












Any prospect across which you might cast your glance right now has aspects about which
you know much more than you can see. Almost all of what you know about the world, in fact, cannot 
be verified by vision or eyesight. You might be aware that the wall in front of you contains a series of 
wooden or aluminum studs, though you can't see them; or that a piece of jewelry you're wearing once 
belonged to your grandmother and that she wore it on her wedding day, though there's no visual 
evidence of that. You know that there's a heart beating in your chest, an intestine coiled in your 
abdomen, a brain cradled in your skull, though you've never seen any of these things and hopefully 
never will. You know that the tea in your cup is Earl Grey and not English Breakfast even though they 
both look exactly the same. 

It's obvious that perception depends upon far more information than what the eye alone can 
provide. But in spite of this, the odds are good that we'd be quite willing to judge as "accurate" or even 
"true," a reproduction (like a photograph) that excludes most of that information. We have to, 
otherwise we invite a kind of infinite regression that would be terrifying and impossible to control. A 
portrait of you, for example, would require that the tag on the teabag hanging from your cup be fully 
exposed and legible. An image of your heart, brain and intestines would have to be included. We'd 
need an arrow pointing from that piece of jewelry to a portrait of your grandmother in her wedding 
gown on the wall behind you (with a cutaway to show the internal studs, of course); and all this would 
be only the beginning ... 

All art (like all argumentation), has to set up limits. But that creates an oily space between what 
we can (or cannot) see and what we do (or do not) know. This is where standards of measure fail and 
reality resists quantification. Far from being defeated by this condition, though, the six artists in 
Tripwire make it work to their advantage. Their concerns range from matters of social and political 







From heliograms to semaphore to Morse Code: 
does it all return, finally, to secret handshakes, 
decoder rings, the thrill of hide and go seek -
invisible ink? Whether it's the encrypted directives 
of generals at war or the steamy contents 
of a teenager's locked diary, secrecy is a constant 
in human affairs. A whole history of civiliz.ation 
could be traced through the technologies (from lemon 
juice to lasers) that we've invented to sustain it. 
A whole study of human nature could be conducted 
through the characters (snitches, tattle tales, traitors 
and spies) that have betrayed it. 

Masaharu Hoshino. Shizophysiology. 1996.
Paper, citrus juice, flame. 5.5" X 4". 
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Janet Jenkins. Sightings: Wilshire Boulevard. 1994 
Production stills. 

We name and categorize them in order to assuage our collective conscience; in order to allot a place in 
the social order that will make sense of them, explain and locate them, so that we can then safely ignore them. 

At the outermost circumference of society, after all, on the periphery of vision, what harm can they do? 
Steet person. Homeless. Runaway. Addict. Panhandler. Hustler. Bum. 

These are the titles we give anonymity in the numb and faceless economies of despair. These are the 
dramas that will never get an audience because they're too ubiquitous to be moving, too concrete to be 

astonishing, too real to be digestible, too present to be real. Weave yourself too tightly into the fabric of 
daily life and even the Lears and Hamlets, the Elektras and Antigones among you become only pattern 

and background, scenic elements on a stage cluttered with detritus and noise. 



A light caress runs across exposed flesh that 
quivers at the touch. But which end o f  it are you 
on? ln love's most intimate scandals, who's got 

the upper hand: the one giving pleasure or the one 
receiving? Seducer or seduced? 

The Geisha (an artist) is an expert at making such 
distinctions disappear. She presents herself with 

an esoteric courtliness that is severe and extreme. 
She becomes pure aesthetic principle, dematerializing 

before our very eyes in a pale haze o f  white makeup 
and talc, already just one step away from a painting-
a figure in your imagination, a tender modulation o f  

zinc pigments, titanium, and chalk. 

Yishai Jusidman. Geisha Uncovered. 1992. 
Oil and tempera on wood. 72" X 72" (Detail). 







Jeanne Patterson. Colony. 1993. 
Sculpty, latex, nails. 
Dimensions variable. 

-Just as you're about to turn out the light, you see 
the enonnous spider on the ceiling directly over your head. 
-Only after the guests have arrived do you notice the film 
of dust all over the furniture they're leaning against. 
-Right when the weather cools, you find that insects have 
been chewing into all the woolens in your closet...
There's always something lurking, something you don't
notice, something you consistently overlook in the 
self-content somnolence of domestic routine. A
virus in the cocoon. It migrates to the dark comers
and out of the way crannies from which awareness
is excluded, into which consciousness doesn't reach. It 
propagates silently in the moldering darkness while
you're absorbed with other things, until, one day, you 
open that cupboard door ... 








