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Dedicated to everyone i’ve ever 
loved  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Please be safe, baby 
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From the perspective of an ​immigrant​ from 

the perspective of a ​queer womxn​ From 

the perspective of a ​latinx​ From the 

perspective of a ​mexican​ From the 

perspective of somebody's ​daughter​ From  

From the perspective of a ​slut​ from the 

perspective of ​anxiety and depression 

from the perspective of a​ college 

student​ from the perspective of a ​hustler 

from the perspective of a ​wannabe artist 

from the perspective of a​ dominatrix​ from 

the perspective of ​defeat​ from the 

perspective of ​today​ from the 

perspective of ​despair​ the perspective of 

hope​ From the from the perspective of 

love ​from the perspective of ​wanting 

better​ from the perspective of ​anti-labor 

from the perspective of ​empowerment 

from the perspective of ​resistance​ from 

the perspective of a ​global pandemic 

from the perspective of ​self isolation 

From the perspective of ​self declared 

protest 
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Ifyouarereadingthispleaseknowthat​iloveyou​firstan
dforemost.iwantyoutobehappyandsafe.ihopeoukno
wyouareanimportantpartofthisworld.thingswouldn
otbethesamewithoutyouhere.iwantyoutoloveyouih
opeyoudobecauseidotoo.please​besafe​outthere.thin
gsarechanging.​knowyourrights​,baby.iwantyoutolook
upallyourrightsandwritethemdownandrememeberth
em,baby..iwillsupportyoueverytimeyoustandupforyo
urself.​youaresopowerful​andyoudontevenknowit!al
lthatyoudomakesanimpactandallthatyouareisexact
lywhatweneed.maybeifyoucouldlookwithinyoursel
fandfindthecompassionatesoftsideofyourselfyouw
illseeallthethingsyoucareabouttheyareimportantto
you.youareimportanttomethatswhyimshowingyouthi
s.ihavebuiltupsomuchanxietyandsadnessabouthesta
teoftheworldididn’tknowwhereelsetoturnorwhatto
dowheretogo.soinsteadimadeartandidugupallthoset
erriblesensationsinmychestandiforcedthemintopret
tywaysoftalkingaboutfuckedupthingshappeningtod
ayaswespeakasyouarereadingthisalltheterriblethin
gsthatyouknowarehappeningbuthadn’tthoughtabou
ttoomuchlately,theyareallhappeningatoncelayingd
ownthethreadsforourpieceof​his​tory.ihopesomeone
willcareaboutallthe​babiesincages​beingtornfromthe
irmotherspossiblyforeverwithnoguaranteetoalifewi
thrights.ihopesomeonewithinfluencewillthinkabout
allthose​prisonersforcedtoliveinunacceptablecondi
tionsdespiteaglobaloutbreak​.ihopesomeonerichthin
ksimhotonedaysoicantrickthemintocaringaboutthee
nviornmentandgivealltheirmoneytoconservationorg
anizations.ihopethatyouwillcaresomuchandunderst
andwhatitsliketobeahumanandcareforsomeoneelse
’slifeforabsolutelynoreasonotherthantheyhavefee
lingsanddreamsjustlikeyou.babyihopeyouaresafeims
orrytopourallofthisoutonyoubuticanthelpbutthinkt
hatitsallhappeningsofastanditsallhappeningnow.be
safeouttheretheworldcanbeascaryplacebut​neverl
etittrickyouintolettinganyonetakeadvantageofyou​.
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always​speakup​becauseitdoesmattersomeonewillca
reifyouusetherightwordsandtherighttone.itallgoesb
acktohumanconnection,babyithinkeveryonehasforg
ottenwhatitmeanstoempathize,bond,​lovelovelovelo
ve​,feel,care.theonlyreasonitellyouthisisbecauseithi
nk​youdocare​andthatswhyimshowingyouthisidon’tsh
owittojustanyone.idontmindifyoutellothersiactuall
ywouldenjoythat.youareabouttoreadsomeofmysec
retsineedtoshowyouwhereallthe​rage​inmystomachc
omesfromineedtoshowyouallthewaysimaderoomfo
rmyselfin​spacesthatweremadeforpeoplenotlikeme​.i
wanttoshowyouallthethingsimadeandwheretheyca
mefromandmaybethenyouwillunderstandtoohowif
eelaboutmeaboutyouaboutus.ihopeyouareusingyour
marvelousvoiceandneveracceptinganythinglesstha
nwhatyoudeserve.dontletpeoplegetyoudownreme
mber​yourinnerpowerithasbeenbrewing​strongereach
daysinceyouwereborn.youdeserveasafelife.weallde
serveasafelife.itistime,baby.knowyourrightsbecausei
tstimeto​teardowneveryoppressivestructure​everyra
cistsystemeverysexisthomophobichatefulpartoflife
thatweweretrickedintoacceptingneedstogo.weneed
tocareforeachotherashumansandstandin​solidarity​a
gainstallthebullshitand​trysomethingnew​.something
inclusiveandloving.anywayssorryfortherant.ijustnee
dyoutoknowiloveyouandihopeyouwillcareaboutso
methingsomuchyoufindanewvolumeforyourvoicean
dgetthingsdonemakethosechanges​bethosechanges.
iloveyouibelieveinyou.dontbeafraidto​fightback​iwill
bestandingrightbesideyou. 

 
 

Please be safe baby 
(it's dangerous out there) 

 

-​Con amor​, 
alejandra 
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My main goal in my practice is to talk about 

what it means to live in an era where bodies and 

identities have led to the politicization of everyday 

life. My aim is to demonstrate the way in which 

oppressed bodies fight back and what it means to be 

in a constant state of ​self proclaimed protest​. this 

includes ideas of ​redefining authoritative symbols 

and objects​, ​reclaiming spaces and language​ which 

have been used as tools to invalidate and silence 

womxn, people of color, and the queer community., 

and ​choosing when and how to participate in labor. 
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IDENTITY 

 

I’ve thought about how I would start this for 

months. I worried about how I would make sense of 

all the thoughts, emotions, and ideas that informed 

my practice. I tried to justify every decision and make 

it as digestible for everyone as I could.  

 

 

 

 

 

Because I love you I think you deserve some 

context so that you’ll understand, but please don’t 

mistake this as me educating you on identity politics, 

I pursued a BFA in Sculpture ​(​not a BA in Political Science) 

for a reason. The context is, inevitably, my identity.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My practice is directly influenced by my identity. 

As a queer womxn and a Mexican immigrant. 
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I was born in Mexico.  

I immigrated to New York City when I was six to 

meet my mom who pursued the journey alone when 

I was two years old.  

 

I picked up english pretty fast because I was so 

young. That was good because it meant I could help 

my mom study for the citizenship test. It meant I 

could translate important documents.  

 

My mom raised my brother and I alone, she 

emphasized the importance of shamelessly 

demanding what I deserve because if someone felt 

comfortable trying to take advantage of me there’s 

no reason I should feel embarrassed to let them 

know I value myself. She also reminded me that 

being pretty meant absolutely nothing if i didn’t 

have the brains to back it up. She never said it 

explicitly but I know in her own nurturing way she 

was gearing me up to stand a chance in this new 

mystical “land of opportunities.”  

 

 

 

 

 

Growing up I never wanted to be an artist.  
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The constant fear of financial instability in a 

hierarchical capitalistic society constantly lingered 

in the back of my mind. Buying my mom a home in 

New York City as a token of my gratitude for 

everything she’d done didn’t feel possible under the 

career path of artist.  

 

Entertaining the idea of being an artist felt like I 

was indulging in an unrealistic daydream. Spending 

thousands of dollars on a …  

 

bfa​ …  

felt so selfish.  

 

 wasting time and money that I could be using 

for something… 

 

profitable​.   

 

I think at least subconsciously helping my mom 

study for her citizenship test, translating all those 

documents, planted a seed of interest in politics 

within me.  

 

I wanted to be the president, but then my mom 

reminded me I wasn’t born here.  
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I also learned that being an immigrant, the 

daughter of an immigrant, had a context of its own 

in terms of ​u.s​.   

 

 

 

 

I wanted to be a writer, lawyer, fashion designer, 

botanist, senator, art director, supreme court justice, 

actress, farmer, professional boxer, pilot. 

 

 

 

(Deep down I think what I really wanted was to feel like my 

voice mattered. That I did have a say. That I was just as capable 

and powerful anybody else) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

¡​Then I realized I  could have it all!  
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So I chose art.  
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Through the years I’ve observed that this 

combination of identity markers can be detrimental 

to my professional career and overall reputation; 

should I ever be revealing or suggestive without 

academic backing or artistic intent it becomes a 

setback despite modern progress in terms of 

feminism and the overall perception of womxn’s 

sexuality. But the issue I’ve been having lately is 

rooted in my desire to experience pleasure and 

sexual privilege without fear that somebody will 

harass me on the street or that it will jeopardize my 

credibility, as the association between 

professionalism and promiscuity is especially high in 

regards to latinx womxn.  

 

I always identified with chili peppers as a 

metaphor for myself. I think it’s probably because 

the chili pepper evolved to be spicy as a defense 

mechanism against humans which is ironic because 

it’s the very thing that makes them sought after.  

 

 

(Secretly I knew that all the things that set me apart from my 

peers were the very things I needed to investigate and use to 

my advantage.) 
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I didn’t know at the time but the first radical 

choice I made was learning to love myself and 

question everything that made me second guess 

who I was in the first place.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thus, my fascination with anarchy, sex and art 

was born 
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SYSTEMIC RACISM, OPPRESSION AND EXCLUSION  

 

It’s hard to imagine an image of America which 

doesn’t employ exclusionary tactics and systems 

created on the foundation of leaving people out. 

The very principles of this country are inherently 

redundant in that it seems to preach equality and 

opportunity for all and yet it prioritizes systems of 

power which make it difficult for the overall 

population to have a direct say in the functions of 

daily life they abide by.  

The narratives of marginalized communities are 

constantly skewed by mainstream media which is 

predominantly owned by the same exclusive circles 

of people with the same conservative beliefs. 

Labor dynamics in America are largely informed 

by identity. Only within the past few decades have 

these pretenses been called out. Despite all the 

progress womxn are still making 79 cents on the 

dollar to men…. Furthermore, identity specifically in 

terms of presenting sex tend to inform the 

demographics of workers in a specific field.  
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These are just a few of the reasons I refuse to 

do free labor, ever again. I shouldn’t have to work 

harder than the average individual to earn almost as 

much as them. A system that performs preferences 

based on identity can suck a dick in the most 

derogatory of ways.  

 

I no longer want to be president of a country 

which has gotten so comfortable disproportionally 

targetting it’s low income, queer, or minority citizens 

and yet claims itself to be one of the most 

advanced global societies. I no longer dream of 

labor as an achievement and I no longer accept the 

general American outlook to be reflective of my 

morals and values as a human. I don’t accept that 

the desire to rapidly generate capital is more 

important than the wellbeing of the planet that 

birthed us. I don’t agree that the ends justify the 

means when it means displacing and exploiting the 

poor.  

With the developments of technology, medicine, 

and agriculture in the past hundred years a lot of 

people have gotten used to the modern luxuries 

we’ve grown up with and have started distancing 

ourselves from the core of what it means to be a 

human amongst other sentient beings. The rise of 

the internet and social media has made  instant 

communication incredibly accessible and yet we’re 

still encountering a lot of the same issues that are 
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incorporated into elementary school curriculums as 

examples of terrible acts of history which can never 

be repeated again.  

 

My interest here is not to highlight or prove the 

ways this country employs exclusionary/oppressive 

tactics, that’s not my responsibility. I used to think 

that people might care more if i made art showing 

the horrible realities people have to live in and how 

closely adjacent they are to their own. Approaching 

my work this way kept me up for three day periods 

at a time. I thought, ​the work is draining the life out 

of me, that’s what it does, but it’s important. ​I thought 

I was the issue, I turned to my therapist to tell me 

why I wasn’t strong enough to make work about the 

things that mattered to me. She suggested trying a 

new approach.  

 

 

 

 

 

Following in the self proclaimed protest tactics 

of Esther Brown, I refuse to do anything beyond 

what my needs demand and I don’t believe labor to 

be a romanticized aspect of my life. In ​The Anarchy 

of Colored Girls Assembled in a Riotous Manner​, 

Saidya Hartman opens up the essay by illustrating 

the subtlety of Esther Brown’s protest model by 
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describing the bold and public actions she did ​not 

take.         

 

“E​sther Brown did not write a political tract on the 

refusal to be governed, or draft a plan for mutual aid or 
outline a memoir of her sexual adven- tures. A manifesto 
of the wayward: Own Nothing. Refuse the Given. Live on 
What You Need and No More. Get Ready to Be Free — was 
not found among the items contained in her case file. She 
didn’t pen any song lines: ​My mama says I’m reckless, My 
daddy says I’m wild, I ain’t good looking, but I’m somebody’s 
angel child​. She didn’t commit to paper her ruminations on 
freedom: ​With human nature caged in a narrow space, 
whipped daily into submis- sion, how can we speak of 
potentialities​? The card- board placards for the tumult 
and upheaval she incited might have said: Don’t mess with 
me. I am not afraid to smash things up. But hers was a 
struggle without formal declarations of policy, slo- gan, 
or credos. It required no party platform or ten-point 
program. Walking through the streets of New York City, 
she and Emma Goldman crossed paths, but failed to 
recognize one another. When Hubert Harrison encountered 
her in the lobby of the Renaissance Casino after he 
delivered his lectures on “Marriage versus Free Love” for 
the Socialist Club, he noticed only that she had a pretty 
face and a big ass. Esther Brown never pulled a​ ​soapbox 
onto the corner of 135th Street and Lenox Avenue to make 
a speech about autonomy, the global reach of the color 
line, involuntary servitude, free motherhood, or the 
promise of a future world, but she well understood that 
the desire to move as she wanted was nothing short of 
treason. She knew firsthand that the offense most 
punished by the state was trying to live free. To wander 
through the streets of Harlem, to want better than what 
she had, and to be propelled by her whims and desires was 
to be ungovernable. Her way of living was nothing short 
of anarchy.” (Hatman, P. 465-466)”  
 

Hartman introduces the idea that ideas of 

philosophical anarchism and blatant protest are 

often not attributed to Women of color. When we 

do it, it’s just seen as angry and disorderly. By using 
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critical fabulation to illuminate the story of Esther 

Brown, a young queer black woman who got 

arrested in 1910’s Harlem, NY due to the fact she was 

walking down the street with no man by her side to 

“account” for her, on charges of potentiality to be a 

Prostitute. Reading this essay made me realize how 

radical the idea of simply existing can be.  
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ANXIETY // DEPRESSION // RAGE 

 

I want to belive in a country which supports 

respects and includes sex workers, the poor, 

minorities, the queer community, etc. I want a world 

where everyone’s voice has the potential to be 

weighed equally. Unfortunately, I've been let down 

so many times that I don’t see the value in abiding by 

the moral codes of a political system which thinks 

it has the right to set exclusionary guidelines on 

who gets to live what kind of life.  

The build up of anxiety in the past four years 

has gotten too intense for me to feel comfortable 

complying with all the functions that everyone 

convinces me are necessary. I feel let down and 

disrespected as a Mexican womxn knowing that 

babies are being killed because of where they’re 

coming from when this country claims to encourage 

diversity and immigration.  

The start of my college career was stained by 

the presidency of an unqualified, racist bigot.  

 

I don't know when I became so angry and 

resentful.. 

 

Maybe my work would be different if I wasn’t so 

emotional.  
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ART AS A VEHICLE FOR Political MOBILIZATION 

 

Art is the foundation for 

progressive thought​. Art serves as 

a form of ​solidarity to the 

communities it speaks on and 

emerges from​. Art creates a ​direct 

model, from individual to public, of 

saying “what if we tried things this 

way?”​. Art is the foundation for 

protest​. Art serves as a digestible 

way of expressing ​human 

emotions​. Art is the narrative of its 

creator. Art ​reflects the social 

dynamics​ of the societies it 

emerges from. Art is ​only as good 

as it’s context​. Art is the 

cumulative ​balance of experience, 

emotion, narrative, and information.  
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THINGS I MADE & WHY I MADE THEM  

 

I wrote you this letter so I could show you all 

the art I made about it.  

I took all the anxiety, sadness, and rage and let 

the work carry those emotions.  

I went from trying to make outsiders understand 

to reasserting that my audience is queer, they’re 

mexican, they’re womxn, they’re immigrants, and we 

already know how terrible things are and can be, we 

lived through it. So I shifted my perspective to one of 

empowerment, one that makes the art we always 

wanted but never learned about in school or saw on 

display at the Metropolitan Museum of Art.  

 

Themes 

 

● Identity 

● Labor 

● Sexuality 

● protest 
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I made head to toe body suits out of felt and 

called them ​POWER SUITS​. They are ugly and hastily 

made. They provide the wearer with absolute 

anonymity because it’s no secret that presenting a 

(FIG. 1)   certain way while walking 

down the street can be 

dangerous, should you 

not be white straight and 

cis. The redundancy with 

this piece is how 

uncomfortable and hot 

the suits are. Wearing 

them reflects the gamble 

that is often made by 

immigrants of choosing 

between comfort and 

freedom. All suits came 

with face masks        ​(FIG. 2)  

with only a  Mouth Zipper 

and are tear gas ready with 

the accompaniment of a 

lace decorated respirator.  
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I went back to la        ​(Fig. 3) 

pinata as a symbol 

and realized that it 

no longer 

represented myself 

as a vulnerable 

being willing to 

sacrifice myself for 

the catharsis of 

others. Fuck that. 

Concrete pinata​.  

      (FIG. 4 Baton) 

 

I made ​police baton, 

Bandana & Wheat Paste​ out of 

silicone because I wanted 

them to look like dildos. The 

batons were presented in a 

pool of wheat paste on a 

bandana with a Mexican flag 

print. The inspiration for this 

piece was drawn from  
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La Chica Boom’s Tapatio Cock​ which to me, epitomized 

all the parts of my identity I had constantly tried to 

seperate for the sake of making my art digestible. 

This piece not only degrades the police baton, an 

object which has been used as a tool for physical 

and sexual violence but also calls to themes of 

queer identity (strap on dildos) and protest through 

the use of wheat paste. Wheat paste is a 

particularly interesting part of my practice for 

several reasons. I’m most interested in the 

contextual duality of it. When googled in english it 

is often associated with 

propaganda and referred 

to as “marxist glue”, when 

googled in spanish it’s 

referred to as “agrudo” 

and will likely lead you 

to recipes on how to 

make pinata glue. That 

and the fact that it 

looks like cum.  

(Fig. 5) 
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(Fig. 6) 

I made a quilt 

of 20 bandanas 

that cost $1 

each with text 

on both sides. 

One side in 

black sharpie 

reads “​$20 

Golden Shower​” 

which is the 

title of this piece. The other side in more subtle 

yellow paint marker says “I Used it on this Sculpture” 

My intention here is to talk about sex and labor, 

both in terms of my latinx identity as well as in 

respect to the art world. In the past I have dealt 

with themes of female immigrant labor dynamics in 

contrast to those of American white male. This piece 

carries out those themes in a more specific way and 

without the need for juxtaposition. The bandana has 

been an important symbol for me because I’ve seen 

them used as hair accessories by many womxn 
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throughout my life, this is for both aesthetic and 

protective purposes. As I got older the symbol of the 

bandana also resonated with me because it 

references hanky code. With the bandana I am able 

to talk about being hispanic 

and queer while adding the 

context of sex work. This 

piece is dyed yellow, which is 

representative of Golden 

Showers in hanky code. This 

piece is very personal to me, 

it talks about the way my 

body has participated in 

labor: the value of that, and  

the idea that sex work  

(Fig 7.) and art work have come to be synonymous 

for me in that both feel simultaneously exploitive 

and empowering. A question I’ve gotten in the past 

about this piece is what role being queer has in a 

heteronormative BDSM dungeon. I don’t have an 

answer to this because I constantly ask myself that 

too.  
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My last piece as an undergraduate was a 

performance piece called ​i always knew i was a 

slut// “GOOD GIRLS”, GENDER, SOCIAL CLASS AND SLUT 

DISCOURSE ON CAMPUS.​ ​It 

was inspired by Amber 

Hawk Swanson’s 

“Feminism?” Project in 

conjunction with an 

essay which studies the 

relationship between 

race and social class to 

someone’s potentiality to be considered a slut.  ​(Fig 8.) 

The piece was 8 minutes of varying sexual scenes 

including shots of me masturbating/camming with a 

luchador mask, tied in bondage, and teaching a class 

on why I’m a slut, while reading the essay after 

which the piece is titled. This was a final public 

reclaim of my body. By combining the worlds of 

academia, art, and sex, I hope to make a statement 

about where those worlds overlap and how the 

pretenses within that vary depending on race, 

performative gender, and social class.  
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LIST OF INSPIRATION 

● Actions, Vitrines, and Environments​ ​By Joseph 

Beuys (Performance series) 

● “​Good Girls”, Gender, Social class, and slut 

discourse on campus​ by Elizabeth A. Armstrong, 

Laura T. Hamilton, Elizabeth M. Armstrong, and J. 

Lotus Seely (essay) 

● The Anarchy of colored girls assembled in a 

Riotous manner ​By Saidya Hartman (essay) 

● The Feminism? Project​ ​By Amber Hawk Swanson 

(Performance) 

● indigurrito​ ​By Nao Bustamente (Performance) 

● Strap-On Harnesses, Tapatio Cock, Spic Jouissance 
Bottle and Boxes ​By Xandra Ibarra (aka la chica 
boom) (Sculpture)  

● But I still Love you (always) ​By Jesus Benevente 

(Performance/Installation) 
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PROTEST MANIFESTO 

 

As Judith Butler states in ​Notes Towards a 

Performative Theory of Assembly: “We the People” -- 

Thoughts on Freedom of Assembly, ​When it comes to 

the idea of protest there is no concrete way to 

define who is a participant or what “protest” looks 

like. Therefore I propose adopting the term protest 

as a state of being, which can be used to describe 

the act of ongoing rejection of the systems that 

don’t work for ​you​ specifically.  

I propose a regime of protest which deliberately 

leaks “exclusive” information to the people it speaks 

on. Making tutorials, summarizing texts, leaking pdfs, 

sharing your institutional login credentials to 

spread the access, using vocabulary everyone can 

understand. There is more value in a society which 

prioritizes interpersonal connections and respect for 

the earth rather than the speed of production and 

need for power. I refuse to comply with a country 

which doesn’t see any fault in teaching how wrong 

concentration camps were in 1930 Germany but 

doesn’t seem to mind it now when the prisoners are 

hispanic in 2020 United States of America.  

 

I propose everyone thinks about their life and 

where they are and why they’re there. This calls for 

instances of privilege and oppression and the ratio 
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of these two in any given instance is largely 

informed by identity.  

 

Therefore, I no longer give a fuck about the 

social order or norms of a society which constantly 

break my heart. I’m tired of being led on and told 

that things will get better but they don’t and they 

keep happening but we stop hearing about them. I no 

longer give a fuck about anything.  

 

I will share files and resources and make my 

peers aware of their rights when I see them being 

taken advantage of. I’m always going to root for the 

humanistic approach even if it means fucking up all 

of the white mans work on our economy. The stock 

market could never mean more to me than free 

access to health care, especially not during a 

pandemic.  
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I ​want​ healthcare 

deserve 

I ​want​ affordable housing 

demand 

I want free access to education 

 

I want to get pleasure out of life 

We want our mothers to feel 

secure 

 

I want ​security 

 

Safety 

 

Security 

 

Safety 

Security 

safety 
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DIRTY FANTASIES 

 

I don’t feel a bit of remorse in using my sexuality 

and my body to make money off the books and feed 

it back into the system when I have to overpay for 

tuition because my scholarships got taken away the 

time I got caught selling weed to pay for my tuition. I 

no longer subscribe to the malicious cycle which 

promises to generate exponential amounts of 

money on the condition that you sign away your 

labor to it. To me the idea of allowing astronomial 

amounts of interest on something so fundamental 

as education is significantly more exploitive than 

sex work ever was.  

I don’t care who thinks I'm disrespectful because 

they would be right. I’m an a bisexual, 

anti-establishment, anti-corporation, immigrant slut 

and I have no problem making money off of it. 

Sometimes I wish I cared more about stealing from 

corporations or hopping the train but I don’t. 

Sometimes I worry about what people would think 

of me and why things are so often validated when 

money is attached. I specifically worry about what 

my mom would think. Part of me thinks she would 

cry knowing how much anger I’ve allowed to brew in 

my stomach over the years. Part of me hopes she 

would understand my frustration and my 

fascination with fucking shit up is rooted in being let 
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down so often and needing to reassert my 

autonomy and let people know that I’d rather be 

trashy, rude, and disrespectful than to ever be taken 

advantage of ever again.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I know what i ​deserve ​now 
 

I will not stand for less 
 

 
 
I know what ​self respect​ means now 
 
 
 

I really hope you care 
 

 
I hope this will all make sense one day 

 
 
 

 
iloveyoubabypleasebesafe 
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INDEX OF PHOTOGRAPHED ARTWORK 

 

1. Power Suits​ (2020) Textile, lace & Found Object 

2. Power Suit ​Detail​ (2020) Textile, lace & Found 

Object 

3. Concrete Pinata​ (2020) Concrete, chain 

4. Baton, Bandana & Wheat Paste​ (2020) silicone, 

found object, homemade wheat paste 

5. Baton, Bandana & Wheat Paste​ ​Detail ​(2020) 

silicone, found object, homemade wheat paste 

6. $20 Golden Shower​ (2020) Hand-dyed bandanas, 

resin, Paint Marker 

7. $20 Golden Shower​ ​Detail​ (2020) Hand-dyed 

bandanas, resin, Paint Marker 

8. I always knew I was a Slut // Good Girls, 

Gender, Social Class & Slut Discourse on 

Campus​ (2020) 8 Minute Performance 
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Ibbara, Xandra ​Strap-On Harnesses, Tapatio Cock, Spic 
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