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The Internet, that timeless reality within our individual 
geographical and time-bound realities, is a kind of 
collective dream. It was in the dream of the Internet 
that I first encountered Minna Gilligan’s work with 
its trippy 60’s-90’s colors, its diary-esque collage 
cutouts, its glamorous teenage longing, not unlike that 
of the wistful and decadent Lisbon sisters in Sophia 
Coppola’s film The Virgin Suicides. Even through the 
screen of the net, the visceral pull of Gilligan’s work 
was strong—reminding me of thirteen, stealing my 
mother’s lime bikini and flowing chemise to lay in on 
a chaise lounge by the pool, waiting for something I 
wasn’t sure of, something exciting and maybe even 
tragic, grown up.

Gilligan’s first commercial solo show takes its name 
from the Beach Boys song “Feel Flows”, from their 
1971 album Surf’s Up. It’s an appropriate title for the 
playful psychedelic patterns of her paintings and fabric 
prints of drawings, as well as her work’s tactile quality 
(which still miraculously translates online), evoking 
drugs and touch, but it’s the right title for other 
reasons too. The flow of a certain sort of sentimental 
longing through these works is their genius, their siren 
call—the feeling flowing being akin to nostalgia, only 
not the nostalgia of adults looking back on their happy 
teenage years, but rather, the nostalgia of sad teenage 
girls, as they look at pictures of their parents at the 
prom, before they (the girls) were born. A nostalgia 
tinged with melancholy and indulgence, when days are 
lazy and life seems it will go on forever.

The colorful titles and scribbles of “Going Steady” 
and “The Most” evoke episodes of The Brady Bunch 
and Sunday School lesson books as much as they 
recall early Vanessa Beecroft’s diary food drawings. 
While there is no overt angst in Gilligan’s work, the 
tension in her scrawls is like a too-intense desire trying 
to break free or stay restrained to the printed space. 
The colors of these prints are almost oppressive in 
their brightness. I can’t help but wonder if feeling flow 
can be almost too much, too decadent, at times. Like 
eating an entire box of macaroons, or staring into the 
sun. 

On the youtube channel where I listened to “Feel 
Flows” on repeat while writing this piece, someone 
wrote of the song (I’ve left the grammar uncorrected 
for its feel flows charm): “it makes you cry because it 
makes you want something you can’t understand but 
you know you want it anyway and will maybe never 
reach it and you know that.” Whether a piece of music 
from the 70’s or Gilligan’s work evokes this response 
in us, it’s a common human one.  Before we might 
have felt it in our bedrooms listening to our turntables, 
alone, but now that we have the Internet, spaces 
like tumblr, or youtube, that feeling flows through the 
collective dream, where we can all access and share 
it. Nostalgia for a place we cannot name and so can 
never reach, but the search itself, the longing, is the 
delicious thing.
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