said as for understanding what remains.41 I 
am interested primarily in the vast filed of experience and sensa-
tion which neither literature nor a purely plastic art deals with.42 So 
tomorrow just look at the sky,43,44 all here for you.45 To celebrate46 
respect people and be considerate.47
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Top: Jamie Pawlus, Care/Don’t Care, 2006, interactive neon sign, 16 in. (diameter). Courtesy of the artist.

Bottom: Jenny Holzer, Xenon for Paris, 2001/2009, light projection Louvre Pyramid, Napoleon Courtyard, 
Paris Text: Blue, 1998 Collection, National Contemporary Art Fund, Paris © 2001 / 2009 Jenny Holzer, 

member Artists Rights Society (ARS), NY Photo: Annie Tritt. © 2017 Jenny Holzer, member Artists Rights 
Society (ARS), New York.

Molly Roth, excerpt from Likes, 2008-ongoing, looped video 
projection, dimensions variable. Courtesy of the artist.



Cole Lu, One Art, 2013, morse code translation of “One Art” by Elizabeth Bishop, 
audiovisual static from the same translation, materials and dimensions variable. 

Courtesy of the artist. 

CALL IT GREEN: IMPEACHING THE 
MINDSETS THAT TRUMP BLINDNESS

Will Butler

In California, there’s a guy in his sixties named Mike. Mike is blind, but 
Mike also has near-perfect eyesight. That’s because Mike’s brain devel-
oped without the use of his eyes, and so he never learned to see the way 
most people do. Then he got his eyesight back, in his forties—a rare occur-
rence with very few documented cases in history.

And yet, Mike’s reality was already constructed; there was very little men-
tal remodeling that could be done. His vision was verbal, aural, tactile, pro-
prioceptive—the list goes on—but it was not, we might say simply, visual.

Let us be clear: Mike had no problem being blind—he skied, rode horses, 
joined the CIA, started a business, and had a family—but, to oversimplify 
it a bit, getting his eyes back confused matters. Mike couldn’t see repre-
sentational structures the same way as people who were trained their whole 
lives to use their eyes. A painting of a nature scene was just blue, green, 
and yellow. At first, he could hardly tell a flower from a farm animal. Even 
though his visual acuity was spot on, his ocular lenses crystal clear, the 
supposedly objective elements of vision were elusive.

Symbols, both pictorial and abstract, that we fuse together and graft onto 
the real-life versions of the things we experience—a triangle below a circle 
on a restroom door, for instance—meant nothing to him. There was a nar-
row but deep chasm between his known reality, and the visual corollaries 
that sighted society had agreed on as acceptable placeholders for reality.

Blindness is a deficiency in the eyeballs; the ability to understand and make 
meaning happens elsewhere. When the bandages came off, Mike’s blind-
ness revealed itself not as a deficiency of eyesight but of vocabulary. The 
difference between, say, a human man and a human woman—something 
which had rarely seemed confusing to Mike before—was now hampered 
by an new factor, a smokescreen of photons that hijacked his ability to 
discern. The reason he couldn’t catch up is because the visual certainty that 
the sighted world took for granted was narrative, and not objective. It was 
based on a vocabulary of shapes, sizes, tints, and hues passed down with 
Darwinian ruthlessness—a visual vocabulary which when agreed upon 
means much to so many, but in and of itself means nothing.

I present this case not to cast my many, beloved sighted friends into onto-
logical quandaries, lose their will to live or swear off a faith in all that is 
visual; but rather to alert the sighted public of an alternate form of appre-
ciation. There is, in fact, a way to learn, love, and even criticize visual art 
without ever setting eyes upon a work. Blind people do it every day. Or so 
they should, were it not for the fact that the art world has only in recent 
years begun to acknowledge its shortcomings in museum, gallery, and oth-
er forms of exhibition accessibility.

Consider the blind man at the museum—a role that I regularly relish tak-
ing on. When I’m feeling frisky, I may even attend a museum by myself, 
with no means of interpreting the art or any game plan for navigating its 
contents—simply to move through an architectural space with my fellow 
citizens and soak in their energies. But assume for a moment that the blind 
museum-goer has a stated goal of experiencing art. Where do they start and 
how is the work delivered?

Here is the anti-climactic answer: Appreciating visuals non-visually can 
be quite easy; visual memory can be just as verbal as any other memory, 
except perhaps the memory of a smell. A work of art will stick in your 
memory for what it “said” to you—not for how your retinas fired. We pick 
up retinal data all day long that we do not remember, unless we assign 
a narrative. Every experience of art is an interpretation, however micro 
(think of Mike), and every interpretation can be translated for a non-seeing 
audience. There is a separate issue there: of finding the perfect words, the 
linguistic acuity to do the work justice with description. But that is another 
exercise altogether.

I am, for the purposes of this text, most interested in shrinking the gap 
between the blind and the sighted viewer, in integrating the blind and 
assimilating their experience in the minds of the sighted. The blind, like 
many marginalized groups from African-Americans to the LGBTQ pop-
ulation, have been told repeatedly and severely they are, at best, worthy 
of questioning, and at worst, worthless. Some people, as we’ve seen in 
these tumultuous times, actually believe those horrific presumptions, but 
we persevere with the assumption that most decent types do not. If you’re 
one of those, read on.

If we decide to agree that art is ultimately appreciable by folks with dif-
fering levels of eyesight—which I think is reasonable—then we come to 
the somewhat musty question of why, then, do we not have better tools for 
our low-vision friends to go to the museum with us? One may argue that 
it’s a question of demand, and that low prevalence of blindness has put art 
accessibility on the back burner. Yet, very few people ride wheelchairs, and 
buildings are required to have ramps (and do not forget the wheels of stroll-
ers, suitcases, and dollies that have benefitted in their wake). Following 
the growing evidence, varicose as it may be, one could make the argument 
that, as it stands, we’ve rather thoughtlessly agreed that visual art is not 
“for” blind people.

Accessibility is the word we often use to describe better access for those 
with disabilities; but good accessibility is a boon to all. Universal design, 
as it’s also known, includes and empowers all, powering human connectiv-
ity and enthusiasm to make us feel big and mighty. And yet many, regard-
less of sight, enter our revered houses of art and feel small, ineffectual, like 
ephemeral onlookers to a much more significant, at times stifling environ-
ment. Like Marcel The Shell.

There are a few prevailing mindsets which afflict vast majorities and tend 
to halt accessibility in its tracks, and we’d do well to consider them as we 
design better access to art, wherever we go.

The first mindset is what we can playfully call a lingering case of sight 
supremacy. Dating far back into the protean sluice-bucket of early human-
ity, the out-pouchings of our brain that allowed us to cast our mind to-
ward the horizon—to anticipate a predator at great distance and without 
sound or smell—these eye balls were evolutionary lagniappes which gave 
organisms an almost magical advantage. Today, they move us less. We 
become more near-sighted as we squint at ink on paper and blue LEDs at 
arm’s length, burning tiny holes in our maculae. Instead, information—not 
eyesight— is the telepathic advantage that drives us to the next strategic 
behavior. And yet the designs of our ritual, brutal, visual world have their 
holdovers. Our most pallid, vestigial idioms betray our superficiality: the 
eye of the beholder, the windows to the soul, seeing is believing. If indeed 
we shun face value, and depth is preferable to shallowness, and so on and 
so forth, it seems that it would be only decent to shelve old notions of sight 
as power.

The second mindset is one that bows to unquestioned agreements. Take the 
agreement, to use a dummy-proof example, that “long hair equals woman.” 
These types of agreements, which grow in complexity and contingency, 
and all too often rest upon visual vocabularies that are utterly flawed, surely 
underpin the artistic experience and cannot be avoided. But acknowledging 
that even the most old and integrally hewed agreement is subjective, is 
changeable, and even reversible, equals freedom not only for the blind, but 
for anyone whose sensibilities are under pessimistic interrogation.

Such flaky, tacit agreements underlie a third, societal mindset: poor public 
awareness. This is a chicken-and-egg dilemma wherein the oppressed pop-
ulation—let’s say, for our purposes, blind people who want to share their 
love of art—continue in a cycle of self-imposed isolation and deprivation 
because the world which educates them does not provide for their needs. 
The minority is inextricably measured by the majority, whose ignorance of 
the group is passed onto the group itself, upon which the group performs 
this ignorance (perhaps “learned helplessness” in blind circles), as instruct-
ed. This is a problem with no clear perpetrator, and one that will only be 
solved by each party meeting the other one step further than the middle, 
to explore these facts and heighten awareness in order to break this cycle.

Ultimately, these are the ideas of someone who has departed somewhat 
from visual input and yet still feels capable of seeing art. I’m unable to 
project into the mind of those who are blind since birth, as well as those 
who are so highly visual to the point of being nonverbal. And I don’t as-
sume that either has a knowledge unattainable to the other; the only chasms 
that exist are in the language of description.

I have an extremely comfortable, Seventies-era couch in my living room. 
It is green. When I bought it off Craigslist a few years ago, the original 
owners called it “the brown couch.” This immediately perplexed me, as it 
seemed quite clear to me and my friends that the couch was not brown, but 
a peaceful and wise shade of olive green. They begged to differ. They said 
it was brown. We bought it.

The sellers had owned it for 30+ years, so who was I, holding my white 
cane like a sheepherder with no flock, to question their agreed upon label. 
It wasn’t until I got home later that I pulled up the cushions, and underneath 
found the most true, distinctly brown fabric. The couch’s red ink had faded, 
and the couch had become green by appearance, brown only to those who 
knew it intimately. It was both, the green couch, and the brown couch. To 
call it the green and brown couch would have created more confusion. It 
had to have one name, and at the end of the day, its original owners had 
agreed to call it brown. In my home, where it sits now, we call it green.

We, as blind people, too often accept brown over green. We can be our 
own worst enemy in this way, and between our ego, our id, and our relent-
less, nagging self-doubt, our inner sight supremacist will always chime 
in: Blind people can’t see! The sighted have them licked. Sight wins. The 
sighted have such a mandate in this way, such a societally sanctioned upper 
hand, they can be forgiven for discounting the protestations of a blind audi-
ence. And maybe we are deficient. But before accepting such sad marching 
orders and reconciling ourselves to the current state of affairs, we’d do well 
to ensure that we haven’t simply been written out of the agreement.

Will Butler is a writer from California. He currently serves as Director of 
Communications at LightHouse for the Blind and Visually Impaired in San 
Francisco.



John Baldessari, The Spectator is Compelled..., 
1966-1968, photoemulsion and acrylic on canvas, 

59 x 45 in. Courtesy of John Baldessari.
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printed on Mohawk Superfine, edition of 25, 
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Guerrilla Girls, The Advantages of Being a Woman Artist, 1988. 
© Guerrilla Girls, courtesy guerrillagirls.com.



 Molly Roth, excerpt from HOLOLITH, 2016, video projection for performance for ten players, created in 
collaboration with composer Sam Scranton, dimensions variable. Courtesy of the artist.

Top: Jessica Campbell, SJW, 2017. Courtesy of the artist.

Bottom: Deb Sokolow, The Dark Triad Traits, Version 2, 
2017, graphite on paper. Courtesy of the artist.



Eric May, Better, Safer, 2016, hand painted sign. 
Courtesy of the artist.

In October 2016, in light of the contentious questioning of the current state 
of America’s greatness, I asked Ejaz Abidi, a Pakistani immigrant and own-
er of Bombay Bazaar, a grocer, eatery, and caterer in Fishers, Indiana what he 
thought was great about America. “[It’s] better, safer” was his response. Fast- 
forward to January 28th, 2017 and I wonder if he would have the same response. 

Oli Watt, EX, 2017, woodblock print, 15 x 11 in. 
Courtesy of the artist.



Shannon Stratton, (an arrangement), 2017, type and 
found internet search image, terms: “Ikebana”. 

Courtesy of the artist.



Hương Ngô, study for To Say Her Name, 2016,
performance score, correction tape and ink on rag 

paper, 8-1/2 x 11 in. Courtesy of the artist.

Bill Conger, where light goes when it’s gone, 2017, 
19th century Japanese teacup heated to 450 degrees 
Farenheit and saucer chilled to 5 degrees Farenheit. 

Courtesy of the artist.



TALK SHOW POEM

Jesse Malmed

A fense straddling Oh and De; I was floating three feet above like a cartoon whose cliff had come at 
last. I’m on ACME TV. I’m on late. I tape early and the high road. I can watch Brooklyn 99 and fight 
to abolish the carceral state. I own a real live book about the legal standing trees should have. We, 
hypocritic oafs, know that there are lines drawn and the drawls align. I nervously attend to my place in 
life and in line, wondering what Jesse from Ball State thinks, how Jesse from Tuscaloosa votes, what 
Jessie from Santa Fe meant when we met.

Nuns are sisters and we’re resisters
We’ve risked existence ‘g’ins’t tricked invective
And the wicked briskness that thinks this brusqueness
makes a feckless witness of the freckled whiteness
MAKE THE END NEARER: an emitting cap
Iiiiiii (singing now) iiiii fiiiiiiiind miiiiiiiine insiiiiiiide myy eyyyyyes
   	  (better lyricists believe in consonants)

Fuck the fascists and the KKK
Kill all the cops stuck in your brain
Fill the holes inside your chest
with bits of hearts from all the rest
We can’t love you ‘til you love yourself
Please give the planet to someone else
(a protest contest in a protext context)

A good question is better than a bad answer. And swerve. And swerve. I imagine a flyer for a DJ set 
built entirely out of PLLPs, ours public for the taking. Imagine (I am) that your best trait is something 
so useless. What night isn’t trivia night? Everybody working for the bleakend. Oh sure—we’ve all 
been there. Poetics is a rough game.

If your President learns everything from television, it is your responsibility to make ethical television. 
The call-in show that is the Senate lets me leave a message: hello, consider trying not to fuck every-
thing at once. Tonight’s guest has been yourself. Our performer is a picture of a gun painted “this ma-
chine kills folk music.” Our desk bit is a desk bed and we dream through the segment. The audience 
has as many good ideas for this as anyone—they just need to try.

I, The Ghost of The Month Show

A few reflections from my times as host
A few questions for my next guest

Tony Lewis, dope repoa, 2012, pencil and graphite powder on paper, 84 x 60 in. 
Courtesy of Shane Campbell Gallery.

Jesse Malmed, installation view, The Month Show 
with Jesse Malmed, 2017. Courtesy of A\M.



Sayward Schoonmaker, Memorandum 3: Ment, 2015, 
pencil shavings and glue on paper, 24 x 48 in. 

Courtesy of the artist.
Sam Scranton, Baleen, 2017, vocal score.

Courtesy of the artist.



Glenn Ligon, Runaways, 1993, 1 of a suite of 10 lithographs, edition of 45, 16 x 12 in. (each) 
(40-3/5 x 30-1/2 cm.) © Glenn Ligon; Courtesy of the artist, Luhring Augustine, New York, 

Regen Projects, Los Angeles, and Thomas Dane Gallery, London.
Christopher Duncan, SUNRISE/SUNSET, 2017, 

photocopy, 11 x 17 in. Courtesy of the artist.



Tegan Brace, Ok (monoprint), 2014, dye on newsprint, 
18 x 24 in. Courtesy of the artist.

Stephanie Brooks, Untitled (Geometry 1-4), 2012, 
etched zinc and enamel, 6 x 6 in. (each). 

Courtesy of the artist.



>>>

A\M · John Baldessari · Tegan Brace

Stephanie Brooks · Elijah Burgher  

Will Butler · Jessica Campbell · Bill Conger  

Erin K Drew · Christopher Duncan · Tate Foley 

Jeff Geesa  · Guerrilla Girls · Jenny Holzer 

Mary Kelly · Barbara Kruger · Tony Lewis

Glenn Ligon · Cole Lu · Kelly Lloyd

Jesse Malmed · Eric May · Hu’o’ng Ngô

Jamie Pawlus · Kay Rosen ·  Molly Roth

Ed Ruscha · Nathaniel Russell  

Sayward Schoonmaker ·  Sam Scranton

Deb Sokolow · Shannon Stratton

Alice Tippit · Oli Watt · Lawrence Weiner
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