
Chris. Obsessions. Go: 
Obsessions are what set you apart from other people because rather than 
defining yourself by what you are not, you’re actually claiming something 
as important to you. Obsessions are considered a fault by those who have 
the luxury of caring about nothing, but those people tend to all seem the 
same. Obsessions make people successful when they make something as 
a result of it, even more so if they are rewarded for it. Obsessions are, by 
nature, specific.

So specify.
My current obsessions are the effects of deregulation on commercial 
airline economy, the cadence, etiquette, and service of airline flight, 
deviants who make art and music and films, Paradise Garage/The Loft 
circa 1983-87, Harvey’s Sarcastic Disco, the American South, the rise and 
fall of Brandermill (the planned community I’m from), crime statistics in 
Richmond, Durham, and Los Angeles, and Québecois curse words.

How have these obsessions come and gone? 
My obsessions have evolved over time, I think, from being obsessed 

with consuming the end product to figuring out how the product was made. 
I was obsessed with getting scared by haunted houses when I was young. 
When I was 13, I decided to make my own haunted house in my yard on 
Halloween. By the time I was 16, I was hired to make a haunted house at a 
school and at an old mansion before it was renovated. After that I think I 
fully processed my obsession and I was able to move on to another.

Music: 
I know you’ve always been obsessed with singers that are dead. 
My favorite dead singer is not Ian Curtis. Probably Marvin Pontiac, but 
he was never really real in the first place. I just went to this John Lurie 
preview at the Musée here [in Montreal at time of interview] and his work 
is hilarious—his titles—like, the paintings existed just so he could have 
a punch line. I wanted to go up to Lurie and tell him that I love Marvin 
Pontiac, but I couldn’t recognize him.

Check out the trailer for Norman, and a behind the scenes docublog on, 
www.myspace.com/noperformance.
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