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study in relative abstraction.  The interface is the art.  The "data/content/information" is just an
excuse for the existence of the interface.

Years later, Sodeoka's piece for the Whitney's Artport, Prototype #38, still celebrates the ana-
log, but with a bit more emphasis on the data itself.  Yet another machine, this one actually
works, parsing and displaying real search terms entered in real time into real search engines
by real people.  The machine then assigns each term a pseudo-spiritual significance via vari-
ous unintelligible interface outputs.  More concept; less play.  Yet despite the "real" data and
the attempt to spiritualize it in some meaningful way, the interesting "art" of the piece still lies
in its abstract interface.

Fake data or real data, surveillance cameras or internet spy software, in the end, Yoshi
Sodeoka is tracking the aesthetic vibe of the interface itself.  He's not interested in the slick,
digital, Adobe-software-generated interfaces of the commercial web.  He's not even interested
in the neo-dada, binary-happy ascii interfaces of jodi.org et al.  Sodeoka is more interested in
the marriage of a late 1950s missile guidance system and a mid-'70s Moog Synthesizer.  The

heavy, gliding roll of the chrome knobs on an old Marantz amplifier; the feel of that reassuring
plastic CLICK as you insert an Asteroids cartridge into an Atari gaming console -- these are
Sodeoka's muses.

Is there a concept behind all this interface fetishism?  McLuhan said that previous media
become the content of current media... which is a nice sound byte, but tangential to Sodeoka's
work.  Brian Eno hits much closer to the mark:

"Although designers continue to dream of 'transparency' - 
technologies that just do their job without making their presence 
felt - both creators and audiences actually like technologies with 
'personality.' A personality is something with which you can have a 
relationship. Which is why people return to pencils, violins, and the 
same three guitar chords."

Alienated by the impersonal churn of self-reflexive, obligatorily 
conceptual "multimedia art," the mere tangible familiarity of a dial 
tone can start to seem pretty warm.  Is Yoshi Sodeoka's retro-tech 
fetishism an indictment of the frigidity of contemporary art?  I'd 
love to answer that question, but I've got a date with my 
stratocaster.

- Curt Cloninger
home:   http://www.lab404.com garden: http://www.playdamage.org


