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( 
On Wednesday, October 24, 2012, I woke to the news that Papatya 

Curtis had died. During the ten years I knew her, she'd taught a lot of 
people how to knit, and most of us spent time knitting with her at the 

Yarn Studio, a store she owned. By the time I was invited to do this 
show, I'd been trying to make sense of her death for just under two 

years. Doing this work, I approached the issue of Papatya's absence 
through various forms of abstraction. Grief isn't exactly abstract. It's 
stupidly concrete. But it rests heavily and precariously on a network 

of fragile things; chief among them, memories and unanswerable 
questions. It's impossible for me to think of Papatya without thinking 
in terms of color. I liked the contradiction - going into a dark period, 
a mourning, armed with color, shape, memories and texture. I didn't 

want answers in the work because I know there are none. If anything, 
I wanted to find a way to embrace that. 

- Brian Pera 





Pam Markham Stokes: I think she was kind of an old soul; in the 
sense that she had kind of an internal desire to gather people 
together. She always tried to establish that common ground. I think it 
was partly her character, just natural to her, but also it made her feel 
good and was how she felt useful. I think she really felt that was her 
gift. As that first year of knowing her went by, it became apparent to 
me that she might need to be that person as much as we needed her 
to be. 

(see: retrospect, memory, knit, yarn, circle, papatya) 
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Susan Childress: I think her spirit was so present in that store that 
you could walk in there and get a sense of who she was and want to 
get to know her better. She would do so many creative things there 
and you would just be in awe and think, How did you think to do 
that? That was every part of the store - the setup, the stuff that she 
chose to work on and display, the stuff that she designed herself. She 
was such a part of everything in there. One of the things I loved about 
her was that she was an artist, but then she could also tear down a 
vintage caravan in her backyard and rebuild it. And when I walked 
into that shop I wanted to sit down and get to know that person. 

(see: presence, yarn, circle, tether, memory, knit, papatya) 
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Dana Bridger Hurt: The first time I met her, I was standing there 
in the store talking to someone and in she comes like this little 
whirlwind. And instantly there was something there, some little spark 
of kinship. She was just one of those people you were drawn to; you 
couldn't help it. To me it was her heart. It showed in everything she 
said and did. It showed on her face. She was kind. She was excited. 
You wanted to be around her. You wanted to be a part of whatever 
she was doing. It didn't seem to matter what it was. You just wanted 
to be there. 

(see: presence, circle, memory, papatya) 
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Peg Palmquist Wahl: Everyone looked to her as the person who 
could get us through everything. She was so giving, of everything that 
she had, in terms of her time and talent, no matter what the problem 
was, whatever you were knitting, however gnarly the mess you'd 
made, she would drop everything, and sit down with you and help 
you work it out. She called everyone by name. She included everyone 
around the table. The shop was so lovely, because her yarns were so 
lovely - the colors were so fabulous and everything was so interesting, 
and the work that she did was so interesting. Knitting there was like 
going to sit in your grandmother's kitchen. 

(see: dropped stitch, color, yarn, knit, presence, papatya, duration) 



Going to Patagonia 
Pattern 

by Papatya Curtis 

Sexy, top of hip, close
fitting ribbed crew neck 
sweater using a chunky, 
cotton variegated yarn. 

Finished sizes to fit: 

Bust: 34 (36, 38, 40)" 
Hem: 39 (41, 43, 45)" 
Length: 18 (21, 22, 23)" 

Materials: 

7 (7, 7, 8) Araucania 
Patagonia Nature Cotton, 
100% cotton, 
10om/105yd, approx. 
10og/3.5 oz. 

Shown in color #210 

Size 10.5 US knitting 
needles or size needed to 
match gauge 

Gauge: 

3.5 sts and 4.42 rows = 1" 
in K2, P2 rib. 

Instructions: 

Back 

Cast on 64 (66, 70, 74) 

Row 1: Work in P2, K2 
rib. 

Row 2: Work stitches as 
established. 

Repeat Rows 1 & 2 until 
piece measures 11.5 (12, 
12, 12.5)'' [52 (52, 54, 56) 
rows]. 

Raglan Shaping 

Bind off 4 (8,8,8,) sts at 
the beg of next 2 rows. 

Dec 1 st each side, every 
2nd row 16 (10, 11, 14) 
times. 

Dec 1 st each side, every 
4th row 2 (5, 5, 4) times. 

Bind off remaining 19 (20, 
22, 22) sts. 

Front 

Work as for back, 
including all shaping and 
at the same time, when 
piece measures 18 (18.5, 
19, 20)" [80 (82, 84, 88) 
rows] begin neck 
shaping. 

Work to center 11 (10, 
12, 12) sts, attach 
another ball of yarn, 
bind off center 11 (10, 



12, 12) sts in pattern and 
continue working across 
row. Working both sides 
at once, decrease 1 st at 
each neck edge, every 
other row 4 (5, 5, 5) times. 

Continue shaping as for 
back. Bind off. Work 
sleeves. 

Sleeves (Make 2) 

Cast on 30 (32, 34, 34) 
sts. Beg w/a WS row. P1 
(K2, P2) repeat to last st, 
PL 
Keeping selvedge sts in st 
st work rib patterns as · 
established. 

Inc 1 st on each side every 
6th (6th, 8th, 6th) row 7 
(3, 8, 6) times. 

Then inc 1st on each side 
every 8th (8th, 10th, 8th) 
row 4 (7, 1, 5) times. 

Continue in pat st until 
piece measures 17.5 (17.5, 
17.5, 18)" [78 (78, 78, 80) 
rows]. 

Cap Shaping: Bind off 4 
(8, 8, 8) sts at the 
beginning of next 2 rows. 

Next row dee 1st ea 

Next, dee 1st st each side 
every other row 18 (10, 9, 
12) times. 

Then every 4th row 1 (5, 6, 
5) times. 

Bind off remaining 4 sts. 

Finishing 

Sew sleeves to yoke, sew 
sleeves seams, seam sides 
of body of sweater. 

Standard Neck 
Finishing (optional) 

With a smaller size 16" 
circular needle or dpn set, 
pick up 58 (54, 62, 62) sts 
around neck edge. 

Inc or dee as necessary on 
the first row to balance 
pattern. 

Work in desired ribbing 
for 1" or desired length. 
Bind off loosely. 

If you don't bind off 
loosely, you will not be 
able to get the sweater 
over your head! 

I hope you enjoy this 
sweater as I have ... 

Papaty-----

2005 





Laura Whitby Sullivan: Knit night was kind of like a wild card 
free for all. You never knew what you were going to get but you knew 
there would be community and warmth and knitting. 

Susan Childress: There were probably about ten women in there 
but it would feel like forty conversations going on. It wouldn't all be 
about knitting. So many things. So much going on in there. It was a 
real community, a supportive environment. 

(see: knit, tether, circle, memory, yarn) 
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She seemed so tough. Another case of my refusing to see anything but 
strength in a woman I admire, as if anything less would diminish her. 

Another example of feeling like a typical man, unable to allow a 
woman complexity without drawing some kind of tediously reductive 

conclusion. As a boy I wanted to belong at my family's tables of 
women. As an adult, I still couldn't seem to get it right. In the same 

way, we knitters made bright clues of dull facts , tried to forge 
narratives where there were none. We kept trying to grab the thread. 

The machinery of grief is something out of a horror film. It keeps 
recombining and reassembling around you, faster than you can work 

it out into a practical system. 

(see: retrospect, memory, tether, circle, grid, papatya) 





That last time I saw her, when I was riding my bike past Cafe Eclectic, 
I was already a block away, and realized it was knit night, and I 
hadn't seen Papatya in months, and I got a strong urge to turn 

around. Papatya was the first thing I saw in the room, and she stood 
to smile and hug me. That smile - and her hair, which was so much 

shorter than the last time I'd seen her, and I thought, my God, here I 
am again, letting life whir by, and a few months later she was gone. 

What difference would hugging her more tightly have made? 

(see: memory, retrospect, water, circle, knit, yarn, ta, papatya) 
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Soon after she died, the knitting room at her house was cleared out, 
her inventory hauled over to one of our homes. We all came over at 
different points and it was like it used to be at The Yarn Studio: you 

didn't know who you'd see, who'd show up next, except that Papatya 
was dead and the finality kept hitting you. There was nothing to do 
with it; nowhere to put it. The yarn filled every available surface in 

the living room and the dining room, and I remembered so much of it 
from the Yarn Studio shelves. I had this compulsion to take every 

skein I could fit in my car, as ifI could recreate the shop at my house, 
keep her with me, keep the feeling of possibility in those colors active. 

(see: ta, knit, circle, tether, yarn, memory, retrospect, papatya) 
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How she went on a trip to New York to look at fibers, and she brought 
me back a book for male knitters. How she always defended me 

whenever some occasional dimwit at the table scoffed at my choices, 
when what they really took offense to, I thought, was the sissy streak 
that I resisted finding shame in. She kept pointing me to other male 

knitters. She introduced me to Kaffe Fassett and those crazy color 
schemes and the way he seemed to color everything that would hold 
color. I look at Kaffe now and I think of her trying to rescue me from 

my shame by making a place at the table for me. 

(see: retrospect, color, papatya, circle, knit, yarn, textile, memory) 





( 

You can't organize your thoughts around it. They whirl all over the 
place. Her hair her mouth her smile the color she wore that one day 

and the next and her sister visiting and something she said once, 
what was that she said? The memories won't make a story that 

explains things. You keep reorganizing them and they keep going 
their separate ways. You end up merely trying to hold them all 

together, on some mental grid. I've built and rebuilt stories about her 
in the past two years and those stories are no good because they get 

farther and farther away from her, relying pointlessly on her absence 
for their clarity. At some point the last year or so I decided that grief 

gives jagged teeth to memories, and you pull back a nub trying to 
reach in and recuperate anything. 

(see: grid, memory, papatya, retrospect, work, tether) 
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I remember standing in the Yarn Studio talking on the phone to my 
friend Melissa Dunn, right after I finished the cut of my first film. 

She'd watched it, and as she voiced appreciation for the filrri's use of 
color, the way I knew no one else would, I walked around the yarn, 

staring into all those vivid hues. It was autumn, and the leaves were 
changing through the windows, and it was like being at the home I'd 
never grown up in but always fantasized about, because I could hear 

all the women in the other room at the knitting table, the cadences of 
their voices carrying to me, the sense of things going on and on but 
contained within a secure space. It was this elastic moment of color 

and happiness and feeling profoundly situated. 

(see: color, papatya, circle, tether, water, retrospect, memory, yarn) 





She told me that untangling yarn for people relaxed her. She wrote on 
her blog that knitting kept the fears away. She had blue eyes, brown 

hair, nice white teeth. Her laughter was distinctive. She loved a 
certain shade of pink and now when I see that shade I see her. She 

took the right things seriously, and seemed to laugh off the rest. She 
often wore sweaters she'd made herself and they looked perfect and 

made you want to improve. There was a purple sweater in a closet at 
the Yarn Studio and when I asked her about it she said she'd made it 
but didn't want it. She gave it to me. When she died I went home to 
find it and stared at it thinking it might reveal something I'd never 

noticed before. 

(see: presence, memory, papatya) 
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In the Victorian era they had strict mourning rituals. Now you have 
Face book. I wanted the work, a form of mourning, to take. time, to 

stop the sense of relentless feed I felt she was getting buried under. I 
wanted to make monuments to her; lopsided, ramshackle cenotaphs, 

secured by the strength of my focus. She was shape and color to me 
and it struck me, as I moved forward, how abstract mourning is, what 
a weird conglomeration of bits and parts that don't quite fit together, 

suspended in tangles, cantilevered over a nothingness. Its only real 
structure is absence and your grief. I wanted to recreate that sense of 
first walking into the Yarn Studio, because now it's gone and I'd like 

to explain what it felt like somehow. 

(see: retrospect, grid, circle, color, work, cantilever, duration, 
presence, memory, papatya, cenotaph) 





She held a potluck at her house for the knitting circle and there were 
pictures of her family placed prominently on a table when you first 

walked in. They were all very good looking. She pointed these photos 
out proudly, as if she'd had her picture taken with royalty. 

(see: circle, papatya, knit, yarn, tether) 
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The night she died, she posted her last update on Facebook. "Ta, 
everyone." I came in to work the morning I found out and my co
worker, who'd heard about her death, had her profile open on his 

desktop, showing the status update and a childhood photo she'd 
uploaded. The contrast between her update and that seer old photo 
nags at me. Several weeks ago, the writer Hilton Als took offense at 

something the curator of a show on mourning dress said: "A show on 
mourning would be appropriate any time. Mourning, if you take a 

superficial view, is incredibly chic." Als retorted: "Mourning is chic? 
And Ebola is, what, stylish?" It's hard to imagine anyone who's really 
experienced grief calling it chic, let alone finding a superficial way to 

view it. 

(see: ta, papatya, grief, memory) 
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When I was 29 I lost both grandmothers, an uncle, a woman who was 
like a mother to me, and a friend who killed himself on his 30th 

birthday. It wasn't an easy year. The next year was only a little better. 
When Papatya died I was yanked back to that place, where it's 

impossible to look at anyone I care about without trying to prepare 
for them to be gone. 

(see: memory, retrospect, papatya, grief) 





Still, I think I can delineate it; otherwise, this work wouldn't exist. 
Shuffle this deck. She was fifty when she died. There are that many 
cards here. Maybe that says something. Consult the glossary. If you 
can find the right order these things might seem less disparate; the 

answer might suddenly slide into place. Read and reread, in any 
order you like; maybe it's there, right under your nose. I can't tell you 

the order any more than I can the answer. Consult other writers, 
maybe. James Purdy, for instance, who talked about "Late". When it's 

Late, you might still find the answer, but there's less you can do with 
it. You might have resolution but you won't have her. 

(see: papatya, memory, retrospect, grief) 
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She wore Guerlain's Champs Elysees. She liked Angel, she told me, 
but it was just a little too strong. I knew that Nirmala, made by 

Molinard, was like a lighter Angel, and I bought it for her. I brought it 
to knit night. After she died the things at her office were cleared out. 

In her desk was the now half empty bottle of Nirmala. Weeks later 
several of the knitters who attended a party said they had a strange 

sensation that she was there because they could smell her. Laura 
Whitby Sullivan told me that she used to smell so good, and she once 

sniffed her neck and told her, and Papatyajoked that if she didn't 
know any better she might think Laura was coming on to her. 

(see: memory, papatya, circle, tether, water) 
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She designed a sweater which required Patagonia yarn, an unusual 
thick and thin cotton blend. Papatya had one in hunter greens and 

rusts. I made the sweater in purple. Peg Palmquist Wahl made it in a 
bright aqua blue. Peg and I can knit that sweater again if we want but 

it won't be the same. 

(see: knit, grid, papatya, memory) 
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She didn't understand my movies but she supported them. She rode 
her bike a lot. She made it known when she didn't care for someone 

but that was so rare that you knew to pay close attention. She got 
migraines and when she did she had to be in the dark on her back. 

She knew my partner from when they were both in Young Life and I 
didn't find this out until I'd been going to the Yarn Studio for months. 

She had a little dog named Ripper and was frustrated but not angry 
when he chewed the legs of her dining room table. Her house was 

very clean. She knew how to knit and drive at the same time. I would 
call her figure athletic. I wish I could find that one thing that would 

describe her succinctly, so you'd get it. 

(see: knit, papatya, grid, retrospect) 





A Glossary for Thinking About Finding You Here 
Joel Parsons 
Director, Clough-Hanson Gallery 
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textile 
noun/ a type of cloth or woven fabric. 
"we are all intimately familiar with textiles, being wrapped 
constantly in them, until we are not (and then some other kinds of 
intimacy typically take over)" 

noun/ a story, basically 
"the woven life, either draped or pulled taught, retaining heat, 
impossibly short; a textile" 





color 
noun / the property possessed by an object of producing different 
sensations on the eye as a result of the way the object reflects or 
emits light. 
"the yarn appeared to shift color slightly, becoming brown in a 
warm light, more pink under the.fluorescence of fond memory" 

noun / a shade of meaning. 
"the story takes on a different but related color, navy to cerulean, 
chartreuse to grass,jlesh to tongue, sky to cloud, here to gone" 

verb / influence; distort. 
"the experiences had colored her whole existence" 

exclamation / used to express the shock of fully facing the world 
"Color! More color!" 





noun/ a feeling, unnamed and strong 
''About you? " 





cantilever 
noun/ a long beam or girder fixed at only one end which projects 
into space, out into the emptiness, both colder and braver at one 
end than the other; her. 
"your sightline, a cantilever, extending away perpetually" 

r · 





pink 
adjective/ of a color intermediate between red and white, as of 
salmon, coral or some of the better flowers, as of the inside of 
mouths, as of feeling. 
"a healthy pink" 
synonyms: rose, rosy, rose, pale red; flushed, blushing, 

embarrassed, vulnerable, aching, needing, missing, wanting 

verb/ to cut a scalloped edge on, to pierce or nick (someone) 
slightly with a weapon. 
"healthily pinked" 

( 





work 
noun/ activity involving mental or physical effort done in order to 
achieve a purpose or result, possibly in order to forget, more likely 
in order to remember. 
"moving fingers to slow the mind - through, out, around - what 
was there to do about it but work?" 

( 

synonyms: labor, toil, slog, drudgery, exertion, effort, you, you, you, 
it's you 





presence 
noun/ a person or thing that exists or is present in a place but is 
not seen. 
synonyms: ghost, spirit, specter, phantom, apparition, supernatural 

being; in this case, let's say it clearly, it's Papatya 

noun / the impressive manner or appearance of a person. 
"the closest anyone seems to get to really describing Papatya (or 
the effect of Papatya) is to say that she had presence" 
synonyms: aura, charisma, (strength/force of) personality 





memory 
noun/ the thing that never was a thing, that slips away and shifts, 
and if - if- it grows it can only do so in the manner of a tumor. 
see: failure 
see: lifeboat 
see: (I'm not sure this is always true, but memory does seem 
tyrannical today) 

( 





memory 
noun/ the only thing that's left, worth saving, worthwhile. 
see: failure 
see: lifeboat 
see: (I'm not sure this is always true, but memory does seem 

necessary today) 





monument 
noun/ a statue, building, or other structure erected to 
commemorate a notable person or event 
origin: from Latin, monere, to remind, to advise, to warn 





water 
noun/ a colorless, transparent, odorless, tasteless liquid that forms 
the seas, lakes, rivers, and rain and is the basis of the fluids of living 
orgamsms. 

verb/ pour or sprinkle water over (a plant or an area of ground), 
typically in order to encourage plant growth. 

verb/ (of the eyes) become full of moisture or tears. 
"this is not about water really, but water is an innocuous enough 
place to plant the idea of death in this text, an idea which is 
present already, but let us plant it here and acknowledge it as a 
flood, a shower, a sea, a trickle, the contents of a vast 
underground holding tank, an aquifer, the fullness of a glass on 
your bedside table, the basis of the fluids of living organisms, 
tears, and somehow also a plant watered by all of this. The idea 
planted, let's speak the synonyms; plants, death, water, growth." 





ta 
exclamation, informal/ the last Facebook post, on the night of her 
death 
"Ta." 

( 





cenotaph 
noun/ a tomblike monument to someone buried elsewhere. 
origin, early 17th century: from French cenotaphe, from late Latin 
cenotaphium, from Greek kenos 'empty'+ taphos 'tomb,' from 
longing, from distance, from absence made palpable, palatable 

( 





dropped stitch 
noun/ an unplanned absence, a broken pattern, an unexpected 
hole in the whole, the moment from which the thing unravels; a 
metaphor for making a mistake. 
"Papatya, can you help me.fix this?" 

( 
I 





tether 
noun/ a rope, chain, or the like, by which something is fastened to 
a fixed object so as to limit its range of movement. 

noun/ the utmost length to which one can go in action; the utmost 
extent or limit of ability or resources. 
see: grief 
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duration 
noun /the time during which something continues, but also the 
fattening of time, and fat time itself; devotion manifested as an 
accumulation of stitches; the radical gesture of sitting, staying, 
being with. 

( 





circle 
noun/ a figure whose boundary (the circumference) consists of 
points equidistant from a fixed point (the center). 

noun/ a figure whose boundary (them) consists of points 
equidistant from a fixed point (her). 

( 
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yarn 
noun/ spun thread used for knitting, weaving, or sewing. 

noun/ informal, a long or rambling story. 
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papatya 
noun/ daisy (Turkish) 
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retrospect 
noun/ I just want to tell everyone that they could not have known. 





( 

grid 
noun/ a network of lines that cross each other to form a series of 
squares or rectangles, the basis of all knitting, a brick wall to fling 
against, a tiled bathroom floor to fall on, a lattice of rules. A thing to 
break. 
see: grief 
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circle 
verb/ make (a garment, blanket, etc.) by interlocking loops of wool 
or other yarn with knitting needles or on a machine. 

verb/ unite or cause to unite. 





abstraction 
noun/ a safe place to hide something. 





pattern 
noun/ a repeated decorative design. 

noun/ a model or design used as a guide in needlework and other 
crafts. 

noun/ a trap that protects. 

( 





Brian Pera lives in Memphis, TN. His films include The Way I See Things, Woman's 
Picture, and Only Child. He is the author of Troublemaker (St. Martin's Press) and 
the co-editor of Life As We Show It (City Lights). For more information visit 
evelynavenue.com 
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