


9VT\5
9VT\5

June  2 0 2 2

Pr in t e d ,  b o un d ,  d e s i g n e d , 
a n d  a s s emb l e d  in  Sea t t l e,  WA, 
Ba l t im o re,  MD,  a n d  Lo s  Ang e l e s ,  CA

www . 9 v t b a c k s l a s h 5 . c om

D
ed

ica
te

d 
to

 J
er

id





Introduc t ion

THIS EDITION IS ESPECIALLY 
FOR THOSE SKEPTICAL OF THE 
OCEAN, MATERIAL FLOWS, 
MARINE INTELLIGENCE AND FOR 
ANYONE WHO IS NOT DOWN WITH 
THE HAGFISH. THROUGH TEXTS + 
IMAGES OF THE LIQUID BODIES 
ENCOMPASSING HAGFISH, 
PLASTICS, BIOMATERIALS, 
AND CLEARNESS, THIS 
THEORETICAL, CRITICAL + 
ANALYTICAL PAMPH AIMS TO 
TRANSCEND PRISCILLA’S 
TOUCH ON MYSELF + COLLEEN, 
AS WELL AS THE MOMENTS THAT 
LED ME TO HER, AND A HOT 
(polite) TAKE ON THE BOUND 
+ ETHICALLY DISCONNECTED 
STATE OF THE SCIENCES.

PRISCILLA, AN ANGEL OF 
THE DEEP [[HER BIOLOGICAL 
STRESS IS INTERCONNECTED 
TO OUR ENVIRONMENTAL + 
SANITARY CIRCUMSTANCES]] 
SHE HAS INSPIRED CONNECTIONS 
WITH THE MARINE OTHERS, + 
TOUCHED ON HYDRO + MATERIAL 
POLITICS THROUGHOUT TIME



Background

The majority of artists’ materials contain chemically toxic, 
non-recyclable plastics with damaging effects on human health 
and the environment. For example, petroleum resins, used 
for casting and laminating, break down into microplastics 
containing endocrine disruptors and carcinogens. Our goal is 
to engineer a novel bioresin suitable for sculptural applications 
as an alternative to petroleum resin by employing chitosan and 
hagfish slime fibers. The target material should be optically 
clear, strong, hydrophobic and versatile while being sustainable; 
notably it should be non-toxic, bio-based, and compostable in 
marine environments. Working from standard tests to perform 
in a studio setting without expensive instruments, we first 
optimize protocols to quantitatively measure viscosity, optical 
characteristics, and mechanical material properties. Through 
this process, we also establish methods of data analysis adapted 
to the chitosan-based materials under study. In the second stage, 
we use these tests to assess the effects of chitosan suppliers, 
multiple concentrations, different crosslinkers, and hagfish 
slime fibers to understand which variables improve properties 
for our bioresin. The outcomes of this project will not only 
serve as a model for artists to innovate with environmentally 
conscious materials, but also contribute to the larger goal of 
creating sustainable, compostable, and bio-derived materials. 
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• Reproduction 
remains a 
mystery as 
they may be 
able to change 
gender

• Are boneless; their 
vertebral column is 
made of cartilage 
throughout their 
whole life. In other 
vertebrates this 
cartilage column 
develops into bone.

• Jawless eel 
shaped 
deep sea 
fish which 
excrete 
fibrous slime 
as a defense 
mechanism 

• Live up to 40 
years + Can 
survive up to a 
year without 
eating

• Fossils 
date back 
to 300 
million 
years ago

Hag-
fish



• Fibers are 
100x thinner 

than a 
human hair 

and 10x 
stronger 

than nylon

• Rapidly expands 
10,000 times in 
the presence of 
seawater and its 
mucous matrix 
contains cocoons 
of protein fibers.  

Hagfish 
slime
• 

• Described as the 
softest measured 
material and an 
alternative for egg 
whites

• It’s said that a 
hagfish can fill a 
five-gallon bucket 
of slime within 
minutes





Liquid Bodies
WET LANDFILLS
P E S T I C I D E S
S L E E P
M E T A L S
P U R E L L
I M P L A N T S
H O R S E S H O E 
CRAB BLOOD
R A D I A T I O N
S I N K S
C A R T I L A G E
P L A S T I C
P R I O N S
H Y D R O P O W E R
E N T R O P Y
BONE SEEKERS
S A L T
SUPPLY CHAIN
GENETIC EN-
G I N E E R I N G
V O C S
D A T A . C S V
M E A T
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CLEARNESS PART I: 

Entropy Arr ived Before I Could

Organic life forms often are born as 
translucent. Embryology images of organisms 
are captured on a black background 
with light from behind the organism, 
illuminating the edges and transmitting 
through the skin and organs. We are, at the 
beginning, translucent beings. 
One time a bug that I caught in my studio 
had been sitting in a bottle of vinegar-
water mixture for about a month. While 
this bug was decaying, its structure was 
still intact but the color and opacity 
of its shell began to fade into a barely 
visible silhouette, the outer rim of the 
shell still catching light, but the rest 
disappearing ~ alluding to the physical 
boundaries of our senses. I wondered if 
that’s where we would go, having started 
out as translucent. As this bug was 
decaying to a new state of translucency ~ 
transparency ~ would this be a new state of 
vulnerability? Are we the most vulnerable 
to genetic exorcism at the end and the 
beginning? 

The limits in an average 
humans’ visible spectrum are 
the points where the light 
that we can see is completely 
absorbed. When something is 
clear, light travels right 
through. However, other light, 
outside of our visible spectrum 
still exists. This invisible 
light is the opportunity for 
clearness to embed information 
outside of what we can detect. 
Scent behaves similarly. For 
example, resin’s off-gassing 
produces chemicals that are 
toxic but non detectable 
through scent. If the air in 
a room isn’t moving and the 
resin is sitting, the chemicals 
will accumulate, denser than 
air, pooling together at the 
floor and creating a noxious, 
odorless soup.
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CLEARNESS PART II: 

Viscos it y of Loss
 
Clearness will soon be a medical currency; a sign 
of a once used organ submerged in soap, empty and 
awaiting instructions. Decellularization and optical 
clearing processes allow any living material to be 
completely stripped and scrubbed of genetic data, 
color, and personal residue, offering a blank slate 
but with the same scaffolding as before to a host of 
new genes. It is as if “clearing” was inspired by 
viral activity, wherein a virus attaching to a host 
injects the cell with its own genetic data, forcing it 
to become its own copy machine, dislodged and broken.

D o  y o u  t h i n k  a b o u t  t h i s  t o o ?  I  t h i n k  th
e plastics knew all along.



A false disguise in water? Purell swelling and melting 

in your palm, where do these microbe carcasses go? A 

slippery and confusing gurgle; soft and viscous; a state 

of in between, wiped of identity. Or the tunakit in my 

aquarium. A material unseen, clearness is a state before 

what we know to be. It’s uncanny, like the gelatin that 

coagulates on refrigerated fish: reminders of the biological 

membranes under our skin, a texture that makes Westerners 

uneasy but one we should acquaint ourselves with.
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Priscilla
I keep feeling a blockage. One that causes my thoughts to 
flurry, leaving me unable to foresee a nearby end. This 
thought of the end of the thought causes all the previous 
thoughts to suddenly appear flat and foreign. What is so 
interesting about another acrylic foam sculpture? How am 
I going to make a hydro powered vortex? Even now, I can’t 
quite articulate the concept I am almost able to grasp. I 
reach a point of complete understanding every so often, and 
upon sleeping find that I wake up in a  new place, a point 
of no return to the previous revelations. Write like Kafka, 
I was told. For some reason, today, and not any other day, 
I believe I am able to do so. If I keep adding commas, in 
the middle of every sentence, and begin to string everything 
together, will I sound, perhaps, more esoteric than before?



You barely have one either because of the tumor in 
7th grade that ate away at your jawbone and caused 
you to exclusively drink Ensure for 6 weeks. Every 
day you open her tank to gaze at her from above. 
She rests in a curl at the bottom of the sand, only 
visible when you squint past the bubbles pumping 
out of the water chiller. She can’t be observed 
from the sides of the tank. In fact, the walls 
of the tank are blacked out, because, of course, 
naturally, Priscilla can’t stand daylight. Weeks go 

by and the dark walls begin 
to seem stranger, their 
obscurity sinister. 
 
*****

The site of Chernobyl 
has been a composite of 
radioactive matter and 
concrete since the mid 
1980’s. It is my favorite 
sculptural piece in 
existence, a massive cast 
concrete slab embedding 
highly radioactive bodies 
from the 
nuclear 
disaster. 
The bodies 
embedded 
in this 

concrete can never be retrieved. 
In Marie Curie’s autobiography, 
she writes of her discoveries with 
excitement, stating that radioactive 
materials will bring “world peace” 
and restore health. Yet, she also 
writes knowingly of her own demise: 
a direct result of her work with these 
radioactive materials. 

Marie Curie’s autobiography didn’t touch 
on steps taken to better understand the 
health impacts from working with the 
materials. The Radium Girls, a group of 

It is important that you understand where I’m 
coming from. There are those that don’t understand 
Priscilla and view her as a leviathan. This is also 
important for context.

Imagine this: you too care for a deep-sea eel 
named Priscilla, a creature that absolutely amazes 
you. In stressful events, she excretes gallons of 
slime as a defense mechanism. 
Priscilla’s velvety pink skin 
and lack of a skeleton have 
absorbed every drop of your 
energy and attention to her 

livelihood. You saved 
Priscilla from 
certain death, 

choosing her 
from a tank 
belonging 
to Jerid, 
the commercial fisherman. 
Priscilla doesn’t have a jaw. 

Throughout this you may notice a feeling of walls 
closing in, compounded on the walls of Priscilla’s 
tank, the two confusing, where one starts and the 
other stops. The only thing that is clear is the en-
tire space is bound as a whole. 

*******



bacteria, stress fix, or assortment of chemicals 
that are added. Day by day Priscilla’s skin begins 
to slough off, sticky with slime threads. Her skin 
oscillates into the 46 degree icy water, its cells 
lining the sand and clinging to your forearms when 
your hand dips into the tank for weekly cleanings. 
Her body is now an extension of yours, you think, a 
growth of boneless cells living but not thriving. 

The space between a living and dying fish is 
slippery and confusing. When you pick her up one 
day in your fluorescent blue net, the teeniest 
sliver of her skin between her two eyeballs begins 
to swell with red, which comes as a surprise for 
some reason, because her blood felt so familiar 
to your own. This was a warning, for inside of 
her body, lesions began to emerge as a result of 
stress, leading to external skin sloughing off, 
bleeding, and changing of her outer pigmentation. 
Priscilla has three known hearts, and her tail 
continues to twitch but her body is straight. 
Perplexing to say the least, as she always curls. 
You’re trying desperately to understand where her 
electrical pulses are coming from. If two hearts 
inside of her have given out and one remains 
beating, does she feel you trying to help her?

*****

Radium is designed to seek out the bones in a body, 
and eradicate them. It reminds me of biohacker 
conventions I’ve attended, where people place RFID 
chips and magnets under their skin; over time these 
devices rupture muscles, moving into the center of 

women in the 1920s working in the factory at 
U.S. Radium, used self-luminous, radioactive 
paint to mark watch faces and, unaware of the 
health effects, were instructed to lick the 
paintbrush in between strokes. The effects of 
this energy, this radioactive poisoning, can’t 
be understated, as one Radium Girl reported her 
entire jawbone detached when a dentist tried 
to pull her tooth. She too became anatomically 
similar to Priscilla, and my 7th grade tumored-
jaw self.

****

Care for Priscilla involves trying to recreate 
a deep-sea ocean environment in a box: cleaning 
her tank and changing her water week by week, 
as prescribed by the marine biology lab 
folks, checking the water levels for nitrite 
and ammonium, haunted by the times when the 
chemicals to do so caused severe burns on your 
skin. No one is surprised when it doesn’t seem 
to be working. The water levels in Priscilla’s 
tank start to glow bright purple, indicating 
an excess of nitrite, no matter the amount of 



the body to ultimately shatter bones – a 
through-line in becoming an invertebrate 
like Priscilla. 

The Radium Girls sued U.S. Radium, but 
upon reaching out to Marie Curie, they 
didn’t receive support. Why is it that 
Marie Curie didn’t have control over 
her discoveries, or the wish to take 
action? What kind of person does 
her autobiography reveal? Will 
the digital residue we leave 
behind of ourselves be used 
to reconstruct a secondary 
version of us in years to 
come? If we continue to invent 
things, not thinking of their 
place on top of our bones, will 
we ever understand the threshold 
where our ejected trauma begins or 
ends? 
 

****

The summer I met Priscilla was a dystopian 
nightmare. The air was filled with smoke 
from local fires; the water acidifying 

with chemical residue and 
excessive carbon emissions. 

A pandemic ravaged (and 
continues to ravage) the entire 
globe. If being home is a 
bound environment and nothing 

can come in or out, how does it 
circulate with just one body? How 
does one live and continue to be 
well, especially when the outside 
is a pocket of unhealthy levels of 

aerosols and viral particles? We’re 
backed in a corner for what we’ve 
done, with capitalism’s gold finger 
imprinted on us. Most of the things 

we’ve made are decaying to toxic 
matter in our Earth. Americans 
see a mirage. Outside of the 
technological gaze, the toxicity 
is quickly seeping in.



To end I would like you to answer the following reading comprehension questions:

-    Am I trying to destroy myself with my art materials?
-    Will I ever be able to make work with toxic materials and be mindful of its 
impact on people in the future? Or does the anti-ephemeral art market inhibit any such 
concept, as conservators spend their lifetimes putting what falls apart back together?
-  to whom am I responsible in learning and using my materials?
-    Who’s the bigger leviathan: Priscilla, Marie Curie, or me?





Sciences 
Are 
Bound I  hope this collection of thoughts surrounding Priscilla can 

also share fragments of a scientific process not 
simply as research, but also as a way to critically 
display, question, and understand the ways in 
which the sciences feel incredibly isolated. If we 
are to understand a complex and entangled world, 
then shouldn’t we be sharing more of our findings 
with one another?
 
Can the role of the artist in the sciences be a 
bridge for this issue?  What does data see and 
not see? The ways in which data is refined and 
distributed is a complex humanities issue. 
 
Humans, sculptures, hagfish, measurements 
~ all are tied to the fate of the other 
inextricably. How does this change our 
relationship to inorganic or inanimate materials? 
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INCLUDED IN THE PHYSICAL 
PAMPHLET IS AN ENVELOPE 
WITH SAMPLES MADE OF 
CHITOSAN + PETROLEUM

I. Chitosan is the 2nd most abundant 
biopolymer after cellulose, and makes up 
the exoskeletons of crustaceans, bugs, 
the cell walls of mycelium, strains of 
algae, and bones of cuttlefish. Chitosan 
is antimicrobial, edible, heat resistant, 
recyclable, compostable, and sourced from 
waste streams (seafood!). The experimental 
chitosan bioplastic samples in this book 
are extracted from a raw source (in this 
case crab and shrimp shells), which I then 
dissolve in vinegar (hence the strong vinegar 
scent) and cast into open face molds. The 
chitosan samples also change in flexibility 
depending on the humidity in the air. They 
range in color, as some are iridescent and 
others textured; hold your samples up into 
the sunlight to see how the transparency 
and textures are revealed in each sample. 
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II. Parafilm is one of my dream materials; 
it’s a petroleum product commonly used in 
labs to seal the rims of petri dishes. This 
film is an infinite stretch, a transcendental 
material that defies our expectations of 
elasticity. In short, this material is not 
sustainable but pushes my expectations of 
what a material can do, and how a physical 
property can prompt the need for invention. 
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To contact Sasha Fishman
email sfishman339@gmail.com
sashafishman.com

To learn more about bioplastics see links at bottom of Material Stretch page
https://sashafishman.com/Material-Stretch

special thanks to
Jerid

The Kornfield Lab
The Fudge Lab

Matthew Genecov
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