Suzanne Proulx

Artist Statement

For the past two years, I have been transforming familiar household objects to create new ones with surprising and sometimes unsettling meanings.  Most recently, those objects are artifacts that become interwoven into my daily domestic rituals and track the flow of time. 
Dust Bunnies is an ongoing project that started a year ago when I began sculpting rabbits out of my household dust and lint. The original impulse for Dust Bunnies was a humorous one, thinking about how dust bunnies seemed to invade my house and multiply just as wild rabbits were infesting the neighborhood, eating my newly-planted annuals.  I had recently had a baby and was reflecting on my inner conflict between routine domestic duties versus my creative needs.  A result of this project is that I am dovetailing and integrating the two competing demands on my time in a daily ritual of cleaning and incorporating the by-product of cleaning into art.
As I worked on the rabbits, they started to take on a different meaning.  As I sewed pieces of lint and balls of dust onto them, I become like a household forensic scientist, noticing bits and pieces of detritus that mark events in our house and the passing of time.  Things such as my son’s hair from his haircut right before his baptism, Styrofoam eyes my baby was obsessed with picking off her foam animal forms, scraps of materials from my studio floor from art I was working on at the time.  They are made up of things that are cast off from my families activities and our bodies themselves—things such as toenail clippings, flakes of skin, hair.  Rabbits are symbols of life and re-birth in many cultures.  As these rabbits evolve, they become as much about the passing of life and time and about death.  In a sense they are also about re-birth and renewal, as I take what has been shed, cast off, thrown away, no longer alive or needed and create something new. 
For Hand Soaps, I cast my own and my family’s hands in soap, and our family used each other’s “hand soaps” daily.  The routine act of washing my hands becomes a ritual of thinking of that person, especially my mother who lives a distance, my baby and son whose hands seem to grow when I am not looking.  I also plan to place some of these Hand Soaps in public restrooms where they will be used by strangers in gestures mingling intimacy and anonymity.  The soaps acquire a “patina” from use, as dirt from the real hand is transferred to the soap hand:  one soap became brown with last summer’s dirt, another dark gray from charcoal, and eventually the hands start to disappear with use.  The Hairbrush and Toothbrush series also mark time, using my son’s molars he lost at age ten in one tooth brush, his baby hair for Baby Brush, and my hair plucked from my head, sorted and gradated from black hair to white in Brush, Past, Present, Future.
       
Hatchlings is part of a series of fruits and vegetables that are hybridized with analogous human and animal parts.  I created the baby birds hatching out of oranges; referencing the reproductive role of the fruit as well as bioengineering’s “recombinants”, where animal and vegetable DNA have been combined.  Some hybrids pun on household terms, such as Potato Eyes, in which I create creatures that are humorous and disturbing that have real-looking eyes.  Witness is inspired by the poem The Colonel by Carolyn Forche, her surrealist war poem in which dried ears representing victims of war come alive and listen.  It has been exhibited on a gallery with over 150 cast human ears that appear to be emerging from the walls.  


A project I am just beginning and would be completed within a year is a life-sized figure made out of my household dust and lint.  It is meant as a composite portrait of myself made from my family’s dirt.

