
Bleach (2010) 
 
“The great artist of the future will go underground,” Marcel Duchamp uttered in 1961.  
Perhaps he was making a joke about his own death, which came courting just a few 
years later.  His soul joined the ever-expanding fabric of time, his progressive star 
splintered, and as the universe kept expanding, the infinite stretched thin, bloated from 
the weight of history. Giant vacant pockets wheezed loosened matter. Entropy (the 
marker of the forward march of time) pulled a tissue to its face to stop from sneezing. 
The cosmos inverted, reversed course, and attempted, like a rubber band, to contract, 
resulting in all of history repeated, but in reverse, rather like that sludgy sound a record 
makes when played backwards. 
 
In anti-climax, the future came and left, and there was no more future, and the past 
never came either.  
 
There is no word for a state like this, between so many things, outside of so much time.  
What remains is evidence:  traces, trails, transmissions without sounds, screaming silent 
breezes, no-telling winds. 
 
The Egyptians, at the high-point of their cultural manufacturing, littered the desert with 
artifacts, preserved their bodies as mummies, offerings to the afterlife.  Their multi-tiered 
concept of consciousness included their shadows as part of their being.  As mummies 
rot, shadows remain, fluid, conforming to the surface of things, stretching, contracting, 
returning. 
 
Culture, the by-product of the creative act, is an addition to the world.  Culture is 
voracious, hungry, biting at entropy’s heels, chasing negation. The artifacts of culture 
serve the human endeavor by transmitting vast stores of knowledge across time, 
through succeeding generations, so that the cumbersome pace of evolution can be 
circumvented. Accumulation breeds illumination.  Shedding more light, a shadow 
becomes longer, bigger than the thing that casts it. 
 
This print is not an addition to this world, nor is it negation.  There is no application to 
these pages.  In the place of an accumulation is an orchestrated removal, an expulsion 
of homogeneity, an exorcism that has burrowed within the paper pulp, masquerading as 
language and image, a spectral impression, a face to a shroud.   
 
This print is made by screen-printing bleach, or to be more exact, toilet bowl cleaner, 
onto 100% cotton paper.  The paper is then rinsed and placed into a solution that 
nullifies the corrosive effects of bleach.  Bleach, left unchecked, will not only eliminate 
unintended nuisance, but will deliver a vulnerable material to oblivion.  By freezing the 
chemical process, entropy has been averted.  To exist without entropy is to exist outside 
of linear time. 
 
But these words, frozen as they are, after creation, and before obliteration, are not an 
example of oppositions (light to dark; concrete to ethereal; black to white).  They reside 
in the between: an essence of intention, a haunting, a nether-tone. A small gesture, 
against any claim of distinction is a soggy lack of form, a color of no reflected light.  What 
appears, tactile to touch but vague to vision, is embodied absence, harnessed oblivion, 
dissolving after, the specter of an artifact no more, right now, forever. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


