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I’ve always been a collector. Traveling has meant finding cherished receipts, matchboxes, 
newsprints and scraps stuffed in coat pockets and floating at the bottoms of bags for weeks 
afterwards. I know this about myself, and only recently I’ve started to have an archival process 
that works for me. In the past couple years, an affinity for postage has continuously presented 
itself in my work. What started with the symbol of an envelope as a metaphor for communication 
and reaching out in a romantic kind of way evolved into a personal attachment to letters and 
postage from loved ones. Collage became my main medium to document these items in the 
way that seemed most fit, as tangibly as possible—evidence of lives lived, both my own 
personally and everyone else. 

Naturally, I continued my usual collecting on our trip. I was enthused to see similar themes to 
my own reflected in some of the work we saw at both Documenta and the Venice Biennale. 
Artists as anthropologists, artists as documentarians. Strong nomadic ideas of home stuck out 
to me. I responded in three collages which I titled after the three words that came to mind when 
thinking back to themes within the work—home, magic, and time. Upon returning, I faced all I 
had brought back with me physically, and these three words became like a mantra in my head 
as I tried to piece things together. Through these three collages I am trying sorting out feelings 
of displacement in our modern world. 

It is not common for my work to be overtly political, one of the things I love most about collage is 
the subtleties of language and symbols that can be utilized in a way that is almost like a puzzle 
for the viewer. In these three pieces I am playing with both, taking tags from postage and 
transportation and reframing them. I hope to draw attention to the language we use to address 
items of possession and by reading it out of context, it can be applied more directly to people 
rather than things. In a time when refugee families are searching for shelter in countries all over 
the world, a tag from a package that reads “this is a set do not separate” holds a lot of weight. I 
also felt a twinge of anger upon collecting papers reading “US Customs and Border Protection” 
when returning home. It is my privilege that I am able to come and go as I please as a US 
citizen, but since our recent political climate, I am not a proud one. Now I look at the stamps I 
have been keeping and several of them read “forever USA” in a haunting and sickening kind of 
way. A big “TRANSFER” tag seemed appropriate for the way I feel about the measures that are 
being taken by our newly elected president. A kind of hopeful idea of being able to flee from it all 
to elsewhere. 

Although these messages are direct in my descriptions of them, I think a more general sense of 
displacement can be received as well, and both are effective. Formally, I chose to present these 
handmade collages as digital scans as a final way of evening the physical process of making 
them. I like the idea of these things that needed to be scanned for means of transportation to be 
in final exhibit as scans themselves. What started as a messy and fragmented cumulation can 
exist in a single clean and orderly dimension, everything on the same plain. 


