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A NOTE FROM FACULTY

As we prepare the catalog, we notice patterns emerging across the student artworks and 
texts. This year a particularly prominent theme is place, what Alexis Kinney, one of our 
essayists, defines as “space with meaning.” Whether prompted by the displacements of 
the pandemic or the pressures of the global climate crisis or political struggles for land or 
myriad personal experiences, our artists and writers ask questions such as: What makes 
a home? What details join urban environments across the world? How does art speak 
of borders crossed? How might we make art that resists settler-colonial practices of ex-
ploitation? How is creating work like navigating a river? We invite you to join our contribu-
tors on the journeys they take.

In the Art Department, studio art and art history come together to form a cohort of 
students and faculty inspired by creativity. We look at art, we write about art, and we pro-
duce art in our studios. The cross-disciplinary conversations have strengthened each of 
these practices. We appreciate this collaborative relationship more than ever as we enter 
the third year of the Covid-19 pandemic. This catalog has become a way to stay connect-
ed and support one another. 

We thank our students for their sterling commitment to making and writing; our fac-
ulty colleagues in the Art Department for their support; Jennifer Liese, director of the 
Center for Arts & Language, Rhode Island School of Design, who worked closely with 
our student writers; and Pat Sims, who copyedits the catalog with infinite patience and 
goodwill. At the Colby Museum, we thank Chief Curator Beth Finch, Assistant Curator 
of Modern and Contemporary Art Siera Hyte, Manager of Installations and Operations 
Jason Weller, Senior Preparator Chris Patch, and Mirken Curator of Education and 
Engagement Kris Bergquist. 

Daniel Harkett and Amanda Lilleston
Art Department
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THE BOX
MAGGIE SHARPE ON TORSTEN BRINKEMA 

What’s in the box? Five feet long, five cubic feet, blank on the outside, like something 
just purchased from Home Depot. Torsten Brinkema tells me that inside is a large piece 
of wood from Reid State Park, bearing traces of human impact. Something nailed, cut, 
sculpted? 

Torsten has a passion for nature, which makes Maine the perfect place for him: moun-
tains, woods, ocean. In the past, Torsten has made surfboards, which sent him on an ar-
tistic journey. When surfing, he noticed many abandoned pieces of industrial-sized wood, 
either floating or stranded on the beach. They once had a purpose, such as being part of a 
ship or a dock but had been left to rot. Torsten was curious about the original uses of the 
pieces of wood. He wanted to see what would happen if he gave them a new life as he 
uncovered the patterns the wood holds. 

Sculpture runs in Torsten’s blood. His great-great-great-uncle, Gutzon Borglum, sculpted 
Mount Rushmore. Uncle Gutzon imposed his will on the landscape and did not care for 
others unlike him. Torsten wants to do something different. He thinks about the land from 
which much of the wood he finds originates, Wabanaki land. He wants to repair and repur-
pose rather than take a new resource as the sculptors before him did.

As Torsten collects and shapes the wood he finds, he also films, using a Nizo Super 8 cam-
era purchased from eBay. Now, if that camera name doesn’t make much sense to you, 
all you need to know is that the film in the camera must be removed and processed in 
Boston. The camera is a tool he uses to reflect on his interactions with nature. 

What Torsten is doing takes time. He mulls over what to do with his objects, considers 
making copies with molds, waits for the molds to set, contemplates how to display what 
he has made. He is patient and he requires his viewers to be too. What’s in the box? We 
will have to wait until the opening to find out. 

TORSTEN BRINKEMA / Preservation / driftwood, epoxy, 8mm film / 14” x 14” x 56” / 2022



FORMULATING PLACE THROUGH PHOTOGRAPHY
ALEXIS KINNEY ON LUCY BRUMBERGER

Space is an area on a map, but place is space with meaning.

We exist constantly within spaces, but when do those spaces become places? In her 
twelve black-and-white digital photographs, Lucy Brumberger takes us on a journey 
through Waterville, Philadelphia, and Prague. As we travel, sometimes losing a sense of 
exactly where we are, Lucy challenges us (and herself) to see beyond stereotypes and 
build relationships to cities through small details that would otherwise be overlooked. 

The places shown in the photographs are ones that we might not stop and pay atten-
tion to. We see no humans but can observe the ways in which they have shaped the 
world. In one image, a tree is tangled with electrical wires. In another, a cobblestone 
street leads our eyes to a retaining wall and a distant view of mountains beyond.  We 
know the street was made by humans, and the nearby buildings too, but people don’t 
distract us here. Instead, Lucy gives us the opportunity to contemplate the quiet beauty 
of the altered landscape and its complicated relationship to the natural world. 

Lucy shoots her pictures in color, and later turns them into black-and-white images. 
Experiencing them in black and white simplifies the photographs for viewers, allowing us 
to focus on shapes and form. It also has the effect of drawing the scenes from different 
cities together, inviting us to see patterns that go beyond local differences. 

Typically, Lucy is a street photographer, drawn to the hustle and bustle of crowded spac-
es. In this series, she still wanders but explores more subdued environments. She lets 
herself go out into the world with no subjects in mind and allows the subjects to find 
her. 

LUCY BRUMBERGER / Prague / archival pigment print / 22” x 17” / 2022



TO LIVE FOREVER IS TO LOVE ENDLESSLY 
SABINA GARIBOVIC ON JOSEPH BUI

For the past two years, Joseph Bui has played the roles of son, curator, and conservator 
all at once. In a series of photographs, he has documented his parents’ lives during his 
visits home to Houston.

Viewing Joseph’s images is a lot like looking through your own family’s photo album. 
It’s not an Instagram reel of highlighted events snapped for the sake of a feed. It is an 
assembly of humble moments. Many images depict one or both of Joseph’s parents 
immersed in their daily routines: working, eating, or simply enjoying each other’s com-
pany. In some, the home itself is the subject. You can’t help but smile in response to 
Joseph’s father’s stoic glare at the camera or well up with tears as you flip through mem-
ories of a funeral. To grasp the hand-bound book Joseph has made with his photographs 
is to hold a living record, an impressive volume that seems to breathe at the touch.

I Love You, I Miss You, Have a Good Day. The series’ titular phrase once served as a fare-
well. Chirped by young Joseph over a bowl of Froot Loops, it would follow his mother’s 
daily departure to the family’s hair salon. The expression divides the images into three 
intersecting groups. The first chapter, I Love You, showcases aspects of his parents that 
he holds dear. I Miss You depicts the household coming together when his grandfather 
died. The third and final section, Have a Good Day, is a synthesis of the two before: its 
pictures speak of the acceptance of the inevitable and the familial love experienced mo-
ment to moment.

Joseph has kept the true purpose of his series from the honorary pair. He was met with 
stares when he first produced the camera at the dinner table. His parents were support-
ive of the “class project,” but unsure how to navigate the sudden spotlight. They have, 
however, since adopted the grace of experienced celebrities who disregard the paparazzi 
without a glance. They treat the lens as a presence known yet not spoken to, like lions 
feigning ignorance of tourists in jeeps. Looking at the pictures, the viewer feels more like 
an observer than an intruder, having been quietly invited to this exclusive space.

Joseph organized, printed, and bound the book himself. The one-of-a-kind assembly, 
created with careful craft and a keen eye, is itself an homage to his parents’ legacy. Lives 
built from relentless hard work and love in abundance depicted in a single neat volume. 
It is the modern experience of two Vietnamese immigrants who have a home, a family 
they cherish, and a small business to their name. It is commemoration of people, a 
place, and a perception that will live forever.

JOSEPH BUI / Family at the Graveyard / archival pigment print / 24” x 24” / 2021



FINDING THE RIGHT ROAD    
NEGUENS OVINCY ON CHRISTINE CHANG

Christine’s paintings make you want to grin as you look at them because of their gor-
geous colors and delicacy. You may love and be delighted with the work at first sight, but 
there is more depth to the pictures as you look longer. 

With a strong interest in art from the time she was a child, Christine proudly displayed 
her drawings to her parents and learned new methods from them. They were not artists 
but they were diligent folks who could do almost anything if they set their minds to it. 
Christine shares their work ethic and values her family relationships.

Christine didn’t want to study painting when she arrived at Colby, but that quickly
changed after a few friends pushed her to pursue her love. Her family wasn’t originally
supportive of her decision but as lessons and time passed, that road looked to be the 
right one.

As Christine’s talents improved, she has explored connections with her Korean American 
heritage and what it means to have a dual identity. She sometimes feels as though she 
doesn’t belong on either side of the coin; rather, she represents the ridges of the coin 
that no one notices or looks at. 

CHRISTINE CHANG / Ahgasshi / gouache / 7” x 5” / 2021



GROUNDED IN THE SCULPTURE STUDIO
ANNA SHORB ON MIRA DISILVESTRO

Mira DiSilvestro’s piece for the Senior Exhibition wasn’t always going to be made of mar-
ble. Her initial project, which she calls The Clamshell, began as a large clay form she 
was going to reproduce in plaster. But this would have required a lot of material; The 
Clamshell is big. Material shortages, back orders, shipping disruptions: a tale as old as 
the ongoing pandemic. She needed a new plan.

I joined the studio for my own sculpture course this spring, and therefore have had the 
pleasure of working alongside Mira. A few weeks into my class I was settling into the idea 
of carving marble for my project. With her work on The Clamshell at a standstill because 
the plaster was still unavailable, Mira was leaning toward returning to a different project 
she had started in the fall semester, one titled Self: Simplified. 

Having grown up in Rhode Island, Mira feels a deep connection to the coast. It’s where 
she feels most confident and grounded. Over and over the ocean washes the sand, leav-
ing behind infinite cascading ridges.

Mira started Self: Simplified to explore working with marble. Marble is static and stubborn 
yet delicate. Primarily a clay sculptor and wanting to challenge herself, Mira fell in love 
with marble. But after a bloody incident mid-November in the ceramic studio, she was 
forced to pause. A few months later, her finger stitched closed and healed, she started 
chiseling again. The studio calls her in and grounds her in the present. 

A week into the semester, I was unsure of how to approach my own large block of mar-
ble, but knew I just wanted to start carving and figure it out as I went. Mira reassured 
me: “Didn’t Michelangelo once say something like ‘The art will emerge from the marble; 
you’re just helping it along’?” 

Mira has given up on the idea of completing The Clamshell in time for the Senior 
Exhibition. In the studio, her hammer hits a chisel along her two-foot-long rectangular 
block of marble, gradually digging into its seven inches of depth. With ebbing and flow-
ing choices, Mira’s piece is the culmination of decisions. 

Mira is fascinated by environmental patterns and textures—they’re beautiful, organic, 
unpredictable. In nature, there is no correct answer to the question of how things flow 
together. Self: Simplified has encouraged Mira to notice patterns around her. How would 
she carve them? What elements would she break off a block of marble first? All she 
needs is the marble, a hammer, and a few chisels and she can get to work. 

MIRA DISILVESTRO / Self: Simplified / marble, plaster / 32” x 12” x 16” / 2022



CURRENTS
ABI THURSTON ON STEWART EGAN

Life is always here to throw us around; dreams become discarded or forgotten, once-
chased ambitions take a sharp U-turn, new passions bubble up with possibility. As if by an 
unceasing current, we are pushed and pulled against our will to find ourselves. A whitewa-
ter rafter, Stewart Egan lives this metaphor. In the summers, she spends her days guiding 
strangers through the pounding river waters of the Chattooga, narrowly avoiding twenty-
five-foot-tall rocks that threaten to crush life and limb with ease. Like her rides down the 
river, Stewart’s artistic path has been filled with unexpected twists and turns. 

Coming to Colby, Stewart wanted to become a comic-book artist. To her chagrin, there 
was no drawing concentration in the art department. She then was knocked from the 
painting studio (too traditional) to the printmaking studio (similar enough to draw-
ing, right?), hoping to find a medium that would best suit her comic-book endeavors. 
Printmaking was another miss for comics, but something about the medium enraptured 
Stewart, so she stuck with it—but turned her interest to the rivers she loves so dearly. 

In The Five Falls, Stewart takes on the challenge of depicting the grandeur of the one-and-
a-half-mile stretch of the Chattooga where the most dangerous rapids lie. Her eight-foot-
tall print towers above the viewer. Only two feet wide, it leaves no space for riverbanks; 
without preamble, we are thrust into the water at the top, the entry point of our proverbial 
raft. Navigating the rapids requires an extensive understanding of the water. Every way it 
flows, every nook and cranny in the rocks must be intimately known to avoid disaster. On 
the margins of the print, Stewart gives us this information, marking entry points, tough 
spots, and rocks that will leave you stranded or drag you under. She takes us down the 
Entrance, past Corkscrew, into Crack in the Rock. “Unrunnable in a raft,” she writes, “…
undercut rocks, with tunnels + pockets underwater. Things go under and don’t flush out. 
Hazards: EVERYTHING. DON’T. RUN.” Then, to Jawbone. “Aim for pyramid rock…pass by 
+ try to slide sideways over HUMP ROCKS, then T-up for baby drop…try to avoid DECAP 
ROCK.” Finally through Soc-Em-Dog. “On a good day, this rapid feels like a car crash, or on 
a bad day, it’s an even worse car crash.” Colored lines sweep down the print—a pink A line, 
the preferred raft route, and green alternatives that designate “Oh shit” trajectories. Red Xs 
mark the spot for hazardous terrain; make sure to watch out for snakes.

The Five Falls is a map of lived experience, a record of a journey taken over and over again. 
We feel the rush, trace the ripples in the currents, and wonder where we will be led next in 
our own lives, and what treacherous waters we may face to get there.
     
    
   
  

STEWART EGAN / The Five Falls / woodcut print / 8’ x 2’ / 2021



SEQUENCING CHAOS 
MAEVE DISANDRO ON SABINA GARIBOVIC 

I arrived at the printmaking studio on a Friday afternoon. Sabina Garibovic was running 
a little late, so I spent those extra few minutes snooping around this unfamiliar space. I 
was taken aback by what I saw; I was expecting the same sort of messy anarchy that is 
the painting studio (where I spend most of my time), but the print studio, and there is 
no other way to put it, is organized. I understand now why Andy Warhol referred to his 
printmaking studio as “The Factory.” Every single object in there, from used X-Acto knife 
blades to assorted thicknesses of paper, had a set place, all clearly labeled. Jars of ink in 
various colors were lined up like soldiers on a battlefield. How can a process that is so 
messy take place in a space that is so clean?

Sabina arrived in a frenzy, her firecracker energy clashing with the eerie silence of the 
studio. Almost immediately, she pulled out a sheet of paper that was just about as large 
as the table she laid it on. It did not match the structured vibes of the room. The entire 
page had been scribbled with doodles and sketches and hard-to-decipher words. Not a 
sketchbook but a sketch sheet, a place where Sabina could brainstorm freely. There were 
hints, though, of an organizational process, with decorative borders and color-coded 
elements. 

On top of the sketch sheet, Sabina placed an in-progress print of a saber-toothed tiger 
skull. Here the chaotic brainstorming activity had been transformed into an extremely 
precise image, with lines so crisp they could have been computer generated—and to 
an extent they were. Sabina used a laser to cut her woodblocks, which were then used 
to create her sharp forms. The woodblocks will be displayed alongside the prints made 
from them, suggesting a commitment to transparency.  

Sabina’s work plays jump rope with the line between fine art and utilitarian art. Her 
prints could fit into both an art museum and a natural history museum. They speak the 
language of classification, teaching the natural world. Anatomical elements are clearly 
represented and precisely labeled with their Latin names. Yet anxieties and emotions are 
present here too. We’re looking at death, traces of individual creatures and groups that 
once lived. With her image of the saber-toothed tiger, which will be labeled in the show 
with its obsolete name, Smilodon fatalis, we’re looking at an extinct species. Death is a 
daunting idea, one that can turn the predictability of life upside down. We face it individ-
ually but also collectively in the global climate crisis. Sabina’s work helps us see it and be 
present with it; she gives us a grounding in an otherwise chaotic world. 

SABINA GARIBOVIC / Smilodon fatalis / woodcut print installation / 13” x 8” / 2021



SIMPLY COMPLEX
MAGGIE SHARPE ON GISELLE MAYORKAS

Some things can appear so simple but, truthfully, I do not think they ever really are. 
There is always a story. It is easy to wonder: where did someone come from, what kind 
of ice cream do they like, do they have a favorite movie, and why is it their favorite?

Giselle Mayorkas’s prints look simple: there are circles, lines, and ordinary shapes printed 
on the paper. And they appear simply made. Giselle crafts images not with ink but by 
pushing the paper into patterns of relief, a technique known as embossment. After using 
a carving tool to shape a wooden block, she passes the paper over the block on a press 
multiple times. The result is a surface with subtle rises and falls that suggest geometric 
forms.

But what is the meaning behind each circle and line? Inspired by a biology class, Giselle 
seeks resemblances between her images and cells. Now if you were to ask me about 
cells, I could tell you maybe two things. The first is that there are plant and animal cells. 
The second is that cellular mitosis—a process of reproduction—happens, but I could not 
expand from there. Giselle’s prints imagine the reproduction of life taking place through 
the printing press.

Giselle is fascinated by the medical world and is on a premedical track at Colby. Last 
summer, she worked closely with surgeons in operating rooms, where she earned the 
privilege of suturing someone up. A steady hand she must have indeed. Her prints take 
on associations with the hospital; the white paper suggests the skin of a patient she had, 
and the bumps suggest the scars left by a surgical intervention. Prints as patient care.

Each decision we make—like how to mark a sheet of paper—has its own rich and interest-
ing story, though not one that is always easily discernible. If we pay attention and let our 
imaginations run, however, we can find complexity in the simplest things. 

GISELLE MAYORKAS / And this is how it was, I guess / embossment  installation / size variable / 2021



REPRESENTATION THROUGH PORTRAITURE
KATE EVANS ON SAM ONCHE

The Nigerian illustrator and painter Sam Onche originally came to Colby College to play 
basketball, but after two seasons he left the team to pursue his love of art. To Sam, art 
feels natural and answers the urgent and pressing questions he has about the world, 
questions about identity and representation.

Inspired by the work of Jean-Michel Basquiat and by the rich culture and history of 
Nigeria, Sam draws on Afrofuturism, fashion, and music for his paintings. At the center 
of his practice are portraits, specifically depictions of Black men. When asked, “Why 
portraiture?” Sam replies with a slight smile: “It’s limiting in a way, but for me it’s good 
because I can really show emotion and what I want to talk about.” Sam credits his unique 
perspective to his relationship with art when he was younger. “Until freshman year,” he 
points out, “my experience of art was almost all non-Black subjects, so I wanted to talk 
about this topic more.” This need for representation is a theme throughout Sam’s work 
and is clearly highlighted in the Senior Exhibition. By depicting those he feels are most 
underrepresented, Sam shines new light onto portraiture and highlights strength and 
beauty in the Black community.

In Boy Wonder, a rich green paint saturates the background surrounding a side profile of 
a Black man, who, Sam says, is a made-up character. The painting in this work is con-
trolled and precise, with sharp, deliberate brushstrokes highlighting the subtlest of shad-
ows and tones. The head of the man takes up nearly the entire canvas, creating a strong 
presence. Adding to that presence is the way the figure looks out at the viewer, his eyes 
peering to the side as if inviting us to talk. On top of the painted bust, Sam has pasted 
vibrantly colored ankara cloth in the shape of blooming flowers. He explains that fabrics 
like this are “worn by many people in Nigeria, so I wanted to include this big part of my 
culture in this work.” Layered on the other striking colors of the painting, these flowers 
somehow both stand out and blend in. Even as the figure in the portrait engages with us 
in the moment, as an individual, the cloth connects him to history and community.

In another painting in the exhibition, Self-Portrait, Sam is strikingly present, his head 
bowed in prayer. The red background creates a contrast with the cobalt-blue ankara 
fabric that he wears, which is an eye-catching focal point for the work. Describing the 
picture, a rare experiment in self-representation, Onche chuckles modestly. “I felt like I 
needed to paint myself,” he says, “because I am depicting my culture and I am a part of 
that. I had to include myself to tell a story.” With his bold portraits, Sam Onche tells com-
pelling stories indeed, creating space for himself and the cultural traditions he values.

SAM ONCHE / Boy Wonder / oil on canvas / 60” x 56” / 2022



NEW OLD LANDSCAPES
ANNIE MULLER ON CHRIS RODIGER

I’m grateful for this opportunity to write about Chris Rodiger’s work, and thankful for the 
lessons I’ve learned at Colby that have shaped my understanding of landscape. I ac-
knowledge that I am living and learning on Wabanaki land with people who have been 
here for time immemorial and who will continue to be here for generations. I acknowl-
edge that this land was forcibly stolen and settled by colonizers.

Chris Rodiger paints landscapes, but I don’t think he is a landscape painter. Standing in 
his studio space, enveloped by his paintings made en plein air, Chris walked me through 
his process of working with nature and his investment in developing a thoughtful prac-
tice—and he’s found one that feels meaningfully dissimilar from preceding landscape 
painters. 

Imperfections are entangled in Chris’s outdoor painting process: snowflakes fall onto 
brushstrokes, frigid Maine winters alter the paint’s viscosity, frozen fingers lessen control 
of the brush, a rising tide shifts perspective by forcing a relocation on the coast. Outside 
the safety of the studio, these fluctuations in environment become unavoidable, 
but Chris has long been encountering supposed limitations, his color-blind eyesight 
uniquely rendering the world around him. But rather than assert himself in a fantasy of 
mastery—over nature or his own perception—Chris welcomes these presumed flaws as 
delicate details, inviting the environment, its traces, and his personal experience into the 
fabric of his paintings. 

Chris creates his paintings of nature in series, repeatedly returning to one dramat-
ic seaside cliff, or one specific landfill off the highway, or one favorite tree with roots 
that impressively anchor it to the riverbank even as its trunk stretches out over the 
Messalonskee Stream. These locations are revisited as the seasons change and with 
the sun at different points in the sky, the repetition being essential to Chris as he grows 
comfortable with the subject. Works completed over multiple outings may exist as 
a conglomeration of moments and atmospheres, unrooted in any actual instant but 
deeply tied to Chris’s own experience with the place. To be with the locations repeated-
ly—hearing the sounds of the space and thinking of its past, present, and future—Chris 
merges his environmental ethics with his painting practice and turns away from an un-
derstanding of land as a passive object for possession. 

Mastery. Possession. From the constructed ideal of artistic perfection (achievable only 
by a privileged few) to nineteenth-century picturesque paintings that visually claim col-
onized lands, landscape painting has enabled and naturalized our conceptions of genius 
and land ownership. But how does one begin to fill the vacuum left behind once these 
norms are refused? I feel lucky to have met Chris as he began to wrestle with these 
questions, bringing a productive sense of doubt to his art. By embracing imperfection, 
by allowing his environment to become embedded in the work, and by caring deeply for 
the land he works with, Chris humbly pushes the limits of landscape painting to create a 
more empathetic practice of working alongside nature. 

CHRIS RODIGER / Color Anomaly / oil on panels / sizes variable / 2022



HOW TO CRAFT CHILDHOOD (A STEP-BY-STEP GUIDE)
ANNIE MULLER ON CHARLOTTE ROGERSON

Note: you don’t have to go at this alone. Remember your younger self’s openness to 
collaboration and kinship—you know, what came before the self-sufficiency that adult-
hood tries to enforce—and pick a partner, maybe your mom. 

1. Delve into your memories of childhood. Let your mind undulate from the moments 
of sharp clarity to any hazier recollections and to those routine happenings dislocated 
across your past. Anchor yourself with a photograph, dive into the family picture al-
bums. Sort out the candid images that feel genuine to their setting and subjects, wheth-
er taken by your younger self, dad, or mom. Choose one photo.

2. Segment the chosen photograph into its key features. Do not forget the Band-Aid on 
your sister Audrey’s finger (she was constantly injured throughout her childhood). At the 
end of this step, you’ll have what looks like a fresh coloring-book page. This outlining is 
important, so be sure to follow these requirements:
 a. Do not create too many sections (or inking and printing will take forever).
 b. Do not create too few sections (or detail will be lost and the image unclear).
 c. Do not make the segments too big or too small (find the perfect balance).

3. Use a laser cutter to carve your lines into a sheet of plexiglass, making an array of 
individual pieces. If the laser cutter doesn’t work, try restarting the computer. Once the 
plexiglass matrix is complete, you can take a moment to play; pull the segments apart 
and place them together again. To increase the difficulty level, shuffle the pieces around, 
flip them upside down, and then make the picture again. 

4. Roll onto the plexiglass puzzle pieces the most saturated, technicolor inks in the stu-
dio (one color per piece). Stay true—not to reality, but to how those happy and peaceful 
moments of childhood are remembered in the brightest tones that overpower any 
sense of the ordinary or dull. Acknowledge the power of nostalgia to make you feel fond 
about even your biting and unforgiving neighborhood cat. (After all, this nostalgia, which 
reimagines the past and operates in the present, might be more real than any realistic 
color palette.)

5. Carefully place paper onto the reassembled map of individually inked parts and pull 
through the weight of the printing press. Peel the printed image, an imprint of child-
hood, from the matrix. Let dry. 

6. Repeat 1-5 with a new memory and a new reference image. Repeat again. Create a 
series harmonized by content and color—within each final work, between each vibrant 
segment, there will surface a wandering white line of paper traceable from print to print.
 
7. Display the prints on a wall to enable easy access to this astute portrayal of childhood, 
a reminder that the past is always reshaped and reimagined in the present. CHARLOTTE ROGERSON / Audrey Reading / relief print / 20” x 12”/ 2022



THE HOUSE ON MAYFLOWER HILL DRIVE
CHARLOTTE EPKER ON DORA WANG

The house is one that both of us have noticed, with its modern angles and bright fa-
cade, features that are unfamiliar to the neighborhood. It is out of place, as though it 
has been picked up from a newly renovated lot in a suburb of Boston and transported to 
Waterville, Maine.

Dora Wang’s Neighborhood Walk, an oil painting on wood panel, displays only a sliver 
of the house, along with a band of exterior fence and the surrounding trees. But there 
is enough for anyone who has walked by to recognize the location. Although the house 
indicates the site, it is in no way the focus of the work. Eyes are drawn instead to the tree 
on the left side of the piece and the brilliant display of golden-hour light that falls on the 
trunk.

Color and light are often considered to be secondary features of a work of art, only be-
ing considered after the subject has been determined. Dora challenges this notion by 
presenting them as the stars of the show. Her works begin as photographs, snapped at 
a moment of opportunity or optimal light, then translated into paintings with the assis-
tance of artistic freedom. This liberty enables her to elevate the pictures she has cap-
tured, turning them into images of saturated reality.

Dora’s knowledge of color theory enhances the visual experience of the viewer. She 
pushes against the dullness of the world, bringing vibrancy into her scenes, without 
straying too far from what we might see. In Neighborhood Walk, she selects a green col-
or with yellow tones to represent the sun on the leaves, which complements the blue of 
the sky, causing both to pop.

As you walk into Dora’s studio, a large poster of a color wheel is the first thing that catch-
es the eye, sitting like a religious text in a place of worship, a testament to how strongly 
color theory informs her works. 

Her studio serves as a window into her world. It’s decorated with jars of vivid paints to 
the left, an easel holding a work in progress in the back right corner, the paint still wet. 
Behind her hang works displayed like postcards, collected and treasured from past trips. 
They are fragmented sections of her personal narrative, places of travel and comfort. 
She has found beauty in the world and offers it to us, in stunning colors and intentional 
brushstrokes.

There is something familiar in Dora’s pictures. They capture moments from her life but
looking at them makes you feel as though you’ve entered into a memory of your own. 
The fuzziness of the scenes allows you to connect them with snippets of your person-
al narrative. Perhaps you have seen similar structures somewhere, or have caught a 
glimpse of the house on Mayflower Hill Drive as you pass by.

DORA WANG / Neighborhood Walk / oil on panel / 14” x 12”/ 2021



A R T I S T S ’ 
S T A T E M E N T S 

  



My habitual journeys to Maine’s coastline to film or explore new surfboard shapes led 
me to encounter massive beams of industrial-scaled driftwood, washed ashore after a 
century or more at sea. Fascinated by the origin story of this wood and who had cast 
this natural resource—now altered with chemicals and iron—into the ocean, I hauled the 
wood back to the studio and sought to uncover the voices sealed within hardware and 
lines of grain. My studies with these beams led to large-scale, poured-epoxy molds, 
sealing the wood in its current stage of decomposition and contention with the exposed 
iron.

I began documenting my interactions with the coastline on my Nizo Super 8 camera, re-
flecting on the wooden beams and observing the so-called “preservation” of land in state 
parks that Wabanaki tribes are indigenous to. Somewhere along the way, I began reck-
oning with my lineage as a great-great-great-nephew of a titan in the sculpture world—
Gutzon Borglum, mastermind behind Mount Rushmore. I began to question if I can truly 
coexist with the Maine coastline as a descendant of colonial idealism. The altered and 
preserved beams are an invitation to look and listen to the driftwoods’ stories, my story, 
and wonder, do they belong?

 

TORSTEN BRINKEMA

Preservation  
driftwood, epoxy, 

8mm film,
14” x 14” x 56”, 

2022 

My parents gifted me a small, electric-blue point-and-shoot camera for my eighth birth-
day. For years, I never went anywhere without it. Back then, when I took pictures, I felt 
free. I took pictures because I liked how something looked, no matter how random or 
(seemingly) mundane the subject might be. Kids don’t overthink things.

Then, freshman year, I started to use photography to work through emotional and 
physical trauma. While these projects were important, the process of making work with 
such profound meaning behind it became exhausting. I was burning out and I needed a 
true reset.

I began shooting in black and white to break my process back down to the very basics 
of photography. Without color as an obstacle, I paid close attention to light, form, and 
composition. I found that once I simplified my process, I was again able to work with the 
freedom that I had when I was taking pictures at eight years old. Now the photos I love 
most are of stacks of concrete on a street in Prague or a fallen tree on the side of the 
Waterville Dunkin’ Donuts drive-through that I’ve seen almost every day for two years. 

I want this work to help my viewers see beauty in the ordinary things they would nor-
mally pass by. There are things to see everywhere we go, and I’m just excited to show 
others how I see the world. 

LUCY BRUMBERGER

Stack of Concrete  
archival pigment print,    

22” x 17”, 2022 



My father is a handyman. 
He can fix anything around the house. 
He has a stern face. 
A man of few words. 

My mother is a hairdresser. 
She cuts our family’s hair in her small salon. 
She has a gentle face.
A charismatic woman. 

They are my world and more.

JOSEPH BUI

 

Dad’s Haircut, 
archival pigment print,  

24” x 24”, 2021 

I feel like an alien, stuck on an asteroid that loops around two planets, the Korean planet
and the American planet. When I land on the Korean planet, I am surrounded by my 
family members, great Korean cooking, Korean churches, and Korean songs being sung. 
However, I can’t seem to communicate with the Korean planet members. There’s a lan-
guage barrier. So then I am off to the American planet, where the first thing I see is the 
American flag sparkling in every backyard. I attend public school, where we recite the 
Pledge of Allegiance and sing “This Land Is Your Land” in the assemblies. But my differ-
ence in appearance makes me feel like an outsider. My classmates ask me repeatedly, 
“Where are you from?” and “Where are your parents from?” With this, I hop back to the 
asteroid, feeling like an outsider to the two worlds I am supposed to be part of.

As an artist, I always find myself painting and drawing works that represent a piece of
me. A large piece of me is the internal turmoil I have with accepting myself as a Korean
American woman. This duality of who I am is the key to all my insecurities. I am never 
truly a typical South Korean woman, and I am never truly an American woman. I wrestle 
on a daily basis with living in mixed cultures, where I never feel like I belong in one spe-
cific place. In reality, there is no Korean planet or American planet for me; I live in a com-
bination of both of them. So when I pick up my markers and paintbrushes, I use them to 
express how it feels to live with this never-ending internal conflict—how it feels to be me 
and the vibrant world I see around me. When others see my work, I want them to see 
that every Asian American experience is unique and special. Mine is about my journey of 
realizing that it’s OK to be somewhere in the middle and appreciating the beautiful dual 
world I live in.

CHRISTINE CHANG

Gaehwa, 
mixed media,  

size variable, 2022 



I’ve become afraid of the temporality of life. This fear, this anxiety, has yet to be tamed. 
It overwhelms my thoughts, forcing my acceptance of losing this life I love so dearly. 
Although it’s untamed and wild, I’ve used this fear to slow down, to be present. I’ve 
learned to love deeply, speak powerfully, and observe silently. I’ve learned to find the 
beauty in it all, despite.

When my anxiety prevails, I’m drawn to the coast. I find myself crossing the high tide 
line, chasing the ocean as it pulls away from the shore. Alone, yet alive, I’ll run my fin-
gers through the sand, tracing the infinite ridges and sanded slopes emerging from 
the lowered tide. My improvised designs transform the landscape as they ebb and flow 
alongside the tidal schedule. This complete sensory experience grounds my restless 
heart and distracted mind. 

I return to my studio in Waterville, Maine, where I transfer the patterns from sand to 
stone, following my organic muscle memory. After each ridge emerges from the stone, 
I delicately trace the grooves, returning to the original site. While more static in solid 
stone, these ridges, this form, continue to change. Day after day I return with my ham-
mer and chisel, noticing a new curve or shadow. With each angle of sunlight, movement 
throughout the studio, or shift in my own mental state, this form never ceases to stop 
moving. Despite the initial yearning for a perfect slab of marble showcasing a mastery 
of skill, I’ve learned to love the ongoing critique and anticipation that consume me with 
each interaction. 

My time in the studio has given me space to simplify my life to what is in front of me. In 
the most anxious of times, I return to this marble, understanding that continual refine-
ment roots me to the ground. 

Temporality doesn’t scare me as much anymore. I’ve found warmth in the acceptance of 
memory over tangibility. You can only hold on for so long, and there is beauty, growth, 
and strength in loving the present and appreciating the process. 

MIRA DISILVESTRO

Self: Simplified,
 marble, 

32” x 12” x 16”, 2021 

The print series Wild and Scenic maps the passages of water through the intricate ter-
rain of the Chattooga River, which flows through a fifty-four-mile wilderness corridor 
that defines the borders of North Carolina, South Carolina, and Georgia. This powerful, 
undammed river’s levels fluctuate every day, creating one of the most technical and dy-
namic courses of white water in the United States. “Wild and Scenic” is both an official 
government status and a literal description of the Chattooga, which is one of the only 
rivers in the Southeast to receive this special designation of protection. I am privileged to 
work here as both a white-water guide and an artist.

Drawing and carving, painting and inking: my hand-carved woodblock prints originate 
from gestural sketches and complex ink washes of the natural world, then are translated 
into high- contrast, noirish prints. My central piece, The Five Falls, depicts a half-mile 
section of the Chattooga known for its five Class IV-V rapids that arrive in quick suc-
cession. The act of drawing and carving these features on the wood connects to my 
physical experience of both moving through and understanding the rapids. The vitality 
of this river cannot be emphasized enough. I want the prints to provide a glimpse of the 
rich knowledge embedded in the landscape and courses of water. This body of work 
showcases the risks, lifestyle, and beauty entwined with white-water paddling in the 
Southeast. 

STEWART EGAN

The Five Falls 
(detail),

 woodcut print, 
8’ x 2’, 2021 



There exists a bold elegance within decay completely unlike the qualities of the animat-
ed. This beauty is what I seek to reveal through my pop imagery and dark inks, in an 
attempt to soften the sharp points of edgy subject matter in graphic depictions of natu-
ralistic displays with a twist.

Memento mori is granted a new life as bones and fungi—an explorer’s artifacts of wood-
land wildlife—are imbued with vibrant energy. My intention is to celebrate the surreal 
structures of organic bodies, which have gripped my interest since my childhood com-
panionships with the Science Channel and Animal Planet. To explore the formal qualities 
of anatomy and biology within 2D imagery is to appreciate them, and to appreciate a 
skull is to marvel at a figure that is only revealed postmortem. 

SABINA GARIBOVIC

 Mammalian 
Mandibles of Maine,  

woodcut print, 
8” x 24”, 2022 

GISELLE MAYORKAS

Bleeding. Spontaneous. Shadows. Observing. Openness. Precision. Stillness. Fleeting. 
Exploration. Excision. Coldness. Overwhelming. Pressure. Power. Floating. Doubtful. 
Tears. Breaking. Searching. Removal. Confined. Unknowable. Cautious. Confusing. 
Unceasing. Habitual. Deceptive. Pervasive. Transparent. Reserved. Hysterical. 
Immediate. Subliminal. Sustained. Mistaken. Absolute. Antiquated. Uncertain. 
Systematic. 

Systematic. Uncertain. Antiquated. Absolute. Mistaken. Sustained. Subliminal. 
Immediate. Hysterical. Reserved. Transparent. Pervasive. Deceptive. Habitual. 
Unceasing. Confusing. Cautious. Unknowable. Confined. Removal. Searching. Breaking. 
Tears. Doubtful. Floating. Power. Pressure. Overwhelming. Coldness. Excision. 
Exploration. Fleeting. Stillness. Precision. Openness. Observing. Shadows. Spontaneous. 
Bleeding.

And this is how it was, 
I guess (detail), 

embossment 
installation, 

size variable, 2021 



When I first dressed in my ankara outfit in America, I immediately noticed people’s eyes 
fixed on the patterns, colors, and overall design. I also noticed the urge to want to hear 
my story. At that very moment, I knew I was obligated to talk about my culture and the 
black experience in the most beautiful way possible. 

Going through life in Nigeria and America is the best thing that has happened to me 
creatively. I unconsciously found a way to fuse my experiences from both locations into 
my work. I like to compare my art to music sometimes: it’s like taking sounds from the 
African talking drum and infusing them with a Western beat. 

My portraits of black people are meant to convey a strong feeling full of depth and emo-
tion, drawing you in and telling you stories about the black experience, culture, and style. 
This forces me to be intentional with the marks I make, which can be physical or gentle; 
the attitudes I choose to employ, which can be calm or confident; and the colors, which 
are always vibrant. 

SAM ONCHE

 Swagger, 
oil on canvas, 

40” x 30”, 2022 

I acknowledge that the land I paint on was stolen from the people of the 
Wabanaki Confederacy, who have always belonged there and will continue to 
live there for generations to come. I hope to learn from the land and with the 
land about how to care for it and how to live well in the world.

What’s it like to be that tree holding on for dear life as the river and rocks experi-
ence snowfall, freezing, thawing, tidal changes, and erosion? Sitting quietly in a 
number of spots for days at a time, I paint the syncopated movements of fog, 
the displacement of mud, and the freezing and thawing of ice and snow. Places 
are not only seen but also felt through sounds, smells, passing breezes, tem-
perature changes, the people in them, and the complicated stories they tell. 
Painting is a period of reconnection. It allows me to enter a flow state of mind 
and be present in that moment completely. All of these landscapes are alive 
and constantly gesticulating. When displayed together, they produce a visual 
vibrational pattern that I hope will instill in the viewer our transient connection 
to place, the immense variation of light within our daily lives, the fragility of na-
ture, and our responsibility to protect its cycles. 

CHRIS RODIGER

Morning Fog on 
the Messalonskee 

Stream,
 oil on panel, 

12” x 12”, 2021 



When we look at a photograph, the mind’s eye tends to filter away unneeded or unwant-
ed details and fill in emotion. Nostalgia is an especially powerful filter. It brightens, flat-
tens, and idealizes memories, showing us not what we felt at the time but how we feel 
and want to feel now. 

In my prints, I put photographs of childhood through my own filter of nostalgia. I re-
member my sister in a bright pink snowsuit, walking determinedly through the snow on 
a winter day, her bright outfit and the attitude conveyed by her motion: energetic, deter-
mined, and naive. I recall the moment with a sense of playfulness, simplicity of purpose, 
and perfection. I take the digital images and cut out all but the primary shapes. Objects 
are flattened and colors are amplified and softened into pastels. Texture is overridden by 
shape, and details are absorbed into color. Everything left is like a piece in a completed 
puzzle, everything fitting together exactly as it should.  

CHARLOTTE ROGERSON

Marcella Walking 
Through Snow, 

relief print,  
12” x 20”, 2022 

My first artistic breakthrough happened when I was drawing in Microsoft Paint and real-
ized that shadows weren’t all black. Ever since, I have always stopped to appreciate light. 
In this series, I use oil and vinyl acrylic to capture light-filled landscapes from my life in 
Waterville, back home in Presque Isle, and a recent trip to San Francisco. My work is 
influenced by traditional Impressionists and contemporary landscape artists. As an im-
patient person, I enjoy working small with fast-drying acrylic. Some works are painted en 
plein air while others are based on photos I work from loosely. 

I rewrite what’s in front of me to tell a story of a specific time and place. The colors and 
feelings matter more than technical details. Nothing is more satisfying than sharing an 
experience with others.   

DORA WANG

Evening Glow, 
California, 

vinyl acrylic on 
illustration board,

 9” x 6”, 2022 
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