
        There is something startlingly tender in this
work. Across drawings, text, watercolors, and delicate
performances, the artist creates not objects, but
encounters—works that seem to whisper, “Stay with
me a little longer.” These are not grand statements or
definitive gestures. They are small ruptures, subtle
calls for attention, spaces where feeling pools and
lingers.
         At the heart of this practice lies intimacy. Not the
saccharine or sentimental kind, but intimacy as
weight—a quiet confrontation with the body’s
fragility, with the unspoken, with the stubborn
persistence of longing. In The Red Door series,
cloisters and corridors extend like a deep exhale,
their hues of red and ochre evoking the body turned
inside-out. These works suggest ritual without
explanation, the persistent figure of the "Red Woman"
serving as guide, mirage, and question. She is as
elusive as she is omnipresent, threading through the
spaces between knowing and not knowing, longing
and acceptance.
     Meanwhile, Treating the Wound shifts focus
inward, asking participants to confront childhood
pain through the simple yet startlingly visceral
prompt of a “used” bandage—a small watercolor
wrapped in medical tape. Here, intimacy takes the
form of care: the act of treating what hurts, of
speaking what could not be said. The left-handed
scrawls that accompany these delicate objects are
fractured and raw, as though language itself falters
under the weight of what has been suppressed. The
works do not pretend to offer healing. Instead, they
sit with the wound, holding it carefully, without
resolution.
    What binds these series, and others in this
expansive body of work, is a deep engagement with
materiality. Paper becomes a porous, almost skin-like
surface—responsive, alive. The reds and ochres, so
central to these works, feel bodily: the colors of
organs, blood, bruises, and breath. The artist
approaches these materials with a kind of reverence,
as though their fragility mirrors the vulnerability of
the human body itself.

     In a contemporary art world increasingly dominated
by spectacle, speed, and technological sheen, this work
offers a necessary counterpoint. It aligns with current
movements exploring care, slowness, and affect theory,
yet remains strikingly singular. While many artists
address similar themes, this practice insists on
smallness and presence, resisting easy legibility or
commodification. There is a radical humility here—a
refusal to prioritize polished concepts over lived
experience, or to divorce the act of making from the act
of feeling.
     But what makes this work truly resonate is its
honesty. There is no pretense, no posturing. Even its
most surreal moments—the marionette-like figures, the
mythical Red Door—are grounded in the textures of
lived experience. The work does not ask for
interpretation or explanation. Instead, it asks to be felt,
to be lingered with. It reminds us of the power of trace: a
hand moving across paper, a phrase scribbled and
erased, the echo of a breath.
     Perhaps this is the work’s quietest—and most urgent
—gesture: to insist that intimacy still matters. That the
body still matters. That care, in all its messiness and
uncertainty, remains an act of defiance in a world
increasingly untethered from itself. This is art as touch,
as presence, as a red thread tying us back to ourselves
and to one another.
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