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I want to welcome you and dedicate this show to all of the 
artists, students, and people who’ve suffered from the social 
effects of the pandemic.

I also want to thank Olga Hubard for making this possible.

- Dr. Mahbobe Ghods
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HaptiX is...



Haptic
/’haptik/

TECHNICAL

adjective
1. relating to or based on the sense of touch

2. characterized by a predilection for the sense of touch

noun
1. the use of technology that stimulates the senses of touch 
and motion

2. the perception of objects by touch and proprioception, 
especially as involved in non-verbal communication



HaptiX

haptic – touch – touch –
touch – proprioception –
our bodies in space the

hauntological – electrons repel and
we read “touch” not the space between.

Deep breath. Not too deep.
Mask up. Keep a glass screen between
you – a thousand miles or more – I’m

in your home, you are in mine,
we have never been so intimate
or so far. Simultaneity and the
gap & glitch of technology the
delay in your distorted voice

your image fractures, pixelates
we are together apart

NOT 

Barad’s “cutting
together apart” we map

our compass points like a
constellation across the globe, a

new figure in space we trace
& make visible the invisible the

unseen but closely held lines between
the stars of ourselves, the thread
wrapped around the index finger

of each of us, an index of
our care our knowing & not

knowing one another. We traverse
smooth spaces with retractable
maps – striating & unstriating.

I turn on the lamp,
dusk is early.



After traversing the unknown for so long, we long for more. 

It is a question that is filled with hope. 
The desire to make a connection with another soul. 
The anticipation that someone will hear our call. 

A call to response. 
                   A response to a call. 

That someone will emerge from the horizon with common 
experience to help us move forward and evolve. 

A question to be answered with the forged bonds of relation.

“Is there anybody out there?”



A group of printmakers who have shared in the 
community bounty of the printmaking studio at 
Teachers College at Columbia University -

          scattered across the globe from life experiences

- awaited the quarantine in isolation and somehow found 
a way back to each other, connected over virtual meetings 
during the pandemic. 

After countless formal professional and academic 
meetings filled with fatigue, these social meetings among 
artists brought light into our souls like a beacon of hope.

A connection between printmakers whose shared 
experiences brought life back into the eyes of artists who 
long for the tactile experience of working in a studio 
together again. 

Reminiscing on old memories and celebrating moments 
to come. Knowing that across the world, somewhere, a 
friend will answer our call...

“Is there anybody out there?”



The pandemic found me unexpectedly ‘stuck’—on my parents’ 2+ acres 
of land located in a small city and its surrounding rural area in East Tex-
as—and like so many of my printmaking friends, I was nowhere near a 
studio space, with most of my art tools and materials locked in a storage 
unit in New Jersey.  I was anxiously living in the ‘in between’, having 
recently completed my doctorate, still trying to recover from the long 
and lonely dissertation life and working on figuring out what was ‘next’, 
when everything came to a screeching halt during that 3rd week of 
March in 2020.  Soon enough, it became clear that my ‘in between’ was 
going to last longer than I had ever considered…and my creative drive 
and extroverted personality were going to need an outlet in order to 
survive, and maybe even thrive (dare I hope?), in the midst of every un-
known that crowded my socially-distanced life and the world at the time.  
So, for the first time in my life, I had the time, the presence of mind, and 
the ‘space’ with which to work the earth, to plant some seeds, and to see 
if they would grow.  



And grow they did.  But in more ways than I realized possible.  The 
Black-eyed Susan (Rudbeckia hirta), presented here in this exhibit, 
has become a symbol of that time, but also of the senses of 
possibility that rose from the earth along with the blooms 
themselves—possibilities found in new sources of inspiration, new 
materials, new and unexpected printmaking tools, new life, and 
of connections with old friends and a community of printmaking 
colleagues that stand the test of time, distance, and difficulties of 
global proportion.  



Angela Allmond



Furby and Siri, two interactive and communicative 
technologies that inspired both fascination and fear in 
the artist at different stages in her life, are used as tools to 
communicate different kinds of care to the viewer, while 
the artist’s body is used in repetition in the videos to 
enhance the sense of isolation created in COVID 
quarentines. With both Siri and Furby, the interactions 
purely with the devices are shown as wanting in this 
moment where we are searching for care and 
companionship. Instead, Siri’s voice is manipulated to 
communicate only what the artist intends, and Furby is 
now given an on/off switch so its chatter is only available 
when you choose to engage with it. In this way, the power 
is given back to the artist and the viewer, and devices that 
we often don’t understand or know how to control become 
a little more understandable, especially when paired with 
simple materials and technologies like cardboard and 
paper coffee cups. The device is manipulated to serve the 
artist’s purposes, but not in an overtly cruel way. Instead, 
the manipulations allow for more playful interaction and 
lessen what it was that initially turned me away from both 
technologies.

The hope is that the viewer will leave the exhibition 
momentarily uplifted. The work also acknowledges its 
own inadequacy. Robots are not a substitute for human 
interaction. Without being directly with you I cannot truly 
respond to your needs or care for you. Given the current 
moment, this is the best I can do, and I hope it helps at 
least a little.

Avery Forbes





Dialogue unique, lichens = algae + fungi: 
reflections of the human condition as 
humankind is invariably coerced by the forces 
of nature during extenuating circumstances, 
such as in a pandemic, and forced to 
communicate in a different way, a unique way. 

Here, a unique dialogue opens. Lichen 
represent a stable symbiotic association 
between fungi and algae; here, mutualism 
exists organically, and explicates the beneficial 
interactions that exist between the species 
members. The novel coronavirus or 
COVID-19, and its rising variants, permitted 
us to mimic lichen by highlighting mutualism 
as it exists in our printmaking 
community. 

Our community, like lichen, is mutually 
dependent on the association between human 
connection/algae and creative power/fungi. 
Beneficial interaction and connection inspired 
this body of work.

Barbara Roque





Carolin Rechberg

Wequobsque

‘At the end of the rocks’ is a 
linocut created in response to a 
‘state of being’ and impressions 
gathered during time spend 
observing nature in Martha’s 
Vineyard. 

Metaphorically speaking I had 
come up against the end of my 
rocks or cliffs, windswept and to 
mother earths elements and ocean 
exposed, washed and eroded by 
life.

At the end of one road, where 
remains to be seen the unknown 
new path, which will yet undulate 
and unfold in its unknown 
patterns. While the silent 
moments in the midst of a storm 
already hold the anticipation for a 
change in weather. 

The relief is a playful discovery of 
marks, creating a reflection of an 
inner felt environment, 
movement and texture. 

One after another, accenting like 
in life, the composition and 
composing of the whole, the 
marks are guided by conscious 
gesture, and informed by the 
essence of that what they capture 
and embody.



How to get different results by doing the 
same things over and over

“Different results” is an exploration of 
constraints, boredom, isolation and loss 
experienced in confinement over the past 
two years. An attempt to make sense of the 
peculiar feelings developed around 
the pouring of the online world in spaces 
usually reserved for private lives, the new 
(ab)normal, and a persistent sense of 
displacement. Similar shapes are worked 
and reworked, in paint, in print, in thread - 
maybe this time it’ll make sense. 



Cora Henshaw



My father passed away shortly before the 
pandemic started. Printmaking and 
community became my lifeline for 
navigating loss. It was cut short by the 
lockdown in March 2020. Therefore, an all 
consuming desire to move forward 
developed. Grief, suffering from PTSD, and 
the pandemic made me question my 
existence and where I fit in the world. 

What will I leave behind? 

What will be left of me when I am gone? 

What will be honored? 

What would be contorted and manipulated 
through others? 

My pieces are an exploration of these 
questions and my emotional journey 
through loss.



Courtney Treglia



Wanderlost is a video work that stems directly from seeking intimacy 
during this ongoing period of mandated isolation. As we physically 
separate from one another, staying socially distanced to keep each other 
safe, we lose touch, togetherness, and community. 

Taking a daily constitutional was, for the better part of a year, the only 
way of interacting with others in the authentic world. In the digital realm, 
an app, the paths of these walks were recorded and within the imagined 
world, my memories, chance encounters, remembered. 



giacinta frisillo

It’s so nice to spend this time with you.
I’ll try to remember this moment. 
Will you try, too?



All the King’s Horses began as 
an obsessive collection of the 
shells of all the eggs eaten in my 
household during the pandemic, 
begun without purpose or rea-
son beyond a felt need to save, 
collect, hoard... I saved them 
randomly at first, 
haphazardly, then I began to 
piece them back together, a 
puzzle that became a 
meditation. I adopted the 
process of kintsugi, a Japanese 
tradition in which gold is used 
to repair a broken vessel, 
rendering the shattered piece a 
new thing of beauty in its own 
right, the fracture and the repair 
becoming a part of the history 
of the object; with the pandemic 
eggshells, a short history of 
trying to repair the world, 
irreparable gaps and jagged 
holes left open. 

The kintsugi eggs inhabit glass 
curio cabinets and cases as 
precious objects, and/or as lab 
specimens, reproducing, spilling 
out/seeping over, contagious.



Kay Gordon





Soundrawings integrates a series of actions exploring the 
connections between sound and drawing. It explores too drawing 
as a response to that which comes towards us, gesture, and flow. 

Barcelona Oct 2019/Feb 2021 is one of the first actions within 
Soundrawings that puts in relationship two moments/soundscapes 
in Barcelona, and a dialogue between my drawings - initiated in 
Feb 2021 - and those of two-year-old Yasmin - which had been 
sitting in my studio since October 2019.

Laia Solé Coromina



Dr. Mahbobe Ghods is an artist, printmaker, and researcher living and
working in New York. Mahbobe works and teaches in all processes of
printmaking and uses multiple processes in her art work. Her most
recent works combines lithography, woodblock, collage, and etching.
Mahbobe holds an EdD in Art Education from Teachers College, an 
MFA and a BA from Lehman College. Mahbobe teaches printmaking at
Teachers College, Columbia University.

She has presented her research nationally and internationally. Dr.
Ghods is the recipient of several fellowships, grants, and awards.



Mahbobe Ghods

She has presented her research at CAA, NAEA, SIS and INSEA at the
University of Heidelberg. Her research interest is the transition and
change in the arts in advent of new media.

Mahbobe’s prints are exhibited nationally and internationally and are in
many different collections. In 2021, her work was named “the best work
on paper” at the Guild Hall Museum in East Hampton, New York. She 
has done special edition books, artists books, published illustrated books
and zines.



I use the phrase ‘Passing Strange’ for a series of recent prints and drawings, 
some presented here, to convey my sense of life in the city from the 
beginning of the COVID pandemic to the present.  I observed with sadness 
the city’s shut down as so many people left and we suffered many more 
tragic losses.  I now begin to understand how profoundly these changes 
continue to affect us personally and globally, but also how we are 
discovering new ways to find community.  



Maurie Brooks

My process in developing this current work has been slow, faltering, 
thoughtful and deeply satisfying. There is pleasure in working with one’s 
hands, with materials, touch, allowing time for looking, and making 
considered decisions about spatial and color relationships and 
interactions.  In this way I feel my work reflects something of the 
yearning for connection with others as we observe COVID distancing 
and safety measures, in my attempt to capture a sense of the rhythms, 
repetitions, harmonies and movement unique to this difficult and 
complex moment in time.   



Creating art is an artist’s life.  With limited materials, or even without 
any art materials, how can an artist create that life? 

An artist can create as long as she is alive.



Ming Yang Sun





I’m asking what, if any, gap exists between an above and its below or a 
bullhorn and its audience; if there is a distinction worth marking between 
anyone’s inner world and the external reality she is deeply considering.  
I’m proposing that the energy transferred in these interlocking sets 
equalizes and illuminates them, and making work that examines the 
buzz, the porousness, the warp and the weft of these perpetual 
conversations. 

My paintings are normally full of vessels - speech bubbles, skulls, cells 
and houses – and those included here are fuller and denser than usual.  
The urgent marks, heavy palette, stenciled language-like repeating forms 
and collaged layers make me feel claustrophobic still, months after 
completing them.  They are shouted, not whispered, and 
cabin-fever-induced.

Sarah Carpenter



My recent work investigates dangers caused by entanglements of 
unconscious chance caused by our actions. Whether it is about relationships 
between neighbors, the ethics of owning land, a pandemic or taking cues 
from an 1845 shipwreck. Good Luck, Whammy Board and Pandemic charms 
addresses the onslaught of Covid, this microscopic germ has trespassed upon 
all boundaries of our lives. It became my mission to find a good luck charm 
to ward off this invasive infection. Using known symbols interwoven with the 
ordinary objects raises the question of how certain talismans become symbols 
of protection and how almost any object can become one. This in part makes 
warding off evil spirits more possible in this present world in constant flux. 



Wendell Jeffrey

The Swallow and Dare Series traces the event of a shipwreck. I was taken by 
the idea of how an unscrupulous captain could possibly take a wager and 
recklessly race his ship in hopes of collecting the winnings, thinking nothing 
of risking the lives of his passengers and crew. The work explores these 
dangers and questions what it is that drives us to make these kinds of 
judgements and outcomes. When does chance cause actions beyond our 
control? What is it in that moment when the line is crossed regardless of 
others? It goes without saying that humans are good at causing problems and 
yet we also have the means to create a different story.



As a collective of printmakers, our art in the studio at 
Teachers College at Columbia University required the 
touch of one surface to another to make a print. When we 
were isolated from each other, from our studio spaces, our 
day to day events that develop our identities

Eroded in the pandemic.

Who are we if we are not
Moving
Making
Crafting
Encountering

What we found through our collective was the print we left 
on each other. The imprint of our memories and experienc-
es sharing a studio together. Through regular zoom chats 
during the pandemic, our imprint on each other revitalized 
our identities. A space of our own created within no space 
at all. 

Scattered across countries, borders, and time zones, a feel-
ing transcended through space, reality, and virtuality.

This is HaptiX.



HaptiX
A studio. 
Sensorial.
Like minds, varied talents.
Collaborative warmth,
Unyielding respect and support.
A magical union,
ignited.
Rendered stronger,
by the force and stubbornness of a pandemic.
Virtually?
Virtually.
Only to continue on its path.
Of respect for one another. 
A tacit understanding.
An unrivaled bond between us.
Evidenced here by our work.



“we are out there and so are you.”


