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1. Website Copy-editng for Firstworks Pixilerations Festival, Spring 2011 
 
PIXILERATIONS [v.8] artist talks 

Wednesday, September 21, 2011 

5:30pm , Steinert Practice Center 205 Music Department, Brown 
University (on the corner of Hope St and Power St) DR. JESSE 
ALLISON, Assistant Professor of Experimental Music & Digital Media - 
LSU School of Music AVATAR Initiative - LSU Center for Computation 
& Technology  "Sonic Interventions: Extending the Application of 
Sonic Art"  Topics will include Dr. Allison's installation "Social 
Structure [Construction no.1]" being presented at Pixilerations 
(Granoff Center for the Creative Arts, studio 1), tactile transducers, 
distributed performance, geo-locative audio, and hybrid worlds.  

Friday, September 23rd, 2011 

12:00pm, Granoff Center, Project Room 441: CHUN-CHIANG NIU 
(Taipei, Taiwan)  Distortion, 2009  Installation with video projection 
and 3 pieces of A4 paper Chun-Chiang Niu describes his work Distortion as 
an “image-sculpture.” In this minimalist installation, Nui projects the 
recorded video image of three pieces of paper moving in the wind, onto three 
pieces of still paper hung on the gallery wall. The visual melding of image 
and object that occurs blurs the viewer’s perception, suggesting powerful 
metaphoric connections between movement and stillness, present and past, 
the virtual and the actual. 

3:00 pm, Sol Koffler Gallery: E-LIN LUO & I-CHUN CHEN (Taipei, 
Taiwan)  Light Calligraphy 2.0, 2011 Interactive installation with 
light and robotics Light Calligraphy is an interactive installation in which 
viewers engage with a moving beam of light. As viewers follow the beam, 
which mirrors the breath and movement of calligraphic gesture, a fading 
shadow image is left behind on a light sensitive wall. The collaborative 
temporal image that forms reflects the alignment of the viewer’s own 
movement with that of the light, reflecting a Zen unison of human, machine 
and technological movement.  

3:45 pm, Sol Koffler Gallery: JANE PROPHET (New London, NH) 
 Model Landscapes, 2005 Mixed Media, Acrylic, Wood, 1.8" LCD 
Screens, Camera  Model Landscapes engages with our desire for the perfect 
landscape and plays on the definition of the word ‘model’ as something 
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‘smaller than’ the thing it represents, or, the ‘ideal form’ of something. 
Each shelf holds a miniature landscape that draws the viewer in and 
demands close inspection. These small object-based scenes are subject 
to surveillance by cameras linked to 1.8 inch screens. The screens show 
groups of trees in winter (made from skeleton leaves), stark oak trees (3D 
printed tree forms made from mathematical equations that describe 
branching structures), a tree (cut from a book), a marshland (made from 
drawing charcoal set into mirror). 

4:30 pm, Sol Koffler Gallery: PAVITRA WICKRAMASINGHE (Montréal, 
Canada)  OOOO, 2010 (Pavitra Wickramasinghe & Amélie Brisson-
Draveau)  OOOO is an animation installation that presents a spectacle of 
dance using motorized thaumatropes—a pre-cinematic animation device. The 
thaumatrope is a small disc with images on both sides and when the disc is 
spun, the two images merge and animate. Using this basic principle the 
artists built these devices with small electronic motors. The animated images 
present a spectacle of dance. 

Friday, September 30th, 2011 

3:00 pm, Granoff Center, Level 2 PAUL MYODA (Providence, RI) 
 Glittering Machine: Paranoid Personality Disorder, 2011 Aluminum, 
Thermoplastic, LEDs, Stepper Motor, Microprocessor  Glittering 
Machines are modular, kinetic, interactive and illuminating sculptures. Each 
sculpture behaves in different ways depending upon the proximity and 
behavior of the viewer. Taking cues from various bioluminescent organisms, 
these behaviors range from attraction to repulsion, camouflage to revelation, 
predictability to spontaneity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2. Short Story in The Café Irreal: Issue 25 – February 2008 

Planet 

by Matt Everett 

 

It's all very well to picture the Little Prince on his little planet, staring blank-eyed into 
space. It's quite another thing to be on such a planet in real life — a planet so small that, 
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by arching forward or back to my fullest extension, I can almost see myself around it. 
The tragic little prince, his limited tragedy was contained by the littleness of his domain, 
and the limited range of expression on his cartoon face. My thoughts and feelings, by 
contrast, range out into the cosmos, with no bulk to speak of to tie them down, and the 
black immensity of space so close, all around, to be filled up with them. 

For a while it wasn't even clear if my planet would have enough mass to hold me down 
and keep me from flying away. I clung to it fearfully, awaiting my doom. But we were 
able to come to an agreement. I attract it and it attracts me, and so together we hurtle 
through space, and neither one of us falls off. I have grown brave, and stand at my full 
height, extended into the nothingness that seems to swallow me whole, like the whale 
swallowed Jonah. 

It is fortunate that I arrived wearing my spacesuit. It makes air that I can breathe, gathers 
nutrients from the sky to keep me alive, disperses waste matter harmlessly into the void. 
But where I came from and how I came to be here, I can only dimly recall. I knew once, 
but that knowledge has faded along with its usefulness. There was a launching pad, a 
sickeningly even expanse of tarmac. An early morning, a skeletal tower climbing out of 
mist, an awkward unsatisfying kiss on closed lips, then darkness, and now this. 

At night the stars grow dim because I close my eyes, and in the morning they are still 
there, blinking in much the same way. I have not identified a single constellation — I 
can't imagine narrowing down the million things the stars suggest to just these ancient 
names: Cassiopeia, Andromeda, Hunter, Bear. When I look down I see the grey-green 
stone that is my tiny planet, and when I look up again, I just see stars. And when I look 
within, with my other eyes, I see the same throng of confusions I have always seen there, 
whether I was in cities or jungles, castles or villages, ponds or caves or right here on a 
very small sphere of rock hurtling through the cosmos. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
3. Book Review in The Brooklyn Rail: February 2008 

Tortoise - James Lewelling (Calamari Press, 2008)  

One of E.M. Cioran’s many nihilistic aphorisms is “We can endure any truth, 

however destructive, provided it replaces everything, provided it affords as much 

vitality as the hope for which it substitutes.” This seems an apt motto for James 

Lewelling’s new novel, which does not shy away from the harsher aspects of the 

human condition, and does not provide a hopeful diagnosis either.  
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Lewelling is a patient, crafty writer, building up his story slowly, as if by 

accidental accretion, the minutia of human experience laid bare with a pleasing 

revelatory exactitude. Absurd, impossible conclusions are frequent, but only in 

denouement do events themselves become fully unreal, and by the time they do, 

reality seems no less strange. 

The awareness of mortality, and the fear of going off one’s head, permeates the 

book, both as an undercurrent and as flat pronouncements such as “…it won’t 

matter how long you were sane or how long you were healthy before, once you 

lose your health or your sanity, that’s it.” In spite of the bleakness of such lines—

and there are several just as disheartening—the novel is often hilarious, and the 

act of reading it strangely soothing. The many repeated phrases are often 

fatalistic—some possible outcomes are described as “not in the cards,” for 

example. Other pronouncements edge into silliness: “A mess of eggs is more 

than three;” “…the sun was pounding down like there was no tomorrow.” 

Though the lexicon relies upon these anachronistic turns of phrase, the voice is 

oddly robotic, arriving at feelings via cold logic.  

Toward the end, the narrator’s father fulfills what seems by now to be every 

father’s obligation: to inform his children that they are doomed. “God can’t save 

you, or rather, He won’t … If He were going to save you, He would have already 

done it.” The story neatly tightens every joint loosened by the alternative logic 

with which it operates. The physical and the metaphysical join forces in the 

penultimate scene, in which the protagonist searches in a dark canyon for his 

father’s inexplicably decapitated head.  

Like Beckett at his most charming, Lewelling takes as a starting point the 

extreme ends of human experience, and sweetens, with folksy language, 

repetition, and humor, the bitter pill we all must swallow. 

 


