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My installation, flesh pixels, post perfect, aims to make 
light of the ambiguous spaces that lie in-between cruelly 
defined implementations of having a female gendered 
body. It appreciates the connected, crude structures 
supporting complex systems that survive the weight of 
gender, femme, femininity, and the daily runes of 
feminism. This Sisyphean task that I am confronted with 
allows me to question image, constructed identity, 
behavioral a�ect, and in turn, strategically engage with 
the continuous, unending hyperreal, or the enclosing 
space between the digital and the away from keyboard.  

WORKS CITED

Tierney is a persona, a performance, an avatar, a 
vessel for programs, a cyber-form derived from 
me and existing online as a bu�ering, visual 
material.  Tierney is a figuration used to explore 
the body in digital media, most likely, but not 
limited to, social media platforms such as 
Instagram. Tierney allows me to separate 
myself as an emotional and rational identity 
from an illogical, apathetic, and play-seeking 
pretender. 

When I present myself online, I feel confronted 
with the dilemma of online characterization: 
presenting as a naive and curated form or rather 
remaining truthful to one's identity, if such a 
thing is even possible. In order to troubleshoot 
this, I made the conscious decision to be 
performative when I access online spaces. 
Rather than documenting myself via social 
media with the belief that what I post holds any 
truth to my non-digital form, Tierney allows me 
to objectify myself through playful image 
manipulation that is critically self-aware. This 
dissociation does not mean that the images 
posted are false, but rather, that there is no way 
of presenting oneself in digital form that is 
wholistically accurate. Instead, it opens the 
possibility of multiple truths or an embrace of 
the artifice in which one can play, experiment, 
establish, and transcend self-expression 
without the concerns or consequences of the 
physical realm, possibly unlocking a truer sense 
of self. 

Tierney is possibly an example of Dona 
Haraway’s cyborg as she predicted in her 
Manifesto. However, Tierney acts more as a 
bu�er used to protect the chemically driven 
vehicle with a lot of feelings that fears online 
presence to the point where it acts out through 
objectification, distortions, and artifice.

WHO IS TIERNEY

The real, the digital, and the hyperreal. I find myself interpolating between each fragmented reality. Dark 
screens become mirrors and light screens become portals into expanded shells. These command 
interfaces constantly bend my sense of reality, pressuring me to convert myself into new formats and 
specified profiles of information. Age, sex, location di�use complex bodies into algorithmically deflated 
pixels of data. What happens a�er asl o�ers a multitude of rage against the machines. 

Rage against the algorithm.

Glitch feminism teaches me to search for the lagging, breaking, bu�ering, opportunities for me to 
abjectly rejoice in the pleasure of ambiguity. Nothing exists in a completed state of being. Instead, by 
refusing to be absolute, the individual processes reflect a perverse sensibility felt bouncing throughout 
the space of the gallery. A dreamy bedroom from my teens feels strangely like the allures of a strip club. 
Immersed in the glow of the sultry lights, I cannot escape the trappings of my hyper-performative body. 
We must pass through the dayglo tunnel that visually causes the layers behind it to seem pigmented 
with green air. Once gone, turned o�, fully dark, remains a dusty glow of the once saturated space. 
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In_my_feed
This is what & who I am looking at. This 
is what is stuck in my head. This is some 
reading. This is fueling me. This is who I 
wish to be. This feel ok about something 
I feared. This is ongoing. 

”...I use these people online just as much as they’re using me and I’m secretly really 
happily ashamed of that. I use people online because I can’t bring myself to do it IRL. 
See the connections? I think my way of somehow ritualistically absolving myself of this 
shame is by producing these videos. The product for me is a kind of stain, and I think 
the footage reflects it—it is all really dark and self-aware in this way.”

-shawnee michaelain holloway
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In my video work, sending myself kisses, 
Tierney performs a similar task to Narcissus: 
looking at and trying to kiss her reflection. The 
video is shot from beneath the surface of the 
water with a plane of glass between the camera 
and the artist. I am interested in the surface of the 
canvas as a portal similar to that of mediated 
digital spaces. In an epic theater moment in 
which the fourth wall, an imagined “wall” that 
separates an audience from a performer, is 
broken and following in the cannon of 
cyberfeminism, the video explores contextual 
understandings of gender through mythology in 
a gender bending representation of the artist 
questioning the di�erences between indulgent 
narcissism and a need to know oneself as well as 
coping with the trappings of digital identity and 
performance.  

The faults of digital utopias like Tierney continue 
the tragedy of mediated life. Online culture is as 
much a burning hell as it is a playground of 
senseless hope. Violated by capitalist 
propaganda and unwavering misogyny, the 
artifice of constructing our online avatars does 
not free us, and might even directly condemn us, 
to participate in the continuation of flawed 
institutions and false freedoms. The social 
performance of equal rights online does not 
always equal corrective action. For good or bad, 
the digital landscape of social media must 
require a more critical consideration of our role 
in our communities and as allies, and as 
educators and learners. 

IMMAT E R I A L  IMMAT E R I A L  IMMAT E R I A L  

I think the work helps me with my sensitivity. I feel 
burdened, prisoner to a cyberworld. The work helps 
me confront a backwards sense of truth in a hyper 
performative space. Acting out in subtle ways. Twist-
ing my sense of self until I see myself as object or 
material and have finally departed from an overly 
sensitive and spiraling, thought-driven blood bag. I 
peel away and manipulate the surface of myself into 
object and image. It is from these moments that I 
birthed Tierney. Her genesis was my digital o�spring.  

I embrace the space in-between defined things, abject uncertainty, and rejection 
of specificity. Ambiguity asserts challenging notions that override our concrete 
understanding of ourselves and the things, objects, and concepts that delineate 
us. Ambiguity gushes into our amygdala when the limitations we’ve set faults and 
we collapse into uncertainty. 

My interest in ambiguity takes immaterial form as an attitude that flows between 
ideas and occasionally emerges through irrational objects or subversive, nuanced 
actions. It privileges the experience of the audience and skims the surface of the 
space, o�en going unseen. In my installation, I aim to bring out moments of the 
material-immaterial that guide the audience to notice the subtle ways in which 
reflections emerge based on the relationship of one object to another. It takes 
advantage of the in-between: the real, the digital, and the hyperreal. My work does 
not end at the bevel of a television monitor, but continues into the depth of a 
reflective floor, the warping of linear color on plastic bubbles, the hotspot of a light 
illuminating glitter, and considers the objectivity of the canvas’s four edges. I 
pigeon my way through space. I create a composition of objects that activate one 
another. I saturate the eye, stimulating our cones, so when I leave the space, the 
space holds onto my eyes for seconds a�er the work lays behind me. I see green. 
The immaterial substance in the work subjects me to phenomenon that toys with 
my senses.  

I see my work existing between the ‘What’ 
and ‘If’ of Gaga Feminism. This uncertain 
space of exploration is ripe with potential. 
This is the space of the glitch. It’s the action 
taken when we allow curiosity to drive us. 
The phrase ‘what if’ itself is kinetic with 
potential. When I ask this question in my 
studio or apply it to objects, labor, or 
desires, I give myself and my audience a 
freedom to insert their own associations 
into the work. This has driven me to want to 
know more about my relationships to 
di�erent concepts such as gender or 
feminism. I open a space, a portal, for others 
to fill. This space is asking me to redefine, or 
simply define for myself, what it means to be 
seen as a woman, to be seen as a body, to be 
seen as a representative of Feminism. I don’t 
fully reject any reading of my work. Like 
that’s even possible.  

This is the ambiguous space. It’s where I give myself permission to fail 
by asking what if. I play with those awkward in-betweens and tense 
multi-positioned chokeholds. 

The glitch is uncomfortable.  

What if I don’t want to be a feminist? What 
if I don’t represent feminism correctly? 
What if I like the color pink? What if I like 
something that’s been gendered accord-
ing to my assigned sex at birth? What if I 
give myself permission to choose? What if 
I yell and take up space and laugh loudly 
and listen and encourage? What if my 
work is read as choice feminism? What if I 
see some good in that? What if I can’t 
100% agree with any specific notion of 
sex, eroticism, feminism, gender, etc.? It 
feels very privileged to even ask these 
questions. But I know that. I know my 
work right now is an investigation that is 
personal. What if I don’t give a fuck if you 
care who I am? What if I spend my time 
trying to care about myself? Look, I'm just 
asking questions.  

Blue raspberry is the most artificial flavor in my opinion. The 
color, the made-up fruit, the pretend-ness of it all. I love that idea.  

My good friend wrote about my work, “Artifice is the possibility for self-exploration, not the 
error.” I write scripts for myself. They are usually a strange set of labor practices, chewing gum, 
life casting my body in silicone and trying to put it back on, making pattern-less fishing lures, 
digitally rendering myself as a headless goliath held by my cyber counterpart. I played dress 
up for a long time. I think I still do. I embrace artifice when I play with who I could be and what 
I could make or do.  

I use the filter to expose and investigate complex social power dynamics. I create my artifice 
and, like a fly-fishing lure, mimic and play with the pressure of having a performed identity 
both digitally and IRL/AFK. The artifice helps to cope with the interference and necessity of the 
screen. I don’t know which way of looking at myself is authentic or holds any sort of truth. Why 
does an expression of artifice feel like a truthier version of me? I cling to the fragile surface 
tension that I have built in order to be gazed upon by others, by gender, through the screen, 
and history.  

Digital spaces where the ambiguities between flesh and pixel flourishes. The cyborg gives up 
ownership but gains agency over a body or image. It is full artifice, deceit, abject reality, and 
disguised manipulation. AFK, these forms look funny to me. Sort of pathetic and dumb. I care 
about them though and want to hold them, sleep with them. I pay attention to the accessories 
of the digital space. I want these props to have some right to exist without the artifice of the 
environment. IF that’s possible. They seem to insert themselves into the space as 
independent characters. 

A depiction of Tierney as Narcissus reveals a sense of empathy towards the 
character in Ovid’s Metamorphoses Book III. The story of Narcissus, in short, is 
about a hunter who dies because he is punished when he is given a chance to 
know himself. A hunter, who carries a negative reputation, is followed by Echo, a 
nymph who can only repeat what has been said to her. Echo, in love with 
Narcissus, watches him out of sight and occasionally repeats his calls back to him. 
When Echo feels he has called upon her, she runs and throws herself at him. 
Narcissus rejects the embrace and Echo, in defeat, retreats to a cave where they 
die in heartbreak. Narcissus, upon looking into a still body of water to drink, sees 
his reflection and falls in love with himself. He lives out his narrative trying to kiss 
his reflection and ultimately dies of thirst or drowning and then becomes a 
da odil. I see the story of Narcissus as a tragic, complex punishment. He was 
stalked and then assaulted. His punishment, from casting away Echo and for his 
negative behaviors preceding this event, exist as a true form of cruelty: knowing 
and loving oneself to death. 

In a time that forces us to confront our image daily whether we consent to it or 
not, the story of Narcissus feels like a fate we all encounter. Mediated life is tragic. 
We are both great hunters, and yet dying of thirst or drowning in the water we 
look at. 

It’s commonplace now to discuss many concepts such as gender, sex, or identity 
as societally constructed ideas. We are not born genders, we are assigned them 
and taught complex, limiting definitions of what those assignments mean. Digital 
media deals an interesting interruption to those definitions, allowing people to 
explore more expanded understandings of their self-expressions and 
performativity.  
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Claire: The first question I want to ask is about AI. 
I've been really wondering like, where it is in the 
work, why it is important, and maybe we can talk 
specifically about the flies and this need that you, 
Claire Tierney Anderson, that need you feel to 
include them in the work. I know they've been a 
really frustrating program, right? That’s what we 
call them?  
Claire Tierney Anderson: Yeah, I call them 
programs, pathways.  
C: Cool. So why are the flies an important pathway 
or program in your work?  
CTA: Well. I think, you know, there's this reference 
in my work between the digital and performative 
work and these really delicately made, small, but 
like, there's a lot of them. These flies, these little 
objects, or sculptures that are functionally 
functionless? Functionlessly functional? I don't 
know haha I really want to include them; I think 
they are this strange aside but interesting bridge 
between a lot of the concepts I've been working 
with whether its gender and ideas of gender as a 
constructed concept or as like an object that's 
undergone so many di�erent non-traditional to 
their medium processes and specifically AI as one 
of them. And it doesn't always at this point in my 
work, it doesn't know how to show up. I guess that 
makes sense because AI is kind of this weird 
undercurrent that is extremely present in our 
world and becoming more present. But still has 
this strange invisible, faceless, form? Yeah.  
Tierney: Do you know where you're going with 
this? I feel like you're kind of getting stuck.  
CTA: Yeah, you're right. I'm not sure what to say. I 
think... I don't know what I think.  
T: Yeah, I don't know if you know what you think 
either.  
CTA: Do you know what you think?  
T: Um yeah but it's mostly based on whatever's 
coming from you.  
CTA: That's really true. I suppose we're pretty close 
in proximity.  
T: Yeah, we are. I'm literally made from you.  
C: Well, let me interject and direct the question a 
little more specifically. What about the AI flies, your 
program is called "TiedUP" right? What draws you 
to them?  

CTA: Yeah, it's called "TiedUp". It's using a machine 
learning program called RunwayML. It started with 
a data set that I made based o� of my flies that I 
hand-tied. And I ran them through and now the 
computer makes its own. I love the imagery that 
comes out of what the computer thinks a fly looks 
like, right? When it’s taken out of my hands and 
given to this di�erent source of information that's 
only translating what it knows from what it's been 
given which is this data set of flies and aside from 
the funny puns and metaphors we can use, I think 
it shows this incredible way that digital spaces sort 
of obliterate an idea or object, completely change 
its function and its way of existing, right? Solely 
through this imagery that can be somewhat 
infinitely produced in these tiles when you look at 
them on the screen. But from there, they’re really 
confusing and weird where to take them and you 
get these really great moments where the idea of a 
fly is really broken down and becomes these really 
mysterious images where like, the structure itself is 
only through its surface. What could be read as 
feathers or hackle that we tie to a fly don't need to 
rely on the structure of the hook but instead just 
become these colorful, beautiful and fractured 
versions of an idea that depart from the original 
armature or like, the things it does need to rely on 
in the AFK version, or the non-digital version, the 
sculptures or objects. And its function as well, 
where it can't be used in a way that it would be in 
order to catch fish and hunt. And then that whole 
meaning changes when we talk about online 
identity or this fractured, surface version of online 
identity that's somewhat based in what we could 
consider a truth but ultimately reveals other 
possible truths. I think for me, the AI flies make 
sense as a second version of Tierney.  
T: Yeah, I mean derived from you. I'm this fractured 
version, this very specifically presented and 
programmed version of you that's displayed online 
and maybe can't be presented in real life and I 
think the same thing happens with the flies right? 
Like they’re a counterpart of their- if I'm derived 
from you, they're derived from a data set. So I think 
they’re just two pathways sitting next to each other 
showing concepts that we both have in us in wildly 
di�erent ways. Maybe those can't be seen directly 
when you just look at the resulting images but the 
process in which each thing, myself as Tierney
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and the flies through the TiedUp program, we 
become like our glitched selves, these moments of 
opportunity where there's interesting spaces that 
can be filled and read and interpreted and flooded 
with these weird ideas that we can look at as these 
third parties or derivative images. 

C: I would like to talk about surfaces and how we 
read surfaces. Maybe we can start with you, 
Tierney. Do you see yourself as the surface?  
T: I do. I think I am distilled, reduced. The reduction 
that’s a more saturated, rich version of the person, 
the physical body, the physical make-up that I 
come from. I’m this distilled, what’s the word I’m 
looking for… The answer’s yes. I have a lot of 
limitations in the way that I’m read. I end up being 
more of a manifestation of ideas that can only 
happen because of my surface self, myself existing 
as images or an idea or a cyborg makeup sourced 
from Claire Tierney, so I think that o�ers an 
interesting view on the way that I’m read by other 
people. It’s very much about the visual image 
that’s produced and therefore read, thought 
about, and deciphered by the audience who 
decide what those ideas mean. That energy that’s 
produced has an attitude involved with the image 
that the audience is looking at instead of maybe 
deeper, more communicative, complex bodies that 
real bodies have.  
C: Great start. Claire Tierney, how do you think this 
idea of the surface translates in your other work 
and how does it show up?  
CTA: Most obviously, when I’m making the physical 
works or objects it is very much pushing and 
manipulating surfaces and building the flatness 
and how the flatness is then going to be read and 
e�ected by anything surrounding it. Right now, a 
lot of my focus is on reflections. So, the way that 
one work creates a relationship to another just by 
proxy is going to a�ect what is created or what is 
reflected on that surface. It’s very much about the 
materiality of it. Whether that material causes us to 
think about abject bodies or maybe seeing 
ourselves in it as viewers. Me as myself and not as 
Tierney or some other viewer coming in and seeing 
themselves in the work, and I mean literally seeing 
themselves in the work or maybe it’s by this subtle 
illusion of the work, reflecting pools, water, or even 
maybe more contextual ideas of gender, feminism, 
as more of like a shallow pool of really complex 
ideas.  
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C: Regarding the use of silicone in your work. It 
tends to be a go to material for you, Claire Tierney. 
Why do you so o�en turn to silicone as a material?  
CTA: Great question. I am in love with it haha to be 
honest. I mean, I don’t use it in a traditional sense 
for mold making or for casting. The closest I’ve 
come is casting my body in silicone but even then, 
it’s not used as replicas. They tend to be 
stand-alone pieces of the material or applied onto 
a surface to create like a new skin.  
C: Yeah, that makes sense. What specifically about 
this surface, silicone makes it an important 
material in your work? 
CTA: I think there’s something very immediate 
about confronting that material. It tends to have a 
very haptic or abject response. It reads so o�en as 
skin, right? Like this so�, squishy, fleshy layer. It’s 
peeled away, makes this great noise, this great 
flubbery sound when it hits other surfaces. Upfront 
it’s a great way to talk about the body as an object 
or the body in other objects, or making objects in 
relationship to my body, maybe like, this great 
equalizer by applying a skin similar to my own onto 
other objects. Silicone as a general material is 
really vastly applied and used even to the point of 
me chewing gum is another form of silicone.  
C: Tierney, how does it play into your uses of it? I 
hope that makes sense. 
T: I think I know what you mean. I don’t have a 
physical skin. As we’ve talked about, my 
limitations are o�en just by viewing me through 
flattened lenses of digital space that’s expansive 
but still flat and on the surface. I had this unique 
opportunity where I got to try on a skin that was 
from Claire Tierney. She made it for me. I had this 
moment of this awkward, not comfortable, 
attempt at putting on my own skin and then 
wearing it under clothing, this work suit. It was 
heavy, literally, but also in a figurative way. To have 
to identify and actually feel the weight of an organ 
instead of the fleshy… I mean it doesn’t 
decompose, silicone, the way that a human’s body 
would decompose but this weight that wasn’t 
individual or only the physical weight of putting it 
on but really the weight of the attachments of 
having a body. It was incredible and awkward and 
hard and funny.  

CTA: If I can interject. I am so happy to give Tierney 
a skin to put on and record that process. To use it 
again and again in works like the flies or other 
sculptures and objects that I make. These weird 
ambiguous forms that we project concepts and 
understanding onto because of their ambiguity, 
the weird uncertainty of not being able to define 
something according to our language and 
definition of things is such a good, I suppose glitch, 
where we have to think about what something is or 
could be. It’s an opportunity space where 
uncertainty and not knowing something to its 
fullest extent allows for thoughts of possibility. 
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Despite the volume of the work, spilling out of 
my space and corrupting others, the glow 
cannot hide a vulnerable attitude that reveals 
my emotional boundaries that exist in the real. I 
carry social weight that has consequences. I 
choose to kiss the glitch, not to kill the program. 
The burden of womanhood means having to riot 
against what is rotting foundations, yet I am still 
delicately avoiding the eggshells. I am not 
leading the revolt. I am living with the daily 
implications of having a body with meanings 
that force me to recognize the trappings of 
spectators and act accordingly, yet subversively. 
Tierney does not need to be nude to stretch a 
woman’s skin over her body.  

Artifice is like sugar coating. It’s the playful way 
to aggressively act out against historically 
categorized norms like gender. I think rioting 
can look subtle in my work, but it is important to 
redefine not reject my femininity. I write the 
terms and conditions for being a female 
presenting cis woman. Lisa Franks art was so 
intensely artificial with its shiny, rainbow 
flavored, happy puppies and dolphins that the 
girliness feels repelling or noxious. I’m going to 
be so feminine; you’ll hate it.  

I feel the eyes of the panopticon like Shu Lea 
Cheang. My digital presence is haunting me, and 
my timelines shorten. I am no longer living years 
of my life but decades in the span of a minute. I 
am predefined in my body, behavior, and 
desires but unlearning dualities is not always 
visually present. I watch Victoria Sin’s Narrative 
Reflections on Looking, but my Femmeness still 
hides in the shadows of heteronormativity. Art 
dads like Robert Gober, Mathew Barney, and 
Martin Creed inspire absurdity, material charis-
ma, and idk... vomit? My mothers have worked 
so much harder. Martha Rosler, Carolee Schnee-
mann, Janine Antoni, Hannah Wilke, Andrea 
Fraser... Although, the Guerilla Girl’s question 
still stands, “Do I have to be naked to make art?” 
If I do, how will I possibly get a job with the inter-
net never ceasing to let go of me? 

We have an internet baby being raised by, a weird top-friends list,  glittery, 
blinky-banner, aim driven world. I  played with physical Barbies, American Girl Dolls, and 
Polly Pockets in my tangible, sticky-hand world while equally spending as much time 
building online characters with similar imager y and narratives about low rise jean 
wearing, butterfly wing having, big eye blinking, magic girls. Bubbles, Buttercup and 
Blossom were saving Townsville from toxic masculinity and Cat-dog was… a thing. I  
spent days consuming the Kate Moss-ian, pro-ana, Bukowski drenched imagery of 
Tumblr and sexy, dirty transformations of the Christinas and Britanys.
 
I  downloaded Snapchat and sent my first vanishing 3 second pictures in high school and 
started posting on an Instagram around the same time. I  developed crushes via AIM and 
posted status updates like “can’t wait to get home and drink a diet coke with lime! �” but 
choose to be apathetically “invisible” instead of “available.”  

The first time I realized what being female meant was when my mother told me to put a 
shirt on but not the boys. Bullshit.  But I  also wore a wedding veil to my kindergarten 
interview and thought being gay was so cool because it meant I  could marry my girl  best 
friend. Biology was both a cautionary tale and a way to understand the complexities 
between material form and societal weirdness. I  always faced the intersections between 
bodies and ideas. I  quickly figured out thingness vs. object.  

I  think the novelty of girliness wore o�, probably around the time I was initiated into a 
sorority. Fashion and self-expression became a defense mechanism that would keep one 
foot out of every social group I was connecting with. I  was empowered when I wore heals 
while using a table saw. That’s still  badass as fuck.  

At 26 I’m faced with a pandemic driven online world while my hometown is being burned 
to the ground as a result of the pain an entire community is consumed by. Ai and 
algorithms are kind of ever ywhere. My femaleness is more confusing than ever. I  am 
learning how to be a better ally every day. I’m unlearning internalized misogyny. Failure, 
glitches, joy, curiosity, uncertainty, subjectivity, chromophilia.

HERstory

In Legacy Russel's book, Glitch Feminism: A Manifesto, Russel expands on the legacy of 
Cyberfeminism by embracing the fantastic failures happening in digital spaces and defines these 
failures as “the glitch”. The glitch acknowledges that the body is an imaginary idea rather than a 
fixed form and it operates according to social, political, and cultural assumptions. The glitch 
questions and pushes back against performed scores and instead calls to action the ways we 
break free through the failures of gender definitions. Russel believes in digital spaces as a 
landscape that allows for discourse of race and gender that doesn’t adhere to the mirrored 
images and reference points that become limited Away From Keyboard. Russel explains that we 
can dematerialize the body by continuing to abstract the space between AFK and the digital.  

Approaching Feminism AFK, Jack Halberstam writes about Gaga Feminism in his book Gaga Feminism: Sex, 
Gender, and the End of Normal. Halberstam touches on similar ideas to Russel by o�ering a more fluid, 
shi�ing idea of gender rather than assigned beliefs of behavior trained by heterosexual bodies. By simply 
stating “What if?”, Halberstam opens the door to negotiating gender through a queer lens and recognizes 
that most adults have broken from the traditional or normative lifestyles associated with or determined by 
gender. So, what if we stopped training gender through behavior and what if we allow life to begin with 
more open unpressured desires that can also shi� as people grow? Halberstam’s Feminism believes less in 
punishing existing challenges produced from a capitalist climate and instead, hopes to embrace the weird 
complexities through understanding. Similar to Glitch Feminism, Gaga Feminism takes an empathetic 
response to the failures in our system and encourages the potential of these alternative opportunities.  

GAGAGAGAGLITCHGLITCH

https://www.legacyrussell.com/GLITCHFEMINISM
http://www.shawnemichaelainholloway.com/apersonalproject
http://ghebaly.com/work/kathleen-ryan-bad-fruit/
https://museemagazine.com/features/2020/3/3/molly-soda-daughter-of-the-internet-m5cwa
http://petra cortright
https://www.taylorprendergast.com/digital-1
https://www.taylorprendergast.com/digital-1
https://www.chloewise.com
https://www.dazeddigital.com/tag/arvida-bystrom
https://www.jillianmayer.net
https://www.amanda-wall.com/
https://petra-collins.com/?gclid=Cj0KCQjw2NyFBhDoARIsAMtHtZ6MuGtCFe-DlpDKMFK33NmxwUbOkOFTqeDijS3iGntLEjwFE23nkIoaAtj1EALw_wcB
http://www.eai.org/titles/1545
https://www.moma.org/learn/moma_learning/carolee-schneemann-up-to-and-including-her-limits-1973-76/
http://www.janineantoni.net/#/ingrown/
https://londonartunravelled.com/2018/12/05/the-artist-that-was-too-beautiful-for-feminism-hannah-wilke/
https://www.tate.org.uk/art/artworks/fraser-little-frank-and-his-carp-t12324
https://www.tate.org.uk/art/artworks/fraser-little-frank-and-his-carp-t12324
http://evenmagazine.com/matthew-barney/
https://www.artnews.com/art-news/reviews/from-broccoli-to-toilet-paper-martin-creeds-accumulations-fill-the-voorlinden-museum-8452/
http://www.ubu.com/film/goldstein_shane.html
https://www.erwinwurm.at/artworks.html
https://art21.org/watch/extended-play/alex-da-corte-57-varieties-short/
https://www.moma.org/collection/works/56500
http://brianbress.com/
https://frieze.com/article/society-has-become-biggest-panopticon-interview-shu-lea-cheang
http://Victoria Sin
http://www.shawnemichaelainholloway.com/apersonalproject
http://www.shawnemichaelainholloway.com/apersonalproject
http://hornylilfeminist.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dtkDV30Gkcw
http://stanyakahn.com/files/Kahn_2015_0923_BlouinArtInfo.pdf
https://stanyakahn.com/files/Kahn_Dalton.pdf
https://ovid.lib.virginia.edu/trans/Metamorph3.htm
http://www.jackhalberstam.com/gaga-feminism/
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