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Michael Rees

As I’ve prepared for this evening, prepared for what I am going to say, I’ve been
watching movies in my head. I’ve played and replayed all of the aspirations I have for
this work. I’ve played it from this angle and that one and another. I’ve walked down the
street with a determined step, thinking, yes, that’s it, its about the layers, the layers of
meaning and reference, and technology that have been folded into this experience. Or
it’s about the monster and Hollywood and the repurposing of a form in science and
entertainment to some critical end.  It’s about artificial life and its absurdities and its
about some perverse scientific method of construction, incremental dogged construction.
These pieces could be the ex-negativa, a way to show us what we do not want, what we
should avoid creating.

I’ve also felt more tenderly about these object, that despite their creepy monstrous
quality there are moments of the sublime in which one has pushed so hard through the
physicality of the work, they’ve ended up on the other side in a place of composure of
peace and of rest. At times, I find them sublime. They make me breathless.

Then there are these animations. I’ve known from the start that there is an experience in
these animations that is completely captivating and eerie. I have watched other people
watch these animations. Its so instructive as to what they are, where they take people.
This is what people often do. They take a stance in front of them. The art viewing stance.
One of distance but distracted interest and as the thing starts up, their jaw drops and
their head turns. They may even lean into the piece. They are suspended in the space
and time of the piece. They are in it, with it, and participating.

And within that, there is something else there, something for me that is ineffable. It’s a
presence a feeling, its dope, despite this train wreck we cannot help looking at it, taking
it within us, cultivating the strange feeling that is the feeling when we’re infront of art that
there is something extra here, something non linquistic, something that’s acting directly
on the brain stem, the most primitive part of our brain.

I’ve been about all of these things for a long time. I’ve worked hard to master the
technology and to understand what we are seeing when we look into the screen of a
computer. A place I like to call the deficient representational system, the utopian model
of our age. I’ve looked when people have said, don’t look, make your art. Leave that stuff
to hollywood. I’ve known there’s something in there for me, something about the
interplay between systematic representation and the way we actually think and exist. A
gap, a glitch. A leak. This image of the leak has come and gone in my work for 20 years.
Its some special idea for me, it’s the image behind all of my images, the unmoved
mover. It’s the experience where through hard work and thinking and wondering and
worrying about the tone of a piece the real stuff of the piece oozes out, it leaks all
around. It has sometimes been embarrassing all this leaking around. My work is often
the ritual of creating work to set in motion the events that will cause this leak, this leak of
meaning, of potential and of possibility, and of brain stem stuff.
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My work has always lead me. Don’t get me wrong, I have intentions and strategies and
experience. I have theoretical postures, and arguments and critcal stances. But the best
of what I do and its implication come through me, they are not completely initiated by
me. Generally, the work is well out in front of me, well out in front of what I can think
about it. This is a zone a special creative place. The ritual of our desire to make work. I
know the traps of these statements, but it is still true. The process of making things is
way out in front of my ability to understand them.

A couple of years ago somebody criticized the Bitstreams exhibit by saying that
technology should be left to Hollywood. Its what they do best. Artists on the other hand
should return to simpler formats and smaller projects.

I reject this categorically. My work is built and has always been built upon the
relationship of systems to one another. This includes multiple types of systems,
technical, physical, metaphysical, linquisitic, and so on. This insistence on the folding
together of multiple systems is my linqua franca. It is the primary practice of the work
and its foundation. It creates the possibility for an integrative relationship between
disparate contradictory elements and a layering that is hard to describe and rationalize.

I have three distinct bodies of work. The work you see here is of the body. The other two
areas are mind and spirit. These sculptures, body though they are, have the presence of
spirit, spirit pushed so thoroughly through matter and through material issues that it has
no choice but to push off, or out into another arena, another area. In that this is the body
of my three pronged project, think of the images of body when you look at this work: the
body politic, the psychological body, the manipulation of matter the science or
engineered body. The popular body.

Hollywood has colonized our minds with the monster. It is a cultural form replete with all
types of expectations. Why shouldn’t I take this as the starting place for a work that
investigates Artificial [and virtual] life in an interpretive way? These things that I’ve made
are strange in part because they are not monsters. You cannot help but feel a little
empathy or interest in them as you might for a dog or a cat, or a run-over raccoon. In
their virtuality they are also human, and strange, and psychologicial. They take their
place in other art historical moments,, those weird Francis bacon creatures, screaming
against orange backgrounds as roses are offered down, and of course belmer, and that
Frankenstein thing. Pygmalion, oh yes the feminist read of the Pygmalion myth.
Somtimmes I think of them in the same context as John Cages comment about feed
back “Its such a beautiful noise that no one can listen to it for very long.” In the same
way you can hardly bare to look at these. They are grotesque and harsh and beautiful
and you think, that reminds me of me, of how I feel when I struggle to proceed.

Finally, I want you to consider a special moment in the show. Steve’s gallery has two
bays and from the start I knew that I would put one sculpture  on one side and the
animation on the other. I knew that I would separate them physically but allow you the
viewer to see them in concert. I wasn’t sure why until it was done. When you stand and
peer into those two bays, you see the expression of the same data, the computer data
which is not present in the show but is represented. You can view the animations and
experience the time of this work and you can see the sculpture and view the space. For
me for one brief moment, you are pushed into another place, a place from which you can
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observe this event, a place where you may be next to these dimensions looking into
them.   And then again this may be just another of the beautiful fictions that we engage
as we play in the powerful place of our consciousness.

-30-


