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 Map makers suspend disbelief for the user of the map—we refer to maps for direct 
information and trust their accuracy immediately. Similarly, we rely on our personal memories 
for an accurate depiction of how events in our lives have occurred, but often our memories are 
not a reliable unbiased source. Trying to understand the interconnectedness of memory, people 
that come in and out of our lives, places, and things that happen to us, is all a confusing part of 
being human. These two maps of consciousness tangibly portray my personal struggle in 
understanding and interpreting these connections within ourselves in relation to the rest of the 
world. We as humans have a natural tendency to want to categorize things in our lives, to 
perceive time as linear and one dimensional, but I disagree with these notions entirely. 
Something or some one can enter your life at one point, and for seemingly no reason the same 
principle or person can come up again years later and immediately your perspective switches 
back to where it once was.  
 My approach to mixed media and materials is similar to Robert Rauschenberg’s Minutiae 
(1954) that I recently saw at the Hammer. He uses paint, fabric, paper, and other materials to 
layer into one united piece. I decided to utilize pieces of a paper map of California and envelopes 
collected from antique/thrift stores along with paint and ink as the basis for these mixed media 
pieces. Both items to me are nostalgic because technology has rendered them obsolete. The map 
also serves as a literal object of what I am trying to achieve, while the envelopes bring up 
communication; I see them as a symbol for reaching out and having things lost in translation. 
The few photos I chose to use are old blurry photos of family members from decades ago. When 
I asked my father who these people were he said he didn’t know and that no one in our family 
did, just that they were relatives. I chose to use these in the piece because I find it bizarre to have 
acquired these pieces of my own family history that are so unclear.  
 I worked with hand stitching as a mode of portraying the way we try to stitch all of these 
pieces that make up who we are together in our heads. The result is not something clean and 
organized like we might want it, but like a map, it offers a perspective on its subject impossible 
to have obtained from other sources. 


