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<cadavre exquis>

“[A] game of folded paper that consists in having a sentence or a
drawing composed by several persons, each ignorant of the preceding
collaboration...” - excerpt from the 1939 Abridged Dictionary

of Surrealism

Exquisite corpse (also known as “exquisite cadaver” or “rotating
corpse’) is a technique through which words or images are colle¢tively
assembled. Invented by French Surrealists in 1925, the name is
derived from the phrase “Le cadavre exquis boira le vin nouveau,”
meaning “The exquisite corpse will drink the new wine.” It is

based on an old parlour game called Consequences, during which
players would write in turn on a sheet of paper, fold it to conceal
their portion of the writing, then pass it on to the next player for

further contribution.

The exquisite corpse game is played with similar rules, except that
each person is allowed to see the end of what the previous person
wrote. Thegame was initially played to construét sentences, but later
evolved into a means of creating collaborative poems and stories.
Perhaps inspired by certain children’s books in which pages were cut
into thirds to display “mix and match” creatures by turning pages,
the game was also adapted for drawings and collages.
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PREFACE

Much like the random discovery of objects
on the street, human traces became our topic for Com-
munications Seminar largely by accident. Perhaps we
chose it above all the other topics we had considered
because it was broad, flexible, and intensely centered
on collaboration. Human traces, more so than hats,
shit, guilty pleasures orslang (toname some of our pro-
posed topics), allowed us to explore a variety of avenues
that would ultimately lead to a highly personal and
poetic story of discovery and chance.

As the weeks passed during the semester,
we began to realize little by little that human traces
could be found anywhere and everywhere; in fact,
we were surrounded by them. This realization be-
came almost oppressive, since everything we could
sense or imagine was a potential human trace. It was
time to refocus from a new perspective, so we hit the
streets in search of found objects that could reveal
an historical journey from creation to abandonment.
The idea was to assemble a collection of diverse ob-
jects that, when enhanced by creative storytelling,
would allow us to explore a life through the human
traces that the objects represented.

Garbage. Trash. Waste. Rubbish. Junk.
Crap. Stuff. Shit. That’s what we all get rid of daily.
The reasons don't really matter, because they're all
pretty much the same. Maybe your computer became
obsolete, maybe you lost your sentimental attach-
ment to a teddy bear, maybe you were moving away. Or
maybe you died. So, where does all that junk go? Most
people just assume away, because there’s always some-
thing new to replace what we no longer want. But we
forget that our discarded items add up, most of them
just sitting in a landfill, probably for the next thou-
sand years. Do you care? Maybe not, except for the
occasional visit to the antique store or stoop sale. Most
of us, busy with our hurried city lives, will never no-
tice the few people who devote their live to collecting
what we discard. Our story begins with a chance meet-

ing of one such man during his daily routine.

They call him the Scavenger, or at least
that’s what he has become over the years. He used
to have high hopes and dreams like anyone else. He
wanted to be an artist, to create installations in public
spaces. He wanted to be a good husband and a good fa-
ther. He wanted a lot of things. But not anymore. All
those dreams are long gone. Now he spends most of
his days living off other people’s garbage, maybe even
yours. And there’s no lack of here in New York. But he
would say that he can’t really compiain too much. All
this garbage is what keeps him alive.

To the Scavenger, garbage equals survival,
an idea that would probably never occur to anyone
who didn’t have to live off table scraps and used hair-
brushes. Reading these words, you might think that
he should be thanking us. But he would say that it’s
you that should be thanking him. Without people like
the Scavenger, there would be a lot more trash going
unnoticed into a dump, a lot less recycling, and a lot
more homeless people begging in your way. Scaven-
gers don’t beg because they have all that they need.
And it all comes from your trash.

The Scavenger knows almost every place
in the city where a bargain or a good piece of valu-
able trash can be found. His main places of discovery
though he won't say where exactly, are swap meets, flea
markets, antique stores, thrift shops, junkyards, re-
cycling plants, pawn shops, porch sales, stoop sales,
and garage sales. Each of these places sell a different
type of item that allows him to gain a different benefit.
Sometimes he uses those items for himself, sometimes
he sells them, and at one point in his life they became
a part of his art. Now he just focuses on the cans and
plastic bottles that he collects from the street to make a

living. Believe it or not, he is your recycling process.



Como rebelién total contra las formas cul-
turales del gastado convencionalismo politico, social y
artigtico, surgié en Zurich el 8 de febrero de 1916 en la
tribuna de emigrantes del Cabaret Voltaire, un primer
movimiento dada que abarcaba todos los géneros artisti-
cos y que en poco tiempo tuvo repercusion internacional.
El nombre “dada” aplicado a esta corriente artistica de-
§tructivo-satirica, surgi6 mas o menos casualmente cu-
ando los artistas del grupo, Richard Huelsenbeck y Hugo
Ball, buscando un nombre para su teatro de Zurich, por
el procedimiento de abrir al azar un diccionario aleman-
francés, tropezaron con el concepto “dada”.

La contradiccién entre la praxis de la vida
y el mundo idealizado del arte tradicional lleg6 a hacerse
insoportable para los representantes del dada, marcados
por la emigracién y por la protesta contra la guerra. Por
ello derribaron la torre de marfil de un arte arménica-
mente bello y proclamaron en su lugar el anti-arte de la
protesta, del shock, del escandalo, con ayuda de medios
de expresion irénico-satiricos adecuados al objeto. Lo
absurdo, lo carente de valor, fue descubierto en su impor-
tancia como estampa de la realidad, y se elevé a consciente
la introduccién del caos en la escena artistica, de manera
que, partiendo de la destruccion de las formas artiticas
tradicionales, del rugido entrecortado de la poesia foné-
tica y de la musica ruidosa, del montaje de fragmentos y
objetos de desecho cotidiano, se estableci6 la identidad
entre el arte y la vida, como nuevo deépertar de un arte
orientado hacia la problematica de la realidad. Tras la
fundacién del dada en Zurich por Hans Arp, Tristan
Tzara, Hugo Ball, Richard Huelsenbeck y Marcel Jan-
co, encontré efte anti-arte una rapida difusién por los
centros artisticos de entonces, Paris, Colonia, Berlin y
Nueva York. El grupo de fundadores se ampli6é en Berlin
con Raoul Hausmann, Johannes Baader, George Grosz
y John Heartfield, quienes se concretaron intensamente
en la satira politica y en la critica social, desarrollando
formas expresivas adecuadas, tales como el fotomon-
taje, la tipografia libre y el cartel de propaganda. Pro-
cedentes de Zurich, en 1919 Hans Arp, Max Ernst y J.T.
Baargeld fundaron el grupo dada de Colonia. En 1920,
la exposicion dada que tenia lugar en una cerveceria de
Colonia, fue clausurada por la policia como contraria
a las buenas costumbres. Hacia finales de afio, Arp aban-
dona Colonia y marcha a Paris. Max Ernst le sigue en
1922.En Hannover inici6 Kurt Schwitters con el nom-
bre de Merz un movimiento comparable al dadaismo.
El nombre Merz procede de Commerzbank (Banco del
Comercio). Schwitters realizaba sus cuadros-merz con
un sentido subjetivo y poético, de tal modo que todas las
cosas de la vida cotidiana, triviales objetos de desecho,
ganaban valor estético; el objeto de la civilizacion de
consumo, trivial y de$provisto de valor, es rescatado de
la coercién a la que le somete el mecanismo de consumo
totalmente unilateral, pudiendo asi reivindicar una
exiftencia propia. En Paris y Nueva York se lleva a cabo
la unién entre el espiritu dadé y el surrealismo naciente,
graciasaMaxErnst, ManRay, FrancisPicabiay, sobretodo, a
Marcel Duchamp.

La técnica del collage desarrollada por el
cubismo, se aplic6 como démontage con los mas di-
versos materiales, el lenguaje se descompuso en sus el-
ementos de determinacién fonética, y se reconstituyé
en asociacién simulténea de sonidos o en imagenes
teXluales que proporcionaban una nueva eﬁpontanei-
dad a la declaracion mediante el acoplamiento de
imagen y palabra. La forma libre, la posibilidad de
que todas las cosas de la realidad fuesen objeto de
la praxis artistica, constituian los principios basi-
cos de esta rebelién artistica a través del anti-arte,
desatando al mismo tiempo nuevas posibilidades
constructivas de expresion.

Fue principalmente Marcel Duchamp,
en su exposicién neoyorquina de 1919, quien
ensay6 con sus ready-mades nuevos moédulos de
produccién artistica al proclamar como obra de
arte, con el fantéagtico titulo de “fontana”, un pro-
duéto manufaéturado en serie como es la taza de
un retrete. En este punto, el arte contemporéneo
asume una nueva definicién y, basando su valor en
la referencia a la realidad, determina su funcién.
El testimonio de referencia a la realidad vivencial
llega a ser mas importante que el producto mate-
rial acabado de la produccion artistica. Duchamp
decia de su ready-made: “Es un objeto, que por la
simple eleccion del artista, se eleva a la dignidad
de objeto artistico”. De esta manera el movimiento
dada se convirtié en vivero de nuevos métodos de
representacion artistica, al poner al servicio del
arte, con una alegria experimental sin limites,
las conquistas de la técnica moderna, como, por
ejemplo, la fotografia y el cine. De la dialéctica de
destruccion y regeneracién, fueron surdiendo las
nuevas posibles formas expresivas del montaje de
materiales, tales como el assemblage, el arte ob-
jetual, el fotomontaje, la poesia visual, la tipo-
grafia libre, la pelicula de arte, la musica ruidosa;
viniendo todo esto a significar fundamentalmente
la mixtura de los medios de expresion artistica

hasta entonces estri¢tamente separados.

Corriente artistica, iniciada pro-
gramaticamente por el critico francés de arte
Pierre Restany hacia el final de los afios cincuenta,
que aspiraba a una renovacién del movimiento
dada. El nuevo realismo suponia una contracorri-
ente con respecto ala abgtraccién lirico-informal y
conftruétivista entonces dominante, inclinandose
preponderantemente por el arte objetual y el arte
de accién, en forma de happenings, y assemblage
de materiales. Al reducido circulo del nuevo real-

ismo parisiense también pertenecian Yves Klein

con sus acciones de color (muchachas que recubrian sus cuerpos con pintura y
acto seguido se echaban a rodar sobre el lienzo), César y Chamberlain con acu-
mulaciones a base de carrocerias de automéviles prensadas, Christo con las ac-
ciones de empaquetado y Tinguely con sus absurdas y estrepitosas antimaquinas.

El nuevo realismo ejercié gran influencia en el Pop art de los primeros
tiempos y dio gran impulso, con sus variadas formas combinadas, al arte objetual.
El movimiento que en 1960 toma el nombre de Nouveau Réalisme no compro-
mete ni limita la libertad de intervencién de sus componentes. «Estos nuevos
realistas consideran el mundo como un cuadro, como la gran obra fun-
damental en la que se apropian de algunos fragmentos dotados de signifi-
cado universal. Nos muestran lo real y los distintos aspectos de su totalidad
expresiva. Lo que se manifiesta mediante el tratamiento de esas imagenes
objetivas es toda la realidad, el bien comun de la actividad de los hombres,
la Naturaleza del siglo XX, tecnolédica, industrial, publicitaria, urbana».

Se utilizan los materiales més diversos: los carteles publicitarios, las
imégenes del cine y las fotografias de los periédicos, las luces de neén y fluores-
centes, los colores acrilicos, todo tipo de plasticos. El evento artistico ha de pro-
ducirse en el contexto de la fenomenologia del mundo moderno, y ha de iluminar
algunos de sus aspectos significativos; pero squé sentido puede tener este evento
imprevisto y no solicitado si no es el de alterar un orden preconstituido, el de pro-
vocar una ruptura en la rutina del consumo? Naturalmente, también el rechazo
delatécnica es una técnica: lo que se rechaza esla técnica organizada, de proyecto;
es decir, la técnica mediante la cual la sociedad industrial organiza su adtividad. Y
lo que se le contrapone es una técnica carente de proye¢tos que consiste en tomar
y utilizar cosas o imagenes que forman parte del contexto social, del ambiente.

Es la técnica que en la antropologia cultural Levi Strauss denomina
del bricolage, es decir, la del hombre primitivo que vive de recoger alimentos. Es
la forma de comportamiento propia de las épocas prehistéricas, y que lo son pre-
cisamente porque la humanidad aun no ha formulado un proyeéto acabado para
su propio desarrollo. Este proceso puede ser estudiado especialmente en la obra
casi paradigmatica de Arman. Su primer momento no es el del conocimiento (es
decir, el de la definicién de un objeto respeéto de un sujeto), sino el de la «<apropi-
acion» de cosas que forman parte del contexto fenoménico del mundo moderno.

El segundo momento es la repeticién instintiva del gesto, la acumu-
lacién de las presas. Este segundo momento puede tener una variante, la de que
la cosa atrapada puede ser rabiosamente destrozada. Es lo contrario de la acumu-
lacién, del assemblage: podriamos denominarlo desmembramiento, dissemblage.
Restany observa acertadamente que «la acumulacion de x objetos de la misma na-
turaleza sudiere mas cosas y distintas que un objeto unico, considerado aislada-
mente»; en cuanto al objeto seccionado o separado, tiene un significado distinto
del objeto en su totalidad.

Sin duda el comportamiento de Arman es una repeticién del del hom-
bre primitivo, que acumula con avidez o que destruye brutalmente lo que coge.
Existen tres hipotesis respecto de esa actitud: frente al comportamiento de la so-
ciedad respecto de esos mismos objetos, el artista contrapone una actitud diversa,
distinta y contradi¢toria; el artista repite un comportamiento de la sociedad; el
artista revela el verdadero comportamiento de la sociedad bajo el orden aparente
de su proyecto tecnolégico. Edta ultima hipétesis es la mas plausible: la civilizacién
industrial o «de consumo» devuelve a la sociedad a un nivel prehistérico, con-

vierte al hombre civilizado en un primitivo, err un salvaje, en un bricoleur.



Hoy habia quedado con Arman. Queria ensefiarme su trabajo, que se expone
en la Fundacio La Caixa de Paseo San Juan. Yo no lo conocia mucho, de hecho me lo
habian presentado hacia poco. Todo era algo extrafio, pero la curiosidad y el desafio
eran grandes, asi que me dejé llevar por lo que €él queria ensefiarme y me dirigi a la cita.
La verdad es que tenia curiosidad, lo que suele exponerse en este museo, casi siempre
resulta enriquecedor. Quizas sea que definitivamente todos los museos son casi siempre
enriquecedores. Bien. Llegué ala hora conveniday ahi estaba, con su porte serio y silen-
cioso, no cruzamos ni una palabra y enseguida empezamos a descubrir lo que tenia que
ensefiarme. Arman me acompané durante el breve e intenso trayecto de su antologia sin
decir una palabra, dejando que fueran sus obras las que me hablaban y sefior, cémo lo
hacian. Cuando estaba llegando al final de la ultima sala me percibi que él ya no estaba.
Miré amialrededor, y ni rastro de él, sélo sus obras alrededor de mi pero no su presencia
fisica. Desde entonces no lo he vuelto a ver.

De hecho, no he vuelto a saber de él, pero desde aquel momento le veo en
todas partes, o mejor deberia decirte, en todas las cosas, en todos los objetos, en todos
los e$pacios a través de lo que me mostré y me hablé con su silencio y su trabajo. Asi que
desde aquel dia, desde aquella manifestacion de intenciones y aquel bafio de humildad
que Armén me dio, no he vuelto a saber de él pero se ha forjado entre nosotros una es-
trecha amistad de respeto mutuo y consideracion de aquellas que no se olvidan. Tal cual,
y tu te preguntaras, que es lo que vi que me provocé estas sensaciones? Pues bien, te lo
explicaré. Como ya te he dicho cuando nos encontramos no nos dirigimos practicamente
la palabra, andamos en la misma direccién hacia la sala, y después de un giro a la izqui-
erda comenzaba a presentarse las primeras obras, dos primeras cajas llenas de cosas...
Ahi me olvidé por completo de su presencia y recogi el guante que me habia echado.
Esas primeras dos cajas llenas de cosas varias eran algo enigmaticas. Recogia desechos y
objetos cotidianos de una personay con ellos dejandolos tal y como los habia encontrado
lograba detener el tiempo y retratarnos a una persona desconocida, acercarnos a ella.

Giré la cabeza en busca de mas informacién enseguida me topé con mas ex-
plosiones. Ahi habia cuatro o cinco contenedores mas, pero efta vez la historia era mas
simple y mas compleja en si misma. Habia llegado un punto en el que Arman habia deci-
dido simplificar la pieza recogiendo directamente los desechos o las basuras y mostrarlos
tal cual en unos contenedores transparentes, consiguiendo algo mas complejo, hablar-
nos ahora ya no de una sola persona, sino de nosotros, de todos.

Empezaba yo ya estar algo mosqueado a la vez que gratamente sorprendido,
pero sobretodo me estaba ab$trayendo del lugar para volver a la cotidianidad mas real de
fuera del museo. Tenia la sensacién de estar viendo pasar nuestras vidas, nuestra reali-
dad mas cruda a través de sus primeras obras expuestas. Y por algin motivo lo que veia
me entristecia. Volvi hacia la derecha y me encontré con mas contenedores, que habian
dejado de acumular basura y ahora acumulaban objetos repetidos. Desde chapas o tene-
dores, hasta camaras de fotos o maquinas de escribir. Daba igual lo que fuese, la cuestion
es que habia muchos de lo mismo. Muchos objetos, muchas cosas que cualquiera tenemos
yno sélo una. Cosas que por su repeticiéon, por suacumulacién perdian todo valor como
tal y se convertia parte de un universo banal de cosas iguales.

Pero yo no podia detenerme en esta reflexion, porqué mientras acababan de
hablarme estas obras ya me estaban llamando las de al lado y todo e$to sin que Arman
abriera la boca ni una vez. Asi que me dejé llevar a hacia otra sala por donde continuaba
el juego. Aqui le daba la vuelta a la tortilla. Ya nos habiamos adentrado bastante en el
tema, era evidente que Arman queria hablar de los objetos, o quizéas lo que pretendia era
que hablaran los objetos?. En esta sala veiamos como Arman habia querido descubrir
el espiritu de étos, o quizas mas simplemente si los objetos tienen o no eépiritu, y asi,
como un cirujano habia seccionado algunos inftrumentos musicales minuciosamente en
busca de éste. En algun momento del proceso creo que Arman sintié que este espiritu se
le resistia a su cortes puros y su metodolég’ica de-construccién y no se si como reaccién
o como paso siguiente decidié abandonar la técnica y el método y lanzase sobre le objeto
en busca de este alma de un modo mas violento.

Asi es la serie donde los in§trumentos en vez de haber sido seccionados han
sido explosionados, destrozados por impactos violentos y no calculados que pretendian
abrir el cuerpo del objeto para encontrar el alma en estado puro. Eso es lo que veia-
mos mientras al mismo tiempo oiamos a los objetos hablarnos de su intimidad, de su

propiedades, de sus raices y su origenes. Al sentirse descontextualizados, los objetos se

veian desnudos y nos hablaban de un todo como unién de
pequeiias cosas individuales. Segui mi camino absorto y
confuso, para comprobar que a Arman no le habia bastado
con llegar aqui, queria insistir en lo que habia descubierto
y ademas pretendia volver a darle la vuelta al concepto ul-
timo. E$ta nueva sala marca el cambio de residencia de este
artista a New York, lo que se vera reflejado por una alegria
mas vital representada a través de algunas obras con mas
influencia de los colores, lo que aportara un aire mas de-
senfadado a tamafias reflexiones.

La primera obra con la que nos encontramos
es una paradoja, es una reafirmacién de sus criterios de
acumulacién y repeticion del todo, pero a la americana,
con zapatillas deportivas de colores contrastados coloca-
das de modo preciso para crear un todo con una ambicién
artistica por crear una composicién pictérica. Seguimos
avanzando con la sensacién de que e§ta obra es una conc-
esion a las Américas, un actualizacion de sus obras pasa-
das para esta nueva etapa. Junto a esta obra hay otras que
insisten en la reflexion de que un objeto esta formado por
pequeiia entes pero dandole la vuelta de nuevo. Asi desde
pequeiias entes Arman se propone crear un todo. Repe-
tira llaves inglesas di$puestas una al lado de otras con la
intencién de retratar el movimiento de dicha herramienta
alavez que pretende crear una unidad, un objeto ensi. Lo
mismo haré con tuercas, tornillos y otros objetos.

Pero Arman quizas llegado este punto siente
algo asi como la llamada del arte y decide hacer obras que
continten hablando de los objetos pero que se vean como
conjuntos armoénicos, atractivos, bonitos o artisticos y
de nuevo lo logra, a través de la colocacion y laminacién
con resinas de objetos que utilizariamos para crear una
pintura, asi aparecen ante mi repeticiones de pinceles que
forman un cuadro, repeticiones de botes de acuarelas de
diferentes cromatismos que también crean un cuadroy un
universo de color, o con botes de éleo que siembran un
reguero de su propio color, creando en todos ellos com-
binaciones arménicas que dan como resultado un cuadro,
una nueva pintura no pintada si no compuesta. Empiezo
a eftar desbordado ante tanto ingenio, ante tanta declara-
cién de intenciones y ante tanta comprensién de la reali-
dad. Y aun me queda la recta final del recorrido...

En ella sigo viendo como da igual que obje-
tos utilice Arman, este podra seguir denunciando lo que
quiera, apilando, construyendo y deconstruyendo a su
interés. Ahora, zllegado a eSte punto, ya ha alcanzado la
sabiduria del objeto, ya puede jugar con él a su antojo para
crear movimientos, unidades, fragmentos, lo que quiera.

Ya estoy al final de su exposicion. Ya hace rato
que he sido convencido, pero aun me queda el ultimo
desafio, la magnitud. Porqué Arman ha decidido que
también es capaz de ganar a la escala y construir piezas
digantescas, con las que definitivamente nos desbordara.
Asi me dejo impresionar al ver la repeticion de sillas en el
edpacio, que saliendo de la nada llegan al suelo describi-
endo un arco lleno de movimiento, pero mi sorpresa es
total cuando me planto delante de un muro lleno de una
montafia de carritos de la compra. Ya no se si veo carritos

o veo un caftillo.

Como si fuese una construccién arquitectoni-
ca me paseo por debajo en busca de la clave a mi dilema.
Busco el sistema por el cual Arman ha logrado construir
ese todo tan temible y e§pectacular y oigo hablar al mov-
imiento, a la unidad, a la repeticién y a la unidad. Estoy
un tanto conmocionado. Busco a Arman para que me de
una explicacién, pero no lo encuentro. Tengo una sen-
sacion extrafna. El tiempo ahora pasa mas deépacio, y de-
cido marcharme para volver a ver el mundo tal cual lo via
antes. Me encuentro en la calle, algo extrafio ha pasado en
las dos horas que he estado ahi. Al salir no me encuentro
con lo que esperaba encontrar, mi ciudad ha cambiado de
cara, ahora todo se repite. Veo un coche y veo mil, uno al
lado del otro, igual que los edificios que se repiten en una
calle, y eftas también se repiten, formando la ciudad, lle-
na de entes, de cosas, de objetos repetidos. Vivimios en el
caos, en el absurdo absoluto y yo he necesitado de Arman
para volver a darme cuenta. Gracias amigo, por hacernos

ver mas alla de nuestras narizotas.

Arman Fernandez passed away November 2005. We dedicate
this work to him, our constant source of inspiration throughout our storytelling

process. He was the true scavenger of the 20th Century art scene.






PUERTO RIcO | Old San Juan

T entered the world through our small one
bedroom apartment just around the corner from
the Plaza de Armas in Old San Juan, Puerto Rico. We
were too poor even to hire a midwife, let alone hire
adoctor, soit became kind of a social event. Only
women were allowed into the apartment itself. My
aunt, my mother’s sister, did most of the work.
Her mother, my grandmother, gave her advice and
held my mother’s hand. The men, my uncle, my two :
grandfathers, my father’s brothers, and some close
family friends waited downstairs in our antique shop.
My sisters played outside while people we didn’t even?
know from the neighborhood crowded around the
shop trying to sneak a peek. My father never saw me
until late that night, he was so busy trying to clear thef
crowd. I never knew how so many people found out.

AllI know is that I’d never havcaE that comfort
and support again.
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SARWN JWAN 7 pavs—s ncHTs CURUTCAIN P LAIN

PRICE IMNCLUDES: 1. Accommodations with Private Bath. 2. Pre-
dinner rum cocktails at Swiss Chalet, Top of the First, Frascati, La Lo-

ALL RATES PER PERSON

e
i
canda and Cafe Plerre, 3. Ressrved seat at El Comand

—OR—at a Supplementary charge of 32.00 HaW-day 7
Mew San Juan.

ALL RATES PER PERSON

FEATURES

A HOTEL

t, Air-conditioned,
vith balcony, Pool,
, Casino

ILTON HOTEL
t, Air-conditioned,

nnis, Golf privileges

Hilton, Might Club,

PLACE

to beach,
vith balcony,
t Club

| BEACH HOTEL

t, Air-conditioned,
is, Night Club,

 LAGOON HOTEL

block from Ocean
,-Air-conditioned,
of all facilities of
jeach Hotel

ON HOTEL

nditioned,
ralk to beach,
ining, 2 Pools

HOTEL

block from QOcean
 Air-conditioned,

Pool, Interchangeable Dining,
Might Club
DIENER TOWER HOTEL

Located one block from ocean,
Air-conditioned rooms with

balcony, All roams with kitchen,

facilities, Pool

DORADO BEACH HOTEL
(Dorado) Oceanfront, Air-
conditioned, 2 18 Hole Golf
Courses, 2 Pools, Tennis

DORADO HILTON HOTEL
(Dorado) Oceanfront, Air-
conditioned, All rooms with
terrace, 2 Pools, Tennis,

18 Hole Golf Course, Casino

DUTCH INN

Oceanview, Air-conditioned
rooms with balcony, All rooms
with individual snack and ice
machine, Pool, Beach privileges
at Condado Beach Hotel

EL CONQUISTADOR HOTEL
(Las Crobas) Oceanfront,
Air-conditioned, Pool, Tennis,
18 Hole Golf Course

EL CONVENTO HOTEL
Located in Old Spanish
Quarter, Air-conditioned, Pool,
Might Club, Casino

CAR RENTAL IN SAN JUAN: A Ford Cortina may be sub-
he sightsesing. The value of the sightsesing has been applied
f the car rental. A car will be waiting for you at the San Juan
our use for one week. Included in rental rate Is gas, oil, main-
insurance; PLUS 200 FREE MILES,

EL PONCE
INTER-COMTINENTAL
{(Ponce) &l rooms air-
conditioned with balcony,
Pool, Tennis, Casino

EL SAN JUAN HOTEL
Oceanfront, Air-conditioned,
Poal, Tennis, Night Club,
Casino

FLAMBOYAN HOTEL
Air-conditioned, All rooms
with terrace, Pool, Night Club,
Casino

HOLIDAY INN

Oceanfront, Air-conditioned,
Pool, Entertainment
HOWARD JOHNSON'S
MABORI LODGE

Located 1 block from ocean,
Air-conditioned, All rooms with
balcony. Roof-top pool

LA CONCHA HOTEL

Oceanfront, Air-conditioned,
Pool, Tennis, Night Club,
Casino

MAYAGUEZ HILTON

(Mayaguez) Air-conditioned,
Some rooms with balcony,
Pool, Tennis, Transportation
to beach

itiona! days $

-l

of TWO: ]

additional days $2.00 per day,

PIERRE HOTEL

3 min. to Ocean and Beach,
Air-conditioned, Pool, Use of
all facilities of Da Vineci Hotel,
Interchangeable Dining

PUERTO RICO

SHERATON HOTEL
Oceanfront, Air-conditioned,
2 Pools, Tennis, Roof Top
Dining, Might Club, Casino

RACQUET CLUB HOTEL
Located 1 Block from beach,
Air-conditioned, 2 Pools,

8 Tennis Courts, Pro Shop

REGENCY

Oceanfront, Kitchen or
refrigerator in all rooms,

Use of beach and pool facilities
of San Jeronimo Hilton Hotel

SAN JERONIMO

HILTON HOTEL
Oceanfront, Air-conditioned,
All Rooms with Terrace, 2
Pools, Golf privileges at
Dorado Hilton, Might Club,
Casino

TAMAMA
short walk to Beach,
Air-conditioned, Pool

Party of OME: Add .00 rsOn
m J!ﬁﬂ Perne to cost of tour;
Plrg :%dﬂr person to cost of tour;

a dl:innuﬁ:f flr ay.
Pal of TH : Add $19.00 per person to cost of tour;
MNOTE: 10¢ per mile is charged over 200 miles,

HOTELS Eﬂislh Extr Hi.'nl:meEm HOTELS EHisght Extra ﬁmzwmam
i Ll a "
Pkg. Night FhE.  Might Pkg.  Might Phe.  MNight
Darlington® Racguet Club®
Apr. 15-Dec. 14 Standard  § 74.00 $12.00 40,00 § 5.65 Moy 1-Oee. 158 Minlmim lo4.00 17.00 §5.00 10,50
Suparior 110.00 18.00 58.00 8.35 Standard 11600 19.00 7100 11.50
Tanuma® Supsrior l?B.gtul %I‘gg ;;Uﬂg :sgg
May 1.Dec. 14  Minimum 74.00 12.00 38.00  6.00 Dealua 5. ; : ¥
Standard 86,00 14.00 42.00 6.65 oy
Regency May 1-Dec. 14 Minimum 110:00 18.00 G8.00 11.00
May 1-Doc, 14  Standard 74.00 12.00 50.00 44,00 7.00 Standard 122.00 20.00 74.00 12.0C
¢ Superior 98.00 16.00 62,00 §2.00° B35 Superior 134.00 22.00 80.00 13.00
Cecilia’s Place® Ef San huan®
May 1-Dec. 14  Minimum 00 17.00 56.00 48,00 7.65 . {2500 2000 400 12.00
Standard 116100 18,00  &2.00 52.00 835 R 60 S3g0  enel 13
Superior 128.00 21.00 7i.00 58.00 .9.35 Superior 158.00 26.00 9200 15.00
Candado Lagoon® Deluxe 176,00 29.00 101.00 16,50
May 1.Dec. 15  Budget 86.00f 14.00f  56.00f 9.001 46,001 7.35% = —
Standard OR.00 1600 G2.00 10.00 50.00 .00 Howard Jahnsan's Mabori Lodge®
Superior 110,00 18.00 GB.0D 11.00 54.00 B.65 May 1-Dec, 14  Deluxe 122,00 20,06 74.00 12.0d
Duizh len® " ; = Pusrto Rico Sheraton®
May 1-Dec. 14  Standard 98.00 16.00 59.00  9.50 52,000 B.35 May 1-Dec. 14  Minimum 122.00 20.00 74.00 12.00
Modarate 116.00 19.00 68.00 11.00 gg.nn 9,35 Standard 140,00 23,00 B3.00 13.5
Superior 128.00 21.00 74.00 12.00 .00 10.00 Superiar 158.00 Z6.00 92.00 15.0¢
= Delixe 176.00 29.00  101.00 16.5
May 1-Dec. 14 Minimum 98.00 16.00 59.00  9.50 50.00 §.00 | Wy = —.
Standsrd 110,00 18.00 6500 10.50 5400 B.6S l#'%ﬂhnm . —
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Supsariar 122.00 20.00 71.00 11.50 5B.00 935 b May i T 230y tint
Condado Beach® Superbor 158.00 26.00 692,00 15.00
May 1.Dec. 15  Minimum 98.00f 16.00f  62.001 52,004 8.351 Celuss 182.00 30.00° 10000 16.5C
Standard 122.00  20.00 74.00 60.00 965 _
Suparior 146.00 24.00 B6.00 GE.O0 11.00 Amaricana
Doluxe 170.00 2B.00 98.00 76.00 12.35 May 1-Dee. 15  Minimum 128.00 21.00 77.00 12.5(
Diener Tower® S 13600 3800  os00 1o
Agr. 15:Dec. 14  Minimum 98.00 16.00 62.00 48.00 7.65 el ; ; 3
il 1 LiE00 1900 100 £2.00 ggg Deluxe 194.00 32.00 107.00  17.50
Daluxe 128.00 21.00 77.00 58.00 9. Ls Concha®
El Convento® May 1-Dec. 14  Standard 122.00 20.00 17.00 125
May 1-Dec. 14  Minimum 98.00 16.00 62.00 52.00 8.35 Moderate 134.60 22.00 E3.00 13.5
Standard 110.00  18.00 68,00 56.00  9.00 Superior 158.00 26.00 95.00 15.5
Superior 122.00 20.00 74,00 6000 9.65 Deluse 182.00 30.00  107.00 17.5
Flamboyan® Caribe Hilton*
May 1-Dec. 15  Minimum 110.00 18.00 65.00 54,00  B.65 .
Sundwd  128.00 2.0 770 g0 1000 | Mar 1D 14 HEOIT 13200 00 5900 143
PEFlOT i &l L A - ry
Deluxe 164.00 27.00 95.00 7400 12.00 Superiar . 182,00 30,00 101.00 ].E_E
Holiday Inn® NOTE: 5% Puerto Rican Government Tax to be collected by hotel.
May 1-Dec. 15  Minimum 11000 182.00 B65.00 54.00 &.65 *Children's rates availakle, -
. ’ Standard 128.00 21.00 74.00 60.00  9.65 { During the period Sept. 7-Oct. 31 deduct from per person per nigh
Suparior 140.00 23.00 820,00 6400 1035 Twin $2.50; Tripte $1.65.
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NEW YORK CITY | Lower East Side

Because Puerto Ricowas, and stillis, a province

| of the United States, my parents had always been
obsessed with the idea of the American Dream. Many

peop[e had left to find a new life there. When I was 11,
my parents followed suit, and we all moved to New York City.

It took months of planning and convincing, but finally,
with some reluctance, my father decided that we
would move to the United States. We left the antique
shop to my mother’s ever-helpful'sister, who lived
nearby and whose husband had recently died. Any-
way, we arrived in New York after'having spent much
of our savings on the journey over. After a number of

* months of odd jobs and such, we set up a new an-
tique shop in the Lower East Side where we lived.

* Somehow my father, with the help of my aunt, had -
found a way to import goods from Puerto Rico,

adding-a-new-flavor-te-our-offerings-foradifferent - - il
audience. He also encouraged us to explore the

city with him, searching for interesting items from
flea markets then selling them in the store. Our
customers were intrigued by many of these items we
had found, and the business was doing well. Unlike in
Puerto Rico, our customers were more than just tour-
ists. Sometimes they came from back home, maybe
out of a sense of nostalgia. Others sought to furnish
their expensive apartments cheaply. And still others
were simply curious about the items of our culture.
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During this time, my mother landed an
incredible job at the downtown Lyceum
asa couturer.* Impressed with her talents,

my mother’s boss allowed her to create fashions for
actors and actresses. While my sisters helped with
the fittings, I split time helping my father at the store
and coloring my mother’s designs when she got

too busy to do it herself. This was my first taste of
“professional” artwork, and I loved it.

I definitely tried to spend as much time
as I could at her workplace, especially to catch
a glimpse of the many half-naked American
actresses that would come to the back room to
try on the pieces my mother was cutting for them.
It was pure joy for me, being surrounded by all
these beautiful ladies. They didn’t seem to mind
me being there, because to them I wasjust a child.
If they only knew how they filled my dreams.

< JOHN C. JACHEL. - - - STAGE MANAGER
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Even though I enjoyed working at my
mother’s office, and our newfound success had
made my father a bit warmer, but New York itself
was bitter cold for me. We had arrived during the
winter, and I was used to the tropical warmth of
island life. My family was totally unprepared for
the cold, arriving without jackets or hats or even
scarves. Yet as bad as the weather was, it was the
least of my troubles. School was much worse, with
little hope for improvement. Maybe I didn’t have
many friends in San Juan either, but school in New
York was terribly lonely. I didn’t know anyone, not
even the kids from Puerto Rico. Both white and
black kids would make fun of me because of my
skin color and because I couldn’t speak English
very well. Obviously I’ve improved since then, but
I struggled in my studies so much that my teachers
told me that I was going to be held back for the
next year. When the Puerto Rican kids, many who
were doing better than me, found out about this,
they decided to abandon me as friends. I became
depressed and even worse in my studies, to the
point that I was failing most of my classes. My
only comfort was drawing sketches in my books
and notes, which I would often do during class,
and which frustrated the teachers to no end. When

they called my parents to tell them about my “be-
havioral problems,” my father became angry and

hit me for the first time. /1l of these problems were upsettmg .
but worst of all was the longing I felt for my cousin

Just before we had left, a love had been blossom-
ing between us. We would talk to each other every
day at school and had become very close. We had
even kissed once or twice. Here in New York, I
couldn’t even send her letters for fear of my aunt
finding out and telling my parents. Once in a while
we would talk on the phone when my father called
my aunt, but such conversation were rare and brief.



PUERTO RICO | Old San Juan

When I wasn’t dreaming of models, I was
dreaming of Lucia, and it was driving me crazy.
So I begged my parents to let me return
Rico, telling them that the reason was t
hated New York. After weeks of beggin
father had become fed up with me and

- '.I.askgd my mothe
assionate. She finally




By the end of the summer, I had convinced my
aunt to enroll me at the local school, where Lucia
still attended and where I had gone before we left.
My mother was furious at first when she found out,
and had many heated conversations with my aunt
over the phone. She knew she wouldn’t see me in
a long time, and most mothers don’t much like the
idea of leaving their children behind. But she soon
resigned herself to the situation when she realized
that Iwould be much happier in Puerto Rico than I
ever would be in New York.

Over the course of the next year and a half, I became
completely involved in my artistic goals. I took all the art

classes that were offered at school, and really pushed myself
tO Succeed- Thankfully, my teachers were very As my seriousness about art grew, so did the

But there was no way I was going to return,
especially after the summer that would follow. I knew
I didn’t want to from the moment I returned home. It
was like a breath of fresh air. No smell of garbage and
friendly people all around me. It was wonderful.

As the outsider from New York, I became well-liked by the
neighborhood kids, popular even. I lived with my aunt and
once again helped to run our store. Best of all, I could see

Lucia every day.

Every night even. Lucia, my love! She was
becoming more and more beautiful, with her
deep black hair, smoky chipotle-brown eyes,
and creamy brown skin. It was difficult, but we
managed to keep our forbidden love secret from
everyone, including my aunt, her sons, and my
family. That summer, we spent a lot of time
together walking around, talking, eating lunch,
and sometimes sneaking out together at night.

I began to realize that she felt the same way
about me as I did about her. Of course it was all
very innocent then. We were just mimicking adults
and the older kids in their neighborhood. We’d
kiss, hold hands, and explore each other’s bodies
a bit. It never really went beyond that because,
like my family, my aunt lived in a one bedroom
apartment. It was too small and too risky for
bigger moves.

supportive of me. One teacher, Sefior Manolo
Garcia, told me that I had talent and said that I
could go far with it. I knew at that moment that

I had to become an artist. Sefor Garcia became
my mentor during art class and every Wednesday
after school. He even helped me improve in my
most difficult subject: English.

seriousness of my relationship with Lucia. It evolved
and intensified, becoming less childish and more
passionate. It was still secretive, and luckily no one
had yet found out, even though Lucia’s brothers
might have been a bit suspicious at seeing us to-
gether all the time. Still, they never bothered asking,
maybe because they were too busy with their own
women-chasing or whatever. By September of 1973,
our longing for each other had grown, and we had
become a little more sexual together.



this, they decided to abandon me as friends. I
became depressed and even worse in my studies,
oo san s Pelntthat [ s faling mostof my classes.
My only solace was drawing sketches in my
books and notes, which I would often do during
class, and which frustrated the teachers to no
end. When they called my parents to tell them
aboutlive,myrfdthiatbydangedugtyunkd Qitedafor
th éirsthtmb.we were starting to walk home
together as usual when Lucia said she had to go to
Atlobsheseqmoblbiis vers uipstitiingitbwgabest at
of htinohstttretiongihgrI4dipfosing, dnassiminglanger
Jusd befigrs. i dbhaarbefryartind had beely blusia
sominglbetwiiywus oitb evoaddrtal it s arzelrotiger
eveipgldyyatsdhoblShedtnadbeeding (o doskegs
WedhhibedenddsyelanhrsistBivelHabédhd\Nipeak
Yoaty Ecoabhs’s edalskinkheh bditsl sfotlfaht ob
mjceunst idalibghod enid tellihgakgrpapentise Oated!,
inndvhiledveewdudeldalhairctid phongaelfen my

fItwansecnpladmg-smrd&fonethls glrl that
I loved. I tolll ey l,‘eBg"W‘dff’an thig eé:ﬁum and inmy

,501 d my parentstoletm
angerI ran bﬂ£0 thro ans-ui ﬂthnCll
ﬁMWMﬂhﬁgﬁhﬂanhdhpd&m still
there, but I didn’t care. I attacked with full force,
repeatedly stabbing one of them as the other ran
out. Splattered with blood, I returned to her and we
both washed up quickly before running home.

Lucia was brave. She told her mother the whole
story immediately even though she was embarassed
that it had happened. Unfortunately, we could not
afford hospital treatment, so my aunt examined her
and did what she could to ease the pain. Later that
night, we got a knock on the door. The police had
arrived to tell her that the kid I had stabbed died.
Ididn’t runwhen I heard the news because I was
holding onto Lucia, and did so until they took me
off to jail.
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Iwas a proud father, but ashamed at the
same time. How could I really be a father while
stuck in jail? I decided to take on the responsi-
bility of educating myself so I could provide for
my family when I left. Thankfully, the jail had a
learning center and library, since most of us were
criminals or delinquents under 18. At the learning
center, I spoke with a priest who helped me study
anumber of career paths, including art, business
management, and cooking. I figured that studying
business would give me the skills to succeed, and
hoped that my desire to create art would return.
Father Juarez rekindled that artistic passion, and
to him I owe a great deal. He turned me onto an
artist named Arman, who made installations of
objetos encontrados. I knew right there and then
that I wanted to become an installation artist.

I saw Arman’s life as almost a parallel to my own,
especially since his parents had also owned an
antique shop. I was unable to create installation
artin jail, but I started drawing and painting as
much as I could, making sketches of pieces that
Iwould create when I left. During the next few
years, I was so driven that I almost forgot that
Iwasinjail at times.

One of the greatest moments in my life was
soon to become my downfall. The birth of Lucinda,
our second child, brought me a joy that I had never
known. But instead of inspiring me to work harder, it
made me become more frustrated that I could barely

see my family, my wife, my children. My deSire to be out ija"
increased, and I could not stop thinking about it.

I became worried that I would not be able to
provide well for my daughter, and angry at myself for
getting into this mess. One day in the mess hall, the
tension between me and some of the white prison-
ers who had been assholes from day one exploded
into an all-out brawl. Up until then my behavior had
been good, but I beat one of them so badly that the
warden restricted my visitation privileges. Lucia,
now limited to writing letters, chastized me for my
stupidity and carelessness.









PUERTO RICO | Released from jail

When I leftjail, T had no prospects for a job. No
one would hire me because they saw that my degree
was earned in jail. Twas homeless, living on the
street. I knew that this could not go on, so I turned
to the only person who might understand. I'm not
sure what I was thinking, especially after all those
arguments, but I still was naively hopeful. Heart
pounding from nervousness, I walked up to her door
one evening and knocked. Lucia opened slightly, and
seeing me tried to shut the door on me. I told her that
I needed her help and also that she had to let me see
my children, but she told me it would be best for me
never to return. I could not accept this decision, so
began shouting at her and trying to push the door
open. Lucia’s boss-turned-husband, who was in the
apartment and had heard all this, ran into the room
and shoved me out, but not before I had seen that my

love was pregnant with his child. Riﬂht then, I
knew it was over, that I would never
see Lucia or my children again, and
in that moment of realization I lost
all desire to live. 15.cn:thenight shivering on

the streets, and in the morning had decided to start
anew life.



NEW YORK CITY | Lower East Side

There really was nowhere else to go but New
York. Where else could I be hired with my back-
ground? So I called my family and they graciously
paid for my trip over. I got to see them for the first
time in over twelve years.

It was a bittersweet reunion, emotionally
positive but sad because my father was clearly
dying, sick with cancer. Toaion

him to rest, I began to work again at the antique
store, which had been losing money ever since
the family split and we lost the means to import
from Puerto Rico. The store was still holding on
somehow, probably through the help of one of
my more successful sisters, who were all on their
own at this point. We decided that it would be
best if I managed the business with the training I
received while in jail. I was becoming responsible
again and was mentally in a better place. There
was newfound hope that I could truly start over.
There was one positive benefit to the decline of
the store, and that was the amount of time that I
had to pursue my artistic career again. I began to
create some of those ideas I had sketched while
in jail, using objects I acquired through work and
others that I found on the street. Finally, I sold my
first pieces of art: some of my collages I created
in jail that were lying on my desk in the store, not
even ondisplay.

After the sale, I was doing a fine job of man-
aging, but the store could just not stay afloat with
our diminishing customer base and the increasing
Lower East Side space rental prices. When my
father died in July 1987, I closed the store and
moved to Spanish Harlem with my mother, who
was no longer sewing due to arthritis in her hands.






BROOKLYN | Williamsburg

Timmediately began searching for new employ-
ment, which came quickly through the help of a family
friend. Carlos was working at a limo service located
near the 85 in the Upper East Side, a rich neighbor-
hood. It was a great opportunity to make some seri-
ous money driving the rich around. I spent some time
learning to drive and getting a limo lisence, and was
on the job within a couple of months. Driving came
easily and naturally to me, and I became friendly with
all the other drivers. But after a while I began to tire
of the routine and the isolated nature of limo driving.
I wanted something else, but wasn’t sure what that
was. Only my body knew what it wanted, and that
was drugs. While talking to some of my driver friends
one evening, I discovered that many of them made
deliveries of cocaine and heroin to their high-paying
customers on the side. Easy money, easy supply. I
joined in their ranks that same week.

Once I started making money, I wanted more
and more and I figured that I could start my own
service business. Then I could do my artwork, which
I'was finding little time for because of the irregular
driving hours. My goal was to open a studio from
which I could create art and sell drugs. I put the word
out, and sold my limo driver’s lisence for $60,000 to
a Russian immigrant. With this money, I bought ten
well-priced kilos of cocaine from one of my contacts
and hired two deliverers. I was now in a new phase of
life, ready to redefine myself as an artiste, so I bought
a large tan and white hearse. The hearse became
anicon, a symbol of fear for my competitors. Driving
around in this beast, I began to look for a new place
to live, and finally found Williamsburg, a northern
part of Brooklyn.

Williamsburg was a perfect place to hide
and scavenge for my art.

It was a sparsely populated, post-industrial
landscape where I would feel free, secure, and
have plenty of space and resources. Afterall, I
needed some freedom of movement while being
able to watch over my mother. I set up shopin
the warehouse that I had found in Williamsburg,
one that would also serve as my apartment and
studio. My confidence and power in the neighbor-
hood quickly grew.
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There it was, just lying on the pavement in
pieces. Out in the open. No way, I thought. Is that
real? I stooped down to get a closer look after
making sure no one was around. Man, it really
looked real. The smooth black slide was off and
lying about a foot away, exposing the barrel. Just
beside it was the mainspring, which had also
been dislodged, maybe during some getaway.
Who knows in this neighborhood. It was just like
the movies, where the guy shoots someone then
ditches the evidence. Throws it in a garbage can
or something. But this one was right on the street.
It took me a little bit to notice the Made in China
deboss on the grip, which gave it away as a toy
gun, but from a distance it was pretty convincing.

IThadn’t ever seen a gun lying on the street
before. I know it wasn’t real, but it got me thinking
about guns and how they reflected on my Williams-
burg neighborhood. If kids had toy guns to play
with, then most likely so did the adults. It was a gun
culturein thisindustrial wasteland; Ijust couldn’t
believe that I had never realized that before. Back to
my studio I went, since I had been on an errand, and
returned to the spot with camera in hand. The gun
was actually still there, so I went to work finding as
many creative photography angles I could imagine.
Guns would soon became my inspiration for a series
of pieces that Twas to create.

I bought my first gun, my own gun, just a few
weeks after moving to Williamsburg. In the drug
game, you’ve gotta be protected. Anyway, it made
me feel more secure. I used to shoot at cans with my
father out in back of our store, before mama found
out. Therifle I used then was never mine, but one of
the ones we sold to customers. I was no sniper, but
I felt comfortable enough with my skills so that by
the time I bought my own, T knew how to handle it.
Having my own gun gave me a sense of power and
security. But T hoped that Iwould never have to use
it for real. That would mean I was involved cops or
something bad like a deal gone sour.

But there was more to that gun than worry-
ing about shooting someone else. Just about every
morning, I took it out and just consider ending it all.
One bullet, that’s all it would take. No more worries.
Maybe I would be like those other artists who got
famous after they died. Then again, maybe not.

It’s my fucking life, man. My path. I just
don’t know; it doesn’t seem right. I want to
make it so bad as an artist, but I make more

money dealing drugs.

Ifound that quote on a scrap of paper I still
have. It was a good life, but still not a clean one.
Inaway, I had felt like I was at the peak of my
life. But somehow I felt suicidal at the same time.
Sometimes it was all too much. The constant par-
ties I had at the warehouse were distractions. All
the women, they didn’t matter to me after a while.
I had lost my true love a long time ago. No one
could ever be as good for me. I had tried to accept
the loss, but I could never let go. It haunted me,
one more failure in a string of faliures. I didn’t
even sound like a success to myself anymore.




Although my mother and sisters became a bit
suspicious of me, I was so involved with myself and
whatIwasdoing that Ididn’t really care. Among my
peers, I had become respected, almost prestigious.
Twas free to build big sculptures and installations
like my idol Arman, and not even have to worry about

selingthem. At the height of my power, I made almost
$80,000 per month, and frequently hosted massive underground
parties that became the talk of the town.

Whenever I would go out for the evening, I went with
a posse of women who would pleasure me whenever
Iwished. I never forgot Lucia, and would feel some-
what empty about these flings, but it did not phase
me enough to stop having multiple sexual relation-
ships going on at one time. Since they never become
permanent, I never felt unfaithful to her. But T was
not on completely firm ground. I was inching my way
into drug addiction with cocaine, an expensive habit.
On one of my evenings out, I met a guy named Billy
ata punk club. Billy was a gruff, tough motherfucker
that ran an antique store in downtown Manhattan.
Tthought maybe I could use him as a bodyguard at
some point, or at least use some of the items in his
store for my art. During our conversation, he told me
that he had heard of my underground fame and might
be interested in purchasing some of my pieces.










Blencas, merenas, ribios, triguedas: de todas sobores v de
todes colores habia en agquella cordialTsima reunitn, primer
"octo formal™ organizado por lo sociedod astudionti] dil dig=
na plentel. ¥ como todas iban debidomente oleccionodos, no
hube ninguna que no cumpliera con su "popel” ol pie de o
letra. Todo estuba dispueste "artisticamenta, 'y todos, con-
forme fueron hocizndo octo de presencia, se fueron, despojon-
do de suk prendas da vestir parg ir "calentands® el ombiente .

Of course, unknown to me Billy was
also an undercover cop. I am not sure if he
was ever genuinely interested in the art, but
Ilearned that he had found me because he
had been trailing one of my dealers. Think-
ing I was still on top of the world, I started
getting higher than I could control. Business
suffered. Meanwhile, Billy had been tracking
my activity, and eventually busted me at my
studio while I was in the middle of one of
my trysts with the ladies. All my dealers and
partygoers who were present at the orgy,
even my girlfriends, were taken into custody.
My business was completely ruined, and the
studio and allits contents were reposessed
by the cops who arrived to make the arrest.
My friends, associates, and girlfriends turned
against me, and everything I had ever earned
was reduced to nothing. After a quick trial,

I got four more years in jail, which I served
diligently. Once again, I was all alone and
truly lost.
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Sometime while in jail, the police must have
held an auction of my possessions, especially of

myart. The only reason I discovered this was a single scrap
of paper I found, an announcement for a gallery opening in
Chelsea called ‘Art of The Unknown Scavenger.’

The picture on the announcement was one of my
pieces. While they gained acclaim, my name was
unmentioned and I never gained the fame that I

deserved. No one but the police knew my name, Once again, I emerged from jail with no home
and by the time I left jail no one would believe and no money. I went to my family, who had not vis-
that I was the artist. ited me once, and pleaded for forgiveness. Apparent-

ly, while in jail my embarassed family had disowned
me, so they threw some money my way and told me
to leave them alone. I kept begging, but to no avail.
SoIhad lost my great love and my family in just two
stints injail. I became addicted to crack, a cheaper
alternative that had evolved from my coke habit. One
of my sisters pitied me for a while, secretly helping
me out sometimes, and urging me to seek help ata
clinic. When she find out that after ayear I was stillin
the same place, getting hired and fired from jobs, she

reiected measwel. With no other options, I resorted to collecting
cans and other discarded items off the street, recycling and selling
them respectively to make a living. What was once the material
for my art now became the material for my subsistence.

Scavenging became my daily ritual, at at the outset
it barely kept me alive because I would waste $50 of
my $70 average daily earnings on a dose. While high,
Icouldn’t work on anything but collecting. I had no
home anymore, so I began to live on the street in
temporary cardboard shelters, alternating between
parks in the Upper East Side and various nooks in
Williamsburg. I hoped that in these locations, no one
would bother me and I would find waste items to
make enough money for a living.






I had wasted in my life in jail ana

In a symbolic move, I began looking for a pawn shop

or clock repairer where I could get rid of this lost time
that the clock represented for me. I found such a shop,
cluttered with clocks and barometers such that it felt
almost timeless. The shop was kept by Sebastian, a
kindly man who not only fixed clocks, but also fixed
lives, asTwas soon to find out. He seemed to see the
good in me, and it seemed that fate had brought us
together so I could be helped and eventually recover.
Sebastian let me stay with him for the evening, and
found out about my addiction in one short conversa-
tion. Concerned, he began detox at his place, which
lasted for two agonizing weeks. After my body had been
mainly cleared, he took me to a clinic supported by pub-
lic funds, where I started treatment with Methadone.







Now Iam clean, but am still living off the streets.
The only thing I want to do is to make enough money to
eat and buy myself supplies for painting and drawing. One
day I would like to start up my installation art again, but
not yet. For now, I am happy to watch the occassional
movie. My main source of income is to find books, records,
cans, and plastic bottles from garbage piles in rich
neighborhoods. The first two I recycle, and the second two
Isell to street vendors and flea market sellers. Yesterday,
Thappened upon a book that documented the art scene
in the late ‘8os and early ‘9os. I flipped through it with a
heavy heart, wishing I had been a part of the scene, when
I found that one of my pieces was featured in it. When I
read the caption, ‘@anonymous artist featured in the Chel-
sea gallery called Art of the Unknown Scavenger,” I knew
forsure that the work was mine. On the same spread was
printed two more of my pieces, and as I looked up from the
book, I could not hold back the tears, which rolled down
my cheeks like a timeline of pain.
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