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The rightly celebrated US artist Andrea Zittel, 49, wears the 
same clothes every day for weeks on end. It’s part of her 
ongoing examination of our daily lives, aimed at discovering 
what we can live without. Her anti-consumerist project A-Z 
West lures all sorts of travellers and creatives to the tawny 
California desert to join in her pioneering study. Andrea’s an 
enthusiastic blogger of her fully disclosed life: visit Zittel.org 
to see what her newly bruised knees and this spring’s skirt will 
look like, and to find out exactly what krok bragd is. 

One hundred and forty miles east of 
Los Angeles on the fringes of a vast na-
tional park, where two deserts meet and 
packs of coyotes roam free, an artist 
called Andrea Zittel has embarked on 
a unique experiment. In this landscape 
of ancient rounded boulders, she’s exa-
mining every aspect of day-to-day liv-
ing – from clothing, furniture, food and 
shelter to personal relationships and 
our interactions with the outdoors – in 
an effort to understand human nature 
and tackle the biggest question we can 
ask ourselves: Why are we here? 
 If this sounds overly ambitious, it 
may be because our notions of what art 
can be have become inextricably linked 
to the market and the commodifica-
tion it imposes. Which means Andrea 
has pulled off a rare feat: she has dis-
associated herself from many of the 
art world’s values and chosen to live 
far from its centres of power, yet she 
is acclaimed in those very same cen-
tres for her unwavering artistic vision. 
She’s represented by top galleries in 
New York, Los Angeles, London, Berlin 
and Milan. “Over the years, her work 
has never compromised itself in terms 
of the market or shifting public taste,” 
says the London dealer Sadie Coles, 
who has collaborated with her for near-
ly two decades. “Andrea has remained 
extremely constant and authentic to 

her own interests and investigations.” 
Through her network of galleries, 
Andrea sells sculptures, installations, a 
variety of compact living units includ-
ing customised trailers – which go for 
between $60,000 and $250,000 – and 
works on paper ($15,000 to $30,000). 
The funds she raises are pumped back 
into her artistic practice in the desert. 
She moved to the Joshua Tree National 
Park nearly 15 years ago and has built a 
compound called A-Z West at the foot 
of a hill of massive jumbled rocks on a 
slope overlooking a wide valley. There 
she lives with her 10-year-old son 
Emmett, runs a busy studio, and hosts 
students, artists and other like-minded 
guests. There are dogs, too.
 The nearby town of Joshua Tree is 
home to nature lovers who want to live 
near the national park; Andrea goes 
there often. Less frequently, she goes 
to Twentynine Palms, the next town on, 
which is home to one of the largest mil-
itary training areas in the United States, 
complete with a fabricated Middle 
Eastern village where troops train be-
fore deployment to Iraq. It also has a 
drug problem: local youths, struggling 
to find work, turn to selling crystal 
meth here, although the situation has 
improved in recent years with the arriv-
al of people from Los Angeles looking 
for second homes. Andrea has friends 
in all these different groups. “I wanted 
to have friends who aren’t artists,” she 
says. “Over the years, I’ve dated a lot 
of local people here, like a radiator me-
chanic and a guy who worked at the lo-
cal hardware store, and so I felt I was 
able to fit in really easily.” 
 This March, the Palm Springs Art 
Museum, an hour’s drive in the other di-
rection, will exhibit new textiles made 
in a weaving workshop in Andrea’s 
studio, along with others chosen by 
the artist from the museum’s modern 
and Native American collections. Also 
on show will be her A-Z Aggregated 
Stacks: shelving and storage units built 
from assortments of cardboard boxes 
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covered in layers of white plaster. Like 
many of Andrea’s works, these are both 
sculptures that play with the language of 
modernism and its ordered grids by in-
troducing an organic quality, and func-
tional objects intended to be used by the 
collectors who live with them.

I visit A-Z West on a perfect sunny win-
ter’s day. On arrival, I’m greeted by 
Andrea’s pack of rescue dogs – Mona 
Winona, Maggie Peppercorn and 
Owlette – who dart in and out of her 
studio and patrol the compound. Two 
more dogs, whose owner works in the 
nearby community of Yucca Valley, 
come here during office hours. “It’s so 
that they don’t have to be alone all day,” 
explains Andrea. There are long-haired 
cats – Mooncloud and Stripy Tigerwolf 

– and chickens and pigeons. Living with 
animals connects you to nature in an in-
valuable way, she says. 
 Andrea, who turns 50 this year, is 
a tall, willowy wisp of a woman whose 
long dark tresses are arranged in side- 
plaits that give her a girlish, Pippi 
Longstocking look. She speaks softly 
in measured tones. At first, she’s care-
ful, almost reticent, when answering my 
questions: “I think a lot of damage can 
be done by allowing one’s identity to be 
shaped by other people. Sometimes it’s 
better to have a low profile and have 
control over it.” 
 She’s sporting a floor-length A-line 
grey wool skirt sewn for her by a friend 
and based on a vintage black leather 
skirt Andrea found in a second-hand 
shop last year. “I really fell in love with it, 
so we copied the pattern.” She’s paired 
it with a dark grey wool vest, which she 
crocheted herself and which she wears 
over an off-the-shelf long-sleeved black 
wool top. This is her winter uniform, 
and she’ll put on these same garments 
every day for several months until the 
weather changes and she sets them 
aside for cooler attire. At night, she sim-
ply removes the skirt and vest and sleeps 
in the long-sleeved top and the thermal 

tights she wears underneath – she owns 
multiple versions of both. “I try to cut 
down the time I do unnecessary things,” 
she explains. “I only wash my hair once 
a week; I only take a shower every other 
day. We don’t sweat that much here be-
cause it’s so dry.” 
 Andrea started designing her own 
clothing and wearing a seasonal uni-
form more than two decades ago. “What 
makes us feel liberated is not total free-
dom, but rather living in a set of limi-
tations that we have created and pre-
scribed for ourselves,” she writes in 
These Things I Know for Sure, a personal 
manifesto of sorts that she devised in 
2005. Comfort and practicality dictate 
her designs. “In the fall I made a black 
skirt, and then I realised it was a total 
dog hair magnet, so now I only wear 
things that match the dog hair.” Her 
uniform saves her time in other ways 
too. Packing for trips is easy, although 
she always travels with an emergency 
backup garment in case she spills red 
wine on her skirt. 
 Her choice of clothing exemplifies 
her journey as an artist, which she’s 
spent examining what it is that we re-
ally need to survive and prosper – it’s a 
one-woman protest against a contempo-
rary culture predicated on shopping for 
useless objects, a culture which teaches 
us that we define ourselves by the prod-
ucts we buy rather than the way we 
live our lives. She’s designed or made 
many of the items which decorate her 
home, a renovated and expanded cabin 
at the heart of A-Z West first erected 
under federal homesteading laws that 
gave free land to settlers who agreed 
to build on it – part of an effort to colo-
nise the West. The floor and one wall 
of the kitchen and dining area are cov-
ered in gold, white and black patterned 
tiles she designed herself: “I’m really 
into patterns, because they’re infinite 
in every direction,” she says. Three of 
her Aggregated Stacks cover another 
wall, though she’s hardly put anything 
on their shelves. “For me, clutter is a 
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Andrea Zittel

 A-Z West, which occupies 35 acres of 
California’s high desert, is situated right 
next to Joshua Tree National Park, and 
Andrea has developed it with pioneering 
zeal. The Wagon Station encampment, 
pictured here, consists of 12 A-Z Wagon 
Stations, all designed by Andrea; guests 
are welcome to stay in them twice a year. 
The only payment is an hour’s work every 
morning — known as the Hour of Power. 
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form of insanity, and I feel really good 
emotionally when there’s not too many 
things out,” she says as she makes me 
cinnamon-infused Bengal Spice tea, 
which she serves in a large bowl.
 She chooses the objects that sur-
round her carefully. “I’ve had rela-
tionships fail because I didn’t like the 
contents of my boyfriend’s medicine 
cabinet,” she (sort of) jokes. In this re-
spect, living with her 10-year-old son, 
Emmett, is challenging (Andrea is rais-
ing him with the boy’s father, who lives 
in a nearby town). “Emmett likes hav-
ing rows and rows of objects out, and he 
won’t ever get rid of anything no matter 
how trivial it is. I tell him what I think, 
but children are really strong-willed, and  
I can’t change the way he thinks. It’s a 
lesson for me in letting go.” 
 One of her first projects as an art-
ist was an attempt to declutter the life 
of her friend Jon Tower. It was the ear-
ly ’90s, and she’d recently arrived in 
New York after completing a master’s 
in fine art at the Rhode Island School 
of Design. Jon was also a young artist, 
struggling to survive and living in the 
basement of an apartment building in 
Manhattan. “Somehow he had access 
to this little storage area where people 
put their skis. And he had tons of stuff; 
he was definitely a hoarder. I felt like he 
was basically a very attractive guy, but 
there were tweaks he could do to en-
hance what he had going for him. We 
identified his goal, which was that he re-
ally wanted a boyfriend, but anyone he 
brought home would be really freaked 
out by his living situation. One of the 
main things we did was to photograph 
his things and then throw them out. And 
it worked. He found a boyfriend.” 
 The Jon Tower Life Improvement 
Project, which lasted several months, 
was a pivotal moment for Andrea. “I 
was figuring out what my art is and 
what it isn’t, and I decided that after 
Jon I was going to focus on using my-
self as the guinea pig for my experi-
ments.” In the early ’90s, Andrea was 

working in the Pat Hearn Gallery in 
New York when the recession hit, and 
she watched numerous mid-career art-
ists “lose their galleries and have to go 
and get jobs. And it was almost impos-
sible for a young artist to get taken on 
by a gallery; I realised how disposable 
artists were. So I think I always wanted 
to have autonomy, where I didn’t need 
to wait for a gallery to show my art to 
make it public, to make it relevant.” She 
ended up renting a small, cheap store-
front in Brooklyn, living in the bathroom 
and making art in the front room. “The 
minute I had that space I felt really free.  
I didn’t need anything from anyone,” 
she says. In 1991 she came to the atten-
tion of Andrea Rosen, one of New York’s 
most highly regarded art dealers, and 
though it took Zittel a long time to trust 
her, she’s now been with the gallery for 
nearly two decades. “I have so much re-
spect for her now,” the artist says, “but I 
was really critical in the beginning.”

The key to understanding how Andrea 
chooses to live lies in her formative 
childhood experiences. She grew up 
on the outskirts of Escondido, a small 
city north of San Diego, where her 
parents moved when she was a baby. 
They built a house on a plot of scrub-
land bought from the only other set-
tler in the area, a man Andrea and her 
younger brother Wayne grew up calling 
Uncle Bud. “It was just his house and 
ours; it was like the suburban ’70s fron-
tier.” But by the time she was a teenag-
er, the area had been completely devel-
oped. “It had become a full-on suburb, a  
total urban sprawl. There was a beauti-
ful park, and they built a big shopping 
mall on it. I used to run around in the 
hills alone as a kid, and then that all 
disappeared. Humanity felt like a vi-
rus or a parasite that was just taking 
over everything. I wanted to move to 
the desert because it’s a much more 
severe landscape and I thought other 
people would be less inclined to move 
here.” Today A-Z West sits on 35 acres 
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of contiguous land, and Andrea has no firm plans to ex-
pand it further. She also owns more land nearby, where 
she helps run a regular event called the High Desert Test 
Sites. Artists gather there to show their work, embark on 
road trips, and stage impromptu performances such as  
poetry readings. 

Visiting A-Z West is a strangely seductive experience. Take 
the encampment she’s built in the wash downhill from her 
house. Here, 12 of her Wagon Stations – sleek steel-and-al-
uminium sleeping pods – are positioned amid the boulders. 
There are also a communal outdoor kitchen, open-air show-
ers and composting toilets. For several weeks every spring 
and autumn, anyone who feels an affinity with Andrea’s 
mission in the desert can stay here for free. In exchange, vis-
itors – an impromptu community of artists, writers and trav-
ellers – are asked to help maintain the site for one hour every 
morning. Last spring, they included the British photographer 
Jason Evans. “It was a special, magical experience,” he says. 

“There’s a complete absence of doctrine about the place. Art 
spaces often try to ram ideas down your throat, but the A-Z 
West encampment is a kind of tabula rasa, waiting to be 
filled by the spirit of the people staying there. They don’t tell 
you what you should feel about sleeping in the desert; they 
let you have your own experience. Allowing people to stay 
there for free is a really magnanimous gesture. It really im-
pressed me. Ever since I got back, I’ve been walking around 
looking at land. I used to think I needed plumbing to make 
staying somewhere viable. But actually I don’t.”
 As well as the encampment, the A-Z West compound fea-
tures three shipping containers that once served as Andrea’s 
studio and have now been converted into sleeping areas 
and a chicken coop. A new, purpose-built studio complet-
ed three and a half years ago sits just up the hill from her 
home. Inside the studio, everything is pristine; nothing is 
out of place. Her assistants clean it every morning. “There’s 
a certain quality which everyone has to have if they’re going 
to fit in here.” Andrea laughs. “Everybody is a little OCD.” 
 After she bought her first plot of land here in 2000, she 
set about acquiring whatever surrounding land she could 
to isolate herself from nearby development and create a 
protective cocoon around the place. But the site was chal-
lenging: there was no permanent supply of water – it had to 
be trucked in and stored in tanks – until several years later, 
when she got a grant to build a well, which now supplies the 
entire site. The shipping-container studios were “freezing in 

winter”. But, as she explains, she comes from a family that’s 
“much more hardcore than I am”. Her parents were teach-
ers whom Andrea describes as “products of their era”: they 
conformed to society’s expectations and “had kids and nor-
mal jobs”. But at heart, they were adventurers. When they re-
tired, they moved onto a boat and sailed it from San Diego to 
Australia. “They had some really extreme experiences doing 
the crossings,” she says. “A boom broke, and on another the 
engine failed, and my dad almost lost his leg to some tropi-
cal infection. They’ve been an inspiration to me, or maybe 
a challenge as to how I should live my life.” Today Andrea’s 
parents, now in their late 70s, live in Joshua Tree. But once 
a year they travel to Mexico, where their boat is dry-docked, 
to sail it for a few months. 
 In fact, Andrea is the one family member who isn’t in 
love with the ocean (Wayne, 47, runs a string of sailing 
schools in California and Mexico). She recalls sailing holi-
days on a tiny boat and the smell of diesel fuel permeating 
the bunk she slept in. “I think rejecting that life was my teen-
age rebellion,” she says. Nevertheless, in 1999 she embarked 
on a month at sea, living on a 54-tonne floating concrete is-
land she’d built as an “experimental living situation” and “a 
kind of tribute to my family.” The island, named A-Z Pocket 
Property, was pulled by tugboats across the Baltic Sea be-
tween Denmark and Sweden. “It was really scary,” she says. 

“And I’m not scared of much. It was really stormy and cold, 
and I wasn’t really sure that this massive concrete structure 
was safe. That project was hard.”
 The next morning, we eat spinach wraps at a vegetarian 
cafe after dropping Emmett off at school. “I hate cooking 
with such a passion,” says Andrea. “It’s like the most boring, 
horrible thing. I’ve been working on food production, look-
ing at ways you can feed yourself without cooking by making 
food from dehydrated elements that you could eat, like ani-
mal food. It’s hard when you have a child, though, because 
you have to cook. I was trying to cook Emmett scrambled 
eggs and he would critique me every morning until I could 
make them right – somebody had to show me how.” Emmett, 
it seems, represents the only area of her life in which she can 
bear to compromise, and it’s hard to imagine what she’d be 
doing were she not an artist. What if she’d never built A-Z 
West? “I think I’d be a psychologist. I want to understand 
human nature and unpack human happiness.” 

Andrea “What makes us feel liberated is not total freedom, but rather 
living in a set of limitations that we have created and prescribed 
for ourselves.”

Endnote:

Cristina Ruiz is editor at large of The Art Newspaper. Her writing has also ap-
peared in the UK edition of Vanity Fair, the Financial Times, The Times, and 
The Sunday Times Magazine. Cristina lives in London.
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Newsmaker: Andrea Zittel
BY THEA BALLARD, MODERN PAINTERS | JANUARY 06, 2016

Andrea Zittel
(Photo by Elena Ray)

Since the early 1990s, Andrea Zittel has merged an insistent sense of functionality with a flair for 
the imaginary: the chicken-and quail-breeding units, minimalist uniforms intended to be worn for 
six months straight, compact living units, and floor-bound “furniture” comprising different-size 
swaths of carpet that characterized her early career conjured an elsewhere through their odd—but 
always intentional—reorganization of day-to-day norms. Following a relocation from New York to 
California’s Mojave Desert in 2000, she opened A-Z West in Joshua Tree, a studio compound where 
visitors can stay in encampments of Zittel’s own creation and otherwise engage with the artist’s 
designs. Recent works move between abstraction and utility, adopting, too, a dusty desert palette; 
an exhibition of new works at Sprüth Magers in Berlin is on view until January 18, and another 
solo opens in September at Andrea Rosen Gallery in New York. Modern Painters senior editor Thea 
Ballard spoke to Zittel about living outside the art world and negotiating function within a gallery 
space.

Thea Ballard: What are you working on for your two latest shows?

Andrea Zittel: I’ve been making works based on the simple format of a plane or a panel. These 
planar elements actually go all the way back to some of my early pieces from the ’90s, with projects 



like the A-Z Cover (a blanket that can have any function) and A-Z Personal Panels (garments made 
entirely out of rectangles). The idea of a plane or a panel bridges so many different classifications and 
ways of perceiving things—both in terms of function and social roles. It’s also interesting that on some 
base level, anything that is flat and has straight edges is man-made. So the rectangular form speaks 
to a certain kind of human production; it allows you to take on the entire built world through a single 
elemental shape.

TB: Tell me about some of the applications you see for the panel.

AZ: An example that’s in front of me right now is a sheet of plywood. A table is also an example of 
a planar element that has been given a function, or a bench or a sheet of printer paper. One of the 
things I’ve been interested in is how these panels can also represent different realities. A game board 
is an example of that—most game boards are flat and rectangular and roughly the same size. But the 
rules are totally different, depending on the particular game’s “reality field.” 

TB: Do you find that there’s an architectural element to how you’re using it?

AZ: It has allowed me to go back to working on a more architectural scale, which has been one of my 
core interests since the early ’90s. I’m working on plans for a new large-scale sculpture out here in the 
desert. The work will eventually consist of concrete wall sections scattered over about 25 acres of A-Z 
West. The part of the desert where I live is a weird place, and everything is in a state of transition right 
now. Parts of it are completely wild and natural, but there are also a lot of houses and developments 
moving in. I’m interested in making structures that, when you’re inside them, shift or alter your 
perception of the surrounding landscape.

TB: What materials are you using?

AZ: For the outdoor architectural works, I use materials that will hold up, such as steel, concrete, and 
wood. I’m also working on pieces for interior domestic spaces that are made from textiles. As panels, 
these handwoven pieces are inherently two-dimensional, but if you fold or drape or use them in any 
way, they transcend two dimensions to become three-dimensional.

TB: Tell me about living in Joshua Tree.

AZ: It’s such an interesting and complicated place. I originally moved here because I wanted to be in 
a community that was, for the most part, separate from the art world. My mother’s side of the family 
is from the desert, so I’m also sort of hard-wired for this environment. I’ve heard people talk about 
the desert using these romanticized terms, like landscape, isolation, or nature. But it’s also a very 
politicized landscape. Right now there is a massive rush to use our area for large solar and wind farm 
developments. I can see the largest Marine base in the country from my studio—when they run their 
artillery target practice it shakes the entire house, sometimes for days on end. And then on the other 
side of A-Z West is an incredibly beautiful national park.

TB: Have you seen significant changes to the landscape you’re living in?

AZ: It has changed a lot in the time that I’ve been living here. I find myself getting very emotional, 
wanting to fight for a certain way that I believe people should live and respect land, but at the same 
time, in order not to go completely crazy, you have to learn to accept the inevitability of change. I’m at 
a point in my life where I’m trying to wrap my head around the idea of change and be OK with it, so 
it’s feeling like a very existential moment.



TB: How is that sense of change emerging specifically in your art practice?

AZ: There’s part of me that believes there’s a right way to do everything, a right way to live. And then, 
following this impulse, my next realization is that each person’s right way is different. These are ideas 
that I try to address in my works as well. My early work in the 1990s really confused people, because I 
would embody a position completely, and I would treat these positions as moral truths. For instance, 
I believe that you need to have only one garment per season, and you don’t need any dishes other 
than bowls, and a 30-inch-wide bed is the perfect width—anything more just takes up room and is 
unnecessary. People would get upset because they couldn’t tell if I was being critical or not. But I was 
fascinated by ideology and wanted to explore how it felt to be unquestioningly immersed in a position. 
At this point in my life, though, it’s impossible for me to believe in anything so fully anymore. My 
work has gotten a lot more philosophical as a result: Instead of making idealized products to live with, 
I’m making more abstract and open-ended living environments, though these are still things people 
can use in day-to-day living.

TB: How does an object express this philosophical quality?

AZ: Lately I’ve been thinking about the notion of living in abstraction. An example of this would be a 
piece of furniture to which you can’t assign any single role. Essentially, we live on all these different 
horizontal surfaces (chairs, tables, beds, counters, desks), and the materials from which they’re 
made—or things like height or other subtle material clues—generally indicate their function. A 
philosophical object disorients you, but in a subtle way. I’m not interested in deconstructing function 
so much as disrupting some of the quick assumptions that we make when we assign roles to things 
that we think we may already know well.

TB: How do you feel your objects operate in a gallery space?

AZ: Oh, man. The gallery has been one of the most challenging spaces for my work. I’m so much more 
interested in making things that function in daily life or in the larger world. I’m not opposed to the 
gallery as a site of exchange or commerce, since this is how all products enter the world. And I support 
my larger endeavor and noncommercial projects by selling works through galleries. But I have 
struggled with the context of the gallery for years. A lot of my earlier works, such as the Living Units, 
really felt like caricatures of themselves when I saw them in gallery spaces. This is a big part of the 
reason that I wanted to make spaces like A-Z West in the California desert, or A-Z East in Brooklyn.

TB: Have you been wrestling with that context recently as you prepare for these two shows?

AZ: This morning I oriented a new group of residents who will be staying in our Wagon Station 
Encampment here at A-Z West for the next several weeks. After we finished talking about the 
structure of the camp, we spent an hour shoveling and moving dirt (our morning “power hour” is 
one of the criteria for being allowed to stay here). Half of my practice takes place totally outside the 
market and gallery system, and involves active, lived experiences. The other part of my practice is 
becoming increasingly object oriented and contemplative. I wonder if I should have a problem with 
this split, if I should attempt to make these two parts align. But I feel that the duality is working 
for me right now—it allows two opposites to create a larger whole in which each side accomplishes 
something that the other can’t.

TB: The work that can live in a gallery, that’s a form of multifunctionality, too.



AZ: Yes, though it’s funny that the works that are clearly functional and meant to be lived with 
actually feel the most commercial in a gallery, because there, you’re made aware of the fact that you 
can’t actually use them unless you buy them. But the works that are maybe a little more theoretical or 
cerebral, they work for everyone—you don’t have to own them to get something from them.

TB: Do you think your project and your living situation are part of your attempt to create a different 
economy?

 AZ: I’ve thought about different economies a lot over the years, and running A-Z West takes this 
thinking to a whole new level, because it’s expensive to maintain and to make available to people. 
Right now the project is funded entirely by my commercial practice, and I’m so lucky I can do that, 
but I worry about what will happen if I’m not here someday. It needs to become financially self-
sustaining. Figuring this out will allow me to focus on projects that aren’t always linked to a need to 
generate income. I think that right now, finding other economic models is probably more important 
than finding other formal models. That will open things up for artists more than anything.











Elemental living: Andrea Zittel displays her furniture art in 
Berlin
Design / 6 Nov 2015 / By Nick Compton

The latest of Andrea Zittel’s 
investigations are now on show at the 
Sprüth Magers gallery in Berlin. In 
previous works, she kept things largely 
functional; for ‘Parallel Planar Panels’ 
though, she has created abstractions of 
functional spaces. Pictured: ‘Parallel 
Planar Panels’ (installation view), by 
Andrea Zittel

Andrea Zittel is at once an artist and a self-proclaimed one-woman ‘institute of investigative living’. Or rather, these 
investigations – of clothes (she has worn one summer and one winter outfit alone for the last 20 years) spaces and objects – 
are her art. Zittel, who spends most of her time on 35 acres of Californian desert, near the Joshua Tree National Park, is also 
a committed modernist of sorts. If her art is thinking about the way we live, can live, should live, then it is the American 
modernist ideal that she seems to spend the most time thinking about. (She runs an encampment here in sharp-lined steel-
and aluminium pods. Visitors can stay for free as long as they help with the upkeep of the land).

The latest of her investigations are now on show at the Sprüth Magers gallery in Berlin. In previous works, Zittel has kept 
things largely functional (previous works include fully functioning trailers which collectors can haul across the country, 
should they wish); for ‘Parallel Planar Panels’ though, she has created abstractions of functional spaces. ‘My newest works 
are still grounded in this examination of life and living,’ says Zittel. ‘However they are less traditionally functional and 
instead explore the nature of reality and human perception. As my interests become more fundamental – and existential – the 
forms themselves have likewise become more simple and elemental.’

The show is mostly compositions of panels. And Zittel suggests that the many and various ‘panels’ with which we construct 
our world – at Sprüth Magers these are sometimes aluminium coated in high-gloss automotive paint or upholstered in rather 
lovely texiles – have psychic parallels. Our mental space has walls, tables, flat surfaces, slicing through and chopping up 
and making rooms for whatever it is our brain makes of experience.

Essentially ‘Parallel Planar Panels’ consists of two sculptures: Bench (after Judd) is, as the name suggests, an homage to 
Donald Judd’s Bench, a piece made for his home and studio on Spring Street in New York. ‘I’ve continued working out 
variations on this furniture work,’ say Zittel, ‘as I’ve been fascinated by the way that Judd’s Bench conflates (and confuses) 
the surfaces of the ground, the sitting surface, and the table.’

Planar Partition meanwhile, is a seemingly random – though of course not – mix of upright and flat out planes, in various 
materials, domestic and architectural. They are constructed worlds, of impeccable modernist taste, taken apart and put back 
together again.



	  
	  

	  
	  

The Flat Field Works 
 

The Antwerp Middelheim Museum hosts the American artist Andrea Zittel’s 
first solo exhibition in Belgium, with a site specific installation in the Hortiflora 

area. 
  

Andrea Zittel’s work often traverses the boundaries between art and architecture. 
 
In the Hortiflora area at the Middelheim Museum, Zittel’s newest work consists of 
an installation that examines the roles and potential of flat “panels”, or “fields” – in 
reference to the horizontal and vertical panels that comprise the most basic 
elements of our domestic and urban environments. 
	  



	  

	  
Top: Andrea Zittel, Flat Field Works (Middelheim Variant #1 and #2), 2015 Middelheim Museum, Antwerp . Courtesy of the artist, 
Sadie Coles HQ, London and Andrea Rosen. Above: Andrea Zittel, Flat Field Works (Middelheim Variant #2), 2015 Middelheim 
Museum, Antwerp. Courtesy of the artist, Sadie Coles HQ, London and Andrea Rosen Gallery, New York 
	  

Zittel believes that our surrounding realities are made up of panels that exist both 
as literal and in a psychological field of reality: The Dynamic Essay about a 
Panel explains how we attribute meaning and use to these surfaces depending on 
their position or orientation in space. Panels can be rigid or flexible, they can 
provide shelter or divide rooms, and they can delineate certain areas. 
 
Horizontal panels naturally function as platforms for actions and behaviour – these 
are the sites where life happens (floors, tables, benches, fields, streets). She terms 
these: “energetic accumulators”. Vertical panels privilege the eye and are the 
carriers of messages and ideologies (walls, screens, paintings, billboards). Zittel 
calls these “ideological resonators”. 
 



	  

Sometimes, panels traverse both dimensions and become three-dimensional (e.g. 
cloth draped over an object or on the body). She now more frequently exchanges 
the word panel with the terms ’field’ or ’plane’ as these words suggest both 
physical and psychological dimensions. 
	  

	  
Andrea Zittel, Flat Field Works (Middelheim Variant #1), 2015. Middelheim Museum, Antwerp. Courtesy of the artist, Sadie Coles 
HQ, London and Andrea Rosen Gallery, New York 
	  

Ultimately however, Zittel’s interest lies not so much in the architecture or 
structures themselves, so much as in how they are experienced both physically and 
psychologically. In a culture where we are increasingly being fed an endless stream 
of stimuli that we are never able to fully process or utilize, she hopes that these 
platforms, boundaries and divisions will create moments of pause, and a 
heightened attention to the sometimes fleeing nature of the realities that we 
construct around ourselves. 



	  

Rather than being functional in a ‘literal’ sense – these structures reflect on issues 
of space, context, and the physicality of how we experience things in the world: 
Why do we attribute the role of ‘seat’ to a horizontal plane at a height of 45 cm, 
and the role of ‘table’ to a horizontal plane at a height of 75 cm? Does every 
vertical plane function as a separator or boundary? Why shouldn’t we be allowed 
to stand on these ‘table planes’ or eat on the ‘seating surface’? These spatial 
contexts can be interpreted objectively in an unlimited number of ways. The artist 
quietly undermines our assumptions. 
	  

	  
Andrea Zittel, Dynamic Essay About the Panel, 2014 (powerpoint presentation on screen), Middelheim Museum, Antwerp. Courtesy 
of the artist, Sadie Coles HQ, London and Andrea Rosen Gallery, New York 

	  
This delicate push and pull, titillation and hesitation, is felt throughout the 
exhibition, not only amidst the installation but also in the connection between the 
Hortiflora area and the Braem Pavilion. This two-part exhibition traverses from the 
extraversion of the open field to the introversion of the biomorphic pavilion. 



	  

 
The works installed in the Braem Pavilion represent a selection of pieces executed 
over the last several years. Similar to the Flat Field works – these also explore the 
format of a rectilinear ’panel’. Hand woven textiles, carpets, steel and sculptural 
works point to the distinctions that we make between art (a conceptual object) and 
design (a functional object), painting (two-dimensional) and sculpture (three-
dimensional), and representation (illusion) and reality (the actual object). 
	  

	  
Andrea Zittel, Hard Carpet #1 and Hard Carpet #2, 2014. Middelheim Museum, Antwerp. Courtesy of the artist, Sadie Coles HQ, 
London and Andrea Rosen Gallery, New York 

	  
until 27 September 2015 
Andrea Zittel 
The Flat Field Works 
Middelheim Museum 
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ndrea Zittel’s art is lifestyle. She designs 
uniforms—spartan, felt clothing created 
to be worn for three consecutive months, 
and builds Living Units, which consoli-
date kitchens, bathrooms, and worksta-

tions into a single, sleek piece of furniture. A rare combination 
of object-maker and conceptual artist, Andrea Zittel investigates 
the connection between systemic order and individual freedom by 
transforming seemingly restrictive, humdrum circumstances into 
templates for creative fantasy.
     Zittel wears her uniforms daily, and tests the effects of her 
innovations on herself by uniting home, gallery, and studio un-
der one roof. This began in 1994 with the creation of A-Z East,
a three-story open-to-the-public Brooklyn storefront in which 
people could share in the experience of her latest work. A surreal 
space, where beds were exchanged for pits, and sofas for undulat-

ing mounds of foam, A-Z East investigated art as a way of life. 
In 1999 Zittel left A-Z East and spent the entire summer living
off the coast of Denmark on her handmade fifty-four-ton floating
island, A-Z Pocket Property. Functioning as both ultimate free-
dom and solitary confinement, A-Z Pocket Property was a pre-
lude to the formation of A-Z West, Zittel’s minimalist compound
located at the far reaches of the Mojave Desert.
     I interviewed Zittel at her A-Z West live-work space. Though 
nestled between sun-bleached boulders and spiky green plant life,
A-Z West’s serenity is anything but luxurious. Enduring extreme
temperatures of up to 110 degrees during the day and 32 de-
grees at night, Zittel’s desert abode puts ingenuity and self-reli-
ance to the test. On the side of the house, in a pile of dry dusty 
rubble sat the Wagon Station (a.k.a. guest house) and the cold
tub, an amusing antidote to the desert heat. Inside, I was handed
a bowl of water, which I happily gulped while taking in Zittel’s 
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“I AM STILL PERPLEXED ABOUT THIS THING CALLED ART 
AND WHY IT EVEN EXISTS AND WHAT SORT OF 

FUNCTION IT SERVES IN OUR LIVES.”
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Ways to explore creativity and authorship:
Repair a table-leg

Hatch a chick
Settle a Frontier



constructed wonderland. With more space than anyone could have
asked for, Zittel still preserves her aesthetic of simplicity. Even her
Escape Vehicles, designed exclusively for the purpose if fantasy,
confine one to a small, capsulized interior. Similar to her sculp-
tures made for daily living, Zittel’s desert creations are scaled to
the imagination if the individual. If only to prompt one’s active
participation, Zittel toys with the notion of what is essential by
making it a matter if what one chooses it to be.

––Katie Bachner
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THE BELIEVER: When you moved to New York City,
you found yourself living in tight quarters. Did you 
always intend on directing your art towards architecture
and design, or did you just start making functional art as
a response to your limited circumstances?

ANDREA ZITTEL: I never really
intended to get into design and 
architecture. I feel like I have a love-
hate relationship with both fields.
But perhaps having such a con-
flicted relationship with my even-
tual source of inspiration actually
makes the work more interesting.
The way I originally became inter-
ested in design was because I was
breeding animals.

When I left graduate school I
was totally stumped by the fact that
I had been in school studying art for seven years and still
didn’t know what art was. So I set up different kinds of
experiments to figure it out––one experiment was to take
things off the street and repair them in order to figure
out if there is such a thing as a non-creative gesture. My
theory was that when you make something from scratch
there is always a creative gesture involved, but I was think-
ing that perhaps if I repaired a broken object, that second-
hand decision making wouldn’t entail a creative decision-
making process. I would take a broken table, for instance,
and then replace a piece to make it stand up again. If this
went according to plan, the task would have been a non-

creative gesture, which would be good because it would
help me figure out the difference between the creative
act and the non-creative act. But then I ultimately real-
ized that there is really no such thing as a non-creative
gesture.

BLVR: Even if you restrict it to a limited amount of
possibilities, there are still all these permutations to be
played out.

AZ: Exactly. Is it going to be raw? Is it going to be painted?
Is the leg going to be turned on a wood lathe so that it
matches the others? There are so many decisions that go
into everything. My ultimate conclusion was that even the
second-hand decisions were creative. I think that this idea
influenced my later work, when I began to explore how a
single work could have layered levels of authorship.

BLVR: So how did breeding anim-
mals fit into this logic?

AZ: The domestic animal breeds are
another example of a conscious deci-
sion-making process that at first ap-
pears to be “natural” or “non-cre-
ative” until one really gets into the
mechanics of it. When I first started
working with animals, I wanted to
hatch a chick using an incubator to
see if I could become the author of
that chick. This was one of those ru-
dimentary crisis-in-sculpture mo-

ments––something I had to work through within the
broader frame of questioning art. But the “Is it art?” ques-
tion quickly became boring, and what became more inter-
esting was a growing understanding of how breeds in do-
mestic animals are finely honed representations of human
desires. Our attempts to carefully control breeding partners
and the resulting looks and shapes of their offspring say so
much about human desires for a categorizable and visually 
identifiable social order. I was fascinated by all the breeds 
that had been made by individual breeders, much like de-
signers who carefully shaped entirely new animals through
the intensely controlled time-based process.
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Andrea Zittel, A to Z Breeding Unit For Averaging
Eight Breeds, 1993. Steel, glass, wood, light bulbs. Courtesy
Andrea Rosen Gallery, New York. Photo by Paula Goldman.



BLVR: Why do you think it was so important for you to
pin down a definition for art?

AZ: My feelings these days are that if something is both
interesting and relevant, that’s good enough. In fact, the
slippery areas are often the richest areas to be working in.
But nineteen years ago, I wanted to understand the fun-
damental groundwork that I had taken on when I decided
to become an artist. Perhap because I didn’t come from
an art background I was particularly concerned with un-
derstanding the role of art. Actually, as I try to explain this
I realize that I still think about this a lot. I am still per-
plexed about this thing called art and why it even exists
and what sort of function it serves in our lives.

BLVR: People can use your work in their day-to-day
lives; nevertheless, it’s still categorized as art and often
put under the heading of conceptual sculpture. 

AZ: I think that on a fundamental level my work will al-
ways be treated as art simply because it is in that system
(i.e., sold in a gallery, validated through its acquisition into
museum collections). The tag “conceptual” has been over-
ed and abused for the last twenty years to the extent that
almost all art that isn’t formal is seen as conceptual. I like
to think of the word experiential as a good stand-in for the
word conceptual when it comes to my own work. Yet the
shortcoming with the word experiential is that it doesn’t
adequately explain my mission, which has more to do
with exploring and understanding the set of norms, val-
ues and psychologies that surround use of objects, rather
than simply making objects of use.

BLVR: Your Living Unit, for example, is a piece of fur-
niture from which one is able to cook, eat, sleep and
work. I feel like this piece really demonstrates that you
don’t need all that much to get by.

AZ: The Living Unit was literally the first piece I ever
made to live with, so that particular piece was more a re-
action to being young and having nothing. I wanted to
glamorize having nothing and use modernism to seem
sort of cool and possibly luxurious even though the re-
ality of my lifestyle was very bare bones. As life becomes

more and more complicated, being able to “essentialize”
and pare down to one or two givens seems like the ulti-
mate luxury, if not freedom. Sort of like that fear/ fantasy
that your house will burn down with everything in it–– 
you will lose all of your worldly possessions. But other
than the hard drive on your computer, how important is
any of this stuff anyway?
     I’m often interested in how things that seem restric-
tive can in the right context also be hugely liberating. Of
course the disclaimer is that consolidation and simplific-
ation are always a much more arduous and ongoing pro-
cess than growth and accumulation. So in order for the
liberation to be lasting, it takes an ongoing amount of re-
solve and work.
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BLVR: When you are living with a piece, do you ever
change it so that it becomes more suitable for your
everyday needs?

AZ: Well, I’m breaking the rules today. I am not wear-
ing my uniform.

BLVR: Why not?
AZ: My spring outfit is very warm, so I would be burn-
ing up right now. It would be ridiculous. I just haven’t
finished the summer one. It’s in a bag and I have about
two more inches to do.

BLVR: What does it feel like to wear the same thing
every day for months on end?

AZ: Oh, that’s fine. I mean, now I wear them for three
months. It feels really normal. You wouldn’t know I’d
worn them yesterday and the day before. I hate the word
purity, but there is a kind of purity to it that I love. I can
invest a huge amount of time making each garment be-
cause I know I am going to wear it for so long. You prob-
ably have something you like that you wish that you could
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wear every day, but you just don’t give yourself permission
to do it. The project works in real life, but as an art project
I think there is also a conceptual angle. To me it really talks
about how our societal dictate for constant variety is actu-
ally much more oppressive than uniformity. I feel like I’ve
almost been brainwashed by the culture that I live in to
want to have all these different outfits as a means to be an
individual, as a form of self-expression, or freedom, when
in reality it isn’t. It’s just making me a better consumer.
  When I moved to New York, there was this whole
sort of fashion code. I came from this small town in Es-
condido where in high school we’d drive an hour to go to
a shopping mall with a store something like the Wet Seal.
Then I moved to New York and people were wearing ac-
tual designer clothes. Not only could I not afford them, I
didn’t understand that code of dressing and I wasn’t 
going to learn it overnight. So rather than learn and 
conform, I chose to make up my own code that would 
somehow exempt me from having to know the original 
one.
BLVR: How did people react to you?

AZ: I think that the dresses passed the test, but it took
the longest time for people to notice that I was wear-
ing it every day.

BLVR: What were your motivations for moving out to
Joshua Tree?

AZ: One reason was because I was interested in figuring
out what role contemporary art could play in the world
at large, not in a society that was completely indoctri-
nated in it. I had been making my art and living with it in
New York and that was fine, but I was curious to find out
what would happen if I actually went a step further and
just did it in a normal community where all the partici-
pants weren’t artists.
     Being slightly out of the art world really opens me up
to possibilities. I feel much freer creatively. I also like 
being within such a small community. I’ve been here 
ten years and know a lot of people and I feel like I can 
pull off things here that I couldn’t realize in a larger 
community. Like if I were to do something and say, 
hey, I want to do this or that, I feel like everyone would 
be excited and want to help out.

BLVR: Is this in any way similar to New York City?

AZ: New York City is really different from other places.
There’s thi tightness in the community. Maybe it’s 
changed since I was there, but I used to say how it felt 
like a college campus because everybody is compressed 
together and the minute you go on to the street you run 
into someone you know. It’s very similar here in terms 
of the intensity of the community, but in the desert this 
happens simply because the pool is so small. I think the 
difference is just that here you end up becoming friends 
with people who are really different from yourself. 
Friends who have very different political opinions and 
come from very different backgrounds, socially and 
professionally. Although it is very diverse as a city, in 
New York one generally tends to end up with friends 
who are in the same age group, roughly the same 
occupation, the same education. As the result of such a 
large population––that you can gravitate towards people 
who are like you.
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BLVR: Your most recent show at the Andrea Rosen
Gallery seems to be a departure from your object-based
work. The ideas appeared to be less about prompting
people to think about specific ways of living and more
about contemplating systems in general.

AZ: The show I did at Rosen’s may be my one and
only blatant reference to art history. I did it because I
felt a need to reconcile with artists who I had at one
time ignored and who I later discovered are hugely
important to my practice and way of thinking. In the
works of Sol LeWitt, Carl Andre, and Frank Stella,
mental structures manifest themselves as physical struc-
tures. I’ve been specifically looking at the way in which
they created rules or logic, which then result in a visu-
ally specific end-project.

BLVR: I think that one of the great ways your art inter-
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acts with the “real world” is by offering the buyer/user
the chance to customize the work to fit her wants, needs,
or fantasies. With the Escape Vehicle, for instance, one is
given a small interior space for the sole purpose of de-
signing a fantasy.

AZ: Most of my early works were in-
tended to be lived with––for instance,
the different series of the Living Units
all served practical functions in rela-
tionship to day-to-day living. A few
years into my practice, I started offer-
ing people the option to customize
these works, either with “aftermar-
ket” additions, or during the process
of production.
     The customization was in part a
way to try to get people to engage
more directly with the work. My
thinking was that if a collector began
to work out the specifics of how they
would use an object, they would be
more inclined to actually live with it, rather than putting it
in storage for safekeeping. A few times we had some really
incredible results but in other situations it was difficult to
fmd art collectors who would really engage on this level.
     Unlike the first sculptures which served basic needs,
the Escape Vehicles were then offered as a sort of fantasy
retreat. Each Escape Vehicle was identical on the exterior, 
but the interior was meant to be built out with the specif-
ics of their own personal escape fantasy. In these works I
found that I could get collectors to push boundaries fur-
ther, because they didn’t necessarily have to live with [the
work]. The third permutation of customized works 
were the Wagon Stations, which are semi-functional
they’re small, enclosed shelters parked in the desert at A-
Z West which are meant to be lived in for short periods 
of time. Rather than selling the Wagon Stations to 
collectors, I kept them in the desert, eventually giving 
them to friends to occupy and customize. Where the 
collectors often try to retain the original essence of my 
work or my aesthetic, it is interesting to see how much 
freer my friends are about cutting them up and totally 
modifying them to serve their own needs or reflect their 
own identities.

     I’ve always been really interested in this idea of having
multiple layers of authorship––it seems that in our culture
there can only be one legitimate “originator”––designer,
artist––and I would like to suggest that using an object is

actually another way to be an author.

BLVR: Before customizing works for
other people, you start out as the pri-
mary test subject for your art. One of
the more extreme experiments was
living off the coast of Denmark on a
concrete island that you created called
A-Z Pocket Property.

AZ: Some of my works are intended
for others and some are designed with
myself as the primary occupant. I tend
to reserve the projects that are 
potentially scary, uncomfortable, or 
long term for myself.

Living on the Pocket Property 
was scary, boring, and uncomfortable,

but also interesting because I’d never done anything like
that before. The fifty-four-ton concrete island was par-
tially a prototype for a new kind of habitat, a personal is-
land with a built-in house that could go anywhere and
also at the same time a critique of “capsulized” living in
my homeland of suburban California. As is often the case
with my work, it was one of those fantasy / fear scenar-
ios. It seemed to me that my living on it would probably
be enough for that particular project. I never want to pre-
scribe solutions for people, so much as provoke them to
create solutions for themselves. I’m not a terribly strong,
rich, or brave person––so if I can do these things, I sup-
pose anyone can.
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BLVR: How would you compare today’s art market to
the one you started out in? Do you think there are any
similarities?

AZ: No. It might become similar, but it isn’t yet.
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Andrea Zittel, A-Z 2001 Homestead Unit II from
A-Z West with Raugh Furniture, 2001-2004. Powder-
coated steel, birch paneling with paint and polyurethane, cor-
rugated metal roof, sculpted foam furniture,fleece blanket, pil-
lows with pillowcases, A-Z Fiber Form. Containers (felted
wool), camp-stove wilh tea. Courtesy Andrea Rosen Gal-
lery, New York, and Regen Projeas, Los Angeles. Photo by
Joshua White. 



BLVR: What’s the difference?

AZ:The economic climate that we’re in now is probably
much worse than the one in the tail of the 1980s. But for
some reason the one back then actually felt a lot worse in
terms of the art market. When I moved to New York in
1990, many of the big galleries were going out of business
and there was a sense––among young artists, at least––that
the art market was really ending. I think that we were all
looking for alternatives to that gallery market system, and
it was actually a very creative time. I don’t get the feeling
that artists are really looking for alternatives in the same
way now. Perhaps one difference between the early '90s
and 2009 is that at that time so many people in our com-
munity were dying from AIDS––the epidemic was go-
ing. It just seemed like everyone I knew was affected on
a personal level by that. Not just by the economy, but by
a much larger fallout and a sort of hangover from the en-
ergy and the decadence of the 1980s.

BLVR: The decadence of the '80s followed by the AIDS
epidemic and recession brought up a lot of questions con-
cerning the values that our society is founded upon. The
line between art and social activism seemed to blur, creat-
ing, like you said, the sense that the market was really end-
ing. But perhaps what really ended was art’s insularity.

AZ: I keep thinking about 2009 and the words that keep
coming up in my mind are zeroing out. I don’t know if
I’m remembering this correctly, but years ago when I
was in high school I was working at a Hallmark shop
and at the end of the day you have the cash register and
I think it’s called zeroing out––or “z-ing out”––when
you take all the money out of the register, zero out the
tape, and roll it all up to take to the bank to see if you lost
money or not. It’s getting everything back to zero, and I
think, for a lot of people, it’s like that now. Everybody’s
re-evaluating what they have, what they need, and try-
ing to take it all back down to this base point. I’ve put a
lot of things on hold in order to re-evaluate my life and
my practice and restructure it so it makes more sense. I
don’t want to blindly start making more objects until I
have a chance to assess everything. So instead, I’m shoot-
ing a video about 2009 which is giving me a chance to

actually think about and process everything that is 
going on right now.

BLVR: It sounds like a time capsule.

AZ: A few days ago I watched the video of Mono Lake by
Nancy Holt and Robert Smithson, thinking how inter-
esting it was to see those artists in their own time, before
art history had turned them into icons for their genera-
tion. Michael Heizer was also with them––the three took
turns filming each other as they explored Mono Lake
and its surrounding environs. James Trainor spoke really
eloquently about this film. He argues that it depicts them
falling in love with the landscape and with each other.
Heizer was from the West Coast and is very comfortable
with his environment. Holt and Smithson are new to the
land in that awkward teenage-love kind of way. There’s
a really wonderful part where either Smithson or Heizer
rolls pell-mell down the side of a gravel-covered hill for
the sheer sensation of tumbling down to the edge of the
lake. Seeing this film is incredibly revealing both about
the context of their work and the reaction of the East
Coast art scene to the then-exoticized West.

BLVR: Do you think there’s such a thing as a contem-
porary frontier?

AZ: I think that frontiers are moments when everything
opens up. It’s a very intense module of creativity. I think
that I have always been drawn to the West because it def-
initely was a frontier––it was one of the last areas set-
tled by European culture. But there are other contempo-
rary frontiers, like Europe post-WWI, when there was a
huge burst of creativity, in part because the existing so-
cial structures, which had been really rigid, were elimi-
nated. That’s when Bauhaus really developed, and Rus-
sian Constructivism, and these new movements fortified
by the idea that anything could be built anew. It’s always
these moments that happen within a breakdown of old
values or old systems. This economy could be opening up
a new frontier. I wonder if there will ever be a kind of ho-
listic understanding of what art is, where it is just “every-
thing.” Maybe when art is everything all at once it will al-
low people to see beyond art. *

��





A-Z and Everything in Between
Andrea Zittel has sought to redesign art and life in her experimental works, including handmade clothing, architectural 

“living units,” breeding projects and recycling systems. A traveling survey provides a 
coherent look at this innovative artist’s diverse projects.

S
omething about Andrea Zittel’s work always used to put 
PH� RII�� ,� FRXOG� QHYHU� TXLWH� SXW� P\� ÀQJHU� RQ� LW�� ,W� PLJKW�

have been the hipster hype surrounding her shows, which often 
makes me suspicious, or my resistance to thinking that her works 
- supposedly inhabitable sculptures dubbed Living Units or Escape 
Vehicles, for example - were anything more than mere sculptural 
novelties or conceptual exercises (though many of them are). So 
it was something of an epiphany for me when I saw her piece, 
6XIÀFLHQW�6HOI, in the 2004 Whitney Biennial. A visual diary in the 

BY STEPHANIE CASH

/HIW�WR�ULJKW� Andrea Zittel: A-Z Escape Vehicle Owned and Customized by Andrea Rosen, A-Z Escape Vehicle Customized by Andrea Zittel and A-Z 
(VFDSH�9HKLFOH�2ZQHG�DQG�&XVWRPL]HG�E\�5REHUW�6FKLIÁHU��DOO����������E\����E\����LQFKHV��DW�WKH�1HZ�0XVHXP�RI�&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UW��1HZ�<RUN�

$OO�SKRWRV�WKLV�DUWLFOH��XQOHVV�RWKHUZLVH�QRWHG��&KULVWRSKHU�'DZVRQ��&RXUWHV\�WKH�1HZ�0XVHXP�

form of a projected PowerPoint presentation, it documents Zittel’s 
life and activities at A-Z West, her home and studio in Joshua Tree 
in the California desert. It all snapped into focus for me. Not only 
is she an artist’s artist whose work is also eminently collectible 
and rife with references for critics to latch onto, but she has even 
become a skeptic’s artist. Zittel lives her work - in fact, lives LQ and 
ZHDUV�KHU�ZRUN��6RPHKRZ�WKDW�PDNHV�LWV�FRPPRGLÀFDWLRQ�RND\��
The ambitiousness of her project and her diligence in pursuing it to 
LWV�HYHU�FKDQJLQJ�HQGV�ÀQDOO\�ZRQ�PH�RYHU�
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    With her consolidated living structures, Judd-like furniture constructions, 
handmade clothing, dehydrated food and organizational systems, Zittel 
FHUWDLQO\�LVQ·W�WKH�ÀUVW�DUWLVW�WR�KDYH�DQ�DOO�HQFRPSDVVLQJ�DSSURDFK�WR�DUW�
making. The Russian Constructivists and the Bauhaus artists had similarly 
H[SDQVLYH�XWRSLDQ�YLVLRQV��DQG�FRQWHPSRUDU\�ÀJXUHV�VXFK�DV�$OODQ�:H[OHU��
Jorge Pardo and Joop van Lieshout also blur the division between art and 
design, but few artists today so thoroughly inhabit their work-literally and 
metaphorically, physically and conceptually - as does Zittel. In addition 
to her art-historical predecessors and contemporary peers, she is equally 
inspired by such ordinary things as the campers and sailboats that her 
IDPLO\�WRRN�YDFDWLRQV�LQ��RU�WKH�FUDPSHG�FRQÀQHV�RI�KHU�ÀUVW�WLQ\�%URRNO\Q�
apartment. Zittel’s work is often characterized by its utter practicality, 
sometimes tinged with a humorous touch of impracticality. Though ideas 
and self-imposed parameters are among her favorite “materials,” her willful 
dedication to living in built environments and clothing of her own design 
and manufacture goes beyond conceptual gimmickry.

    Co-organized by the Contemporary Arts Museum, Houston, and the New 
Museum of Contemporary Art, New York, its current venue, “Andrea Zittel: 
Critical Space” provides less a comprehensive overview than a sampling of 
KHU�ZRUN�WR�GDWH��7KH�FRPSOH[LW\�DQG�VFRSH�RI�KHU�RHXYUH�PDNH�LW�GLIÀFXOW�
to summarize in a museum exhibition. Through the 75 works on view, what 
viewers get is a taste of an alternative lifestyle, a methodology and a re-
evaluation of some of our most basic assumptions about society and our 
daily routines. It’s almost as if Zittel’s life were on view for us to examine, 
minus the personal stuff.

Born and raised in California, Zittel moved to New York after receiving 
her MFA from the Rhode Island School of Design in 1990. Among 

her early projects were the Repair Works (1991), broken and discarded 
furniture or objects, such as crockery or statuettes, that she found on the 
VWUHHWV�DQG�WRRN�KRPH�WR�À[��,Q��������=LWWHO�EHJDQ�ZRUNLQJ�XQGHU�WKH�UXEULF�
A-Z Administrative Services (originally A-Z Administrative Apparel) as 
VRPHWKLQJ�RI�D�MRNH��EXW�IRXQG�WKH�RIÀFLDO�VRXQGLQJ�QDPH�FDPH�LQ�KDQG\�
when manufacturers and fabricators didn’t take her inquiries seriously. 
It’s also apt for an artist whose work seem democratizing and somewhat 
socially minded. She has decribed A-Z as an “institute of investigative 
living,” encompassing furniture, clothing and food, that seeks to “better 
understand human nature and the social construction of needs.” She has 
turned down requests to mass-produce her various designs, quietly resisting 
the great consumerist impulse of modern society. Yet her resistance

The “A-Z Living Units” collapse
into one self-contained unit
on wheels for easy transport,
like a pop-up camping trailer.

9LHZ�RI�´$�=�3HUVRQDO�8QLIRUPV�µ������SUHVHQW�����KDQGPDGH�GUHVVHV��GLPHQVLRQV�YDULDEOH��DW�WKH�1HZ�0XVHXP��(PDQXHO�+RIIPDQQ�)RXQGDWLRQ��
RQ�SHUPDQHQW�ORDQ�WR�gIIHQWOLFKH�.XQVWVDPPOXQJ��%DVHO�



)RUHJURXQG��A-Z Management and Maintenance Unit, Model 03,�������EDFNJURXQG��A-Z 1994 Living Unit Customized for Eileen and Peter Norton, 
������DW�WKH�1HZ�0XVHXP�

ironically maintains the precious-objectness of her work and keeps it in the 
elite realm of the art world, allowing collectors to “play” at an alternative 
lifestyle. 
����,Q�WKH�SURFHVV�RI�FUHDWLQJ�DQG�UHÀQLQJ�ZRUNV��=LWWHO�KDV�FRPH�XS�ZLWK�DQ�
ongoing list titled 7KHVH� WKLQJV�,�NQRZ�IRU�VXUH, bits of Jenny Holzer-like 
text that are painted on the wall in the exhibition. Some are logical bits of 
wisdom that anyone familiar with pop psychology might recognize, such 
as “Sometimes ifyou can’t change a situation, you just have to change the 
ZD\�WKDW�\RX�WKLQN�DERXW�WKH�VLWXDWLRQ�µ�DQG�RWKHUV�UHÁHFW�JXLGLQJ�WKHPHV�
in her work, including, “All materials ultimately deteriorate and show signs 
of wear. It is therefore important to create designs that will look better after 
years of distress.”
    Zittel is well known for designing and wearing her own “uniforms,” a 
practice she began while working at Pat Hearn Gallery soon after moving 
to New York. Facing the common dilemma of gallery assistants expected 
to look polished and chic on a grubby salary, she devised a no-nonsense 
VROXWLRQ�� FUHDWLQJ� D� XWLOLWDULDQ� GUHVV� �� WKH� ÀUVW� $�=� 6L[�0RQWK� 3HUVRQDO�
8QLIRUP (1991) - that she wore every day for six months, a solution that 
ÁLHV�LQ�WKH�IDFH�RI�VRFLHWDO�H[SHFWDWLRQV�DQG�WKH�FRQVWDQWO\�FKDQJLQJ�ZKLPV�
of the fashion industry. Zittel has kept up this practice, more or less, in an 
ongoing collection. With variations for warm and cold weather, and for 
VSHFLÀF�SXUSRVHV�RU� RFFDVLRQV�� WKH�GUHVVHV� UDQJH� IURP� VRPHZKDW� IUXPS\�
to downright elegant and fashionable in their sleek simplicity, contrived 

WDWWLQHVV�RU�DFFHQW�HPEURLGHU\��7KH�ÀUVW�́ $�=�6L[�0RQWK�3HUVRQDO�8QLIRUPVµ�
(1991-94) were cut and sewn fabric, but, like the Russian Constructivists, 
=LWWHO�VRRQ�EHFDPH�LQWHUHVWHG�LQ�SUHVHUYLQJ�WKH�ÁDW�DQG�UHFWDQJXODU�IRUP�RI�
the fabric. Her “A-Z Raugh Uniforms” (1998) are Issey Miyake-like designs 
RI� IDEULF� FXW�GLUHFWO\� IURP� WKH�EROW� DQG�ZUDSSHG�DQG�SLQQHG� WR�ÀW��:KHQ�
she grew tired of wearing rectangles, she began making garments crocheted 
from a single piece of yarn, and eventually taught herself to crochet without 
D�KRRN�� XVLQJ�RQO\�KHU�ÀQJHUV��+HU�PRVW� UHFHQW� GHVLJQV� �VLQFH������� DUH�
fashionably asymmetrical, holey and ragged forms, a happy result of the 
process of hand-felting her own wool.

Zittel’s experiments in living also began in 1991. Ambitious early on, 
she attempted to redesign not only domestic surrounds, but life itself 

in various animal breeding projects. $�=�%UHHGLQJ�8QLW�IRU�$YHUDJLQJ�(LJKW�
%UHHGV (1993), a sort of modernist chicken coop, was designed to reverse the 
domestication of Bantam chickens that has made naturally recessive traits 
DUWLÀFLDOO\�GRPLQDQW��6KDSHG�OLNH�DQ�LQYHUWHG�WULDQJOH��WKH�XQLW�FRQWDLQV����
chambers, each accommodating all the needs of its inhabitants (except the 
freedom to roam). Two small architectural models on view in the exhibition 
describe unrealized breeding projects, including 3RQGV� IRU� 'HYHORSLQJ�
$PSKLELDQ�$SSHQGDJHV (1991), which shows three pools for a hypothetically 
mutating species, each pool with more steps leading out than the last.
    It seems only natural, then, that Zittel would become her own best sub-
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A-Z Breeding Unit ofr Averaging Eight Breeds, ������VWHHO��JODVV��ZRRG��ZRRO��OLJKWEXOEV�DQG�HOHFWULF�ZLULQJ�����E\�����E\����LQFKHV��DW�WKH�1HZ�
0XVHXP��0XVHXP�RI�&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UW��/RV�$QJHOHV�

MHFW��FRQGXFWLQJ�H[SHULPHQWV�RQ�KHU�RZQ� OLIH��2QH�RI�KHU�ÀUVW� IXQFWLRQDO�
domestic environments, $�=�0DQDJHPHQW�DQG�0DLQWHQDQFH�8QLW, 0RGHO�
�����������ZDV�ÀWWHG�WR�KHU�����VTXDUH�IRRW�DSDUWPHQW�LQ�%URRNO\Q��,Q�D�
FRQÀJXUDWLRQ�IDPLOLDU�WR�VSDFH�FKDOOHQJHG�1HZ�<RUNHUV��LW�FRPELQHV�D�VLQN��
storage space, a cooking and dining area and sleeping loft in a compact, 
roughly 7-by-8-by-6-foot space. By 1994 Zittel had moved to larger 
quarters in Brooklyn (which would become known as A-Z East after her 
relocation to Joshua Tree in 2000), where she was able to spread out and set 
up a “personal presentation room” and a “testing ground” to further develop 
her living solutions.
    Among the classic Zittel innovations from this time are her “A-Z Living
Units” (1993-94), several of which are included in the show. The units 
typically provide a bed, closet and storage space, table and cooking area, all 
of which collapse into one self-contained unit on wheels for easy transport, 
like a pop-up camping trailer. One can’t help but notice that, in Zittel’s 
VHDUFK� IRU� IXQFWLRQDOLW\�� VWUHDPOLQHG� VLPSOLFLW\� DQG� HIÀFLHQF\�� FRPIRUW�
RIWHQ�VHHPV�WR�EH�VDFULÀFHG��:LWK�D�IHZ�H[FHSWLRQV��KHU�DXVWHUH�GHVLJQV����
decidedly un-ergonomic backless seating and hard surfaces - don’t beckon 
the viewer with a bad back or bony ass.

    She has also tried to do away with furniture altogether. Her “A-Z Carpet 
Furniture” (1992-93), striking carpets with geometric forms that indicate 
DHULDO� YLHZV� RI� D� ´EHG�µ� ´FKDLUµ� RU� ´WDEOH�µ� DOORZV� ÁRRUERXQG� XVHUV� WR�
change a room’s function simply by switching the rug. Like the emperor’s 
new clothes or a children’s game of house, the virtual furniture takes a leap 
of faith, essentially bringing order to the air in a room.
     In Zittel’s perhaps misguided wish to integrate spaces that are traditionally 
separate, the $�=�%RG\�3URFHVVLQJ�8QLW�(1993), a tall vertical cabinet that 
combines “intake” and “outtake” functions, is seemingly logical though 
humorously impractical. The intake unit on top contains a sink and stove 
area for food preparation that, when slid out of the way, reveals the outtake 
function: a wooden “seat” over a bucket that can presumably be carted off 
for use elsewhere. (Most people prefer not to shit where they eat.)

Zittel initially conceived A-Z as a service to others, designing functional
clothing on commission or whipping her clients into organizational 

shape. But, as she has said, “I realized that ultimately I was only able to 
design to serve my own needs...once a product departed from my own
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)RUHJURXQG��$�=�&DUSHW�)XUQLWXUH��%HG������������LQFKHGV�VTXDUH��EDFN�ZDOO��$�=�&DUSHW�)XUQLWXUH��'URS�OHIW�'LQLQJ�5RRP�7DEOH�������������E\����
LQFKHV��DW�WKH�&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UW�0XVHXPV��+RXVWRQ��3KRWR�6WHSKDQLH�&DVK�

possession, it would need to be claimed by its new owner...there are at least 
two authors of every object: one is the designer, the other is the owner (or 
user).”1 This idea is a major theme in many of her works, such as the mini-
trailers of the “A-Z Escape Vehicles” (1996), customized by collectors, 
whose interiors house such things as a sensory-deprivation tank, a Cornell-
ER[OLNH�RIÀFH��D�EOXH�YHOYHW�UHDGLQJ�ORXQJH�DQG�D�JURWWR�ZLWK�URFNV�DQG�
trickling waterfall.
    With her “A-Z Raugh Furniture” (1998), dark gray foam rubber carved
into rocklike formations, Zittel brings the desert topography indoors. 
The sprawling room-size arrangements or smaller individual pieces are 
suitable for sitting or reclining and also illustrate Zittel’s astute observation 
that “Surfaces that are ‘easy to clean’ also show dirt more. In reality a 
VXUIDFH�WKDW�FDPRXÁDJHV�GLUW�LV�PXFK�PRUH�SUDFWLFDO�WKDQ�RQH�WKDW�LV�HDV\�
to clean.” More recent constructions include $�=�+RPHVWHDG�8QLW�(2001-
05), which in the exhibition is displayed surrounded by a “landscape” 
of “Raugh Furniture.” Based on the various small dwellings that dot the 
doled-out plots of land around A-Z West (given by the government to 
people who made minimal “improvements” by building such structures), 
the shacklike house is a tentative foray into architecture, though because 
it is portable and measures less than 120 square feet, a building permit is 
not required. After the structure was picked up by the wind several times 
at A-Z West, Zittel says, she decided it would become a “gallery piece.” 
Recalling Zittel’s earlier�$�=�0DQDJHPHQW�DQG�0DLQWHQDQFH�8QLW, 0RGHO�
���, the $�=� &HOOXODU� &RPSDUWPHQW� 8QLWV� (2001) are also intended to 
PD[LPL]H�VSDFH�DQG�HIÀFLHQF\��0XFK�ODUJHU�LQ�VL]H�DQG�VFRSH��WKH�PRGXODU�
dwelling on view also borders on architecture, dividing a single space 

into multifunctional, multilevel specialized chambers for reading, eating, 
sleeping, etc., not unlike a fancy hamster’s habitat.

If the instruments that we surround ourselves with and the manner in 
which we use them come under Zittel’s scrutiny, it stands to reason that 

she would investigate an even more basic construct: the organization of 
time. )UHH� 5XQQLQJ� 5K\WKPV� DQG� 3DWWHUQV� (1999) consists of 27 large 
mixed-medium panels, lined up along several walls, that track the 168 
hours Zittel spent during a residency in Berlin, where she deprived herself 
of access to “external” time by blocking out natural light and sound and 
living without a TV, radio or time settings on her computer. Working from 
D� YLGHR� UHFRUGLQJ� RI� WKH� DFWLYLWLHV� WKDW� ÀOOHG� WKLV�ZHHNORQJ� H[SHULPHQW��
still images from which are interspersed on the panels, she used differently 
colored horizontal bars to indicate the amount of time she spent working, 
sleeping, cooking, cleaning, walking brushing her teeth, etc. As the days 
pass, the breakdown in circadian time and her daily routine becomes 
apparent. For example, her sleeping pattern becomes erratic, with spurts 
of activity at 5 a.m. or mid-afternoon naps (which should be the norm in 
any sane society, if you ask me). Interestingly, instead of feeling liber-

/LNH�WKH�HPSHURU·V�QHZ�FORWKHV�RU�D
FKLOGUHQ·V�JDPH�RI�KRXVH��WKH�YLUWXDO
furniture of “A-Z Carpet Furniture”
requires a leap of faith.



With The Regenerating Field, Zittel
recycles pulped paper waste by drying
it on steel frames arranged like a
Minimalist garden in front of her house.

A·Z Body Processing Unit,�������VWRYH�WRS��VLQN��OLJKWLQJ�À[WXUH�DQG�
PL[HG�PHGLXPV�����LQFKHV�KLJK�RSHQ�����LQFKHV�KLJK�FORVHG���DW�WKH�
&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UWV�0XVHXP��3ULYDWH�FROOHFWLRQ��7XULQ��3KRWR�6WHSKDQLH�
&DVK�

ated by the lack of structured time, Zittel 
says she felt the pressure to constantly 
work (she was preparing for another show) 
because, unable to track her progress, she 
was afraid that she was running out of 
time. Which illustrates another example 
of something she knows for sure: “Things 
that we think are liberating can ultimately 
become restrictive, and things that we 
initially think are controlling can sometimes 
give us a sense of comfort and security.”
    Zittel’s two·dimensional work often 
seems to function primalily as an 
accompaniment for her sculptural pieces 
(certain drawings being made after the 
sculptures). But drawing is also a practical 
way of conveying some of her conceptual 
ideas or actions, including the Berlin 
experiment, or projects that were never 
realized. She has arguably put as much 
effort into the production of the paintings 
and drawings, as well as her product 
brochures and newsletters, as she has into 
her sculptural work. Included in the show 
are framed copies of�$�=�3HUVRQDO�3URÀOHV�
1HZVOHWWHUV� (1996-97) that show Zittel’s 
early designs in use by the artist, her friends 
and collectors, along with testimonials, 
anecdotes and Zittel’s accounts of the 
works’ conception and manufacture. One 
of my favorite drawings, )LOLQJ� 6\VWHP��
-RVKXD� 7UHH�� 0DUFK� ����, shows orderly 
VWDFNV� RI� SDSHUV� DUUDQJHG� RQ� WKH� ÁRRU�
around a laptop, not unlike the scene in 
P\� OLYLQJ� URRP�� LW� UHÁHFWV�KHU� VXUHW\� WKDW�
´$�SHUIHFWHG�ÀOLQJ� V\VWHP�FDQ� VRPHWLPHV�
GHFUHDVH� HIÀFLHQF\�� )RU� LQVWDQFH�� ZKHQ�
OHWWHUV�DQG�ELOOV�DUH�ÀOHG�DZD\�WRR�TXLFNO\��
it is easy to forget to respond to them.” 
Various other drawings and paintings seem 
little more than vehicles for pithy texts, 
though a multipanel, gridded study for 
the large $�=�&HOOXODU�&RPSDUWPHQW�8QLW�
&RPPXQLWLHV��� (2002) is a strikingly bold 
geometric composition that is pleasing 
enough on its own.

After establishing A-Z West in Joshua Tree in 2000, Zittel continued 
to expand her work in new directions. She has set up various 

customized trailers and storage containers for use as living and work 
spaces. She has also invited friends and artists to customize their own 
“A-Z Wagon Stations” - one-person shelters inspired by covered wagons 
and station wagons - and to site them on her land. A sampling of the 
Wagon Stations is concurrently on view in New York at the Whitney 
Museum at Altria. At A-Z West, Zittel has recently been focusing on 
“A-Z Advanced Technologies,” in order to develop new materials and 
fabrication techniques. In addition to creating her hand-felted “A-Z Fiber 
Form Uniforms,” she built 7KH�5HJHQHUDWLQJ�)LHOG (2002), in which she 
recycles paper waste into decorative or functional panels by pulping it 
and letting it dry in the sun on 24 steel frames arranged like a Minimalist 
garden in front of her house. Since she had hoped to recycle her garbage



into something useful, like furniture, this advanced technology has yet
to live up to its name.
    Ever enterprising, Zittel also co-organizes a (roughly) annual event 
called High Desert Test Sites, for which artists, mostly friends and invited
guests, place experimental works in the desert landscape. The next one 
is set to take place May 6-7. Zittel, of course, also has one of the better 
RUJDQL]HG��EHWWHU�GHVLJQHG�DQG�PRUH�HIÀFLHQW�DUWLVW·V�:HE�VLWHV�RXW�WKHUH��
www.zittel.org. Not surprisingly, her work inspires a do-it-yourself spirit 
in others, if not a bit of cultishness. At the New Museum, Zittel fans have 
been able to attend the Andrea Zittel Book Club, which has examined 
books related to the artist’s work, including 7KH�%DWKURRP�� WKH�.LWFKHQ��
DQG�WKH�$HVWKHWLFV�RI�:DVWH by Abbott Miller and Ellen Lupton, and the 
creepily dystopian +LJK� 5LVH by J.G. Ballard. The museum even held 
special workshops so visitors could learn to design their own living unit or 
make their own clothes.
    So what more is an artist like Zittel to do? Can she possibly bridge the

gap between the art world and the “real” world? It’s a nice idea.

1. Quoted in Paola Morsiani and Trevor Smith, $QGUHD�=LWWHO��&ULWLFDO�6SDFH, 
2005, Prestel Verlag, Munich, p. 68, from an article by Bejamin Weil, “Home 
Is Where the Art Is: Andrea Zittel,” $UW�0RQWKO\, November 1994, p. 22.

´$QGUHD�=LWWHO��&ULWLFDO�6SDFHµ�ZDV�FXUDWHG�E\�3DROD�0RUVLDQL�DQG�7UHYRU�
6PLWK��DQG�RUJDQL]HG�E\�WKH�&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UWV�0XVHXP��+RXVWRQ��ZKHUH�LW�
GHEXWHG�>2FW����������-DQ���������@��DQG�WKH�1HZ�0XVHXP�RI�&RQWHPSRUDU\�
$UW��1HZ�<RUN��ZKHUH� LW� LV� FXUUHQWO\� RQ� YLHZ� >-DQ�� ���0D\� ��@�� 7KH� VKRZ�
WUDYHOV�WR�WKH�$OEULJKW�.QR[�$UW�*DOOHU\��%XIIDOR�>2FW����������-DQ���������@��
WKH�0XVHXP�RI�&RQWHPSRUDU\�$UW��/RV�$QJHOHV�>0DU����0D\���������@��DQG�
WKH� 9DQFRXYHU� $UW� *DOOHU\� >-XQH� ��6HSW�� ���� ����@�� ,W� LV� DFFRPSDQLHG� E\�
0RUVLDQL�DQG�6PLWK·V�����SDJH�FDWDORJXH��$�VHOHFWLRQ�RI�WKH
´$�=�:DJRQ�6WDWLRQVµ�FDQ�EH�VHHQ�LQ�´$QGUHD�=LWWHO��6PDOO�/LEHUWLHVµ�DW�WKH�
:KLWQH\�0XVHXP�DW�$OWULD��0DQKDWWDQ�>)HE����-XQH���@�

9LHZ�RI�The Regenerating Field��������D�JULG�RI����VWHHO�WUD\V�IRU�UHF\FOOLQJ�SDSHU��LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�$�=�:HVW�+RPHVWHDG��-RVKXD�7UHH��3KRWR�FRXUWHV\�
$QGUHD�5RVHQ�*DOOHU\��1HZ�<RUN�
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���¶7KH\·UH�ERPELQJ�DJDLQ�·�$QGUHD�=LWWHO�JODQFHV�XS�EULHÁ\�DV�WKH�ORZ�
WKXG�RI�DQRWKHU�VKRFN�ZDYH�SDVVHV�RYHU�WKH�KRXVH�OLNH�D�URJXH�JXVW�RI�
ZLQG��JHQWO\�VKDNLQJ�WKH�IURQW�GRRU�DQG�UDWWOLQJ�WKH�ZLQGRZV�LQ�WKHLU�
IUDPHV��¶,W�KDVQ·W�EHHQ�WKLV�EDG�VLQFH�MXVW�EHIRUH�WKH\�LQYDGHG�,UDT�·�
¶7KH\·�DUH�WKH�86�PLOLWDU\��FRQGXFWLQJ�OLYH�ÀUH�WUDLQLQJ�H[HUFLVHV�ZLWK�
DQRWKHU�EDWFK�RI�%DJKGDG�ERXQG�VROGLHUV�DW�WKH����3DOPV�86�0DULQH�
&RUSV�$LU²*URXQG�&RPEDW�&HQWHU�����PLOHV�DFURVV�WKH�0RMDYH�'HVHUW�
IURP�ZKHUH�=LWWHO�QRZ�VLWV�FURVV�OHJJHG�RQ�WKH�FDUSHWHG�ÁRRU�RI�KHU�
KRXVH��6KH�VD\V�WKLV�PDWWHU�RI�IDFWO\��DV�LI�WKH�PLOLWDU\²LQGXVWULDO�
FRPSOH[�ZHUH�RQ�KHU�JURZLQJ�PHQWDO�OLVW�RI�WKLQJV�WR�WDNH�FDUH�RI��ZKLOH�
QRW�ORVLQJ�WUDFN�RI�WKH�WDVN�DW�KDQG��ZKLFK�KDSSHQV�WR�EH�IHOWLQJ��FUHDWLQJ�
VWLII�OLWWOH�ZRROO\�REMHFWV�WKDW�FRXOG�EH�ERZOV�RU�KDWV�RU�ZKDW�LQ�DQ�HDUOLHU�
HUD�ZHUH�FDOOHG�¶FRQYHUVDWLRQ�SLHFHV�·
����6KH�KDVQ·W�\HW�ZRUNHG�RXW�ZKDW�WKH\�DUH��EXW�VKH�LV�EXV\�PDNLQJ�
WKHP��UDSLGO\�MDEELQJ�KHU�VHUUDWHG�IHOWLQJ�SLQ�LQWR�UDZ�PDWWHG�ZRRO�
FOXPSHG�RYHU�JUH\�ZHGJHV�RI�IRDP��7KH\�VLW�DURXQG�WKH�URRP�²�RQH�RI�
WKHP�LV�GU\LQJ�RQ�WKH�ZRRG�EXUQLQJ�VWRYH�²�OLNH�TXLHW��GURRS\��KRXVH�
ERXQG�SHWV��HPLWWLQJ�D�FRPIRUWLQJ��VRXQG�DEVRUELQJ�SUHVHQFH��7KHVH�DUH�
LQ�EHWZHHQ��WLPH�NLOOLQJ�H[SHULPHQWV�IRU�=LWWHO��RQH�RI�WKH�PDQ\�ELJ�DQG�
VPDOO�SURMHFWV�VKH·V�JRW�UXQQLQJ�FRQFXUUHQWO\�DW�$²=�:HVW��KHU�KRPH��
VWXGLR�FRPSRXQG�DQG�VHOI�VW\OHG�¶LQVWLWXWH�RI�LQYHVWLJDWLYH�OLYLQJ·�QHDU

Joshua Tree. 
����7KH�PRPHQW�LV�DQ�LQFRQJUXRXV�RQH��FRPELQLQJ�WKH�WKUHDW�RI�¶VKRFN�DQG�
DZH·�ZDUIDUH�MXVW�RYHU�WKH�QH[W�ULGJH�ZLWK�D�VFHQH�RI�GRPHVWLF�LQJHQXLW\�
DQG�VRFLDEOH�WUDQTXLOOLW\��%XW�WKLV�LV�DQ�RGG��LI�EUHDWKWDNLQJO\�EHDXWLIXO��
SODFH�WR�FDOO�KRPH�DQG�DQ�RGGO\�SHUIHFW�SODFH�WR�VLWH�\RXU�RZQ�SHUVRQDO�
WHVWLQJ�JURXQG�IRU�PRGHOV�RI�VDIHW\�DQG�VHFXULW\�DQG�WKHRULHV�DERXW�VHOI�
VXIÀFLHQF\��LVRODWLRQ��PRELOLW\�DQG�FRPPXQLW\��:KHQ�=LWWHO�UHORFDWHG�KHU�
‘A–Z Operations’ from a Brooklyn storefront to this isolated area east of 
/RV�$QJHOHV�LQ�ODWH�������VKH�ZDV�PRYLQJ�WR�ZKDW�ZDV�DOUHDG\�DQ�XQWLG\��
FRQWUDGLFWRU\�ODQGVFDSH��,W�ZDV�KHUH�WKDW�WKH�JRYHUQPHQW�UH�LQVWLWXWHG�WKH�
+RPHVWHDG�$FW�DIWHU�:RUOG�:DU�,,��RIIHULQJ�IUHH�ÀYH�DFUH�ORWV�WR�DQ\RQH�
ZLOOLQJ�WR�¶LPSURYH·�WKH�DULG�ODQG�E\�HUHFWLQJ�D�QRPLQDO�VWUXFWXUH�RQ�LW��
7KH�LQHYLWDEOH�UHVXOW�ZDV�DQ�¶XQ�ZLOGHUQHVV·�VWUHZQ�ZLWK�D�YHUQDFXODU�
DUFKLWHFWXUH�RI�KDVWH��SRYHUW\�DQG�XQUHDOLVWLF�RU�GLPLQLVKLQJ�H[SHFWDWLRQV��
GLUW�WUDFNV�FULVV�FURVVLQJ�DW�ULJKW�DQJOHV��DQG�D�VWRFN�RI�LPSURYLVHG�VKDQ�
WLHV�DEDQGRQHG�WR�WKH�HOHPHQWV�OLNH�PHPRULDOV�WR�OLYHV�WKDW�QHYHU�JRW�RII�
the ground. 
����7RGD\�=LWWHO·V�QHLJKERXUV�LQFOXGH�DQ�XQOLNHO\�FURVV�VHFWLRQ�RI�SHRSOH�
OLYLQJ�LQ�YDULRXV�GHJUHHV�RI�RII�WKH�JULGQHVV��/$�H[LOHV��QHR�KLSSLHV��FU\V�
WDO�PHWK�ODE�UDWV�DQG�¶WZHDNHUV·��UHFODLPLQJ�VKDFNV�IRU�LOOLFLW�Á\�E\�QLJKW�
GUXJ�IDFWRULHV���FDUHHU�PLOLWDU\�ZLWK�IDPLOLHV��DOO�PDQQHU�RI�HFFHQWULF�

'RQ·W�)HQFH�0H�,Q
by James Trainor

$QGUHD�=LWWHO·V�SURMHFWV�LQFOXGH�WKH�EHVW�ZD\�WR�FRRN�HJJV��GHVLJQ�FORWKHV�RU�EXLOG�D�UDQFK��
DQ�DSSURDFK�WR�DUW�WKDW�HYROYHV�IURP�WKH�GHPDQGV�RI�HYHU\GD\�OLYLQJ
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¶RXWVLGHU·�DUWLVWV�DQG�SHRSOH�ZKR�MXVW�ZDQW�WR�EH�OHIW�DORQH�WR�ZDWFK�
ZKDWHYHU�HYHU\GD\�WUDJHGLHV�WKH\�UDQ�DZD\�IURP�GLVDSSHDU�LQ�WKH�UHDU�
YLHZ�PLUURU�
���,Q�D�ZD\�=LWWHO�LV�D�NLQG�RI�WZHDNHU�KHUVHOI��EXW�VKH�GRHVQ·W�QHHG�VR�
PXFK�DV�D�VXJDU�SLOO�WR�JHW�KHU�WKDW�ZD\��6KH�LV�SDWLHQWO\�EULPPLQJ�ZLWK�
projects and theories and the ancillary desire to share the processes in 
ZKLFK�WKH\�DUH�WHVWHG��SURWRW\SHG��MXGJHG��FXVWRPL]HG�DQG�OLYHG�ZLWK��
&RPPXQLFDWLQJ�KHU�DWWHPSWV�WR�UHPDNH�WKH�ZRUOG�IURP�KHUVHOI�RXWZDUGV�
LV�FULWLFDO�WR�KHU�LQYHVWLJDWLYH�ZD\�RI�ZRUNLQJ��HYHU\�SURMHFW�DULVHV�IURP�
WKH�TXDQGDULHV�RI�UHDO�OLIH�QHHG�DQG�LV�GHYHORSHG�LQ�D�UHFLSURFDO�VRFLDO�
atmosphere. 
    When she created the artistic corporate identity of ‘A–Z’ in Brooklyn 
LQ�WKH�HDUO\�����V��RQH�VXFK�QHHG�HPHUJHG�GLUHFWO\�IURP�WKH�FROG��KDUG�
IDFWV�RI�SURSHUW\��,Q�D�FLW\�ZKHUH�VSDFH�LV�D�SUHPLXP�FRPPRGLW\��KHU�ÀUVW�
$²=�0DQDJHPHQW�DQG�0DLQWHQDQFH�8QLW��������DQG�WKH�UDSLG�HYROXWLRQ�
RI�RWKHU�H[SHULPHQWDO�OLYLQJ�VLWXDWLRQV��PRGXODU�UHWUHDWV�DQG�FHOOXODU�
QHVWV�DOO�UHVSRQGHG�WR�WKH�QHHG�WR�FRQGHQVH�OLIH�GRZQ�WR�LWV�HVVHQWLDOV�
DQG�WR�K\EULGL]H�HYHU\GD\�EHKDYLRXU��7KH\�DOVR�DPRXQWHG�WR�DQ�XQIROG�
ing blueprint for Zittel’s palpable sense of longing for safe spaces that 
VTXHH]HG�HYHU\�RXQFH�RI�IXQFWLRQDOLW\��UHIXJH�DQG�DHVWKHWLF�SOHDVXUH�RXW�
RI�WKH�OLWWOH�VKH�KDG��7KLV�WKH�DUWLVW�WRRN�WR�WKH�H[WUHPHV�RI�KHU�RZQ�SDU�
WLFXODU�ORJLF�LQ�ZD\V�WKDW�VHHPHG�VLPXOWDQHRXVO\�FOLQLFDOO\�DXWKRULWDWLYH��
DEVXUG�DQG�UDWLRQDO��ZK\�KDYH�MXVW�D�EHG�ZKHQ�\RX�FDQ�KDYH�D�FRPSDUW�
PHQWDOL]HG�EHG�ZRUNVWDWLRQ��$²=�&RPIRUW�8QLW�������"�:K\�ERWKHU�
ZLWK�GLVKHV�DQG�ERZOV�ZKHQ�\RX�FDQ�VLPSO\�HDW�VWUDLJKW�RXW�RI�FRQFDYH�
LQGHQWDWLRQV�VFRRSHG�RXW�RI�WKH�WDEOH�WRS��$²=�'LVKOHVV�'LQLQJ�7DEOH��
�����"�+HU�WKUHH�VWRUH\�:LOOLDPVEXUJ�VKRSIURQW�EHFDPH�D�KRPH�WKDW�ZDV�
D�GLVWLQFWO\�XQ�SULYDWH�KRXVH��VHUYLQJ�DV�WHVW�FHQWUH��VKRZURRP�DQG�VDORQ��
'XULQJ�UHJXODU�7KXUVGD\�QLJKW�RSHQ�KRXVHV�IULHQGV�DQG�QHLJKERXUV�ZHUH�
LQYLWHG�WR�FKHFN�RXW�DQG�FULWLTXH�KHU�ODWHVW�GHVLJQV�IRU�OLYLQJ��KHU�QHZHVW�
TXL[RWLF�SODQV�IRU�WKH�XOWUD�HIÀFLHQW�OLIH�
����6LQFH�PRYLQJ�WR�WKH�GHVHUW�=LWWHO�KDV�EHFRPH��LQ�KHU�UHODWLYH�LVRODWLRQ��
D�GLDULVW�DQG�ZULWHU�RI�GLVSDWFKHV�IURP�WKH�IURQW��.HHSLQJ�D�MRXUQDO�RI�
her life is an elaboration on the sociability of the Brooklyn studio and 
VRLUpHV��D�ZD\�RI�NHHSLQJ�HYHU\RQH�SRVWHG�RQ�KRZ�WKLQJV�DUH�SURJUHVV�
ing. Her published 'LDU\���������D�SKRWR�WH[W�UHFRUG�RI�<HDU���DW�-RVKXD�
7UHH�DQG�WKH�WULDO�DQG�HUURU�PDQQHU�E\�ZKLFK�VKH�EURXJKW�WKH�RULJLQDO�
FDELQ�XS�WR�¶$²=�FRGHV·�DQG�H[SDQGHG�WKH�JURXQGV�LQWR�DQ�DUW�PDNLQJ�
VWDWLRQ��LV�QRWDEOH�QRW�RQO\�IRU�KRZ�LW�FKURQLFOHV�KHU�ÀUVW�SURMHFW�WKHUH��
the +RPHVWHDG�8QLWV���������EXW�DOVR�IRU�WKH�ZD\�LQ�ZKLFK�LW�LQWHJUDWHV�
LQWR�WKH�GUDPD�DOO�WKH�SHRSOH�²�IULHQGV�DQG�ORFDOV�²�ZKR�ZHUH�LQYROYHG��
$V�WKH�KRW��VXQQ\�GD\V�JR�E\��VKH�PDNHV�D�SRLQW�RI�EULQJLQJ�RQ�VWDJH�DOO�
WKH�ZRUNHUV��FRQWUDFWRUV��KDQG\�QHLJKERXUV�DQG�WHPSRUDU\�DVVLVWDQWV�ZKR�
ZHUH�FROOHFWLYHO\�SDUW�RI�WKLV�SKDVH�RI�D�OLIH�OLYHG�DV�D�IRUP�RI�H[SHUL�
PHQWDWLRQ��7KHUH·V�-LP�WKH�ZHOGHU�IURP�<XFFD�9DOOH\��0LNH�WKH�SOXPEHU�
HOHFWULFLDQ��ZKR�LQVLVWV�RQ�GULYLQJ�KLV�7R\RWD��[��RQWR�D�ERXOGHU�MXVW�WR�
SURYH�WKDW�KH�FDQ��%LOO�WKH�FRQFUHWH�SRXUHU�DQG�5RQ�WKH�ZDWHU�GHOLYHU\�
JX\�²�DOO�RI�WKHP�ZLWQHVVHV��FROODERUDWRUV�DQG�SDUWLFLSDQWV��6R�WRR�DUH�WKH�
FXULRXV�IULHQGV�DQG�FROOHDJXHV�²�*LRYDQQL��-XVWLQ��$QQLH��-D\��$XVWLQ�DQG�
RWKHUV��QDPHG�ZLWK�VXFK�FDVXDO�IDPLOLDULW\�WKDW�WKH\·UH�OLNH�RXU�IULHQGV�
WRR�²�ZKR�VWRS�E\�WR�VHH�ZKDW�LV�JRLQJ�RQ�DQG�MRLQ�LQ�WR�KHOS�IDEULFDWH�
D�KRPHVWHDG�RU�DUH�FRD[HG�LQWR�FDQ\RQHHULQJ�SDUWLHV��ZLWK�WKH�UXOH�
WKDW�HYHU\ERG\�ZHDU�VSHFLDO�KLNLQJ�FRVWXPHV��7KH�LGHD�RI�WKLV�UXQQLQJ�
FRPPHQWDU\�RQ�WKH�GD\�WR�GD\�VWUXJJOHV��VXFFHVVHV�DQG�IDLOXUHV�RI�RQH�
LQLWLDWLYH�RU�DQRWKHU�EHFRPLQJ�SDUW�RI�WKH�ZRUN�LV�H[WHQGHG�LQ�6XIÀFLHQW�
6HOI���������D�'9'�VOLGH�VKRZ�ZKRVH�LQWHU�WLWOHV�EULQJ�WKH�YLFDULRXV�
H[SHULHQFH�RI�$²=�:HVW�XS�WR�GDWH��
����'XULQJ�WKH�����V�=LWWHO�SHUIHFWHG�WKH�DUW�RI�ZULWLQJ�DERXW�KHU�¶SURG�
XFWV·�LQ�WKH�YRLFH�RI�KHU�$²=�FRUSRUDWH�LGHQWLW\��JLYLQJ�WKH�JORVV�RI�
WHVWHG��TXDOLW\�FRQWUROOHG�FRPPHUFLDO�DXWKRULW\�WR�HYHU\�HQWHUSULVH�DQG�
K\SRWKHVLV��,W�QRW�RQO\�GHÁHFWHG�DWWHQWLRQ�IURP�KHU�LVRODWLRQ�DV�DQ�LQGL�

YLGXDO��LQ�D�EXVLQHVV�WR�EXVLQHVV�ZRUOG�WKH�FRUSRUDWH�¶ZH·�LV�DV�FRPIRUW�
LQJ�D�KLGLQJ�SODFH�DV�WKH�HGLWRULDO�RQH��EXW�DOVR�DOORZHG�KHU�WR�FULWLTXH�
FRPPRGLW\�FXOWXUH��,W·V�WKH�DG�FRS\ZULWHU�DQG�DIIDEOH�FRQYHUVDWLRQDOLVW�
LQ�KHU�WKDW�QRZ�PDNH�KHU�DQ�HIIHFWLYH�GLDULVW��\RX�ZDQW�WR�EHOLHYH�WKDW�WKH�
ZRUOGYLHZ�VKH�SLWFKHV�IURP�RQH�SURMHFW�WR�WKH�QH[W�PD\�MXVW�KDYH�OHJV�
    Thumbing through her diary and glancing around her cosy cabin – the 
dishless $²=�)RRG�3UHS�6WDWLRQ���������WKH�FURFKHWHG�EHG��WKH�RUJDQL�
FDOO\�VKDSHG��VODWH�FRORXUHG�¶5DXJK·�ZRUNVWDWLRQ�WKDW�VHHPV�WR�HUXSW�
JHRORJLFDOO\�LQWR�WKH�KRXVH�LQ�WKH�VDPH�ZD\�WKH�EHGURFN�HQWHUV�)UDQN�
Lloyd Wright’s�)DOOLQJZDWHU��D�UHPLQGHU�WKDW�RQO\�KXPDQV�FKRRVH�
WR�OLYH�DPLG�ULJKW�DQJOHV��²�SXW�PH�LQ�PLQG�RI�WKRVH�QRZ�RXW�RI�SULQW�
KRZ�WR�DQG�ZKDW�LI�FODVVLFV�IURP�WKH�����V��7KH�VXEWH[W�RI�ERRNV�VXFK�
as 6KHOWHU���������:RRGVWRFN�+DQGPDGH�+RXVHV��������RU�1RPDGLF�
)XUQLWXUH��������DOZD\V�VHHPHG�WR�EH�D�UHFRJQLWLRQ�WKDW�WKH�5HYROXWLRQ�
PD\�EH�VSXWWHULQJ�DQG�G\LQJ�RXW�LQ�WKH�VWUHHWV��EXW�WKDW�LW�FRXOG�VWLOO�EH�
DFKLHYHG�RQ�D�SHUVRQDO�VFDOH�DW�KRPH��SHUKDSV�WKURXJK�WKH�VLPSOH�DFW�RI�
EXLOGLQJ�D�WLQ\��QRQ�FRPSOLDQW�EXEEOH�RI�VDIHW\�LQ�WKH�ZRRGV��(DFK�SDJH�
RI�WKHVH�SRLJQDQWO\�LGHDOLVWLF�SXEOLFDWLRQV�ZDV�IXOO�RI�IULHQGV�EDQGLQJ�
WRJHWKHU�WR�UDLVH�D�URRI�EHDP��SHRSOH�KDSSLO\�OLYLQJ�LQ�WUHHV�RU�QHR�ZDWWOH�
GRPHV��TXLHWO\�DGYDQFLQJ�D�FRXQWHUFXOWXUH�RI�UDGLFDOL]HG�GRPHVWLFLW\��
�:K\�GR�$PHULFDQV�FDUU\�LQ�WKHLU�FXOWXUDO�JHQHV�WKH�LGHD�WKDW�EXLOGLQJ�D�
KRXVH�LV�UHEXLOGLQJ�WKH�ZRUOG"�
����%XW�ZKLOH�VKH�MRNHV�WKDW��ZLWK�WKH�JURZLQJ�ORFDO�PDUNHW�LQ�1HZ�$JH\�
DUW��\DUQ�GUHDP�FDWFKHUV�DQG�HDUQHVW�FHUDPLFV�DUH�RQ�VDOH�LQ�QHDUE\�
VWRUHV���VKH�FRXOG�DOZD\V�IDOO�EDFN�RQ�EHLQJ�D�KLSSLH�DUWLVW��=LWWHO�KHUVHOI�
LV�QR�RQH·V�LGHD�RI�D�SLH�LQ�WKH�VN\�3ROO\DQQD�RU�D�EDFN�WR�WKH�ODQG�FRP�
PXQDUG��7KH�EHOLHI�WKDW�WKH�DEVHQFH�RI�UXOHV�DQG�ERXQGDULHV�HTXDOV�WRWDO�
IUHHGRP�LV�DQDWKHPD�WR�KHU��DQG�KHU�RZQ�VHQVH�RI�DXWRQRP\�LV�EDVHG�RQ�
IROORZLQJ�VHOI�LQYHQWHG�V\VWHPV�DQG�UHVWULFWLRQV��2QH�RI�WKH�ÀUVW�ULJRURXV�
OLPLWDWLRQV�VKH�JDYH�KHUVHOI�DV�DQ�DUWLVW�ZDV�WR�ZHDU�RQO\�IRXU�VHOI�
GHVLJQHG�RXWÀWV�D�\HDU��RQH�IRU�HDFK�VHDVRQ��²�XQLIRUPV�IRU�ÀJKWLQJ�WKH�
¶W\UDQQ\�RI�FRQVWDQW�YDULHW\·��WKH�IDOVH�FKRLFHV�WKDW�FRQVXPHU�SURGXFWV�
SURPLVH���5HFHQWO\�VKH�GHYLVHG�D�ZKLPVLFDO�V\VWHP�IRU�FOHDQLQJ�WKH�
KRXVH�EDVHG�RQ�WKH�SULQFLSOH�WKDW�ZKHQ�VKH�JHWV�XS�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�VKH�LV�
DOORZHG�WR�SXW�RQ�RQH�DUWLFOH�RI�FORWKLQJ�IRU�HYHU\�ÀYH�VWUD\�REMHFWV�VKH�
SLFNV�XS�RII�WKH�ÁRRU��,W·V�D�IRUP�RI�UHYHUVH�VWULS�SRNHU�VKH�SOD\V�ZLWK�
herself to get a job done.
���7R�KLNH�DURXQG�$²=�:HVW��=LWWHO·V�DQVZHU�WR�7DOLHVLQ�:HVW��/OR\G�
:ULJKW·V�$UL]RQD�ZLQWHU�EDVH�FDPS��ZRUNVKRS�DQG�ORFXV�IRU�D�FUHDWLYH�
VRFLDELOLW\�GULYHQ�E\�WKH�PDHVWUR·V�SHUVRQDOLW\��LV�WR�WRXU�KHU�RZQ�PXO�
WLODWHUDO�FRWWDJH�LQGXVWU\��,Q�RQH�DUHD�VKH�LV�H[SHULPHQWLQJ�ZLWK�ZD\V�RI�
WXUQLQJ�UXEELVK�LQWR�GHFRUDWLYH�PRGXODU�ZDOO�SDQHOV��VKUHGGLQJ�DQG�SXOS�
LQJ�KHU�MXQN�PDLO��ZDVWH�SDSHU��SDFNLQJ�PDWHULDOV�DQG�ROG�DUW�PDJD]LQHV�
LQWR�D�OXPS\�RDWPHDO�OLNH�SDVWH�TXLFNO\�KDUGHQHG�E\�WKH�GHVHUW�VXQ�LQ�
the 5HJHQHUDWLRQ�)LHOG���������5XQQLQJ�GRZQ�D�VFUXEE\�VORSH�IURP�WKH�
KRXVH��WKH�ÀHOG�LV�D�0LQLPDOLVW�JULG�RI�VWHHO�SROH�PRXQWHG�PRXOGV�WKDW�
VXJJHVWV�D�PLQLDWXUL]HG�SOD\�YHUVLRQ�RI�:DOWHU�'H�0DULD·V�/LJKWQLQJ�
)LHOG���������UHDVVLJQHG�WKH�WDVN�RI�VRFLDOO\�UHVSRQVLEOH�JDUEDJH�IDUPLQJ�
UDWKHU�WKDQ�WKH�LQYRFDWLRQ�RI�WKH�6XEOLPH��(OVHZKHUH�=LWWHO�LV�IDEULFDW�
LQJ�WKH�QHZ�OLQH�RI�DGDSWDEOH�¶5DXJK·�ZRUN�HQYLURQPHQWV�EDVHG�RQ�KHU�
QHZHVW�WKHRU\��WKDW�PHVVLQHVV�²�OHWWLQJ�WKH�WKLQJV�\RX�XVH�DQG�ZRUN�ZLWK�
OLH�ZKHUH�WKH\�ZLOO�¶QDWXUDOO\·�²�PD\�QRW�EH�DQWLWKHWLFDO�WR�HIÀFLHQF\�
DIWHU�DOO��6FXOSWHG�IURP�GHQVH�IRDP�XVLQJ�DQ�HOHFWULF�NLWFKHQ�NQLIH��DQG�
SHUKDSV�LQVSLUHG�E\�WKH�UDZ��KDUVK�FRQGLWLRQV�RI�KHU�QHZ�VXUURXQGLQJV��
WKH\�DUH�UXJJHGO\�LUUHIXWDEOH�DQG��OLNH�WKH�IDOOLEOH�KXPDQV�IRU�ZKRP�WKH\�
DUH�LQWHQGHG��SURQH�WR�VRLOLQJ��GHFD\�DQG�HYHQWXDO�GLVLQWHJUDWLRQ��7KH\�
embody Zittel’s ideology that ‘decline is a simultaneous condition to 
JURZWK·��
    Zittel based the Homestead Units on the barebones shacks peppering 
KHU�H[SDQVLYH�QHLJKERXUKRRG��%XW�XQOLNH�WKRVH�JRYHUQPHQW�PDQGDWHG�
VWUXFWXUHV��WKH\�DUH�GHOLEHUDWHO\�GHVLJQHG�WR�EH�EXUHDXFUDWLFDOO\

   frieze Apri l 2005 Issue 90



$�=�0DQDJHPHQW�DQG�0DLQWHQDQFH�8QLW��0RGHO������������6WHHO��ZRRG��FDUSHW��PLUURU��SODVWLF�VLQN��VWRYH�WRS��JODVV��PLUURU�����[���[���FP
3KRWRJUDSK��3HWHU�0XVFDWR�&RXUWHV\��$QGUHD�5RVHQ�*DOOHU\��1HZ�<RU

=LWWHO·V�JUHDW��JUDQGSDUHQWV�ZHUH�SLRQHHUV��EXW�VKH�JUHZ�XS�LQ�WKH�VXEXUEV�RI�6DQ�'LHJR�
HYHU\WKLQJ�VKH�GRHV�VHHPV�WR�EHDU�WKH�VWDPS�RI�WKHVH�FRQWUDGLFWRU\�LQKHULWDQFHV�

LQYLVLEOH��WR�FLUFXPYHQW�UHJXODWLRQV�DQG�UHVWULFWLRQV�DQG�WR�EH�FRPSDFW�
and nomadic. Intentionally built just short of the dimensions that 
ZRXOG�UHTXLUH�EXLOGLQJ�SHUPLWV�DQG�DSSOLFDEOH�VDIHW\�FRGHV��WKH\�DUH�
PRGHVW�KHUPLWDJHV�WKDW�FDQ·W�EH�SLFNHG�XS�RQ�WKH�UDGDU�RI�FRQYHQ�
WLRQDO�LGHDV�RI�SULYDWH�SURSHUW\���=LWWHO�RQFH�FXW�RXW�DQ�DUWLFOH�IURP�WKH�
/$�7LPHV�WKDW�FODLPHG�WKDW�LQDOLHQDEOH�SURSHUW\�ULJKWV�H[WHQG�IURP�
D�SHUVRQ·V�KRPH�ULJKW�GRZQ�WR�WKH�FHQWUH�RI�WKH�(DUWK��RQH�ZRQGHUV�
if this applies to a migrating homestead.) The units can be disas�
VHPEOHG��VOLG�LQWR�WKH�EHG�RI�D�SLFN�XS�DQG�UHFRQVWUXFWHG�VRPHZKHUH�
HOVH�LQ�IRXU�KRXUV��WKHRUHWLFDOO\�WR�OLYH�LQ�RQH�LV�WR�EH�FDPSLQJ��WR�VOLS�
EHWZHHQ�WKH�FUDFNV�RI�RIÀFLDOGRP�DQG�H[LVW�LQGHSHQGHQWO\�RI�FRGHV��
WD[HV�DQG�LQIUDVWUXFWXUHV��
����-RLQLQJ�WKHVH�DQG�KHU�VWDWLRQDU\�FDPSHU�YDQ�DV�KRPH�RIÀFH�<DUG�
<DFKW��:RUN�6WDWLRQ��������DUH�=LWWHO·V�ODWHVW�KDELWDWV��WKH�:DJRQ�
6WDWLRQV������²�RQJRLQJ���WLQ\�VOHHSLQJ�SRGV�WKDW�DUH�SDUW�IXWXULVWLF�
SLRQHHU�ZDJRQ��SDUW�VXEXUEDQ�VWDWLRQ�ZDJRQ�DQG�SDUW�VSDFH�FDSVXOH��
0RUH�DHURG\QDPLFDOO\�ZHDWKHU�UHVLVWDQW�WKDQ�WKH�+RPHVWHDG�8QLWV��
they sport escape hatches and enough room for a sleeping bag and a 
SHUFK�WR�SXW�D�ERRN��D�WRRWKEUXVK�DQG�D�QLJKW�OLJKW��6HYHUDO�SURWRW\SHV�
QRZ�GRW�WKH�KLOOVLGHV�DQG�GU\�ZDVK�EHORZ�$²=�:HVW�OLNH�VWUDQGHG�
ODQGLQJ�FUDIW�GURSSHG�VLOHQWO\�IURP�WKH�FOHDU�EOXH�VN\���=LWWHO��HQDP�
RXUHG�RI�1$6$��SRLQWV�RXW�WKDW�WKH�1DWLRQDO�-HW�3URSXOVLRQ�/DERUD�
tory is busy close by using the harsh terrain to test interplanetary 
HTXLSPHQW�IRU�IXWXUH�0DUV�PLVVLRQV���/LNH�WKH�+RPHVWHDG�8QLWV��VRPH�
RI�WKHVH�FRFRRQV�RI�KHUPHWLF�VDIHW\�KDYH�EHHQ�FXVWRPL]HG�E\�WKHLU�

XVHUV��EULFROHXU�+DO�0F)HHO\�UHSODFHG�WKH�VPRRWK�DOXPLQLXP�VLGHV�
RI�KLV�ZLWK�VFUDS�ZRRG�²�LQFOXGLQJ�DPPR�ER[HV�²�VDOYDJHG�IURP�WKH�
ERPELQJ�UDQJH��ZKLOH�5XVVHOO�:KLWWHQ�WULFNHG�KLV�RXW�OLNH�D�KRW�URG��
DGGLQJ�KLJK�JORVV�UHG�ÁDPHV�WR�WKH�EUXVKHG�PHWDOOLF�VXUIDFHV�
����=LWWHO·V�JUHDW�JUDQGSDUHQWV�ZHUH�DFWXDO�SLRQHHUV��IDUPHUV�KRPH�
VWHDGLQJ�LQ�WKH�KDPPHULQJ�KHDW�RI�WKH�QHDUE\�,PSHULDO�9DOOH\��%XW�
VKH�KHUVHOI�JUHZ�XS�LQ�WKH�VSUHDGLQJ�VXEXUEV�RXWVLGH�6DQ�'LHJR��DQG�
HYHU\WKLQJ�VKH�GRHV�VHHPV�WR�EHDU�WKH�IRUPDWLYH�VWDPS�RI�WKHVH�FRQ�
WUDGLFWRU\�LQKHULWDQFHV��D�IHDOW\�WR�D�ERRWVWUDSV��GR�LW�\RXUVHOI�ZRUN�
HWKLF��D�VHOI�VXIÀFLHQW�WKULIW��VKH�WDONV�DERXW�WKH�IUHHGRP�RI�OLYLQJ�
QRW�MXVW�ZLWKLQ�EXW�EHORZ�RQH·V�PHDQV��DQG�D�FULWLFDO�IDVFLQDWLRQ�ZLWK�
KRZ�WKH�SLRQHHU�PHQWDOLW\�ZDV�FR�RSWHG�E\�WKH�VXEXUEV�ULJKW�IURP�
WKH�VWDUW��ZKHQ�IDQWDVLHV�RI�PRELOLW\�DQG�LQGLYLGXDOLVP�ZHUH�UHWRROHG�
LQWR�D�WHPSODWH�IRU�VDPHQHVV�DQG�PDVV�UHSURGXFLEOH�SURGXFWV�VXFK�DV�
WKH�WUDFW�KRXVH�DQG�WKH�WUDLOHU��7KH�PRELOH�KRPH�SURYLGHV�WKH�SHUIHFW�
PRGHO�IRU�WKLV�OLQNDJH��ZKHQ�VKH�ZDV�JURZLQJ�XS��WKHUH�ZDV�DOZD\V�D�
FDPSHU�YDQ�VLWWLQJ�LQ�WKH�=LWWHO�GULYHZD\���EHLQJ�WKH�VXEXUEDQ�FRYHUHG�
ZDJRQ��WKH�FRQÁDWLRQ�RI�FRQVXPHU�FRPIRUWV��GUHDPV�RI�UHVWOHVV�FRP�
PXQLRQ�ZLWK�WKH�ODQG��DQG�WKH�VKLS�VKDSH�DVFHWLFLVP�RI�SDUHG�GRZQ�
OLYLQJ�WKDW�=LWWHO�IHWLVKL]HV��%XW�LVRODWLRQ�LV�D�FRQGLWLRQ�H[SHULHQFHG�
ERWK�DW�WKH�HGJHV�DQG�DW�WKH�GHQVH�FHQWUHV�RI�KXPDQ�KDELWDWLRQ��DQG�
VWDNLQJ�KHU�FODLP�LQ�WKH�GHVHUW�RI�KHU�IRUHEHDUV�ZDVQ·W�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�
=LWWHO�KDG�FKRVHQ�WR�GHDO�ZLWK�LW��
����)RU�WZR�PRQWKV�LQ������VKH�LQKDELWHG�KHU�RZQ�GHVHUW�LVODQG��WKH�
$²=�3RFNHW�3URSHUW\��D����WRQ�ÁRDWLQJ�FRQFUHWH�RDVLV�DQFKRUHG�LQ�WKH�

���



ZDWHUV�EHWZHHQ�'HQPDUN�DQG�6ZHGHQ��&DYH�GZHOOLQJ��LVOHW�DQG�YHKLFOH�
LQ�RQH��LW�ZDV�DV�ELWH�VL]HG�DQG�PDQDJHDEOH�D�FKXQN�RI�SURSHUW\�DV�WKH�
/LWWOH�3ULQFH·V�DVWHURLG�IRU�RQH��8VLQJ�KHUVHOI�DV�D�JXLQHD�SLJ��=LWWHO�
IRXQG�VKH�ZDV�DEOH�WR�VKULQN�KHU�QHHGV�DQG�ZDQWV�DQG�FRQWDFW�ZLWK�WKH�
RXWVLGH�ZRUOG�WR�WKRVH�RI�5RELQVRQ�&UXVRH��DOO�ZLWKLQ�D�VWRQH·V�WKURZ�
RI�OLYHO\�&RSHQKDJHQ��/LPLWHG�KRUL]RQV�DQG�QDUURZHG�RSWLRQV�EHFDPH�
OLEHUDWLQJ�DQG�KHU�FDVWDZD\�VWDWXV�DQ�HYHQW��PDNLQJ�WKH�H[SHULHQFH�PXFK�
less lonely.
    ‘Alone together’ could be either nightmarishly alienating or a hopeful 
VROXWLRQ�IRU�D�FXOWXUH�KRRNHG�RQ�WKH�LOOXVLRQV�RI�LQGHSHQGHQFH��LQ�WKH�
LGHDO�ZRUOG�\RX�FRXOG�DQFKRU�\RXU�RZQ�VHQVH�RI�GULIW�QH[W�WR�WKRVH�RI�
RWKHUV��=LWWHO·V�VPDOOHU��SHUVRQDOL]HG�'HVHUWHG�,VODQGV���������EREELQJ�
IRU�D�VHDVRQ�LQ�WKH�&HQWUDO�3DUN�ODNH��GURYH�WKH�SRLQW�KRPH��ZLWK�WKHLU�
FRPI\�YLQ\O�VHDWLQJ�DQG�ODZQ�IXUQLWXUH�VW\OLQJ�WKH\�ZHUH�OLNH�EXR\DQW�
UHFOLQHUV�IRU�WKRVH�ZKR�ZDQW�WKHLU�DGYHQWXURXV�VHFOXVLRQ�VDIH�DQG�QHDWO\�
SDFNDJHG�DQG�QDWXUH·V�FDSULFLRXV�LQGLIIHUHQFH�VRPHZKDW�PLWLJDWHG��7KH�
GHVHUW�VHHPV�D�QDWXUDO�SURJUHVVLRQ�RI�WKLV�FRQIURQWDWLRQ�ZLWK�LVRODWLRQ�
FRQGXFWHG�RQ�LWV�KRPH�WXUI��ZKHUH�P\WKV�DERXW�UXJJHG�LQGLYLGXDOLVP�
DQG�WKH�PHVVLHU�UHDOLWLHV�RI�PXWXDO�LQWHUGHSHQGHQFH�KDYH�DOZD\V�H[LVWHG�
XQHDVLO\�DQG�XQUHVROYHG��
����7HVWLQJ�PRGHOV�RI�FROODERUDWLRQ�DQG�FRPPXQLW\��DQG�SHUKDSV�WR�DV�
VXDJH�DQ�LQLWLDO�VHQVH�RI�¶ZKDW�KDYH�,�JRW�P\VHOI�LQWR"·�VROLWXGH���=LWWHO�
LQVWLWXWHG�LQ������WKH�QRZ�DQQXDO�ULWXDO�RI�WKH�+LJK�'HVHUW�7HVW�6LWHV��DQ�
RXWGRRU�LQYLWDWLRQDO�H[KLELWLRQ�RI�FRPPLVVLRQHG�DUW�ZRUNV�VLWXDWHG�LQ�
IDU�ÁXQJ�ORFDOHV�LQ�WKH�VXUURXQGLQJ�GHVHUW���)RU�RSHQLQJ�ZHHNHQGV�WKH�
participating artists bunk in the Wagon Stations like a team of astronauts 
LQ�WUDLQLQJ���7KH�HYHQW�LV�UXQ��OLNH�HYHU\WKLQJ�HOVH��DV�D�EURDG�H[SHULPHQW�
ZLWK�FRQWUROV�²�ZLWK�D�]HUR�EXGJHW��QR�LQVWLWXWLRQDO�RU�FRPPHUFLDO�PHGLD�
WLRQ��DQG�WKH�DLP�RI�ÀQGLQJ�FRPPRQ�JURXQG�EHWZHHQ�FRQWHPSRUDU\�DUW�

�XVXDOO\�RULJLQDWLQJ�LQ�/$��DQG�WKH�ORFDO�FRPPXQLW\�
����=LWWHO��%RE�'\ODQ�DQG�-RQL�0LWFKHOO�DQG�ZHUH�DOO�QDPH�FKHFNHG�LQ�D�
recent /$�7LPHV�/LIHVW\OH�VSUHDG�DERXW�WKH�¶QHZ�ERKHPLD·�KRSVFRWFKLQJ�
HDVWZDUG�LQWR�WKH�GHVHUW��$QG��DV�WKH�ORFDOV�KHUH�DUH�DZDUH��DIWHU�ERKHPLD�
DQG�KRUL]RQWDO�JHQWULÀFDWLRQ�FRPHV�WKH�QHXWURQ�ERPE�RI�VSUDZO���'H�
YHORSHUV�DUH�DOUHDG\�SODQQLQJ�D�IURQWLHU�FOHDULQJ�VXEGLYLVLRQ�RI�������
¶XQLWV·²�DQG�WKH\�GRQ·W�PHDQ�$²=�+RPHVWHDG�8QLWV�²�ZLWK�D�UHDG\�PDGH�
LQIUDVWUXFWXUH�LQFOXGLQJ�D�PHJD�:DO�0DUW�ZDLWLQJ�LQ�WKH�ZLQJV���,W�PD\�
EH�VRFFHU�PRPV�DQG�PLQL�YDQV�DQG�GULYH�WKUX�6WDUEXFNV�WKDW�XOWLPDWHO\�
VWRS�WKH�)���V�IURP�GURSSLQJ�WKHLU�SD\ORDGV�LQ�WKH�GHVHUW��,I�WKLQJV�JHW�
XJO\��=LWWHO�KDV�DQ�HVFDSH�IDQWDV\�XS�KHU�VOHHYH��UHWURÀWWLQJ�KHU�9DQDJRQ�
DQG�KLWWLQJ�WKH�URDG��¶OLYLQJ�LQ�WKH�ZRUOG�DW�ODUJH�·�
����%XW�IRU�QRZ�VKH�LV�OLYLQJ�LQ�D�SDUWLFXODU�NLQG�RI�FRQVSLFXRXV�LVRODWLRQ��
DXWRQRP\�LQ�IXOO�YLHZ��7KLV�LV�QRW�RQO\�WKH�FRQGLWLRQ�WKDW�WKH�DUWLVW�KDV�
FRQVWUXFWHG�IRU�KHUVHOI�DQG�KHU�ZRUN�DQG�LWV�UHODWLRQVKLS�ZLWK�WKH�RXWVLGH�
ZRUOG��,W�LV�D�PRGHO�IRU�LQGLYLGXDOLW\�DQG�OLYLQJ�RQ�\RXU�RZQ�VHOI�LQYHQW�
HG�JULG�WKDW�DOPRVW�DQ\RQH�FDQ�LGHQWLI\�ZLWK��SHUKDSV�UXQ�ZLWK��RU�DW�OHDVW�
UHPHPEHU�WKH�VWLUULQJV�RI��,W�FRXOG�VWDUW�YHU\�VLPSO\��,W�FRXOG�VWDUW�ZLWK�
a memory of a snug tree house or a clubhouse made out of old boards 
WKDW�\RXU�GDG�KHOSHG�\RX�EXLOG�LQ�WKH�EDFN\DUG��RU�D�VPDOO�WHQW�HUHFWHG�
IRU�D�FDPSLQJ�WULS�LQ�WKH�IDPLO\�DWWLF��LQ�ZKLFK�\RX�VWRFNHG�RQO\�WKH�EDUH�
HVVHQWLDOV�IRU�¶VXUYLYDO·��,W�FRXOG�EHJLQ�ZLWK�WKH�WDQJLEOH�IDQWDV\�WKDW�\RX�
SRVVHVV�WKH�HQHUJ\�DQG�VNLOO�XQVKDNDEOH�VHQVH�RI�SXUSRVH�WR�VWDUW�D�ZRUOG�
IURP�VFUDWFK��,W�FRXOG�VWDUW�WKHUH�DQG�PRYH�RXWZDUGV�

��$QGUHD�=LWWHO��'LDU\��7HPD�&HOHVWH�(GLWLRQV��0LODQ��������S����
��,ELG���S����
��$QGUHD�=LWWHO��6XIÀFLHQW�6HOI��������'9'

               -James Trainor
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