
Walking	With	My	Mother’s	Shadow	
	
Celebration and loss of loved ones and our memories of them manifest in several ways. Often we experience a 
spectrum of emotion, beginning with deep joy, or deep sorrow, turning to quiet acceptance over time. My 
current work reflects on the complexities of love, loss and gains I have experienced over the past year. It also 
attests to losses and gains experienced and endured by people across the world for many reasons, such as war, 
oppression and censorship.   

I had just returned to the United States from Lahore, Pakistan early this year when I received the dreaded phone 
call that every immigrant fears; my mother had died. I had just seen her, touched her, talked to her and now she 
was no more. I had been in Lahore to attend my son’s wedding and my moments with my mother had been 
short and snatched, sandwiched between the rituals and celebrations of the wedding. As is the custom in Islam, 
she was buried within a day of her passing. There was no question of going; she was gone.  

The works in this exhibition were borne of the varied mix of emotion that followed my son’s wedding and my 
mother’s passing. On a larger level, it was the communal sense of loss – of loved ones, identities, homes and 
countries – experienced by myriad people across a world ravaged by the atrocities of war and displacement that 
created equivalence. It added poignancy to my personal loss and the global loss I bear witness to daily via the 
news media. This work also reflects my joy for my son and his future life alongside of the lives of many people 
across the world who have been given second chances through resettlement in new lands but who will always 
carry with them a sense of loss.  

I am fascinated by the interplay of presumed opposites that are never quite so: male and female, the definite and 
the amorphous, the geometric and the organic. In this new body of work, these concerns emerge in an 
exploration of joy and grief, the nuptial and the funereal, the seen and the unseen. Within these works I 
examined the amoebic transparency of sorrow, and its ability to reflect and inflict light and darkness. I worked 
with materials that are transparent or ethereal, that inhabit the limbo of loss, a space between visibility and 
invisibility, reality and unreality, light and shadow, real and unreal. These materials appear fragile, but are often 
resilient, hardy, even stubborn just like sorrow when cut, pushed, pulled, scraped, or sewn together.  

Materials such as steel cut with delicate patterns, or embroidery and beads on white, black and brown paper, 
reflect and refract light. They represent space that belongs to one more than the other, evaluate the color of my 
body and the bodies of others, and the cycles of life and death. The series in white reference the white of marble 
gravestones and shrouds, both of which are a central element of death and its commemoration in Pakistan. The 
black drawings speak of the surface and the hidden layers often not seen or mined. The brown drawings talk of 
our bodies, and the longing to belong and to matter. The red and black sculptural installations magnify floral 
and geometric motifs to inhabit a large space, covering and beautifying all that are in it.  

In the floral beauty of the patterns and layers, the cuts and embroidery strive to capture the identity, beauty, and 
femininity of my mother and other mothers – me, you, us - that become obscured by gravestone and shroud. 
These patterns pay homage to the organic to which death is inevitably linked but from which new life also 
emerges. The many colored, metallic embroidery threads in these works are often used in women’s wedding 
dresses in Pakistan but never for shrouds. In stitching these threads into paper, and cutting patterns in steel, I 
connect the wedding that is believed the beginning of a woman’s life-giving journey, and the funeral that is its 
ultimate end. This interplay of the nuptial and the funereal invites us to cherish our losses, more so because they 
are intrinsically connected to life’s most beautiful moments such as holding a hand that may soon be no more. 
Together, the wedding and funeral suggest the larger cycle of life binding us through gossamer fragility and 
beauty of a bloom that will undoubtedly fade.  
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