
I met Lisa Solomon in Milan, Italy, in spring 2011, when I traveled 

there to assist her in installing her joint exhibition Fleeting Beauty, but 

I had known her for almost eight years before that. It seems fitting, 

now, that the medium through which we began to communicate was 

blogging, with its connotations of  dailyness, insignificance—and of  

communication. All of  these are concerns in Lisa’s work. What does it 

mean for something to be daily? What is the significance of  the com-

mon thing (the thing we hold in common, belonging to all of  us in its 

ordinariness)? How might I express that? How can I make meaning 

out of  what I generally might ignore; or out of  pieces, elements so 

available as to have become invisible? How do I speak to you, who are 

divided from me across time and space? How do I build a language for 

our being-together?

Apart from the conceptual parts of  her practice that interested me 

from the beginning, I was drawn to Lisa because of  her capability for 

and interest in repetition. In her work there is very little that uses, for 

instance, immense scale to produce an impression. Instead, she offers 

us the phenomenon of  the multiple. Of  the many. The multitude. The 

swarm, as in her swarming felt tanks, or a wall full of  vinyl doilies. 

Things increase themselves (no wonder viruses and military vehicles 

and patterns of  deforestation catch her attention). The daily object, 

the one we left by the side of  the road—in Lisa Solomon’s hands, it 

grows. It reflects. It becomes part-of. Suddenly it cannot be ignored. 
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Lisa traces the voyages of  objects and people in her work. She makes 

space for them to be multiple. Complex. Composed. Non-unitary. 

Made of  many things: in this way, hers is such an American kind of  

work, with its belief  that from many things one body might emerge. 

And still, it questions even the possibility of  wholeness, sees wholeness 

itself  as an illusion: beadwork doilies (pages 58-59) reveal themselves 

on closer inspection to be dots of  paint and graphite. What recalls one 

kind of  composition reveals itself  to be another. Things are not stable. 

They are not uniquely here; they are tinged with there-ness.

Lisa writes about her work being in two states. Exactly. It does not 

settle (between practices of  fine art and craft; between homeland and 

migration; between the families we are born into and the stories we 

tell about them). Here, in these pages, the darting hand is like a bird, 

always on the move on currents of  air we can sense but hardly see.

More than anything, here, in this monograph, I have chosen works 

of  Lisa’s that emphasize her connection to the hand. Hand-making, 

with all its attendant political questions (whose work is this? how do 

we value it? how do we know her? do we know her? how easily might 

she be lost?) is the basis of  the work here. Making by hand is a way of  

conversing with the recent history of  the made, including the mass-

produced. It is a meditation. It is the involvement of  the demands of  

the body, both in terms of  production and in terms of  scale. Making 

by hand leaves behind traces: imperfections, among which not least 

are the smudges, fingerprints, mistakes that sometimes simply mean I 

was here, and sometimes become the locus of  new ways to work, new 

ways to produce objects, new objects themselves. 

—É. L., 2013


