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"But still, it isn't a game, if there is some vagueness in the rules".—But does this prevent its being a
game?—"Perhaps you'll call it a game, but at any rate it certainly isn't a perfect game." This means: it has
impurities, and what I am interested in at present is the pure article.—But I want to say: we misunderstand
the role of the ideal in our language. That is to say: we too should call it a game, only we are dazzled by
the ideal and therefore fail to see the actual use of the word "game" clearly.

-Ludwig Wittgenstein, Philosophical Investigations, 1953.

Printed images perhaps become prosthetics for a late-Wittgensteinian understanding of the way language itself
fails and is facilitated, instead, by a persistent sense of play. Where language is limited from bridging participants
through some perfectly shared cognitive image, interrogating the way that materialized images themselves fail both
physically and in their proximity to the material world adds a dimension to the game-like way that
misunderstanding structurally functions.

Across images and the material world that they depict (and which then engenders them), misrecognitions build
themselves into the dripping strands that act as connective tissue between the sculpture, found objects, and
various printed media that make up Craig Jun Li’s exhibition of. Between kinetically stretching, digitally printed
meshes and silicone image translations of x-rayed artifacts (potentially facilitating future cast reproductions), I
navigate the gallery space in proximity to two thoroughly contained fields of clutter: a scattered arrangement of
artifacts that drape over and find support on a set of minimally fabricated stands evasive of descriptive
categorization. If scaled up, such supports might find reference in a type of museological display or the types of
stands where fruit is sold on the street in nearby Chinatown; if scaled down, perhaps a variation slant step–the
post-minimalist squatty potty discovered in 1960s California.

Throughout the exhibition and in a number of various matrices that overlay each other, artifacts of new information
emerge. Diptychs of panels include grids of polaroids, cast silicone, cut acrylic, digital prints—forced connections
resisting legibility to the point of their contents becoming less prominent than their modes of circulation and
physical manifestation. Perhaps as confirmation of this dynamic, the audience encounters a crop of Giotto di
Bondone’s St. Francis of Assisi Preparing the Christmas Crib at Grecchio from 1300CE, a notably early depiction
of the back of a cross as it is framed out in unpainted lumber and devoid of its front-facing image or
ornamentation, in one nested silicone panel. Surrounding it: an etching of a sliced anatomical figure peering
through a sliced SLR camera.

At the core of the work, I notice a specter of studio photography—both historical teaching tool and mechanism for
categorization—appearing faintly as anchor for the gap between objects and their presentations. In one sculptural
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work, a referenced plate from the late 19th century Scottish ethnographer John Thomson—who established one of
the earliest significant photographic records of Chinese cultures in his 1873 collection Illustrations of China and Its
People—depicting a number of fruits in a classic still life arrangement seems to spill out in sculptural form in various
modes of degradation: allowed to rot before casting and heavily patinated by submersion in acidic compound.

This freezing of time, through both ephemera and implied-but-absent peoples, undermines the way that a
composed, frozen image is historically understood towards highlighting and defining the ideal. A fable-like,
non-hierarchical relationship seems to emerge, one in which being dazzled by the ideal allows embrace of
misrecognition, in which Wittgenstein learns to flirt through logical reconstruction of language cognition, in which
you go to the archive only to be distracted by the stitches in the binding, leafing through the pages and noticing:
I’m hungry.

-Coco Klockner

About the Artist

“CJ ” Craig Jun Li (b. 1998, China) is an artist based in Brooklyn, New York (Munsee Lenape land). Driven by
research interests in circulation and semiotics, Li’s work often configures as inconstant installations utilizing
perishable materials and architectural elements. Their practice aims to investigate the oscillation between a given
subject and how it’s perceived in relation to image and material production.
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Construction Palais Stonborough, Vienna 10. Nov. 1928

To the firm of
M. Weber & Co
Vienna

Since your work on my building is now nearing its end, it is my duty and desire to express my thanks and appreciation to
you for your exceptional achievement. I can say that it would have been impossible without your work to erect the building
with the precision and objectivity necessary for this kind of construction. It is my conviction that no other firm in Vienna
could have fulfilled what I had to demand, in a similar fashion. This comes on the one hand from having excellently
trained and competent workers, of such quality and in such numbers as no other locksmith's firm could have supplied; and
on the other from the exemplary direction of your firm by Herr Ingenieur Ferdinand Kunz, who with his extraordinary
knowledge and ability committed himself to the task with an equally extraordinary readiness. Exceptional, especially for
Vienna, are also the conscientiousness and dependability of your firm, two characteristics which do you credit and benefit
your customers.
Expressing my highest esteem, I remain sincerely yours,

L. Wittgenstein

SEPTEMBER
Monday 3
This illness snatched me into its demon Disney World, where chairs and tables dance and fight and the room swirls about.
Excruciating pain. Surely someone else is ill in bed with catheters and drips.

I returned to London from Edinburgh frozen with pain on the express, with people fighting over mislabelled seats
and children screaming their way south.

My appendix was chopped out on Saturday, when they were sure it could not be cured or calmed by antibiotics. I
struggled out of the twilight with a metal zip from top to bottom of my stomach. My traumatized guts, spilled out on the
operating table - so much offal - were now back in a stomach taut as a balloon. I could not move, but lay for several days
staring ahead like a tin soldier, knocked for six.

The night's dreams, aided and abetted by morphine derivatives, grew increasingly menacing. Demons lurked in the
room.

Ten days later I pick up a pen, my appetite lost for recording and writing. It's six months since I became ill. I've lost
a stone and a half and the razor bumps across my face again.

The artist would like to thank Clare Hu and Emily Leach for their contributions to the exhibition, in addition to: Ken
Flanagan, Oskar Fougeirol, Allie Taylor, Micah Schippa-Wildfong, Joy Episalla & Carrie Yamaoka, Adam Milner, Coco
Klockner. This exhibition will be on view at RAINRAIN at 110 Lafayette Street in New York City from September 13 —
October 26, 2024, Wednesday — Saturday 11 — 6PM. For additional information, please contact the gallery
hello@rainraingallery.com
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