
NOSTALGIA



It’s a weird feeling to love a past 
life that I never actually lived. 

There’s this magical, Hollywood 
nostalgia for the extravagance 
of the Roaring Twenties, the so-
called simplicity of the Fifties, 
the passion of the Seventies, the 
hope of the Eighties...  I think 
deep down we all know that 
each decade probably felt about 
like this one does — or maybe 
it was even worse — but there’s 
a welcome escape in finding 
inspiration from the highs of the 
past. 

I have this retro-mixed-with-
modern vision in my head for 
everything I create. I want velvet 
fabrics, neon signs, industrial 
brick walls, white walls, clean 
lines, vintage rugs, bamboo 
chairs, plastic chairs, gold 
everything, print magazines, 
vinyls, ma and pop shops, 
farmer’s markets, and the latest 
iPhone. 

I want a little bit of everything. 
I want to pick the best part of 
every era of design and culture 
and pull it together into one 
cohesive masterpiece. 
It’s probably the internet that 
made me like this, right? 

But before we criticize and 
accuse the internet of making 
us needy and spoiled and 

depressed, can we have a 
moment of “omg we have 
inspiration from centuries of life 
right at our fingertips and that is 
amazing”?

I always want to find 
contentment where I am, but 
simultaneously, I like that our 
culture is nostalgic right now. 
I like the feeling of letting 
efficiency go for a slow moment 
from the past. I like the feeling 
of getting to choose my style 
among millions of ideas on the 
little screen in front of me. I find 
it inspiring, in the truest and 
least overused version of that 
word, to see what’s been done 
and to modify it into something 
new; to mix the past with the 
present. Maybe it’s the editor 
in me that likes to start with 
someone else’s work instead of 
inventing my own, but isn’t the 
best art the kind that started 
with “Wow, what a great idea! I 
want to do something too”?

Sometimes when I throw 
something out I wonder if my 
future grandkids will wish I 
saved it. Sometimes when I get 
dressed I wonder if I’ll laugh 
at myself in five years and then 
love my style again in ten. It 
used to be something I feared — 
I wanted to stick to the classics 
and stay timeless so as never to 

become irrelevant. But the older 
I get the more I fall in love with 
symbols of time. I love that I 
can evoke an emotion in myself 
through just a specific color or 
a certain song or an old smell. 
I love that I can say so much 
through the furniture in my 
house and the clothes on my 
back. And I’m even ok with a 
little nostalgic escape in my art 
if only to take a break from the 
chaos that sits ahead of us each 
day. 

Here’s to wearing our grandpa’s 
clothes and buying a turquoise 
fridge. 

___________________
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