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Artist Statement 

 

I remember my mother in my younger years, hunched over a sewing machine as she 

stitched together garments and toys for my sisters and me. She always had difficulty in 

expressing her endearment for us, something she possessed due to a traditional Chinese 

upbringing, but even as a child I knew the severity of love that was incased in every stitching of 

those garbs and playthings. I’ve always corelated textile materiality with compassion and 

warmth. Working within this realm gives my art an essence of family and the home. 

Through textile-based interdisciplinary practice, precarious and intimate spaces are 

created to depict abstractions of domestic memories that stem from a personal narrative. Two 

and three dimensional concepts stay in flux, resulting in the work becoming ambiguous by 

nature. My practice is very much a visual attempt to hold onto a past that no longer exists. These 

superficial moments then bleed into my process. 

A piece always begins with actively processing hyper-specific moments from my past. 

Looking at old photos sends me into a spiral, so I favor pulling inspiration from memory alone. 

These memories are often blurry and unsure, but only further the abstraction of color and form in 

a final product. While content derives from a personal narrative, the execution is open-ended 

enough to allow the viewer to situate their own experiences into the work through individualized 

connotations associated with specific materiality. 

Certain materials that resurface in many works often relate to the history of traditional 

painting and sculptural practices. However, these materials are stripped of their monumental 

implications and are left as simple, anti-heroic remnants of their former selves. Much like these 

defeated materials, my memories are diminishing within me, merely whispers of has-beens. 

Childlike impressions are displayed through soft, muted color palettes and flat, 

abbreviated imagery that act as a homage to illustrative storybooks. This, combined with 

primitive gestures and the thwarted use of materiality, create a melancholic undertone. As a 

result, the work exhibits the affliction experienced when faced with a forever distancing past. 


