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Studio Visit

Stella Zhong
Meticulous sculptures of otherworldly forms.
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I follow Stella Zhong a few flights up a staircase to her studio in an inconspicuous industrial buil-
ding that is typical of many East Williamsburg constructions. Dressed in plush beige with hair in two 
small buns, she welcomes me into her space, complete with a wood-working station in the front. A 
windowed wall gives way to the view of a brilliantly setting sun over Brooklyn warehouses.

Stella Zhong studio. All photos by Danni Shen.
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The quality of the interior here seems to shift with the almost spacecraft-like presence of various 
works hand-built by Zhong. Coming out of the wall are a few structures that at first glance look to 
be those curved walls that create privacy for business-class airplane pods. As she leads me around 
the other side, I’m surprised by a series of miniature compositions nestled into the face of the arc 
like strange cellular organisms or housing complexes floating in some otherworldly space. Perched 
low to the studio ground are three large parabolic forms that resemble Pringles hinged off-kilter on 
various platforms—“chips” as the artist refers to them. Kneeling close to the white surface of one, 
I notice how the marked, imperfectly painted surface subtly glows akin to a lunar landscape stret-
ching out before my eyes. Near the edge is what might be a tiny landing terminal for a little vehicle. 
A string stretches from one end, indicating a directional momentum of the otherwise still plane.
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Zhong has me lay under the piece where I watch a small, hidden video projected onto the 
sculpture’s underbelly. Like her sculptures, the video emulates a kind of cosmic set design with 
various props and scenes enlivened through stop-motion. My cushion here is a found headrest. Its 
curved shape is also bemusingly similar to a Pringle or chip.

Language seems to fail me as I try to describe exactly what these elements in Zhong’s works even 
are, which also reveals how the artist plays on the interchangeability of forms that near complete 
abstraction. Such streamlined facades serve as vehicles or protective shells for smaller moments, 
worlds, and interiorities. If you don’t look as close as humanly possible, you might miss such details 
altogether. And for Zhong, missing the point is okay if full comprehension or knowing were never 
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the answer. We discuss how sometimes subtlety, abstraction as hiding, and invisibility together can 
be superpowers in the information age of digital surveillance and big data. “So much of my work is 
about trying to hide,” she surmises humorously. “Sometimes I look at my hamster digging himself 
into a corner to sleep and think: Why do I know you so well?“

We end our studio visit around a working table and shelf full of miniature objects, paintings, sket-
ches, and free-floating parts. There are also books the artist is reading that include Cryptocommu-
nism by Mark Alizart, From the Ruins of Empire by Pankaj Mishra, The Age of Wire and String and 
Notes from the Fog, both by Ben Marcus. On a monitor, she shows me images of works currently in 
other exhibitions as well as a few pictures of architecture she photographed around metropolises in 
China where building anything at massive scales seems possible. Yet what dwells in Zhong’s studio 
are not industrial marvels, neither maquettes nor monuments, but something closer to the future 
ruins of modern society. It is strangely and hopefully through her work that I can begin to imagine 
the ends of a historical and singular conception of modernity that has brought us to these current 
times of various collapses. Among Zhong’s skeletons of futures past are also many new and smaller 
worlds emerging.


