
Museoexclusion Exorcism
Tanya Aguiñiga
2022



Adrian Clutario



Beth Robinson 
	
	
Madonna Whores is a series of hand-sculpted clay busts that have Anne 
Sexton's poem "Buying The Whore" carved into their chests. Additionally, each 
stanza is represented with the next level of quieting her voice - but with headgear 
related to S&M play so her silence becomes sexualized. The sculpture of the 
final stanza, the female is wearing a posture collar that covers her entire head 
and forces her to "keep her chin up." 
  
 
Anne Sexton poem: 

"You are the roast beef I have purchased 
and I stuff you with my very own onion. 

You are a boat I have rented by the hour 
and I steer you with my rage until you run aground. 

You are a glass that I have paid to shatter 
and I swallow the pieces down with my spit. 

You are the grate I warm my trembling hands on, 
searing the flesh until it's nice and juicy. 

You stink like my Mama under your bra 
and I vomit into your hand like a jackpot 
its cold hard quarters." 

 



Beth Robinson



I first learned how to fold origami when I was six years old. One of my cousins taught me 
how to fold the triangular and star shapes out of tiny pieces of paper. I found myself 
drawn to this action but not really sure why. The cluster I sent you came from a group of 
pieces I folded when I was twelve. Repetitive actions would make me feel better, 
especially when I would have extreme anxiety. In retrospect I realize that I have utilized 
repetitive processes through most of my childhood life and into adulthood. These have 
become a way for me to cope with certain trauma and other unexpected negative things 
in life that come my way. The best thing about my relationship with repetitive processes 
now is that it is more about choosing when I want to use it, and less about feeling 
compelled to do so.  
 
-Anonymous 
 



ANONYMOUS



Emilyn Eto 
 
 
Dear Timothea, 
 
Hello. This is your great-granddaughter Emilyn. I descended from your eldest 
daughter, my grandmother Rosario, or Lola as we called her. I have only recently 
gotten to know your name because my dad is in his early 80’s and has been 
sharing lots of stories about his youth in the Philippines. One of these stories 
includes your family secret.  
 
I had always heard relatives murmuring rumors about Lola being the daughter of 
a Spanish priest. This explained why she had fair skin, high cheek bones, and a 
regal air about her, but it never really crossed my mind what that really meant. 
The Spanish priest was so beloved. My dad and his siblings remember his 
frequent visits, his gentle kindness, his magic tricks, and the treats that he 
brought them. They also told stories about how Lola would go to him when she 
was troubled and how he loved all his children. His priesthood elevated our 
family status. An old sepia tinted framed photo of him sits in my parents living 
room today. He is a legend in our family. 
 
To the child in me, it seemed he was another honorable patriarch. But now as an 
adult, as a mother trying my best to instill in my daughter confidence, self worth, 
independence, choice over her body, I can clearly see that there was so much 
wrong. It became clear that you, Timothea, were raped by this trusted person 
from your community, this priest.  
 
Why didn’t I see this before? It took me a while to process, perhaps because I felt 
so far removed. I live a privileged life in the America where my parents have 
given me the freedom and choice in decisions regarding lifestyle, career, 
marriage and even religion. Yours was a different time, a black and white time, a 
provincial time where priests were highly regarded, a holy men of the church that 
could do no wrong, and were untouchable. If you accused him, it would be your 
word against his and no justice could ever become of it. As it would turn out, he 
was even able to live amongst his children and the grandchildren they would 
bear later.  
 
Perhaps you felt like you were in love or believed that this man of God was in 
some way helping you, but I am certain that it resulted in pain, confusion, hurt 
and shame because I understand that he continued to impregnate four more 
women who bore Lola’s half siblings.  
 
My Tita, who was close to Lola, recently told me that in elementary school, Lola 
was made fun of by the other children about being the child of the priest. She 
also told me that when Lola’s sister, Esperanza, in her senior years, was asked 
by her daughter to write about her life, the first sentence was, “I am an 



illegitimate child.” What a burden to have carried all your life, during a time when 
it might have been explained as God’s will or the fault of the woman, only to 
finally face it head on in your old age. 
 
I asked Tita what your name was. I was truly dumbfounded that I did not even 
know your name, you, my grandmother’s mother. She quietly replied Timothea. I 
was so heartbroken to know that in all these years, I had never even heard your 
name before. No one had ever recognized you as a matriarch in our family. No 
one I knew had named any child after you. We calculated that you must have 
been 17 years old and the priest 30 years old when Lola was born. No one, not 
even my aunt, had ever considered this difference and therefore no one realized 
that you were a minor and he, so much older.  
 
Timothea, I am so sorry -  sorry for what happened to you, sorry that you were 
violated, that your worth was diminished by a man who used his power thinking 
he was above the law, sorry you were never recognized or revered. I am sorry for 
the hidden shame it created for you and your child, because Lola took to this 
awful truth to her deathbed, never wanting to talk about it even many decades 
later. I feel the suffering you must’ve endured. It saddens me greatly, even to the 
point where I blame my dad and his siblings for never recognizing you. But, I 
know that you are at peace now. That you would not want to me feel your 
suffering. That in the end it turned out ok and ultimately it is not my burden to 
bear.  
 
Yes, your experience is no longer a secret, but know that your life was not in 
vain. Instead, it clearly exposes the source of a strong will and resiliency that 
you, my great-grandmother, passed down to my Lola, who in turn instilled it in 
me. This is your gift to me, to us, this power to overcome…. and for this I am 
grateful. 
 
With love, honor, and gratitude,  
Your great-granddaughter, 
Emilyn  
 



Emilyn Eto



Enka Molnar



Galia Linn 
 

Tue, Jan 7, 1:30 
PM 

to Tanya

Dear Tanya, 

Thank you for extending me an invitation to participate in your project. 

I immediately thought of my clay talismans / charms. Attached below you can see a few of them. 
They are not very big or heavy and have holes that can be used to attach them to your fiber 
sculpture or worn as a necklace as part of the exorcism ceremony. Other uses are possible.  If 
you think they would work for your project I am happy to send one or a few off into your arms.  

A little background about the work for context. For more than 25 years now I have been 
obsessing over images, objects, architecture and the culture of neolithic cities as brought to life 
in excavation sites. I think it is a combination of facts such as: There was no word for religion -  
just the cycle of life, there was no separation between life and death - ancestors bones were 
buried in the homes and lastly as evidence shows men and women were treated with equality.  

I see these charms as mirror of objects that want to come back into existence. And like your 
work evidence that we are able to be compassionate and perhaps they can serve as amulets to 
help us overcome the empathy chasem we are currently experiencing. 

Happy to provide more information, stories and objects to this beautiful project if this works. 

Warmly, 

Galia 

-- 
Galia Linn 
www.galialinn.com 
www.blueroofstudios.org 
310.463.6573 



Galia Linn



A forgiveness poem
by Ginger Dunnill

I am a product of fear, poverty, rape, white privilege, desperation, denial, hope,
lies, war, colonialism, appropriation, survival, love, hatred, hidden meanings,
regret, peace, resiliency, progress, secrets, gentrification, lessons, escapism, water,
salt, dirt, the sacred, the corrupt, the shame, vulnerability, magic, compassion and
confusion.

I am sorry.

I cannot be everything I hope you can see in me, I cannot be everything in me you
wish I held, that I wish I could hold. I cannot be full or quarter or 1/16th or 1/32nd
or none or all of anything.

I cannot claim to know where I fit in, to know who claims me, to know fully who I
claim, but I do know where I come from, and who loves me, and I will never
forget.

I can only speak for myself, and I am tired.

I am exhausted from existing in my own narrative, of trying to prove my
relationship to place, to build a box that makes my existence digestible for an
external gaze, that dismisses my whole and evolving self, my lived experience for
a data set to judge from.

I will no longer do this, I cannot play this colonizers game any more.
I want to rip my heart out, for you to test its authenticity.

I want to give you the honor to tell me if I am enough, and then as I take my last
breath, look into my eyes and tell me that I am not. And I will forgive you.

Will you forgive me?



Ginger Dunnill



Irene Tsatsos
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Jenea Sanchez and Gabriella Muñoz 
 
 
The video is a celebration of reacquired knowledge for foodway health. The trite notion 
of chicken soup being medicine acquires a real significance when one thinks of raising 
an animal from birth, humanely butchering the animal and lovingly preparing a soup to 
share amongst friends and family. For the production of this piece the artists traveled to 
Agua Prieta, SON to learn the act of preparing chicken soup in the traditional way that 
was commonplace to their ancestors. A healthy connection to the source of our meats 
and vegetables and the labor needed to raise animals and crops is brought to the 
forefront in the documenting of this piece. Sanchez’s and Muñoz’s children accompanied 
them and were part of the learning experience, connecting a link in the passing on of this 
knowledge that was previously broken. Sanchez’s own mother was not taught how to 
prepare chicken soup from scratch and though Muñoz’s mother had this knowledge this 
was their first opportunity they had to share in the preparation of this food. 
	



Jenea Sanchez and Gabriella Muñoz



Justine Ashbee



Kathi Flood 
 
As a Baby Boomer, I followed the fashion of the 60’s and dutifully wore a girdle with a mini skirt to college 
classes.  I had to sit down carefully, pull down the skirt past the bumpy garter clips, cross my legs and stay still 
in order to hide the space between the top of the nylons and the skirt.  One hot day, a man in one of my 
classes remarked that I didn’t really have to wear nylons or a girdle.  “How do you know what I’m wearing 
under my skirt?!” I snapped back.  It was then I realized that at that time, women’s self-conscious efforts to 
have perfect legs and a flat gut were futile and transparent.   This acceptance dance also applied to our 
personalities. The very WORST thing that we could be, according to my Mother, was a BITCH.  I was advised 
not to be too opinionated and to go to great lengths to be pretty.  Hence, I was given electrolysis and a nose 
job at age 15 to enable me to catch a man’s eye. 
 
My friends and I are still affected by this early training.  Men can strut into a museum solid, confident that they 
are admired for giving up the security of a day job in order to commit to their art.  Women, especially older 
women, are expected to make ‘safe’ work, reciped and tied up with sweet bows.  When I was younger, I was in 
400 exhibits in all manner of venues, but at this point, I find myself showing in venues that exclusively feature 
seniors.   
 
This girdle symbolizes the extra work and subsequent judgments that women must deal with.  Men just have to 
pull on a pair of pants and a shirt, but women have to craft an identity.  Whether you choose to be a Patti Smith 
or a Dolly Parton, we must present ourselves in a deliberate way in order to be accepted.  
 
According to Artnet News, only 13.7% of living artists represented by galleries in Europe and North America 
are women.  This publication only included 5 women on Artnet’s list of the 100 best-selling artists at auction.  
And only 27 women (out of 318 artists) are represented in the 9th edition of H.W. Janson’s survey, Basic 
History of Western Art. 
(https://nmwa.org/advocate/get-facts)  
 
It’s like that cliche that even though Fred Astaire received much attention as a wonderful dancer, his partner 
Ginger Rogers had to do the same thing and didn’t get as much acclaim -– although she had to dance 
backwards and in high heels.  This girdle represents the judgements that male museum curators make about 
female artists. 



Kathi Flood
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Lani Bautista



Laurie McKenna

I see
I listen
I study
I think
I analyse
I research
I organize
I learn
I distill
I devise
I decide
I create
I perform
I complete
I know
I lead
My mind is my sexy

1.The Undesirables loaded into box cars
2.The IWW opening line of preamble
3.Rosa McKay
4. Los Flores Magon 



Laurie McKenna



Laurie McKenna













































Marcia Haffmans 
 
 
Marcia Haffmans on behalf of women experiencing incarceration in Minnesota. 
 
 
 
 



Marcia Haffmans



Margie Schnibbe



Marjorie Fedyszyn 
 
 
Driver’s Seat, 2018 
99”x33”x33” 
 
Driver’s Seat represents the closet I was molested in by my drama teacher when I was 
15. It was my first sexual experience. He placed a chair in the closet for this purpose and 
walked me to it holding my hand while telling me to trust him. In the closet he had me sit 
on his lap (erection) and reached down my pants to molest me. I will never know if it was 
exclusively set there for me or others as well.   
 
	



Marjorie Fedyszyn



BROTHERS 
 
My sisters and my brothers’ wives are undermined by my brothers. They do it in simple 
everyday ways: at times they shrug off our suggestions in a way we each perceive as a 
“put down”. At other times they respond with complete silence, then go do what they 
think best, as if we haven’t spoken. 
  
They are in denial of this. And there’s no discussion to be had as it’s seen as 
confrontational. 
I’m scarred by their behavior. 
  
Four years ago, when our mother died, I made the decision to stop communication with 
them. This has helped as I now only suffer from occasional shocks of pain, rather than 
continual everyday stomach-turning feelings. I’m suffering as I write, but this needs to be 
said. 
  
All my life, I have known I am their equal.  
 
-Anonymous 



Merryll Saylan 
	
	
1.  The 1950’s father, why go to college, you’ll just get married and have babies.  So I 
did, a way to leave home.  BUT I WENT BACK & FINISHED. 
 
2.  My grandfather - so when you finish this (my masters) you’ll finally stay home (with 
your kids.) I was a returning student. 
 
3.  Meeting Sam Maloof years ago.  Oh you’re a wood turner, you make small things, 
that’s okay then.   No I made big things, big sculptures actually. 
Or another time Maloof demonstrating at our school, do you ladies/girls understand what 
I’m talking about.  Yeah we do. 
 
4. At a crafts show coming back from a restroom stop, a fellow wood turner stopped and 
told me to go see this guys work - so delicate, beautiful forms.  Where I asked.  In 
row whatever, I’m there and I don’t remember any guy’s work.  Well, I don’t know where 
you are, but you have to see this work.  
It was my work. My husband was in my booth so I could pee.  As my work it was 
discounted, as his work, it was special.  
 
5.  Buying material once, I was asked by a young guy at the cash register how I got 
away with not paying taxes on my stuff.  As it was I had to go to a special line and have 
the stuff written up before I even got to the cashier.  Get away with, I asked.   Yes he 
said.  Well, maybe because I’m in business and have a resale permit, that’s how I get 
away with it.  
 



Natalie Godinez 
 
 
I started to crochet this piece with some very soft yarn when I found out I was 
pregnant in 2017. It was a total surprise, and I was supposed to be on birth 
control (which clearly didn't work) but I was so excited because I had been 
dreaming of a near future when I could become a mom. We were doing 
financially ok jobwise, and we felt ready. I told people close to me earlier than the 
12 weeks recommended, because even though I knew there was a high risk of 
miscarriage during those first few weeks, my husband was too excited and told 
people. So off we went, telling people around week 8, after we went to the doctor 
and heard a tiny little heartbeat. I started bleeding the day after my birthday, a 
wonderful birthday that had a little surprise party, and I knew that something 
wasn't right. We found out the embryo had stopped growing two days after that. 
We heard it after a long wait in the emergency room and scans that seemed 
unnecessary, jokes and congratulations from the nurses, and a knot in my 
stomach the whole time. I miscarried in my bathtub on February 27, 2017. Two 
years later on the same date my daughter was born, bringing the whole rainbow 
with her. I put away the crocheted piece in a bag in a closet, I brought it with me 
when I moved to LA. I thought about finishing it, or adding some elements to it as 
a piece about the loss, but I didn't. It was never meant to be used by anyone 
else, only by that baby that could have been.  
	



Natalie Godinez



Sandra Brick



Sarita Dougherty 
	
	
Ancestors asked me to share this ritual and object as part of the amulet and 
ceremony. While on Cahuilla land with Lidagat still an infant, nursing, they told 
me to draw circles with a cross, returning patriarchal spirituality of the cross to 
the Earth and the divine feminine, rebalancing the hierarchy of holiness led by a 
man in heaven with sacred Earth, or Pachamama. 
 
The first time I performed the ritual was with Rafa Esparza on the last day I was 
in LA. I would love to activate this cross with Ohlone soil, drawing a circle in soil 
(would love to do this with you outside of OCMA publically or privately, or inside 
on a small tray of dirt. This cross is also a bamboo pen, and can be used to draw 
circles with ink onto anything, easily paper.) 
	
To prioritize place and Pachamama in my work (I gave my art to her) has 
decentered the Western Art Canon and Art Market. This has provoked sexist 
comments, condescending attitudes, dismissive, and patronizing remarks 
towards me and my work from those who are deeply invested in the Western Art 
Canon and its Art Market.  As I continue to keep my compass set to habitat, self 
love (love of the divine feminine) and community I untangle myself further from 
patriarchy, eurocentricism and anthropocentrism in art. I release any shame I felt 
like I needed to internalize and return any collective shame that secular, mind 
and human-centric cosmologies attempt to instill in us. I am guided by ancestors 
in creating for our ecosystems, for my ancestors, for my daughter and for all of 
the fierce communities rapidly reindigenizing for survival and inter-species 
abundance. For the tribes where missionaries have tried and continue to try to 
distinguish animism, divine feminitity and deity worship in our Earth’s elements. 
For those who have died or been imprisoned for defending water, land, mountain 
tops and indigenous cosmologies. We pick up the crosses they left behind and 
draw circles with them to return all patriarchal, mind-centered canons to the Earth 
where they will dissolve and compost for rejuvenation of our collective connection 
to our Mother Planet as Holy, Sacred and Co-Creator. 
	



Sarita Dougherty



ANONYMOUS



Amulet: narrative for contribution of Sheryl Maree Reily 

 
Title: Glamification 

Media: Found/recycled materials; plastic soldiers, Christmas decorations, glitter 

Size: 6" x 4" x 4" 

 

 
Glamification speaks to the glorification of war and glamorization of religion, to promote 

the warrior culture. The two constructs have danced with each other throughout history 

each a justification and tool for the other. Wars are waged in the name of religion, 

religion is used to erase culture and further empower the victor. 

 
War and Religion are two of the most powerful forces that have shaped the human 

condition. As institutions, both constructs have had lasting and negative impacts on the 

lives of women, globally. 

 

Yet the voices of women are conspicuously absent from the dialogue. Both systems are 
designed to erase feminine expressions of spirituality, over-ride any impulses that would 

argue to protect humanity and the planet. Masculine urges to conquer and destroy, are 

further legitimized in spaces where the feminine voice is has been silenced by violence 

and socio-cultural restraints. 



Sheryl Maree Reily



Somer Hahm



Susan Arena



Sylvie Rosenthal



Tamika Rivera 
	
	
Story : 100% Wom^n 
 
I was 16 and hadn't grown an inch in years and hadn't received my Period. It was clear 
that I went way past late bloomer to needing medical answers. I was brought in for 
multiple testing, 3 hour blood tests, paps, and my favorite the “uh oh” sonogram. Yes, 
the technician actually said those words when discovering the problem.  
 
I remember being teenager punk pissed sitting in the waiting room, filled with women 
with bloated round baby bellies and relating to nothing I saw around me and  about to 
receive the big “Uh oh” results. My doctor was straight out of a 1950’s movie. White, 
male, slick black hair, 60 years old, with a condescending tone of absolute authority. 
Watching my stronger-than-nails mother’s eyes welling up with tears waiting for the 
results.  The doctor proceeded to casually whip open my folder, looked at me and he 
said ”Well, it looks like you probably cant have children….But this does not  give 
you an excuse to be promiscuous” then he handed me a prescription for horse 
hormones and  a business card for  a plastic surgeon  for silicone breast implants.  
 
…  
 
When I was 16 A white male medical practitioner subjected me to a patriarchal diagnosis 
according to moral beliefs not based on any medical facts. It consisted of medication, 
body shaming and a compete disregard of long term health care plan. 
My world shattered that day and it took A Women Health Educator Named Virginia 
Reath, to retrieve the soul of my missing parts. She said ”Tamika, you know you are a 
100% a Woman, Right? Now let’s get your body healthy and have a healthy sex 
life?”  
 
I was 22 and have been a 100% wom^n, fighting for equality ever since.  
 
 
object  : perfection Propaganda 
choosing to stay true to oneself and not give into Patriarchal archetypes  of a perfect 
women  
 
 
Side Note/thoughts: padded bras always symbolized what I didn’t have as a teenager -
made me feel less than - on one side my diagnosis, male ideas of body perfection, 
cosmetic surgery and other side choosing the road less traveled. Imperfection, 
shameless and free of constraints.  
Now, a padded bra could be an empowering tool for many young girls & women - right 
on right on!  
I always have to ask the question: Is it my voice of empowerment I’m hearing or am I 
getting spoon-fed some patriarchal nonsense ...  



Tamika Rivera



May 18, 2022
On my 40th birthday, I had my 5 year old daughter and my husband shave my head. This ponytail
is the result. I wanted my daughter to know that she can grow up to look and be anything
regardless of our gendered markers. I wanted to take power back from a painful chapter in my
life, and heal that wound for my past, my future and my daughter. Story is below…

Nov 15, 2016 (Age 38)
As a Mexican woman hair is to be controlled, sculpted and always kept. It is the one thing that
can show status when you cannot change the color of your skin, the roundness of your body, or
your lack of height.  A give away marker of status and thereby education. Braids too closely tied
to our indigenous roots, dark hair giving away our brownness, and gray hair betraying the
illusion of eternal beauty. Natural flowing hair may have been too sensual for us, a Catholic and
guilt driven people afraid of our own bodies and desires.

My mother always washed my hair with “Rizitos de Oro” or Golden Locks, a hair lightening
product for children. Sold under the auspices of being made with chamomile, so it’s good for
your hair. All the matriarchs in my family scrubbed our hair hard. They pulled our hair tight and
gelled it down so no fly-aways would ever escape. Giant bows were constantly in our hair, as our
skin and eyes were pulled back in the forceful grip of multiple rubber bands. On Sundays my
cousin and I would have our hair slathered in mayonnaise and covered in plastic, and then
would be sat outside in chairs, on my grandmother’s front lawn, to soak up the shine making fat
is the hot sun for an hour.

Needless to say, I grew up hating mayonnaise, just as much as our mothers wanted to control
our hair. It was a reflection of their up-and-comingness, their socio-economic status and ability
to provide for their children, their interest in finding us mates and making us into polite
housemakers and mothers. So, they were fine when I saved up money to pay for my first perm
at the age of six, during my phase of wanting to change my name to Stephanie or Tiffany. I was a
lanky six year old, with bleached hair, a $10 perm and the key to subversively expressing my
identity and charting a different course through my hair.

As the only way to cheaply change your appearance and express your style, I constantly shape
shifted through my hair. At the age of 15, it came to a crux. I needed a haircut and let my friends
cut it so I could save money. I ended up with a Vanilla Ice step cut by accident with 2 giant bald
spots. So they had to shave it.

My mother was an orphan, who grew up in extreme poverty. She worked 3 jobs to raise the rest
of her family, and to put herself through medical school in Mexico. She never got to be a doctor,
and worked at a grocery store in the US instead. She is a proud woman, who wanted her oldest
daughter to be a bright feminine beacon that all men would flock to. I showed up to the grocery
store to pick her up from work with a shaved head. All hell broke loose.

She said she was ashamed of me, and I was not her daughter. She beat me, cut all of my
alternative clothes to shreds with scissors, and I was kicked out of the house. I took her car and



$40. I lived in the car for two weeks, telling no one at school of my situation. Never asking for
help. Hair is hard. And hair is sometimes harder when it fights expectations society dictates.

I am still strangely attached to hair and what it means. Hair as a silent form of resistance, of
individuality. Of culture. Of gender.

Hair as feelers, as a sixth sense, as an extension of our body that we freely shed and regrow,
change and shape. Hair as DNA and connections to every corner of the earth our ancestors have
been in. The recipe for ourselves swaying in the wind, being shaved, being twisted and dyed. Yet
remaining the same at the core each time.

– Tanya Aguiñiga



Tanya Aguiñiga
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