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Abstract 

lo que da falta 

Stephanie Concepcion Ramirez, MFA 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2017 

Supervisors:  Leslie Mutchler and Kristin Lucas 

This report is a compilation of fictional short stories, false memories and dreams 

that chronicle the themes of my work constructed during my two years of studying at the 

University of Texas at Austin.  My work is a visual response to discussions and research 

about place, personal history and narrative. As an artist, I am interested in how memory 

can be distorted through narrative and time. I construct work that validate, transform, 

contradict or replace a memory. 
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Introduction 

I’ve organized these writings to mirror the themes found in my work from the first 

semester and ending with my most recent body of work. In writing this report, I’ve found 

parallels between my mother’s experiences throughout her early years in the U.S, false 

memories I’ve had throughout my life and the evolution of narrative in my work. These 

parallels include but are not limited to: isolation, displacement, and lack of community, 

disconnection and creating new truths from fragments of memory.  

Figure 1. Untitled, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 24”x36”, 2015 
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Chapter 1: Dis(connection), Dis(placement) 

“The trick to everything is: acting like you belong,” he said.1 

 

 
Figure 2. Become One, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 24”x36”, 2015 

 

Make Believe. I’m sure she had a moment where that was what she felt she had 

to do and maybe she reminded herself of that every day for the next twenty years. I’m 

sure she said it over and over again in her head with every step she took that lead her 

further and further from that fence. People passing by laughing and carrying on in a 

language that she couldn’t anchor herself in.  

 

She’s floating.  

 

Cars fly by so fast that her pant legs are glued to her shins and sounds are 

blaring from the speakers shaking the ground she’s standing on.  

                                                
1 Miller, Bucky. In conversation. February 2017. 
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She’s floating.  

 

She feels the ground again. Act like you belong. Just blend in. Lose everything 

about you that makes you you, that made you you.2 Everything before this moment - 

forget. Just blend in. Just blend in until you disappear. 3 

    

  Make Believe. She remembers the day well when she first saw her. It was among 

the normal crowd in the middle of the day when the hustle and bustle of the city was at 

its peek. She just left the grocery store and couldn’t get the cart to go up the curbs as 

easily as she wanted them to. She will have to check on that right front wheel that she 

had been neglecting for the past few weeks. She’s sure it’s lumps and strands of thread 

and loose hairs that have made the wheel more and more stubborn. She gets closer to 

the light on the corner where it seems as if everyone wants to mingle around and annoy 

her because they aren’t moving out of her way fast enough. As she zigzags through the 

thick crowd before getting to the light she sees her. Their eyes lock in on each other and 

the woman quickly looks away and then down onto the ground. She’s standing, leaning 

against the wall on one shoulder with her arms crossed. She’s wearing a dress - light in 

color and sneakers that don’t seem to be the shoes intended for the dress she’s 

                                                
2 A Latino identity is often constructed through the abjection and erasure of the Central-American 
American. Members of this group are doubly marginalized and thereby invisibilized, to coin a neologism. 
For this population, already large and multiplying at a faster pace than most so-called minorities within the 
United States, their invisible status, their non-recognition, generates a sense of nonbelonging, of nonbeing, 
a cruel invisibility that was first imposed on them in their countries of origin and has carries over to these 
latitudes.  (Arias) 
3 As late as 1976, it still was said that the Central American drama concerned absolutely no one. Between 
1978 and 1990, Central America managed indeed to remind the world of its existence, to capture its 
attention, and it enjoyed doing so. But in the 1990s the region returned to its precious invisibility. Central 
Americans went back to feeling as if they lived in a marginal outpost in the tropics. Once the cold war 
ended and local conflicts were more or less settled, the U.S government moved onto other concerns, such 
as Iraq. Central Americans, of course, could not “move on”. They were still coming to terms with hundreds 
of thousands of “disappeared” citizens and were healing their psychic wounds. They could not move on 
unless they migrated illegally to the United States, as massive numbers have done since the early1980s. 
(Arias) 
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wearing. The woman’s hair is curly and jet-black and although she is short, her body is 

so frail that she looks like she could be 7 feet tall.  

 

“ExCUSE me!”, yells a man behind her. 

 

She pulls the cart closer to her body while keeping the woman in her periphery 

until she gets to the light. She looks back and the woman is still leaning on the one 

shoulder against the wall looking down at the gum on the sidewalk. She looks at the 

light: red. The little white man says it’s safe to walk.  

 

     
Figure 3. Untitled, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 24”x36”, 2015 

 

I feel Latin American from wherever country, but I have never renounced the nostalgia of 
my homeland: Aracataca, to which I returned one day and discovered that between 
reality and nostalgia was the raw material for my work.    

         Gabriel Garcia Marquez 
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Chapter 2: (Lack) of information 

 
Figure 4. Untitled, Digital Photograph, 2016 

 

False Memory. The bus stop is filled with people trying to find shelter from the 

rain. There are people crowded into the shelter and many are forced to stand outside it 

in the rainfall of the thunderstorm that has taken over the city. We have found a nice little 

nook right in front of the crowd about halfway in and halfway out of the shelter, the 

raindrops seem to be heavier when they fall onto the top of my raincoat. I can hear the 

drops smack and roll off of my hood. I look across the street to see that we are being 

mirrored on the other side, except for when cars come flying down we don’t get splashed 

as much because we don’t have a large puddle forming before us like they do, but the 

looks on their faces are the same; all serious and no play. The day’s saturation seems to 

be pulled down a few notches and the clouds are hanging really low. The sounds of tires 

parting water and the kssssssss and beeps from the busses stopping and going are 

filling the air. The rain is showing no signs of stopping and it seems as though we are 
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late for something. He is murmuring under his breath and shaking both his hand and 

mine with his nervous tick. I look to the other side of the street again and notice a fly 

making it’s way through the rain, dodging every raindrop as it desperately tries to make 

it’s way to shelter.  

        A fly in the rain?  

I see it getting closer and closer and I gasp at the exact same moment it flies into my 

mouth. I feel it in the back of my throat trying to escape. The wings are fluttering and I 

imagine them being caught against my uvula, it’s too far to cough it out and I don’t want 

to make a scene in front of him or this crowd, so I swallow. My left hand is at my throat 

and I guess I’ve caused enough commotion that he’s felt me moving in his hand. He 

asks what’s wrong.  

“Nada.”  

“You sure?”  

I shake my head yes and look straight ahead again.  

My mouth is shut and I have no recollection of where we were headed or what bus we 

ended up catching.4  

                                                
4 ¿Crees qu’el fotografía es nacido o aprendido?  
Nacido. 
Si - haci es... yo también creo que’es nacido - lo mismo con cocinando. Mi esposa cocina pero mis hijas no 
pueden … ni yo.... Ya hace años que tome un foto… fui a Guatemala una vez y tome tantas fotos del 
montes y el terreno y me quitaron mi cámara y mis fotos – todo, todo ... era durante la guerra…  
¿Y tu nombre?  
Me llamo Esteban.  
O mucho gusto, Esteban, me llamo Estephanie  
¿O si? Ese es el nombre de mi hija… 
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Figure 5. Purposeful Nothing (unexposed negative frame), Digital Scan, 2015 

 

 

One day, though, the Circle will fail. As Circles always do. And for the first time she will 
hear the word fukù. And she will have a dream of the No Face Man. Not now, but soon. 
If she’s her family’s daughter - as I suspect she is - one day she will stop being afraid 
and she will come looking for answers. Not now, but soon. One day when I’m least 
expecting, there will be a knock at my door.  
 
         Junot Diaz, The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao 
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Figure 6. His Hands, Digital Scan, 2017 

 

Process. It is 6:45am on Sunday and I have just parked my car on 2nd and 

Mildred. I wait patiently for the sun to start to make its way above the roofs of nearby 

houses and trees. At 6:48am I am grabbing my camera from the passenger seat, set the 

settings and conceal the straps with my scarf. I don't like to walk around with the camera 

showing all the time and at this time I know there will be a lot of foot traffic so I would like 

the least amount of attention drawn to me. I get out, lock the car and make my way 

towards Chavez. I know that if I come from behind the church I will get more backs to me 

as the bodies begin to squeeze their way through the church entrance. Spanish mass is 

always full no matter what time and this 7am service is no exception. Children are 

stretching and yawning while they get out of the cars as their parents impatiently tell 

them to hurry up and get inside before they miss the Father’s entrance. The sun is still 
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taking its time so I decide to walk down 2nd headed away from the Church. I have an 

hour before the bodies come out again and I'm curious to see if there is anyone at the 

surrounding bus stops. There aren't. At 7:45am I begin to make my way back towards 

the church. 7:53am I am crossing Robert Martinez Jr Street and I sit down on the half 

wall of the church in front of the Virgen Guadalupe statue that is adorned with roses 

dead, alive and some in between. At 8am the patrons are dismissed and out come the 

bodies, in waves both young and old, large and small. I see one. He is wearing a teal 

polo and has salt and pepper, short-shaven hair. Another man in a grey button-up shirt 

and black pants comes out of Church and sits a few feet away from me. He fits the bill 

too - I’ll get him after the guy in the teal shirt. I look up to see that the guy in the teal shirt 

is gone. I glance back at the man in the grey shirt who is sitting near me. I look at his 

skin, hands, shoulders, hair. Yeah. He fits. I conceal my camera with my scarf because 

he is too close for me to pull the camera up to my eye. With the camera on my lap I 

move my scarf out of the way of the lens, aim towards him and push the shutter 1, 2, 3 

times. I peek at the display … too far right and not in focus. I try again. Same. It's 

8:15am and I want to get to the 8:30am mass so I head inside. Before I head in I attempt 

one more time with my phone but he gets up before I have him framed - I click quickly 

and head in. I sit in the children's section in the back and take a look. Close but no - he 

is half way out of the frame. A few minutes later he walks in and sits behind me in the far 

right corner of the room near the window. His head down. He might be drunk, I think. He 

looks exhausted. He rubs his face and head as he did when he was outside sitting near 

me. Elbows on knees. Head down. I try to photograph him again while we are alone. I 

grab my phone and aim. I click and bring the phone down before he lifts his head again. 

An older man walks in to use the restroom and approaches the man. “Hola, hermano! 

Como’tas?” He knows him. He must be a regular, I think to myself, Didn’t he just come 

out of church? … Maybe he needs two services today…. he might be drunk. The man 

and I are left alone once more before two families with small children come in and find 

their seats. I know I can only stay for 30 minutes today. I have to meet someone for 

breakfast. She said 9 o’clock - I’ll leave here at 8:55am.  

I leave at 8:57am after the scripture readings and sermon. We have all been 

forgiven for our weekly sins and the ushers are about to make their way to the front to 

start collection. I conceal my camera again with my scarf before I stand up. I don’t want 
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to intimidate any of the parents. I get up, kneel, cross myself and head out the door. I 

turn on 2nd and head back towards Midred to my car. Five feet before reaching my 

vehicle I hear footsteps behind me. They’re getting faster and louder as they get closer. 

Someone is behind me. I get a sensation up my legs and then my spine. I walk faster, 

push the unlock button on my car alarm and speed up before I come around the back of 

my vehicle. I reach for the door. A figure in my peripheral. I open the door, jump in and 

very quickly I shut it. I look to my right. It’s him. The man in the grey shirt who sat near 

me in the church is just starting to turn right on Mildred. As he walks by the passenger 

window he is staring at me, looks away then back at me again. Still moving. Still walking. 

He looks ahead and continues to walk. I see the sun hit his back. I grab my camera and 

press twice. I got him. 

 

 
Figure 7. The Man in the Grey Shirt, Digital Photograph, 2016 

 

  False Memory. I ran into the kitchen towards the back door. The back door was 

open with the screen door still closed. I put my hand on the handle and push the button 

to get the screen door open. It’s locked. “Don’t unlock that door.” It’s my mother. She is 

washing the dishes and hasn’t even turned around to acknowledge me. She continues to 

wash as her shoulders move vigorously trying to scrub gunk off of a large pot. I stare at 

her back and watch the flowers on her dress move forward and back, forward and back. 

The nape of her neck fully exposed with her curly jet-black hair crowning her head like 

rays on the sun. I take my hand off the handle and look out the screen door. He’s sitting 

on a chair on the concrete slab that lies before the apple tree. The tree is in full bloom 
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and is waiting to be relieved from the small apples weighing its branches down. The 

ones that the tree just couldn’t hold onto anymore rot beneath it, some of them staining 

the concrete with brown gooey syrup-like ooze. I look at my mother again, the flowers 

still jerking; I put my hands on the screen and look back out. He’s calm, sitting straight 

up with his dark sunglasses and big hair. He’s wearing a buttoned up white shirt and 

dark brown pants with his black shiny shoes. His sleeves are rolled up to his forearms 

and he stares straight ahead in my direction with his hands rested on his lap. Doesn’t he 

want to come in? I swear I don’t remember either one of us leaving our spots. My mother 

washes and washes until all the gunk is scrubbed off; the sink is drained of the dirty suds 

and milky water. The counters are wiped, the floor is swept; the kitchen is clean again.  

 

 
Figure 8. Skin (from the series Excuse Me, Sir), Pigmented Inkjet Print, 13”x19”, 2016 

 

Dream. The church is packed - more packed than I had ever seen before. 

Nothing much has changed of this church since the last time I had visited home, but 

there are many faces I don’t recognize. A fusion in the atmosphere like being on the 
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brink of chaos seemed to permeate the air, a calming franticness. You can barely see 

the altar of the church with how thick it is with people here. I’m scanning the crowd and 

see no one I know but I can feel that my siblings are nearby; I know they are all there. 

Perhaps I’m there to meet them for something because there is obviously something 

taking place that we all need to be here. I see a man in the sea of people and he sees 

me he immediately makes his way towards me while pushing his way through the crowd. 

I feel myself being forced to the corner of the room and he hasn’t even made it all the 

way to me before I’ve shrunken a few inches. He grabs my forearm and with his eyes in 

pure shock he yells to a young man that looks like he’s around my age “I’VE FOUND 

YOU! I’VE FOUND YOU! YOU LOOK JUST LIKE HER!” He’s yelling this over and over 

again looking at the young man who is feet away and is still in the thick of the crowd. His 

head turns away from me and towards the young man as he yells “SHE LOOKS JUST 

LIKE HER!” His grip is tight and by this time I’ve become so physically small that I can’t 

understand how he’s still holding onto me without breaking me. He’s so tall, so big and 

so strong.  

 

 
Figure 9. He Drove a Truck, Digital Photograph, 2017 
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False Memory. I can hear it fizzling in there and feel it on my upper lip and nose as I 

lean in to take a whiff of the golden liquid that is being illuminated by the television set 

sitting catty corner to his chair in the living room. I don’t remember what show it is or if 

the show is even back from commercial, but there is talking going on in that screen. I 

can feel the vibration of the voices on the floor of the apartment. The one screen lights 

up the whole room and it is transformed into a kind of ocean of how blue it is. I love 

being on the floor because it always feels like there is no way anyone in the world could 

ever notice anything this low. The bottle is dripping of water that rolls from somewhere 

on the top all the way down to the carpet. The carpet is so thirsty that the drop is 

instantly absorbed as soon as it’s in reach of the tiny fibers. They thirst. He’s caught me 

with my nose to it and calls me to get up and sits me on his lap. He asks if I know what it 

is that’s in the bottle. “No”. He brings the bottle up to my face and invites me to smell it. I 

pull my nose away pretending to no longer be interested in it, but he follows my face with 

the can, now inviting me to take a sip. What first starts as a grip of protection and safety 

quickly turns into tension. After a few attempts I finally break free and I now feel my back 

is lit with the blue from the television screen. I watch my shadow as it follows me along 

the wall and out of the living room.  

 

 
Figure 10. Two Places at Once, Digital Photograph, 17”x24”, 2015
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Chapter 3: (empty) spaces 

 

 
Figure 11. To Dust We Shall Return, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 17”x11”, 2016 

 

Processing. 2466. There is a sign that I see every morning. The sign is large and 

stands erect as it relays messages to me several times on my commute. It displays its 

messages best when it is dark outside. At first it was very helpful for me and in some 

ways cheerfully greeting me along as I drove passed it. Other cars pass by and would 

wave a happy good morning or a loving goodnight everyday. This sign recently turned 

on me after it had claimed one of my friends about four weeks ago. It took the sign a full 

week after my friend became one of its many victims for it to reveal it’s true self. 

Deceiving me for seven days while I suffered and cried in silence during my commutes. 

Stupidly, I would still wave hello and goodbye not knowing the wickedness and corrupt 

intentions it had. I bet it laughed at me as I drove by. More than twice a day for seven 

days - waving and cheering while inside I bet it actually wished me harm. It probably 

waits impatiently day by day; eagerly wishing I would leave towards my destination at 
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least a few minutes early. Now knowing what this sign is really hiding I look back during 

that first week it kept it’s silence and I noticed it was standing a little taller. It was 

displaying its messages even more cheerfully, almost tauntingly. The sign mimics the 

expertise of an octopus that lies below the ocean’s surface hiding from it’s prey, 

occasionally popping it’s tentacles up to show its presence to those of us who ride this 

wave. It became harder not to notice those several times I passed it. Though scourged 

by rain and wind it showed a proud face and a lasting glow and foolishly I questioned 

none of its new behavior. 

Now that I know and have seen it’s true intentions I feel it’s power even when it 

went back into hiding while displaying those messages that seemed to come from care 

and concern, those messages that I believed to be so sincere in the beginning. I now 

know to look beyond those messages and see that it doesn’t come from concern or care 

that it instead comes as a warning. It conceals itself with other structures and signs that 

don’t carry the same intentions. These days I curse and spit whenever it smiles or even 

glances my way. Since revealing its true self seven days after my friend was claimed, it 

tries its best to go back into hiding. I know it is only a matter of time until it returns to 

boasting about how many more it has claimed. It’s just a matter of time before it is 

standing a little taller, a little brighter, and a little prouder. It mocks me now because it 

knows I know of its intentions, because I know what it is capable of. I hear it snicker 

behind its messages while giving other cars advice. Its brightness is just as loud as the 

sound of my tires rolling over the pavement of the concrete waves. The lives it claims 

increases its importance, making it more relevant until it can stand in victory in a few 

more months - once again undefeated and waiting in anticipation for the following year 

so it can claim many more. Now my commutes are in silence. I no longer wave hello or 

goodbye since it’s betrayal and I do not care to give it any more of my attention. 
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Figure 12. Water Dance, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 11”x17”, 2016 

 

Make Believe. She had been studying for months and was ready as she could be 

to take the test. This by far was going to be the biggest risk she has taken since deciding 

to leave her country twenty years ago. What would happen if she failed or panicked and 

left things as they have been? She’s been fine so far, but she has to admit that not 

having the luxury of truly settling in has added to her anxiety over the years. Of course, 

none of this was planned, she didn't intend on staying as long as she has nor imagined 

having near as many kids as she has, but here she was nonetheless about to walk 

through the double doors into a building filled with people from all over the world, all of 

which are not entirely sure on where to go or who to see. Being told, “Go straight and to 

the right” and dismissed with a sway of a finger to go this way and that way. Things were 

still a bit difficult to read and understand but being here for twenty years she has learned 

that when in doubt just ask someone and five times out of ten they will respond in 

Spanish. She has all of her paperwork that she needs to get registered in preparation for 

the test between the pages of her telephone book that always ends up in the bottom 
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right corner in her purse. The cover of the book is plastic and depicts an image of the 

Virgin Mary that she got a few years ago at the Franciscan Shrine in D.C. She made 

sure to double-check the security cards she was told to bring and proof of address. She 

makes her way into the building and is blasted with the cold air from the air conditioning 

that instantly covers her arms in goose bumps. She was here before with a friend who 

took the same test a few months ago but didn’t pass, so just like that last time she 

makes her way to the counter where a woman is staring at her computer screen typing 

away on her keyboard. The woman is short like her but black and has shorter hair. She’s 

wearing a tan button up short-sleeved shirt with big tropical leaves printed all over it. The 

woman takes a minute before acknowledging she is standing there and asks what she 

needs. She tells her she is here to take the test – not shyly, not coy but not arrogant 

either. The woman gives her a clipboard to fill out her name and her “purpose” here and 

to sign there.  

It isn’t until about thirty-five minutes later that she is called by another woman 

who has another clipboard and is guided down a hallway and into an office. The door is 

closed and she is asked to have a seat. The woman sits down and asks for her to verify 

her name, address and phone number. 

 “Do you have proof of address?” 

“yes.” 

“May I have that, please?” 

She goes into her purse and takes out an envelope with her electric bill still in it. All the 

information is legit and proven correct. 

“Do you have any children?” 

“yes.” 

“I’m gonna to need their social security cards.” 

She goes into her purse again and moves objects around that all of a sudden seem to 

have no real purpose in being there. Paper clips, safety pins, brown thread, a section of 

a rosary, tiny scissors, a baby’s sock, a half empty bottle of Visine – ah, here it is: the 

address book. She opens the book to the second to last page and hands the woman the 

social security cards. 

“These are all your children?” 

“yes.” 
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“You have seven children?” 

“yes.” 

She looks at the woman a little embarrassed but slightly still confused. She isn’t lying but 

for some reason feels like she has to back check her life to make sure she does in fact 

have seven children. Yes – no EIGHT, but answers “yes, seven”.  

“You raisin’ these kids alone?” 

“yes”  

“Ma’am…” 

She pulls out a sheet of paper and quickly scribbles a signature and fills in dates and 

other numbers while she tells her: 

“Congratulations, Ms. Ramirez, you are a U.S Citizen. Go out, make a right down 

this hall and on your left you will see a blue sign, under that sign you will go and give 

someone there this paper. You will receive your citizenship certificate in the mail within a 

few weeks.” 

And with just a few waves of a finger going this way and that way, she was dismissed.5 

 

 
 
I am not interested in pursuing a society that uses analysis, research, and 
experimentation to concretize their vision of cruel destinies for those bastards of the 
pilgrims; a society with arrogance rising, moon in oppression, and sun in destruction.  

 
 Barbara Cameron 

                                                
5 Republican frontrunner Donald Trump doesn't believe babies born in the United States to undocumented 
immigrant parents are American citizens. 
"I don't think they have American citizenship and if you speak to some very, very good lawyers -- and I 
know some will disagree, but many of them agree with me -- and you're going to find they do not have 
American citizenship," Trump said Tuesday in an interview with Fox News' Bill O'Reilly. "We have to 
start a process where we take back our country. Our country is going to hell." 
Birthright citizenship is guaranteed by the Fourteenth Amendment, which reads, "All persons born or 
naturalized in the United States, and subject to the jurisdiction thereof, are citizens of the United States and 
the State wherein they reside."  (Flores) 
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Figure 13. Pressing, Pigmented Inkjet Print, 36”x52”, 2017
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Chapter 4: lo que da (falta) 

 

Make Believe. She buys me whole, takes me home and unravels me onto the 

table. The front of me exposed as she lays her hands across me to flatten me out. I’m 

bare to the fluorescent lights in the room and the cold air blowing from the vent above 

me. I can see the dust of me as it falls over both of us, but she seems unbothered by my 

undoing. Her glasses are on and they make her eyes appear bigger. Her pupils dilated 

because of her focus and concentration but occasionally she takes breaks to watch 

something on a screen that sits on top of her plastic drawers that hold more thread and 

string than one could ever imagine in almost every color known to man, just a few feet 

from her table. She’s using her yardstick to ensure I am the size that she needs and 

takes her cold sharp scissors that make slicing noises as they open well before she cuts 

anything. She knows exactly how much to take and how much to leave of me. She 

knows the job I need to complete because I heard her conversing with the woman who 

pulled me off the shelves before I made it in her bag. She mentioned then, something of 

what would become of me. 

           A dress?  

     A cushion?    

A slip? 

She uses her hand again to flatten my corners and pushes me upward to align 

me with the edge of the table. My whole being is dependent on how much she takes off 

and how much she leaves on and how she will shape and contort me into the final 

product. From there, I am left to make the best of whatever could be next of me. She’s 

made her tiny line marks along me with her white chalk stub and puts the cold blades to 

my edges. Slicing through me like a shark in water with nothing in her way. My edges 

give into the ice-cold blades and show no sign of resistance against them. The fibers of 

my being give way and either end up on the right or the wrong side of the blades. With 

her scissors still in her hand’s grip she grabs the edges that she has cut and effortlessly 

tosses them in the air. There they go, gracefully flying like banderas in the wind. It 

doesn’t seem to hurt or faze me, as I am completely open to what she could do to me. 

Scraps and scraps and scraps of me on the floor, making very little sound as they find 

their way down by her feet. They cross each other, overlap each other and clumsily 



 21 

drape each other, while the dogs sniff and blow air and lick their wet noses after they've 

stepped all over me. She seems to have taken quite a bit off. I trust she knows what to 

leave as valuable and what should be tossed depending of its importance to what I will 

become. It’s as if she is seeing with touching, feeling her way and knowing by what is in 

her hand how much to cut and toss. She’s done this before – in fact, for many many 

years. 

She cuts me into a shape and more scraps of me end up beneath her. These I’m 

sure could be of use, I think. There’s far too much on the floor that is being deemed 

unnecessary. How could she possibly throw so much of me away? These pieces still 

matter - you paid for these pieces. Surely you could keep these in a bag somewhere. 

Sweep them up and dust them off and fold them into a plastic bag like the one I came in. 

It wouldn’t take too much space, could it? I promise you it wouldn’t. 

Before you know it, I am finished. Standing on her table and she turns me this 

way and that, reexamining every stitch and every tuck. Above it all I am beautiful. I know 

it. She knows it. My colors are radiant and I’m sure I will be the envy of everything in 

whatever room I am placed within. I will sit proudly knowing that she did it all and that I 

allowed myself to be completely at the mercy of her hand.  
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Figure 14. lo que da falta, latex paint, digital photograph on vinyl, shelf, pigmented inkjet 
prints, 36’x11’, 2017 
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