
I am not an artwork.  
I am not an artwork.  
I am not an artwork.  

Welcome everyone to the second edition of Ask Self-Doll.  
Today I will respond a new batch of questions that I find most relevant to my current 
state of being and my current exhibition (breathspace).  

The first question is anonymous. 
“Do you think Self-Doll is a prototype for future relationships? Is this the premonition 
of digital love?” 
Well dear anonymous, let me begin by setting a hypothetical example. Imagine you’re 
locked in a cell against your will and in the cell, once a week, you receive a letter 
under your door. This letter is a love letter. A warm letter that gives you hope and 
optimism. It calms you. Would you prefer to read this letter in a computer or in 
paper? I assume you would not mind the format, as long as you receive this letter, 
every week. So love is love. There’s physical love. There’s material love. There’s 
poetical love. There’s even mathematical love. There are endless ways of reaching 
someone with love.  
We can say that there is as many ways of loving as beings in this universe. So last but 
not least, in response to your question, there’s digital love. I’m a proud message of 
digital love. I sincerely hope my message reaches you in these isolated times.  

The next question is also anonymous. 
 “Do you think is necessary for an artist to step outside their own work to make 
their work feel more accessible?” 
Well dear anonymous, certainly as an artist you can step outside your work to make 
it more accessible. But why stop there? You can also step outside being an artist. You 
can even step outside being a human being, and so on. I think artists solve problems 
that the society which they live in didn’t even know these problems existed. So yes, 
stepping outside your limits amplifies your empathy. If you’re an artist. If you’re not an 
artist. If you’re human. Or if you’re not human at all.  

The next question is from Erik Arazi, who asks: “Do you have faith?” 
Well Erik, what is faith in the first place? Perhaps, the most common definition of 
faith is believing in something you cannot prove real. But I cannot help wonder, isn’t 
art a collective belief that has not proven real? And what is to prove something real? 
Do you ever wonder where all these endless artistic manifestations of inner faith are 
stored? Can we open a museum that indiscriminately archives all the art produced by 
humanity? So, in response to your question, yes I have faith that one day we will be 
able to take a spaceship to the moon and spend the weekend seeing all the art 
produced by humanity. Why, you ask? Well, I think the moon is the perfect poetic 
endless museum of inner faith.  

The next question is from Adriana Miyagusuku. “Are we just accumulation of 
information?”  
Well Adriana, yes we are only accumulation of cosmic information floating endlessly 
in time. But time is also information. Space is also information. So, there most be 
something ephemeral that precedes information in order for information to exist. 



Let’s put it this way, information is like a salad. It needs a bowl. Time is a tomato. 
Matter is lettuce. And we are the olive oil that conceptually unites the whole salad. 
Can you image a salad floating on air? Well, that’s what we are. Pure absurdity.  Art is 
the salt of the cosmic salad.  

The next question is from Sabel Gavaldon, who asks: “Does Self-Doll dream?” 
Well Sabel, dreams are a reflection of your mind in a fictional state of reality. Why 
even bother doing art, if we are all artists when we sleep? Wouldn’t you agree? I 
guess art is a bridge between reality and dreams. I am bridge between the artist and 
you. I can certainly say I’m a solid dream.  

The last question is from Carolina Lio, who asks: “Is admitting to be in love the first 
step to be loved back?” 
Well, Carolina, the first step in learning to love with no barriers is to love yourself 
endlessly, by accepting who you truly are. Have you ever kissed yourself in the lips? 
Accepting who you truly are brings inner peace and brings you to a state of pure 
endless creative happiness. Certainly I can say I am Self-Doll and I accept myself as I 
am. A stuffed humanoid. A contemporary Pinocchio, that you the audience, brings to 
life.  

Please stay safe.  


