Acknowledgments

The original home of this book is London, where I was first made to feel small.
There, I discovered that learning about cities through their public transporta-
tion systems teaches you a lot about a place: who is invited in, who is kept out,
whose journeys are eased, whose are made tumultuous. In so many ways my
experiences in London and with public transportation mirror my experiences
with this book: I was made to feel small, my connections weren’t always easy,
but learning from others was how I made it home. In these acknowledgments
I hope to do justice to the places and people that helped me along my travels.
Thank you to all named here for smoothing my connections in your own ways.

This book tells stories that were generously shared with me in cafés, markets,
offices, private homes, and booked rooms at University College London. I am
grateful to every person who spoke to me (in formal interviews or through
various social media channels) and use the names many of you chose for your-
selves —whether you chose anonymity or full disclosure. Many thanks to Adam,
Alan, Alan*, Alanni, Alex Lyons, Alice, Aimee, Andrew, Ann, Anton, Basil, Carl,
Char Aznable, Chiara, D, Diana, Faith, a former government officer, Jo, Joker,
Kate, Kerstin, Leda, Lianna, Linda, Marie, Marie Claire, Michael J., Peter, Peter*,
Robert, Sal, Sophie, Um Hayaa, and Yvonne. A further thank you to Marie, who
invited me to an accessibility event she organized. Thank you again to Alan
and Yvonne, who invited me to accompany them for a memorable afternoon
of traveling through London, and again to Alan, whose openness to continued
conversation with me taught me more than this book can earnestly capture. I
am grateful to remain in touch with so many of you to this day. Since we met,
two among you have become crip ancestors. Your memories hold power and
are a blessing.

Thanks are also due to the many disability organizations who spread the word
about my work and found it worth sharing with their followers and members.
Particular thanks to Transport for All for their work and activism in London
and for engaging in conversation with me.



London gave me five years of growth and research. Thank you to the Depart-
ment of Science and Technology Studies at University College London, where
this journey began. I shared my time there with Erman S6ztidogru, with whom
I also shared a home for four years. He is one of the brightest lights in my life.
Brian Balmer appears in these pages in numerous hidden ways, not least for
being the one who introduced me to the work of Susan Leigh Star. Thank you to
Catherine Holloway, in whose lab I first encountered the questions I ultimately
grapple with in this book. I am grateful to senior colleagues who imparted and
shared so much knowledge, in particular to Chiara Ambrosio, Jack Stilgoe, Joe
Cain, Bill Maclehose (you are missed), Simon Werrett. To Emily Dawson and
Angharad Beckett of Leeds University, whose kindness in the form of a well-
timed donut gave me strength in one of the most defining experiences of my
life. You have each shared wisdom in ways that remain with me and that I find
myself passing on to others. Special thanks to the colleagues who first taught
me that community is the only way through: Elizabeth Jones, Oliver Marsh,
Toby Friend, and Julia Sanchez Dorado. Melanie Smallman has remained a dear
friend and conference companion. uct sTs also gifted me Tash Cutts and Sadie
Harrison, and what gifts they are.

The London chapter ended to bring me to Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute. I
see in these pages work that would never have come to fruition if not for the com-
munities (academic, musical, social) I am privileged to be a member of in upstate
New York, which have each shaped some part of this work. The Department of
Science and Technology Studies at Rensselaer has experienced so much change in
the past years that I barely recognize it as what I joined in 2017. A huge thanks to
Nancy Campbell, Abby Kinchy, and Jim Malazita for their collective persistence
and support. Further thanks to Jen Cardinal, Brandon Costelloe-Kuehn, Guy
Schaffer, Chris Tozzi; it’s a pleasure to be in community with you. Thank you to
all our graduate students, whose passion and curiosity remind me why I became
an academic in the first place. My time at Rensselaer has been greatly enhanced
by my undergraduate students, especially those in the design, innovation, and
society major. I've learned much from each of you and am honored to witness
your own journeys. Thank you to Rensselaer’s School of Humanities, Arts, and
Social Sciences for a FLASH grant that assisted me in this work.

I am grateful for various networks that I've forged in the past years in broader
academic worlds. Aimi Hamraie’s friendship is a balm. Being with them and
Anson Koch-Rein for our biweekly writing sessions was one of the few ways
I got this book written at all! I am also grateful to various conversations with

X Acknowledgments



Lee Vinsel (some intellectual, some gossipy). The introduction of this book
was presented at various venues that brought about useful feedback and con-
versation. A big thanks to the sTs departments at Virginia Tech and Cornell
University (and to Malte Ziewitz in particular) for hosting me in November
2021. 'm also grateful to the Cafézim crowd. Latinx scholars working in the
Global North sharing experiences and stories with one another has offered a
path toward thriving in the academic context. I give particular thanks to An-
drea Ballestero, for assisting me in first organizing this, and Diana Montaio,
Fabian Prieto-Naiiez, and Fernanda Rosa as early adopters and supporters of
the events. Thanks also to the Tautegory Project, where I have found space to
speak freely and collaborate widely. Though I never had the opportunity to meet
Susan Leigh Star, I thank her too. Her work provoked in me the desire to think
boldly and interconnectedly. It is my most sincere hope that Leigh would have
found the ambitions in this book admirable.

This book found a home in the Feminist Technosciences series at the Uni-
versity of Washington Press, only because people there saw my manuscript as
holding potential to contribute to conversations I have been reading with appetite
for over ten years. Thank you, therefore, to Banu Subramaniam, whom I first
met during a cold February conference and who encouraged me to strengthen
my manuscript in very important ways. I also thank Rebecca Herzig and my
acquisitions editor, Larin McLaughlin, for helping me through this process.
Thank you to my reviewers, whose enthusiasm and generous critiques of the
book challenged me to further the work in these pages. A huge thank you for
the gargantuan task of copyediting to my editor, Laura Keeler, and for her work
in preparing the manuscript for publishing to my project editor, Jennifer L.
Comeau. In the words of my father when he thanked his editor decades ago,
these are the folks who “helped rescue the dignity of this text.” Any remaining
errors are mine alone.

My life in upstate New York is richer thanks to the musical world of the
Capital Region. Thank goodness for you all; thank goodness for music; thank
goodness for dancing. Thanking local bands might not be common in academic
book acknowledgments, but it feels right. These people provided the soundtrack
to writing sessions and to my evenings away from work. Big thanks at the very
least to Front Biz, Zan & The Winter Folk, Chris Bassett, Steve Hammond (and
his multiple bands), the Abyssmals, Sophia Subbayya Vastek and Organ Colos-
sal, Pony in the Pancake, Battleaxxx . . . This list is in absolutely no way finite,
but let the record show my gratitude for our community. Thank you to Jonah

Acknowledgments xi



Moberg and Connor Armbruster for our brief but glorious time as Joan Kelsey’s
Silver Lining.

My gratitude also goes to the friendships outside of the academic world that
held me steady. You are too many to name, but you know yourselves. Zan Strum-
feld, in particular, is to be thanked for leading me to open my cello case after ten
years of it being metaphorically closed —thank you for holding my hand through
so many moments in Troy. Thanks to Laura Rabinow, David Bissember, and sweet
Devi for being steadfast friends. The covip-19 pandemic was only survivable
because of board game sessions and backyard picnics with my “pod”: James
Searle, Jackie Hayes, Peter Lavery, Steph Collins, and Lour Aguas. Thank you for
the company in the most unprecedented times. I absolutely cannot fail to name
James Searle again, my book doula (sorry about the commas). The summers of
2021 and 2022 included hours making structural sense of the story I offer here.
Thank you for your patience and generosity, James, and for crafting beautiful
summer reading groups. Members of those reading groups varied according to
their familial duties, interest, and capacity, but I thank Lourdes Aguas, Joseph
Henderson, Andries Hiskes, Sam Hushagen, and Devin Short (who read this
book in a messy first draft state) for our wonderful conversations.

It is no secret that I found the field of sTs through the family I was born into.
They continue to support my journey in academia. Thank you, siblings, siblings-
in-law, and niblings: Homero and Daniela, Tiago and Valerie, Raphaela, Juliano,
Zephyr, Virginia, and Dylan. You've all sustained and nourished me in countless
ways. My writing is nowhere near as poetic as my father Paulo’s, but any ounce
of poiesis contained within is thanks to him, the potter, who molded clay into
beauty. Words cannot capture how much I miss him, and how grateful I am for
the light his memory offers me. My mother Léa is the reason for my venturing
into this field when she took me to Esocite in Buenos Aires in 2010. In truth,
she’s the reason for most of what I am. What a privilege it is to be her daughter
and to learn from her every day. Obrigada, meus amores.

The bulk of this work was done in a home in Albany, New York. I also worked
in an apartment in Troy and several cafés, hotel rooms, and offices around the
world, but mostly in this home in Albany. I am lucky to share that home with
two companions. Ziggy, my companion species, humbles me and my desire for
order. And lastly, but absolutely mostly, thank you to my husband, Raurri Jen-
nings, for your endless support and energy. The writing of a book tests anyone’s
limits, and you endured mine. I want you to know I'm so thankful for the sweet
love that you bring.

xii Acknowledgments



