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How did you sleep last night?How did you sleep last night? 

In a series of window  installations and 
events, the M addresses sleep, a  multitude of 
complex physiological, psychological,  social 
and political phenomena. Human cultures 
and behaviors of sleep differ, yet the very 
necessity of sleep is shared by all people. 
Everyday objects and practices of sleep and 
being in bed are a window into this shared 
necessity. The project features  diverse 
voices of local artists, poets, and cultural 
activists reflecting on sleep in the context 
of the recent experiences of the pandemic, 
ecological crisis, and political upheaval. 
Through the soft aesthetics of textiles and 
associative imagery of dreams, the project 
reflects on health, gender, home, labor, and 
race, enlivening the significance of sleep 
while envisaging alternatives to the frenzied 
rallies of modern productivity. Most of the 
works in the series are new commissions.  In 
part they are  based on the history of the 
M’s building as the home of the first local 
newspaper, The Minnesota Pioneer, turning 
the building itself into  a “dreaming-back” 
machine that brings to life the imperfect 
slumbers of people from more than 100 
years ago.

KatKatyya Oichermana Oicherman

Katya Oicherman is an independent artist, 
researcher, and educator working  with 
textiles, based in Cleveland, OH. Looking 
for stories in textiles and in domestic 
rituals, she reflects on the emergence of 
family mythologies. Examining cloth in 
contemporary art, Oicherman emphasizes 
its overlooked role in civilization, and 
significance in Jewish ritual. Her historical 
research focuses on the material culture of 
sleep. She studied textile art (Shenkar College, 
Israel) and modern Jewish studies (University 
of Leeds, UK). Her practice-based PhD from 
Goldsmiths, University of  London addressed 
19th century German Jewish ritual textiles, 

imbuing historical craft artifacts with 
contemporary relevance through creative 
research. Currently she  is an artist in residence 
at the Minnesota Museum of American Art 
in St. Paul. She recently taught visual art at 
the St. Paul Conservatory for Performing 
Artists and in the Minneapolis College of Art 
and Design. In the past she has taught textile 
design and history in Shenkar College, Israel  
and chaired its department of Textile Design.

Rachel Breen                 Rachel Breen                 
I Wish This Was a Nightmare

A hanging installation made with second-
hand pajamas. 

This work juxtaposes the seductive allure 
and softness of polyester sleepwear with 
mounting textile waste, ecological damage, 
and exploitation of workers. These low-
quality, synthetic textiles require petroleum 
to produce and are tied to the insatiable 
consumerism of our time. Composed of 
many pajamas joined together, this ghostly 
work hints at the dystopian possibility of 
interconnected sleep and shared nightmares.

“I think there’s an irony there, that people “I think there’s an irony there, that people 
think about putting pajamas on to help them think about putting pajamas on to help them 
have a good sleep, to stay warm at night, just have a good sleep, to stay warm at night, just 
to be comfortable, while in fact, these pajamas to be comfortable, while in fact, these pajamas 
should be making us very uncomfortable.”should be making us very uncomfortable.”

Rachel BreenRachel Breen’s work has been shown 
widely, both in Minnesota and across the 
country, including a solo exhibition at the 
Minneapolis Institute of Art in 2020. Her 
solo exhibition, The Price of Our Clothes, 
at the Perlman Museum, was included in 
the top 20 best of 2018 exhibitions in the 
US by Hyperallergic (December 20, 2018). 
Rachel was the recipient of a Fulbright award 
to India in 2022. She has been awarded 
an artist residency at MacDowell and the 
Virginia Center for Creative Arts. Rachel is an 
inaugural recipient of the Jerome Hill Artist 

Fellowship, has received four Minnesota State 
Arts Board grants and a fellowship from the 
Walker Art Center Open Field. Rachel holds 
an MFA from the University of Minnesota 
and a BA from The Evergreen State College. 
She lives in Minneapolis, MN, maintains an 
active studio practice and is a professor of art 
at Anoka Ramsey Community College.

SaSaygyge Carroll                  e Carroll                  
mourning quilt

A sculptural installation consisting of a quilt-
like object made from black  earthenware 
and white porcelain tiles and a porcelain 
illuminating vessel. 

The work was  inspired by an album of 
family photographs compiled by the artist’s 
grandmother in Dothan, Alabama and a 
cotton quilt created by her. The tiles bear 
photographic images of the artist’s ancestors. 
The work is a tribute and memorial to the 
family’s generations and their efforts as 
African Americans to survive and aspire for 
dignified life for their descendants despite the 
grim realities of slavery and later segregation 
in the American South.

“This is my essay form. As I make these “This is my essay form. As I make these 
things, I am meditating on all of the obstacles things, I am meditating on all of the obstacles 
that my ancestors had, and were still able to that my ancestors had, and were still able to 
create these beautiful pieces that are lasting create these beautiful pieces that are lasting 
in the world longer than they would. With in the world longer than they would. With 
ceramics, that’s going to last for a long time.”ceramics, that’s going to last for a long time.”

Artist and advocate Sayge CarrollSayge Carroll has been 
tending the soil of community through art 
for more than 20 years. Carroll is a recent 
graduate of University of Minnesota MFA in 
Interdisciplinary Arts and Social Practice and 
holds a BA from the University of Minnesota. 
Carroll is also currently enrolled in the Master 
Gardener program at the University of 
Minnesota. Through visual art, sound design 
and civic engagement Carroll has devoted 
their career and life work to connecting 

The Artists of Im/perfect Slumbers
In late 2022, Katya Oicherman interviewed each Im/perfect Slumbers artist about their works 
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ancestral wisdom, lineage, and knowledge of 
natural resources to the present.
 
In their public art and events, Carroll works 
outside traditional art spaces to reach people 
in the context of their lives and communities. 
Their large-scale sculptural installation 
Building Worlds (2021) was activated by 
Artists Keegan Xavi, Lela Pierce, Davu Seru, 
and Douglas Ewart inspired by our city’s 
bounty of black cultural ambassadors.
 
In 2015, Carroll founded Art Church, a non-
religious community art access program. In 
2016 Carroll began their first “Harvest Feast”, 
a community meal and annual celebration 
located two blocks from George Floyd Square. 
Carroll creates the ceramic dishes neighbors 
dine on and they can take them home after 
the event. In the course of six years, Harvest 
Feast has convened five hundred people. In 
2020, Carroll’s handcrafted instruments and 
soundscape compositions were featured in 
an Augmented Reality installation for the 
Twin Cities Northern Light Festival. In 2021, 
Carroll and fellow artist Katrina Knutson 
opened the studio and gallery “Hamden 
Bend” in St. Paul. Carroll lives with their son 
Morgan Laramy and their dog Wolfy.

Amoke Kubat                Amoke Kubat                
Night Mothering 

A reconstruction of a bedroom in which the 
artist spent the difficult time of the pandemic 
and social unrest. 

Following the murder of George Floyd, the 
bed became a safe microcosm for the artist, 
offering her recuperation and solace in the face 
of grief. It became a place to house the artist’s 
physical and spiritual body, represented in this 
installation as a handmade fabric doll. Kubat 
has surrounded her surrogate with strong 
protective and inspiring symbols, playful 
portraits, hand-made tapestries, and bundles 
of branches. The installation also speaks to 
the imperfect quality of her sleep during this 
time. The artist recalls, "My daughter and I 
were literally doing day and night shifts to 
protect our family. Hence the bullhorn and 
machetes!" She offers the bed as an altar of 
joyful perseverance in the face of menacing 
reality.

“I’m going into the depth of my human “I’m going into the depth of my human 
development, right into the cellular level, into development, right into the cellular level, into 
the stringiness of muscles.”the stringiness of muscles.”

Amoke KubatAmoke Kubat is a HeARTIST* and Spiritual 
Culture Bearer, who remains curious about 
self, the natural world, and the Sacred. She 
reclaims an African Indigenous Spiritual 
sensibility to reconnect herself and Black 
people to earth and water as practice for 
holistic wellness. Self-taught, she uses 
artmaking (weaving, doll making and clay) 
and writing (essays, short stories, poems, and 
plays) to continue to define herself and hold a 
position of wellness in an America sick with 
inequalities and inequities. Her plays, ANGRY 
BLACK WOMAN & Well Intentioned White 
Girl and Old Good Kit Kat and Good Old Kit 
speak to this. Her current work explores the 
impact of extreme political and ecological 
climate on aging and disabilities and the 
medical gaslighting of Black women’s bodies. 

Amoke is the creator of YO MAMA’s The Art 
of Mothering Workshops and YO MAMA’s 
House Cooperative. YO MAMA’s philosophy 
and practice is to empower mothers by 
disrupting the devaluation of women’s 
visible and invisible labor and increasing 
the recognition of the ART of Mothering 
by encouraging mothers to grow as artists, 
activists and healers. 

(*Open Heart centered artwork.)

Shanai Matteson             Shanai Matteson             
Severed Right

Textile story maps created with used fabrics, 
stitching, and printing with natural dyes. 

The maps are a response to local histories 
and contemporary reality of natural resources 
extraction, displacement of Indigenous 
peoples, and protest against it. For the artist, 
personal and collective work with textiles is a 
vehicle to communicate and actively produce 
reflection and resistance to the established 
order of domination and extraction.

“What is beneath our concept of safety? Who “What is beneath our concept of safety? Who 
has a right to safety or to clean water? And has a right to safety or to clean water? And 
who is sacrificed?...who is sacrificed?...
 How do people sleep at night? It is another  How do people sleep at night? It is another 
way of asking that same question. Honestly, way of asking that same question. Honestly, 

I’ve been losing a lot of sleep. I feel like I’m I’ve been losing a lot of sleep. I feel like I’m 
constantly thinking about my next steps, or constantly thinking about my next steps, or 
finding my path.finding my path.”

Shanai MattesonShanai Matteson (she / her) is an artist, 
writer, environmental activist, and cultural 
organizer. She lives in rural Palisade, MN, 
where she grew up. 

Shanai is currently working to help organize 
cultural and community space at the Water 
Protector Welcome Center, a pipeline 
resistance camp and community established 
by Indigenous women leading the movement 
to stop the Line 3 oil pipeline. As a non-native 
woman whose family settled in this region, 
Shanai sees her cultural organizing work here 
as a form of service and repair, as well as a way 
to encourage a just transition to a healthier 
culture and economy. 

Shanai works with a variety of rural and urban 
communities to create collaborative public art 
projects, documentaries, creative writing and 
print work, and social or political spaces. 

Her larger goals are to recognize and deepen 
her own relationships with people and the 
places they inhabit together. Through slow 
and emergent arts activism, Shanai strives 
to create a more caring and reciprocal 
culture — shifting narrative, challenging 
hierarchical power structures, and helping 
her collaborators reimagine and transform 
the systems these shape. 

In her work as a public artist and writer, 
Shanai documents the people and places that 
move her, creating visual and literary artwork 
to honor the complex and interdependent 
nature of identity, place, material, and 
memory. 

MollMollyy Parker Stuart                    Parker Stuart                   
An Act of Pure and Unrelenting Beauty, 
Yawn and others

A series of dream-like animations that abstract 
digital data.

In this series of films, the artist manipulates 
digital data, ranging from hate speech directed 
at trans people to images of modernist 
paintings to videos of people yawning. What 
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results are abstract, dream-like animations 
that transcend narrative, aiming to appeal 
to emotion and experience beyond speech. 
Parker Stuart’s multi-layered abstractions 
move both literally and metaphorically, 
and reflect the artist’s practice as a painter 
of complex compositions with playful 
interchange between  background and 
foreground. 

“Even in the smallest details, you’ll see “Even in the smallest details, you’ll see 
individual pixels moving in directions individual pixels moving in directions 
different from those of the larger motion different from those of the larger motion 
objects. Everything is working against itself, objects. Everything is working against itself, 
but together. I think it really serves to calm but together. I think it really serves to calm 
down the rational voice that wants to describe down the rational voice that wants to describe 
what’s happening as a story.”what’s happening as a story.”

Molly Parker StuartMolly Parker Stuart is an artist and 
experimental filmmaker living with bipolar 
disorder. Sleep is often treacherous for people 
with bipolar disorder. Using software and 
algorithms of her own design, Molly works 
to push the bounds of digital filmmaking by 
using both the social and digital structure 
embedded in data to create abstractions 
that evoke physical experiences. Originally 
trained as a painter, her curiosity was piqued 
by conceptual works by artists such as Joseph 
Kosuth. Molly sought to create a digital 
environment that encapsulated concepts. 
Through these experiments, she found her 
way to the moving image.

Anat SpieAnat Spieggel                   el                                             
and Katya Oicherman  and Katya Oicherman              
With: Matt Rahaim (voice), Liz Draper With: Matt Rahaim (voice), Liz Draper 
(cello), Theo Langason (voice), and Kevin (cello), Theo Langason (voice), and Kevin 
Walton (voice)Walton (voice)
The colonizers’ dream press revisited

A collaborative experimental sound installation 
presented in three different locations around 
the museum based on stories reflecting sleep 
and rest from The Minnesota Pioneer from 
1849. 

Each location has its own text and theme 
including sleep medication, advice on healthy 
sleep regiment, and sleeping rough. The 
compositions create a sonic frame around the 
exhibition, connecting the Pioneer building–
built in 1889 to serve as a home for The 

Minnesota Pioneer newspaper (which became 
the St. Paul Pioneer Press)–with contemporary 
experiences of sleep. Thematically, these 
sound works are connected to the artwork 
featured on the 4th Street windows by Peng 
Wu.

“For me, the voice is the key. I wanted to “For me, the voice is the key. I wanted to 
feature very specific elements of the voice, to feature very specific elements of the voice, to 
pull the listener into a ‘dream state’, to break pull the listener into a ‘dream state’, to break 
or cast a spell on them.”or cast a spell on them.”

Anat SpiegelAnat Spiegel (IL/NL/USA) is a composer 
and vocalist specializing in cross-platform 
performance. Her work stems from a 
vocal perspective and focuses on the 
endless expressions of the human voice. 
In the juxtaposition of jazz, theater and 
contemporary classical music, Spiegel’s 
compositions consider the cultural gravity 
of singing itself and the connection between 
written language and its sounding expression. 
Spiegel is a member of the composer’s 
collective Monotak and the spoken word 
duo Noon and Ain. Her recent works 
includes the opera Medulla (La Monnaie), 
the electronic opera Before Present (National 
Dutch Opera and ADE), the online opera 
The Transmigration of Morton F (Holland 
Festival) and the chamber quartet My Four 
Mothers (Cedar Commissions). Spiegel is a 
recipient of the 2020 McKnight composers 
fellowship.

Rotem Tamir               Rotem Tamir               
Pu’ah 

A tower of handmade pillows with fragile 
hand-blown globules inhabiting its soft folds. 

The artist has created a surreal, visceral, 
and sensuous dream-object, reimagining a 
utilitarian, domestic, feminine thing gone 
astray, and multiplying into a monstrous, 
excessive formation. Combining weight and 
softness of wool and cotton with pliability 
and fragility of pine resin bubbles containing 
air, the tower presents a breathing, dreaming 
body on the verge of waking up.

“I grew up on tales about a princess who lives “I grew up on tales about a princess who lives 
in a tower, waiting for something to happen. in a tower, waiting for something to happen. 
I imagined this woman who sleeps, and as I imagined this woman who sleeps, and as 

long as she sleeps then all the people who are long as she sleeps then all the people who are 
important to her, her family, kids, husband, important to her, her family, kids, husband, 
her job, they are ok, her life runs smoothly. her job, they are ok, her life runs smoothly. 
But the day she wakes up, it all will collapse.”But the day she wakes up, it all will collapse.”

Rotem Tamir’sRotem Tamir’s art focuses on traditions 
of object making and how they morph as 
they travel with their bearers through time 
and space, echoing the complex stories of 
relocation and shuffled identities. Although 
removed from their particular histories and 
geographies, her objects nonetheless pay 
homage to the traditions from which they 
emerged, revitalizing those as products 
of contemporary enquiries about places, 
belonging, and politics. Rotem Tamir 
immigrated to the United States from Israel 
in 2011. Currently she serves as the Assistant 
Professor in Sculpture at the Department 
of Art at the University of Minnesota. Her 
work has been exhibited at venues including 
Law Warschaw Gallery, MN; Locust Projects, 
Miami, FL; the Harn Museum, Gainesville, FL; 
Kav 16 Community Gallery for Contemporary 
Art, Tel Aviv; BCA Center, Burlington, VT; 
Artists’ House, Tel Aviv, among others. Tamir 
has been awarded residencies at Sculpture 
Space, Utica, NY; Franconia Sculpture Park, 
MN and Art OMI International Arts Center, 
among others. She received the Toby Devan 
Lewis Fellowship award; the Artis Exhibition 
Grant from artiscontemoprary.org, New 
York, NY, and recently the 2021 McKnight 
Fellowship for Visual Artists.

Yuko TaniYuko Tanigguchi              uchi              
The Weight of Sleep

A window installation visually interpreting a 
poem that describes how differently people in 
one family experience and relate to sleep. 

The poem originated as a reflection on 
these differences and suggested the “weight 
of sleep,” or the difficulty or ease of falling 
asleep, through different materials. The 
background of the work is the artist’s long-
term role leading creative writing workshops 
for adolescents struggling with mental 
health challenges. Personal experiences of 
immigration and negotiating deep cultural 
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differences between the US and Japan also 
inform the artist’s relationship to sleep and 
shape her specific ways of expression and 
reasoning. 

“Hold a stone. Feel its texture and weight. “Hold a stone. Feel its texture and weight. 
Does it feel similar to the way you visualize Does it feel similar to the way you visualize 
your sleep? Hold and feel the weight of various your sleep? Hold and feel the weight of various 
stones until you find the one that feels right stones until you find the one that feels right 
to you.”to you.”

Yuko Taniguchi is the author of a volume 
of poetry, Foreign Wife Elegy (2004), and 
a novel, The Ocean in the Closet (2007), 
both published by Coffee House Press. Her 
awards include the Dayton Literary Peace 
Prize, the Kiriyama Prize Notable Book, the 
Gustavus Myers Center Outstanding Book 
Award Advancing Human Rights, and the 
McKnight Artist Fellowship. Her poems, 
stories, and essays have appeared in Sycamore 
Review, The Examined Life, Cider Review 
Press, and Touchstone Literary Magazine. 
She is an assistant professor of Medicine and 
Arts at the Center for Learning Innovation at 
the University of Minnesota Rochester. She 
also provides creative writing and art classes 
in psychiatric units. Taniguchi regularly 
collaborates with artists and healthcare 
professionals to explore how creative activities 
lead to self-discovery and healing.

Gwen Westerman          Gwen Westerman          
A Place for Dreams

Window installation introducing a poem 
dedicated to the artist’s memories of her 
grandmother, who was a quilter. 

The installation aims to recreate the childhood 
experience of sleeping outside on a pallet and 
quilt as an alternative to the contemporary 
reliance on technology for managing our rest. 
Restful time in nature, allowed simply for 
the sake of it, graces with a different kind of 
reflection and listening.

“You can get answers to questions that are “You can get answers to questions that are 
running through your mind. The questions running through your mind. The questions 
that are bothering you, you can get answers that are bothering you, you can get answers 
to those questions from dreams. But if we to those questions from dreams. But if we 

have no place to sleep, no place to dream, have no place to sleep, no place to dream, 
how will we ever find any answers at all?”how will we ever find any answers at all?”

A poet and visual artist, Gwen WestermanGwen Westerman 
lives in southern Minnesota, as did her 
Dakota ancestors. Her roots are deep in the 
landscape of the tallgrass prairie and reveal 
themselves in her art and writing. She was 
named Minnesota’s third Poet Laureate in 
2021. 

PenPengg Wu                         Wu                        
and Katya Oichermanand Katya Oicherman
Imperfect Slumbers; Lethal Lullabies; 
A Fresh Supply 

A series of window installations based on 
stories and advertisements  from 1849 issues 
of The Minnesota Pioneer. 

One pair of windows presents the contents 
of a pharmacy in St. Paul as advertised in The 
Minnesota Pioneer and reflects on the use of 
opium to medicate small children. The second 
pair tells a story of a woman frightened by 
a homeless person sleeping outside of her 
house. Visually, these designs were inspired by 
an applique quilt dating to the 1820s–1850s 
representing Adam and Eve in the Garden of 
Eden, held in the collection of  the Minnesota 
Historical Society.

“It feels like we talk about visual art as a way “It feels like we talk about visual art as a way 
to make the invisible visible, right? That’s to make the invisible visible, right? That’s 
true. This is exactly what the project is about: true. This is exactly what the project is about: 
identifying those period ghosts and giving identifying those period ghosts and giving 
them a form, making them be seen.”them a form, making them be seen.”

Peng WuPeng Wu is a social practice artist. Born 
and raised in China, he creates public art 
installations and participatory events to reflect 
on societal yet personal struggles, including 
immigration, sleep deprivation, and mental 
health issues. 

Wu has lived and worked in Minneapolis 
since 2011 as a temporary foreign worker—as 
defined by his visa status. His art of searching 

for a sense of home and rest is deeply informed 
by the decade-long impermanence. To earn a 
longer legal status of staying in this country 
he has to work day and night restlessly. At one 
point he suddenly found he couldn’t fall into 
sleep at night. “How’s your sleep?” became 
the way he often greeted his immigrant 
friends. With no health insurance coverage, 
he couldn’t afford the insanely expensive 
hospitals here. So he proposed to create an 
art project to cure his sleep disorder as his 
residency project at Weisman Art Museum. 
In collaboration with sleep researchers 
and doctors, he created large architectural 
installations to facilitate numerous public 
events to examine the cultures and politics of 
sleep. 

He was forced away from his home in 
Minnesota for two years due to visa issues. 
He returned to his long-gone home in 
Minneapolis last year and got married to 
his partner whom he couldn’t legally marry 
in their home country. Being together, they 
sleep better now. On the dinner table of their 
home, he continues to host art-making events 
that hopefully create a sense of home for all 
to sleep and rest. 
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How to make Sleep Refreshing.How to make Sleep Refreshing.
1. Take sufficient exercise in the 

open air, during the day.
2. Eat light suppers, always two 

hours before retiring.
3. Avoid tea and coffee and all 

unnatural stimulants.
4. Retire early. All animals, except 

those that prowl at night, retire to 
rest soon after the sun goes down. 
The early hours of sleep are the most 
sweet and refreshing.

5. Eschew feather beds; sleep on 
hair or cotton mattresses, with light 
covering of bed clothes.

6. Be sure and have your room well 
ventilated.

It is well known that the Duke of 
Wellington, now a hale old man, is 
accustomed to sleep on the hard 
narrow pallet. It is reported that the 
Duke justifies the narrowness of his 
resting place, on the plea that when 
a man wishes to turn, it is then high 
time to turn out. We seldom hear the 
laborious peasant complain of restless 
nights. The indolent, pampered 
epicure, or the man who overtasks 
his brain and denies himself bodily 
exercise is liable to sleeplessness.

July 5 1849

To the Editor of the Pioneer:To the Editor of the Pioneer:

deer Sur. I take my pen in hand 
to inform You that it is confedently 
Suspected in some of the cirkles of 
Sant paul Thar is a man about Town. 
this fact i Am Sure sur need not 
excite enny Alarm but my Timerus 
neighbor Mrs Smelletts is so Much 
concerned about Soe misterius an 
item of intelligence that she declares 
she cant Sleep a nightes for hez she 
has cam mene enny goode Nohow! 
On one morning after she had 
rizzen from hur Excited Slumbers 
and satt down to light her pipe 
before removing her nightcape, she 
ses well i do feel Dredful sultry like 
this Morning, I would like to knowe 
who on airthe Did turn that barrel 
downe right in the dead of the 
Nighte, downe on them shingles 
Under the winder Enuff to krash The 
house downe; really i would Like to 
know whar that Suspicious stranger 
does go to a nightes. ah! hes after No 
goode ill Bee bounde. Thar he was 
Before Sunrize jest a getting up off 
the bear Stun rite on the rivers brim. 
this very morning i See him streching 
And yerning like a great oxx in the 
kattle yard getting upp. iff thats a 
Person well meneing Why i should 

like to knowe Why dozzent he gett 
lodging Among the human Folkes. 
A boddy dont know but he may 
be ever so honest but A buddy cant 
Help a buddys thoughts. and So the 
old ladye runs on like madd. if you 
Sir who make up Newse can render 
enny information That shall quell 
the old Ladys feers you will muche 
Oblige yours very respectfully 
 Titus A. Peep. 

Note Beny. The old ladye is better 
this mornin. She composed her 
Nurves with two extry cupps. T. A. P.

In replyIn reply to the solicitation of our 
respected correspondent, we say, that 
though there are some gentlemen 
about town who might unwittingly 
excite the alarm of people who 
have never before witnessed the 
circumstances attendant upon the 
sudden rise of a new city in a new 
country like this, there is probably 
no substantial ground for fears of 
this kind. Mrs. Smelletts, as we are 
informed, having a comfortavble 
residence of her own, of some ten 
feet by twelve, which aside from 
its accommodating most of her 
furniture and valuables, such as 
a cooking store, some saddles of 
bacon, &e., &e., affords ample space 
for a bed for herself, two sons and 
three matured daughters, i.e. when 
arranged crosswise, with their 
feet pointing towards the door—
innocently presumes that every 
body may be as agreeably situated as 
herself. She therefore is wanting in 
charity for that class of new comers, 
who from the overflowing condition 
of our public houses are necessitated 
to drop down into lodgings on any 
spot where night overtakes them. 

Now Mrs. Smelletts we are sure, 
if she could realize the unpleasant 
necessity of these people in sleeping 
upon a bare lime rock, or a pile of 
boards, or upon the shavings of an 
unfinished house, would have her 
kindliest sympathies enlisted, rather 
than her suspicious surmisings 
excited. In these warm nights, when 
the mosquitoes nation in armed 
battalions pour over from the Sioux 
bottoms, upon the wearied denizens 
of Saint Paul, Mrs. Smelletts usually 
fumes out her slumbers as softly 
as the smoke, outside her door, 
rises to embrace in angel wings her 
domicil. She little knows how hard 
the unsuspected stranger may suffer 
from sleeping night after night with 
his dress clothes on; aye, perchance 
in a traveled shirt; without smoke 
or “sketer bar”; liable any moment 
to be hunched by some envious bog 
that claims his nest; to be blown 
upon by some cold bovine nose; 

cachinated out of his snoose by a 
night-walking horse; to be cut short 
of his imperfect slumber by dread 
of meeting the eye of the early 
carpenter or thirsty neighbor. That 
suspected person, who has been 
seen about town very early in the 
morning, with his coat seedled and 
wrinkled, his trousers legs climbing 
his knees, his hat indeated, his neck 
muffled instead of shirted—where 
will he get his breakfast? Pray think 
of that Mrs. Smelletts!

June 28 1849

DRUGS AND MEDICINES DRUGS AND MEDICINES 
Saint Paul, Minnesota.

Just received from the east a fresh 
supply of Drugs, Medicines, Paints,  
Oils, Glass, Varnishes and Dye-stuffs, 
which will be sold at the lowest 
prices. The principal articles are as 
follows:

April 28, 1849

DRUGS.DRUGS.

FAMILY MEDICINES.FAMILY MEDICINES.

Anti-bilious, cathartic, vegetable, 
and ague pills, Coxe’s hive syrup, 
Stoughton’s  bitters, Burgundy pitch, 
Liniment — volatile, nerve and 
bone, poor man’s and anodyne; Am., 
Thompson’s eye water opodeldoc, 
paragorie, castor oil without taste 
or smell, rheumatic drops, together 
with every article in the Drug line for 
sale cheap for cash.

DEWEY & CAVILIER.
Saint Paul April 27, 1849.

Acid Benzoic,
 “      Tartaric,
 “      Muriatic,
 “      Sulfuric,
Ammonia, aqua,
      “     carb,
Arsenic,
Aloes, Cape, 
   “      Barbados,
   “      socotrina,
Alcohol, asafoetida,
Allum,
Antimony black,
Adhesive plaster,
Arrow root,
Asphaltum,
Burgundy, pitch,
Blue pill,
Bark, wild cherry,
Borax, refined,
   “      crude,
Balsam filtered,
Bismuth, ox.,
Bayberry bark,
Conii ext.,
Cream tartar,
Copayva, balsam,
Chalk, white, 
 “         red, 
 “         prepared,
Creosote, cloves, 
Composition,
Canella alba,
Dover powders, 
Digitalis,
Emery, No. 1—8,
Ergot, Epsom salts,
Eye water,
Elixir vitriol,
Tamarinds,
Tapioca,
Turmeric,
Terra Sienna,
Tar, Barbados,

Tartar emetic, 
    “     Polka,
    “     Windsor gen.,
    “     Windsor Amer.,
    “     Shaving,
    “     Transparent,
Salts of tartar,
Scammony,
Twine, white,
Twine, red and 
white,
Twine, hemp,
Turpentine, spirits,
Trefoil,
Tonqua  beans,
Sal. soda, Sago,
Sarsaparilla, com. ex.,
Sugar lead,
Sulfate ammoniac,
Squills, sliced,
     “    , vinegar,
     “    , syrup,
Sallpetre, senna,
Sw. spirits niire,
Spanish flies,
Saffron fill.,
Sulfuric ether,
Soap, castile,  
Carbonate magnesia,
Calcined       do
Craton oil,
Calomel, English,
Orange peel,
Pearlash,
Pumice  Stone,
Peruvian bark,
Pearl barley,
Precipitate red,
    do  white,
Prussian blue,
Pink root,
Quicksilver,
Tinc. caps. and myrrh,
  “     Asafoetida,

  “     Digitalis,
  “     Aloes,
  “     Opium,
  “     Senna & Jalap,
  “     Cantharides,
  “     Camphor,
  “     Huxum’s
Camp. and Op.,
Calomel, 
Camphor,
Columbo root,
Cayenne pepper,
      “       African,
Carb. ferri,
  “      presip.,
Chamomile flowers,
Cardamon, caraway, 
Coriander,
Corrosive sub.,
Castor oil,
Oil Harlem,
 “   Olive,
 “   Anise,
 “   Juniper,
 “   Tansy,
 “   Spike,
 “   Linseed,
 “   Cloves,
 “   Rosemary,
 “   Sassafras,
 “   Cinnamon,
 “   Hemlock,
 “   Lemon,
 “   Pennyroyal,
 “   Bergamot,
 “   Wintergreen,
 “   Wormseed,
 “   British,
Nux Vomica,
Quinine,
Rhubarb root, 
      “  pul.,
Rotten stone,
Rose water,
Seneca snakeroot,
Sulfur, roll,
   “       subl.,
Sulph.  zinc,
Smalis,
Sponge,
Sealing wax,
Sand, black, 
Skins, white & split,

Sand paper,
Snuff,
Iodine polassa,
Ivory black,
Jalap,
Laudanum,
Lip salve, Lint,
Lavender, spts.,
Liquorice, ball,
      “   root,
      “   pul.,
Mace, Morphine,
Mercurial ointment, 
Nitrate silver,
Nutmegs,
Nutmegs Gamboge,
     “  Manna,
     “  Kino,
Goldthread,
Glue ginger,
Gentian,
Glauber Salts,
Hiera picra, hops,
Hyosciamus ex.,
Ipecacuanha,
Isinglass, Iodine,
Ink powder,
Indelible do 
Ointment, rose,
      “   merc.,
      “   Sulphur,
Gum elastic,
   “   Arabic, 
   “   Arabic pul.,
   “   Myrrh,
   “   Opium,
   “   Tragacanth,
   “   Shellac,
   “   Ammonic,
   “   Guaiacom,
Uva, Uris,
Valerian, 
Verdigris,
Vermilion, Chinese, 
Vermilion Amer.   do
Va.  snake root,
Vials, all sizes,
Wormseed, 
Wafers,
Whiting,
Wax, white, 
Wax, red,
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SHORT PATENT SERMON. SHORT PATENT SERMON. 
BY DOW, JR. 

“Early to bed, and early to rise,
 Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and 

wise.”

My Hearers —the text I have 
chosen for my present discourse 
is most beautifully homely; but it 
contains the clean kernels of truth, 
without husk or chaff. I believe that 
the God of Nature intended us to go 
to roost with the birds and chickens 
—not with them, in one sense of the 
word, but to retire for the night at 
the same time they do. All the brute 
creation close their peepers at the 
setting sun, save such as see the best 
in the dark, and whose deeds are evil: 
why should man be an exception, 
since he is not an owl nor a bat that 
sleeps through the day for the want 
of properly adapted optics? I see 
no reason under the planet Jupiter 
why you should not go to bed when 
Evening empties her soot bag upon 
the earth —and get out of it at the 
first blush of morn. Even ten hours 
of sleep would do you no harm, after 
you get used to it; and I know that 
most of you are able to bear almost 
twice the quantity without a grunt.

My friends —by turning in early, 
you secure your health. The brain, 
the stomach, the whole mental and 
physical system all cry aloud for rest, 
after a weary day of toil, care, and 
anxiety. You may think to appease 
fruitful nature by attending places 
of amusement, balls and bar-rooms; 
but she is not to be cheated in any 
such manner. She is not to be pleased 
with toys nor tickled with straws; 
nor is she to be deceived by the silent, 
smooth sliding hours. She knows the 
time o’ night like a journeyman 
oyster opener, and whispers into the 
deaf ear, “Let’s go.” But you heed her 
not. Very well: on the morrow, after 
the sun has accomplished nearly one 
quarter of its diurnal journey, you 
crawl out of bed languid, feeble and 
feverish, no appetite for breakfast, 
and hardly knowing your head from 
a hornet’s nest. You may follow 
this up for a time, but eventually 
the main pillar to the temple of 
health gives way, and down falls the 
beautiful edifice, never to be rebuilt 
for the want of proper foundation. 
If you sacrifice your health, you lose 
your wealth—you lose that which 
is more to be prized than all the 
gold of Ophir, California and North 
California lumped together. Your 
looks betray you, late bird wherever 
you go. I could tell you half a mile 
off by moonlight, and look through a 
pair of leather spectacles.

My dear friends—now look at the 
man who has been in the habit for 
years of putting on his nightcap at an 
early hour. If he isn’t actually loaded 
down with the “rocks”, or in other 
words the glittering dust that buyeth 
every thing but the ticket to heaven 
and happiness upon earth, he is at least 
well to do in the world. With a joyous 
heart, and spirits as light as the down 
of a thistle, he goes forth to greet 
young day, while the dew globulets 
bespangle the pastures, fields and 

meadows—while the air is balmy, 
fresh and invigorating—while the 
flowers are exhaling sweet fragrance 
in almost visible abundance—while 
bees, bugs, and all other insects are 
busy as the Fourth of July—and 
while the feathered choristers are 
singing spontaneous hallelujahs, 
as though they must do it or burst 
their gizzards. Look at that man, the 
early riser! The rose of health blooms 
upon his cheek; his eye sparkles with 
the fire and glow of youth; his step 
is as elastic as though his legs were 
set on wire spiral springs, and his 
body composed of India rubber. He 
is strong, two; aye, stronger than 
last winter’s butter—stronger than 
an argument. He can out-jump, 
out-walk, out-run, and out-live any 
human that never leaves his bed-
chamber till nine o’clock, I don’t care 
where you bring him from—whether 
from hardy Greenland or from the 
soft, sunny clime of the equator. He 
is infusible. He is not to be fried in 
his own fat by the melting heat of a 
mid-summer’s sun; and he can bear 
his bosom to the bitter northern 
blast, with no more sign of a shake 
or a shiver, than the Bunker Hill 
Monument in a snow storm.

Oh, you puny, sickly saffron-
skinned sluggards, that never see the 
sunrise! You lose a glorious site and 
exhibition that affords more pure 
delight to both eyes and soul then all 
the shows ever presented to mortal 
view, the Northern lights and the 
American Museum not excepted. I 
can’t paint the picture. When I think 
of it, discouraged Fancy drops her 
pencil at once, says it’s no use. Try to 
get up and take a peep for yourselves, 
for once in your life; then if you 
think it is a humbug, go to bed and 
snooze till the day of judgment, for 
aught I care. But how do you feel 
while shaking your feathers with the 
sun hard upon the meridian? Rather 
streaked, I imagine—almost afraid 
to venture into the streets, for fear 
your shadows should laugh at you. 
You muster up courage to sally out. 
“Shocking steamboat accident that, 
according to accounts in the morning 
papers”, says an acquaintance who 
you happen to meet.—“What ac—
oh—ah—yes—shocking, very 
shocking, indeed—good day;” and 
on you speed with a most nervous 
rapidity for fear of being farther 
interrogated about what you ought 
to have known hours before. You 
morning slippers! you know not that 
you lose by your driblets the very 
honey of life, the quintessence of 
all that is bright, lovely and joyful in 
existence! You do, while others are 
alive, stirring about, securing health, 
accumulating wealth, happy and 
marry as larks, you lie as dead as so 
many logs, intellectually decaying, 
morally rotting, and corporeally 
consuming. Arise ye! arise ye!—shake 
off your sloth, even as the lion shaketh 
the dew from his mane; go out and 
behold the beauties of the morn in 
all their glory and magnificence, and 
become healthier, wealthier, wiser 
and handsomer human beings than 
you are. So mote it be.

May 31st 1849
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At bedtime, my mother 
puts her sleep on her head 
like a hat.  

Her sleep is lightweight and 
fits tightly around her head. 

The next day, she takes off 
her sleep, 

puts it inside her drawer, 
and goes to work. 

She can repeat this exact 
routine every day. 

 
My father carries his sleep 

gently, like holding water 
balloons. 

He lies down, opens both 
his palms, and feels 

the weight of the water. 
It keeps his hands softly 

curled.
He is careful not to grip his 

sleep too tight. 

My little sister slaps at her 
sleep.  Her sleep is as light 

as a mosquito. Flying by her 
face, her sleep searches

for a place to sit, and when 
it lands, the soft sensation on 
her skin 

bothers her. Don’t fight, our 
mother commands. Be still 
and listen to it. 

How else would you 
become friends with your 
sleep, with anyone?

My sleep is the heaviest of 
all.  The first layer of the sky 

slowly comes down and 
covers my face, torso, legs, 
and feet. 

Even on a hot humid day, 
the weight of the sky is what 

I need to be safe, grounded, 
to fall asleep. 

2022

The Weight of SleepThe Weight of Sleep
Yuko Taniguchi

Quilts were made to be used 

   on a bed, as a bed on the floor 

      on the ground, in the car

two folded quilts under us 

   is what grandma called a “pallet”

      laid on cool grass in hot weather  

handmade, hand stitched, hand quilted 

   so many stitches, so many hands 

      so many dreams

Sleep is restorative 

   let go 

      breathe deeply

without sleep there are no dreams 

   without dreams there are no answers 

Sheets dried on a clothesline   

   smell like sunshine 

      and can clear the clutter 

of a tired mind weighed down   

   by never-ending 

      meaningless details

Dreams and sleep 

    are the dreamers 

         in their beds?  

if we have no bed 

    can we still 

       dream?

We must hold on to our beds 

   hold on to our quilts 

      and hold on to our dreams

      2022

A Place for DreamsA Place for Dreams
Gwen Westerman



The MThe M (Minnesota Museum of American Art), 
based in St. Paul, has evolved and adapted over 
the course of its history dating back to the 
19th century. Recognizing that art is a tool for 
facilitating understanding across difference, the 
M is dedicated to amplifying the power of art 
and artists who represent diverse perspectives, 
identities, and lived experiences.

First introduced as an innovative way to present 
engaging exhibitions while remaining closed due 
to the COVID-19 pandemic, the M continues to 
exhibit work in its window galleries as well as in 
the skyway, virtually, and at partner facilities, in 
anticipation of commencing construction work 
on the final phase of the M’s facility.

The M’s indoor galleries are reopening in fall 2023 with a retrospective exhibition, Hazel Belvo: For Love. 

Illustrations by Peng Wu, graphic design by Curtis Bjerke

The M acknowledges that we are within the 
territory of the Dakhóta, here in Imnizaska, also 
known as Saint Paul, a place name which refers 
to the white bluffs along the river.

About the MAbout the M


