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“Everywhere we live in a universe strangely similar to the original—things are doubled by their own 
scenario.  But this doubling does not signify, as it did traditionally, the imminence of their own 
death—they are already purged of their death, and better than when they were alive; more cheerful, 
more authentic, in the light of their model, like the faces in funeral homes.”   

Jean Baudrillard, Simulacra and Simulations, 1981 
 
In Tastier, I am exploring the overlap of Pop, multiplicity, simulation, pornography, and sugar 
substitutes and how these elements come together to depict a story of synthetic desire.  Pop Art 
is about elevating the vernacular, taking the everyday into the haughty world of high art.  In the 
tradition of Andy Warhol and the Campbell Soup can, what had been ubiquitous was reified in the 
white walls of the gallery into something on par with a bronze statue.  Some suspected the artists 
were laughing all the way to the bank as these everyday objects were handled like treasures.  
However, Pop artists were not laughing—they were pointing out the false distinction between high 
and low, real and fiction, original and imitation.  To these artists and to poststructuralists like Jean 
Baudrillard, the premise of these dichotomies is a lie. 
 
In many ways, printmaking and the multiple realize the philosophies of Baudrillard better than any 
other artistic medium; the original is not dead for it was never really alive.  In printmaking, there is 
no such thing as the genuine article and the copy.  What comes first is merely a structure or 
matrix, and that produces the tangible piece of art.  We call the products original prints, a 
contradiction in terms completely accepted by collectors and artists as rational and, in many 
ways, a failure our language to describe such nuanced situations.  
 
According to Baudrillard, the situation is such that we do not choose simulations over real things 
anymore.  The simulation itself fosters the lie that there is a real thing to begin with.  What 
Baudrillard observes is a culture that has created substitutes from simulations so many times 
over that even what we point to as authentic is indeed a mere simulation.  For example, what is 
so original and authentic about Coca-Cola anyway?  Isn’t it a bogus medicinal wine?  Thus, Coke 
Zero is a simulation of a simulation. 
 
Sex, on the other hand, is debatably real, but the critique in Tastier is that we have turned it into 
something completely unrecognizable from the animal instinct it once was.  The fantasy is all that 
exists regardless of whether we are watching porn or engaging in intercourse.  Baudrillard sees 
society as searching for a stronger reality by diving deeper into simulation: 

 
People no longer look at each other, but they are institutes for that.  They no longer touch each 
other, but there is contactotherapy.  They no longer walk, but they go jogging, etc.  Everywhere 
one recycles lost faculties, or lost bodies, or lost sociality, or the lost taste for food.  One 
reinvents penury, asceticism, vanished savage naturalness: natural food, health food, yoga.  

 
In creating this body of work, I wondered what it all means—what will happen to the human 
experience if we continue to rely more and more on simulations, improving them to satisfy our 
innate yearning for authenticity, but solving that puzzle with a more engineered fiction.  In this 
light, Coke Zero and pornography are equally false, dangerous, and omnipresent examples in 
postmodern society.  Life has become theater where our foods are props and our actions are 
scripted and gestural.  We don’t take in food, but it looks and feels like we do. 
 
Moreover, I’m interested in where it all ends.  “Maybe a mental catastrophe, a mental implosion 
and involution without precedent lies in wait for a system of this kind,” predicts Baudrillard, 
“whose visible signs would be those of this strange obesity, or the incredible coexistence of the 
most bizarre theories and practices, which correspond to the improbable coalition of luxury, 
heaven, and money, to the improbable luxurious materialization of life to undiscoverable 
contradictions.”  It has been 32 years since he wrote this.  Have we made it to Baudrillard’s 
predicted end?  Or are will still on a downward spiral into a denser hyperreal. 


