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DEAR 
READER,

i’d like to give you some background for the 
publication that you’re holding.

Last year I was invited to propose a project 
for Converge 45, and this is what I provided: 

Provision is a periodical publication conceived in 
the spirit of Converge 45, with qualities to match: 
temporary, nimble, open-ended. Provision is a 
platform for collaborative expression, and an 
experiment in building a community by making 
a forum for discussion, reading, writing, and 
art-making. 

Provision is not a catalogue. Though it is a means 
of publishing and distributing work by artist-
participants, it’s not designed to be a record of 
Converge 45. It’s the work itself. 

Provision is not a journal. Though it has critical 
writing and responses to work, it doesn’t pretend 
to correspond to any standards of academic or 
journalistic publishing; the only standards it has meet 
are those decided on by the community of artists and 
writers who make it. 

Provision is best thought of as a venue of Converge 
45—more mobile and flexible than the museums and 
galleries where works are seen, longer lasting than the 
other public sites of performances and readings.

I chose the name Provision for the associa-
tions it suggests: Provision as in “provisional,” 
a temporary thing that takes shape to serve 
a specific need; Provision as in “provisions,” 
the food taken on a journey, a nourishing 
necessity; the affixing of “pro” to “vision,” 
which suggests looking toward the future. 
In Portland, as in many smaller cities around 
the US, members of the art community often 
lament the absence of a critical discourse. There 
are several reasons for this lack. The scene is 
small and people are reluctant to piss each other 

off. Local publications don’t support robust 
criticism. National art magazines—such as Art 
in America, where I work as an editor—only 
provide erratic coverage, and that’s unlikely to 
change for the better, as these magazines face 
declining subscriptions and ad sales. Provision 
came from my interest in creating new plat-
forms for criticism, and the possibility for doing 
so by partnering with an institution willing to 
foster a space within itself for dissent. 

Converge 45 seemed like the perfect plat-
form for an experiment in building this kind 
of critical space. From a practical standpoint, 
Converge 45 is a temporary event, so if we 
fuck it up we can move on without too much 
embarrassment. But more importantly, there 
are contradictions and problems built into 
the inception of Converge 45 that cry out for 
critical attention. As a visitor to Portland from 
New York, I’m not the best person to talk about 
them. When I came here for the preliminary 
sessions of Converge 45: YOU IN MIND last 
summer, I reached out to manuel arturo abreu 
and Victoria Anne Reis and asked them to 
help me put together a workshop that would 
produce the writing for Provision, drawing 
on the audience of home school, the informal 
pedagogical program that started in fall 2015. 
At the first session of the workshop, I listened 
to the participants discuss their skepticism 
about the way Converge 45 acts as a marketing 
campaign for Portland and its art institutions. 
Last summer, the organizers reached out to 
project spaces around the city to include their 
programming in its listings, but provided no 
further support or communication beyond 
that inclusion in a brochure. It seemed like a 
bald attempt to instrumentalize the cultural 
capital of these projects to build up the image of 
Portland as an “alternative” to other US cities, a 
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project space of a city—an image that obscures 
the history of Oregon as a white supremacist 
colony. The idea of “regional art” that persists 
here—and was the focus of the 2016 Portland 
Biennial—often serves as code for white male 
painters’ complaints about the lower market 
value of their work. We are all approaching 
Provision as a chance to speak to these issues 
with transparency and honesty. 

As I said above, members of art community 
often say they want more critical discourse. But 
when a critical voice appears, it often provokes 
discomfort and protest. Art is personal. 
Criticism hurts. But criticism—if it’s good 
criticism—doesn’t come from an aloof and 
impersonal space of judgment. Criticism is 
just as personal as art is, and it can come from 
discomfort with the conditions structuring an 
art community that others take for granted. 

Many members of the workshop—like 
many others in the Portland art scene and 
beyond—feel that institutions expect a certain 
“radicality” from them because of how their 
identity positions are read. This situation cre-
ates a “commodified criticality,” where identity 
positions are instrumentalized to obtain grant 
funding and exhibition opportunities, and 
artists and writers end up helping institutions 
perpetuate systems of exploitation. At our first 
meeting, we talked about wanting to reframe 
critical discourse as something more than the 
oppositional stance that functions as a circuit in 
an exploitative feedback loop. We want to think 
of criticism instead as a form of care—a way to 
nurture a community, to make it more convivial 
and conscientious. 

How do you, the reader, fit into this? There 
are artists and curators who tell viewers that 
the work isn’t complete without their partici-
pation, that they are collaborators in the work. 
I like the idea of an engaged, active audience, 
too. Yet an insistence that the act of viewing is 
participatory or collaborative sounds hollow 
to me. I understand participation as action 
that affects the final form of a work in a way 
that’s not predetermined by the person who 
conceived it. Collaboration means that I learn 
from you as much as you learn from me. Neither 
of those words are applicable to your relation 
to Provision: it’s already printed, and you’re 
reading it. But you can talk about it and act on 
it, and maybe make something else from it in 
the future. Provision is a vessel for discussion, 
dissonance, and dissent around Converge 45. 
But it’s not supposed to be a container for those 
things. They’re supposed to keep flowing.

—Brian Droitcour
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Choreography for Looking at an Art 

Enter and look around the space
Decide on a plan for moving around the artwork

When you arrive at the artwork or aspect of the artwork that you like
the most

Remain for two minutes
Ask yourself questions about the art

When you arrive at the artwork or aspect of the artwork you like 
the least

remain for four minutes
Ask yourself questions about the art

When satisfied 
Exit the room
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i approach Converge 45: YOU IN MIND with 
myself in mind. The curatorial vision centers 
subjectivity; I figure I’ll do the same in the hope 
that you, dear reader, might find it interesting 
or even try it out yourself. What roles/life 
experiences/frames do you carry around to 
help you understand what art is and how it 
operates? My approach to art and art criticism 
has a few different origin stories: my early-00s 
candy-raver days, Weird Twitter ca. 2010, and 
the three-way calls of my preadolescence all 
feel relevant. But most of all, the work I do and 
have done as a mother has shaped how I see, feel 
about, and respond to art, the artists that make 
it, and the audiences it attracts. 

[Some ways that art is like a toddler, from a 
mom of a 3.5 year old:  Demands attention/
cannot survive without an audience; sometimes 
messy/violent; sometimes surprisingly insight-
ful; reflects the nature and intention of its 
makers and keepers but also does its own thing 
in the world]

My child demands that I approach her—
including but not limited to her attempts to 
understand and explain the world, her mistakes, 
and her jokes—with generous tenderness, 
forgiveness and understanding; but she is risky 
and dangerous, and therefore also demands 
suggestions and corrections. I do my best 
to offer her both, and in doing so I also must 
acknowledge that my jokes, explanations of the 
world, and commands also fumble around and 
fail more often than not.

[Things I asked my kid to do/not to do on 
08/05/2017: Do eat some tuna fish; snuggle 
me; be careful; be gentle; drink water; help me. 

Don’t kick the dog; use the cabinets as a kind of 
stairs; use too much glue; put the stuffed koala 
in the pool; put lotion on the stuffed koala]
I like art best when it demonstrates its fail-
ures and its processes, and makes visible the 
sometimes ugly or underappreciated work and 
support structures that surround it. When we 
visited the section of YOU IN MIND at PNCA 
on 08/06/2017, one of the galleries was in the 
process of being installed. The abandoned, gap-
ing toolboxes, sawdust piles, and clear plastic 
ripped and taped across the floor—the traces of 
the work of installation that would eventually 
be erased from the room—were the tenderest 
things about the whole show to me.

[Other things besides babies that people call 
“their baby”: Projects; pets; pet projects; boats; 
sex partners; romantic partners; houseplants?]

Let me say: not all white art moms relate to 
their motherhood like I do. Some of them/us 
deploy motherhood on behalf of violence, for 
example, by flattening the difference between 
their own experience and others’. For me, I hope 
and aspire to relate to my motherhood in ways 
that generate care: about art, people who make 
art, and people who are affected by art, espe-
cially people who are affected differently than I 
am and can see patterns of violence, harm, and 
pain that I can’t. I hope your life helps you care, 
too.

—Victoria Anne Reis
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PORTL A ND ARTS SPACES

The past, present and future of Portland’s arts ecology, 
as crowdsourced by community members

The map can be viewed and edited at goo.gl/rsKNjN
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ON 

YOU IN MIND 
AT THE GALLERIES OF 

THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
COLLEGE OF ART, 

WITH EXTENDED INDIVIDUALLY AUTHOR ED 
R ESPONSES TO WORKS BY JIM HODGES, 

SHARITA TOW NE, & CLAR E PENTECOST, 

A LONG WITH A COL L AGE OF H A NDW RIT TEN NOTES ON CATHERINE OPIE ’S 
PHOTOGR APHS OF PROTEST M A RCHES CA.  20 0 6 -20 07,  TA N NAZ FA R SI’S 

 NA M ES OF IR A NIA N POLITICA L PRISONER S (W HICH APPEA R IN  
THESE PAGES AS W EL L),  & STEPHEN H AY ES ’S PAIN TINGS OF  

SITES OF TR AGEDIES AS SEEN ON GOOGLE STR EET VIEW
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Other ‘people’s’ Things: some questions & comments for ‘Jim Hodges’

“If there is no ethical ground for art-making then why are you touching other people’s things?”

   In the arrangement of everyday vulnerabilities into a language that is legible to power: who 
gets to render the most vulnerable among us into formal objects for consumption? when eating 
the other, is that violence best passed by sight or through handmade things? when you lifted the 
cries for help from the signs of the unhoused were you then possessed of the means to resolve your 
own vulnerability in the face of making? can knowledge passed directly (hand to hand, or mouth 
to mouth) in the moment be stolen? if you are given access to mysteries then who guards your body 
from betraying them into acts?

    ( the gallery doesn’t need a guard because this building is a weapon. if the bodies crying for help are 
excluded from the space those cries now occupy, no one in that space is capable of responding to them. safe 
spaces for maudlin viewings of power-over. this grid of mylar blankets is actually a wall of mirrors that 
distracts people from themselves so by definition insufficiently reflective)

necessary accoutrements are:

 - never people unless you want to carry worry stones in your pocket for every body you can 
control or destroy. 

- sometimes people if you display their vulnerability before power on the disposable objects
they are given to survive in the words by which they plead to be allowed to continue.

( we are all so vulnerable please and thank you for doing the most that you could to remind us that some 
are always more vulnerable than others every sandbag counts in the flood you can go back to surfing now btw 
what did you do with the signs? how do you contextualize your own safety & power? does recontextualizing 
the vulnerability of others give you a language to speak to your own?)

—Jamondria Harris
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Futurist visions of Black gathering and 
provocation situate our labor within a reflection 
of not only what could be, but what could have 
been.	 —Ashley Stull Meyer

what does lack feel like? Tucked into the 
back of an exhibition dominated by work that 
mostly traffics collective trauma through the 
white gaze, Sharita Towne’s This is a Black 
Spatial Imaginary presents the partial results 
of an ongoing research and social engagement 
project oriented around the refusal to separate 
past from present or future. Activating histor-
ically Black sites from NW and NE Portland 
and amassing corpuses predicated on anti-Black 
violence, the work grapples with the ways in 
which critical inquiry, tools of analytic rigor, 
and archival practice too easily result in necro-
philic autopsy and commodified criticality. 

About 40 years ago, in concert with city 
bureaucracy, Legacy Emanuel Hospital 

demolished nearly 300 Black homes for an 
urban renewal and hospital expansion project. 
As Portland came into maturity as a settlement, 
the explicit on-the-books racism of the 19th 
century gave way to the doublespeak and mar-
ket subterfuge that has become familiar today: 
urban renewal plans progressed for 10 years 
and were approved before residents were ever 
informed of the city and hospital’s intentions to 
raze the community and “correct” the “blight” 
largely engendered by banks’ refusal to give 
out loans to prospective homeowners. While 
relocated residents received some financial help 
in the process, the loss of their roots, civic pride, 
and sense of home could never be repaid. Today, 
the hospital claims to “own up” to its violent 
mistakes, but no truly reparative measures have 
been taken, and N/NE Portland continues to 
experience intense gentrification.

Curator Kristy Edmund states that the goal 
of Converge 45: YOU IN MIND is to incite and 
engage critical conversations. But most of the 
other work at PNCA opts for sublimated visual 
representations of collective trauma. Towne 
instead mostly eschews the visual, throwing the 
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viewer headfirst into a textual archive of tran-
scripts, articles in the Oregonian, municipal 
indices, and more. While the trauma on display 
here is no less aestheticized than it is elsewhere 
in the show, this nonvisual component actually 
succeeds in communicating the violence of 
past and present Portland real estate, as well as 
gesturing to the ongoing and necessary labor 
of uncovering the anti-Black machinations of 
urban development. If it feels overwhelming to 
non-Black folks, that’s because it is. The gaze 
of artist and audience is not supposed to be 
passive. The depth of research Towne presents 
here on the Legacy Emanuel expansion’s anti-
Black impact and intent cajoles the viewer into 
asking how much time and energy she is willing 
to put in to combat the pervasive effects of 
white supremacy if few or no visually titillating 
elements are presented alongside it.

A plastic table is placed in front of three 
prints and a video playing on a monitor with 
headphones. I felt like a researcher as I sat down 
and perused the set of folders on the table, which 
contained a plethora of information about the 
Legacy Emanuel expansion as well as the con-
tinuing gentrification of N/NE Portland since. 
The maps and dry catalogs of names, plots of 
land, and other data points exemplify the white 
spatial imaginary, in which market speculation 
and corporate/municipal collusion matter more 
than actual living people and neighborhoods. 
Social death means that Black folks exist outside 
of time and space, can be shuffled around at 
the whim of city bureaucracy and/or corporate 
interests as though the roots we put down don’t 
matter, don’t even exist, or are “too real to be 
real” as theorist Katherine McKittrick says. 

Towne states that “the white spatial lens is 
trained on the data and documentation,” using 
claims of “objectivity” to obscure the violence 
on which such archives are predicated. In the 
negative space of capitalist realism and its 
fantasies, the Black spatial imaginary thrives 
in opposition, not solely unearthing the traces 
of Black life that haunt these squeaky-clean 
spaces of gentrification, but situating the 

present moment in continuity with this erased, 
now-uncovered past. Black humanity leaks 
from these deracinated “objective” archives, 
pushing the audience to ask: what do we do with 
our complicity? As we speculate and attempt 
to fill in the gaps of bureaucratic memory, 
how do we center the imperative to repay what 
is owed and undo whatever damage can be 
undone? Towne does not guide us explicitly, but 
provides examples in the folders of examples of 
community organizing against gentrification 
then and now, such as the Emmanuel Displaced 
Persons Association, the Interstate Alliance to 
End Displacement, and the Portland African 
American Leadership Forum.

In particular, the PAALF’s 2013 demand 
that “Legacy Emanuel must relinquish the 
still vacant property on the corner of North 
Russell and Williams, and bequeath it to the 
African American community in the form of a 
community land trust,” and their commitment 
to “remain opposed to any development in N/
NE Portland that does not primarily benefit 
the Black community” stand as beacons for the 
audience. Instead of creating aesthetic value 
out of suffering, the critical position must 
foreground a decolonial praxis of giving away 
generational wealth, resource access, and real 
property. Everything else is ally theater. Just 
as profit is unpaid labor, aesthetics is erased 
violence, and inverting standard artistic 
paradigms as Towne’s practice does is an 
immensely valuable and contemporary gesture, 
a testament to how intermedia forms of public 
engagement and aesthetic intervention against 
the social death imposed on Black folks can not 
only defend the dead, but call on us to protect 
the living.

—manuel arturo abreu
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when i googled Claire Pentecost, what 
immediately struck me was her informality. Her 
website is an outdated Wordpress, different from 
typical artist websites that are often pristine, as 
if artworks in their own right. Her statement is 
simple, unadorned with artspeak: “The moti-
vation for my work is to learn about the world 
I live in, the world that hosts and sustains me, 
a world called earth.” Her work is motivated by 
earth. Not capitalism, not the Anthropocene, not 
climate change, just… earth. 

It turns out that this doe-eyed earnestness 
and simplicity is part of Pentecost’s crafted public 
image. Pentecost has dubbed herself a “public 
amateur,” a person who dabbles in unfamiliar 
disciplines, inhabiting the position of a hob-
byist or a dilettante. She explains: “[the public 
amateur] is someone who consents to start with 
‘I don’t know’ and proceeds by learning things in 
public view.” 

Amateurism is a sweet position to inhabit, if 
you can. We love newbies. We call them wun-
derkinds and savants. When people are new yet 
adept at their craft, the potential of their trajec-
tory is wide and undefined, as big as our imagina-
tions. They are storehouses of untapped promise. 
To identify as a beginner is to make a claim of 
innocence. It’s a way of shielding criticism, and 
absolving yourself of responsibility.

Pentecost’s Proposal for a New American 
Agriculture is a 5’ by 9’ cotton American flag that 
has been eaten through by worms. All that’s left 
of the flag is a skeletal border with limp strands 
of thread where the middle used to be. The label 
indicates that the worm feast was a process of 
vermicompost, a process of composting using 
certain species of worms that yields a nutrient-
rich fertilizer.

A destroyed American flag is a politically 
charged sight. Artists have repeatedly manipu-
lated the American flag to spotlight the country’s 
overlooked violent histories of oppression. I 
think of Faith Ringgold’s The Flag is Bleeding #2 
where she dripped blood-red paint on the stripes, 
and Demian DinéYazhi’’s AIDS Flag in which 
the stripes read “Our government continues to 

ignore the lives, deaths and suffering of people 
with HIV infection because they are queer, trans, 
indigenous, Black, Hispanic or poor.” Pentecost 
is a white artist, and it’s provocative that her 
American flag, to many a symbol of the negation 
and destruction of life for Black, brown and 
indigenous people, is used in this instance to 
enrich soil and foster life for other species. And 
yet, Pentecost’s distance from the work through 
her claim to be a “public amateur” keeps me from 
fully appreciating the work. Pentecost is not the 
only artist in YOU IN MIND who softly evokes 
political subject matters without fully commit-
ting to a stated politics, and I feel impatient by 
the entire show’s distant gestures.

In many states it is illegal to desecrate the 
American flag. I don’t bring up legality to 
criminalize Pentecost’s project, but rather to note 
that Black and brown people, even those who are 
artists, are punished for similar acts on a regular 
basis. I wish that Pentecost would be more overt 
about her intentions, and own up to the politi-
cally charged art object rather than describe it, as 
she does in her statement,  as an examination of 
“concepts, institutions, and myths that mediate 
our relationship to the natural world.” When 
curators and art critics do the work of imbuing 
an artwork with political intent, Pentecost will 
get credit. When it is disadvantageous to be 
overtly political, Pentecost can return to the 
oblique statements of curiosity about biological 
processes. Where is the risk? 

—Minh Nguyen
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