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Jason vs GI JOE is partly an exercise in autobiography, an experiment in relational aesthetics,
and an interdisciplinary artist project at the intersection of comic books, creative writing and
performance art. This comic book, Jason vs. GIJOE, is a postmodern double erasure, based on
the comic book GIJOE: Cobra II (Issue 1). The original pictures from the comic book have been
removed, and replaced by a series of short narratives, describing autobiographical events from
the life of the author: me, Jason. Speech bubbles from the original have been left to comment
back over top of the stories, obscuring meaning but creating moments of unplanned dialogue.
The comic is a readymade, twice erased: once to replace the drawings of the initial comic, and

again when using the original dialogue bubbles to speak back to the narrative.
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Jason vs GI JOE is partly an exercise in autobiography, an experiment in relational aesthetics,
and an interdisciplinary artist project at the intersection of comic books, creative writing and
performance art. This comic book, Jason vs. GIJOE, is a postmodern double erasure, based on
the comic book GIJOE: Cobra II (Issue 1). The original pictures from the comic book have been
removed, and replaced by a series of short narratives, describing autobiographical events from
the life of the author: me, Jason. Speech bubbles from the original have been left to comment
back over top of the stories, obscuring meaning but creating moments of unplanned dialogue.
The comic is a readymade, twice erased: once to replace the drawings of the initial comic, and

again when using the original dialogue bubbles to speak back to the narrative.



This poetics statement focuses on key thinkers, sources of inspiration, and questions of process
related to the larger project. This writing grows as a continuation of my larger artistic practice
that includes previous performance experiments and music. This thesis project is the nexus of

those three artistic genres: hip hop, comic book publishing, and relational art.

00 Larger Context Arts Practice

I don't believe in art. [ believe in artists.

-Marcel Duchamp

My practice as an artist is always focused on the social; I have always placed myself at the center
of my work. Without me, my work would not exist. My MA in Cultural Studies yielded over a
dozen relational art projects that focused on concepts like time travel, monetary relativism, and
other playful, yet critical events. The year was 2012 when I conceived of my first performance,
Inverted Pan Handler, where I held a cardboard sign and gave away money instead of asking for
it. I began my artistic practice in this way: once a month I would construct a concept then
execute it, with ideas ranging from political provocations (Join the Tea Party) to speculative
invitations (7ime Machine). This creative dynamism continued into my MFA in Creative
Writing, where my initial aspiration was to become a full-fledged commercial rap artist. This
goal was quickly realized and I began writing, recording and performing hip hop professionally
in my first year in my program. Upon the advice of an instructor I realized that my MFA thesis
would be better realized If I approached it as a formal writing project, rather than in music form.

This was a fortuitous decision in that I have been able to bring my writing, music, and



performance into a cohesive effort. The comic book references my rap music branding name,
“Jason” which I had specially designed for me in a Hebrew font by the graphic artist Israel
Medrona. The project also concludes with an actualized relational art gesture, similar to those
performances I realized previously but now incorporating the finished comic book. So, my
studies and its practices have come full circle and they now compliment each other in a form of

composite autobiographical art.
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01 Marcel Duchamp

No other artist has had as much of an impact on my thesis project, Jason vs. GIJOE, than the
conceptual art master than Marcel Duchamp. His 1917 performance entitled Fountain, consisted
of what he called, "a readymade." Originally, it was an early 20th century porcelain men's urinal
he entered into an art exhibition. Other than signing the toilet with the words R. Mutt, his art
object was unchanged from the original manufacturer; a commercially produced commodity that
was instantly elevated to art once the artist recontextualized it. It has been this artistic thrust, the
intersection of the everyday into the world of art, that I have focused on in my post-bachelor
studies. This theme continues in my MFA work with my thesis, Jason vs. GIJOE, where I

incorporated elements of Relational Aesthetics, which I will discuss in chapter two.

The relationship between my work and Duchamp's theories is interpretative and conceptualized
by me as part of the art itself, that the comic book is in fact a ready made. The comic is used as a
vehicle for meaning so that, conceivably another readymade format could have been chosen to
convey the vignette stories fragments that appear in the comic. Any artist could extend the
concept of a readymade to printed and literary forms, such as a newspaper or encyclopedia, etc.
Before I published my comic, I have often rehearsed the idea that by my using the format of a
comic book as my vehicle for meaning, the reader will bring with them many expectations of
what a comic book is. They might also bring nostalgic memory or a love for the art. This is my

thinking of how I extended the conceptual readymade to include printed forms.



Just as Marcel Duchamp added text to his readymade, Fountain, I wrote over the pictures in
mine. Because of how I altered the original comic, it can be also be recognized as a post-modern
literary form known as "erasure." I used Adobe Photoshop software to remove and write over the
drawn pictures in the comic, although I left the original art for each chapter title, of which there
are five. Thus, a literary readymade is malleable and interchangeable, so long as there is a
definite form remaining from the original. The idea of the literary readymade is that it convinces
the reader that they have indeed encountered an authentic artifact on first appearance, but

because of its context, or its material artistic transformation the object has become a work of art.

02 Nicolas Bourriaud

The form and format of Jason vs. GIJOE is paramount to the work, yet its contents command as
much attention as its meaning. The comic is written in the voice of a detached autobiography
with the first four stories looking at early childhood and the last story sharing what becomes a
sort of self-fulfilling prophecy involving an art action. The scene in this last story describes me,
the artist, placing the self-published comic book in Seattle's Pike Place public market, unnoticed

by its patrons and employees.

This action described and executed in real life is a manifestation inspired by Nicolas Bourriaud, a
French art critic and theorist that coined the term Relational Aesthetics to describe the efforts of
artists who were using relational methods while creating art. I have been active in creating and
documenting instances of relationship art since completing a previous master's in cultural studies

at the University of Washington, Bothell where I collected over a dozen of such performances.



So, integrating my prior experience with relational art into the comic book seemed like a natural
move and would expand the intellectual impact that the work would have, seeking to be

categorized as a work of literary art.

I attended classes in my first year of study in a Creative Writing MFA program that introduced to
the cohort the concept of textual enactments in an art gallery setting. These courses were
instrumental in my thinking of the triad relationship I would explore in my thesis between art,
writing, and performance. Bourriaud 's Relational Aesthetics, although not a monopoly on
relational art theory, informed me to the tone and character of what would be my relational text,
Jason vs GIJOE. The French art critic's writing elucidated art projects that evoke social
commentary as well as meaningless playful gestures. I attempted to incorporate these themes
simultaneously while providing a cohesive trajectory in my comic that made sense to me.
Alongside my inspiration from contemporary art in my deceptively simple, conceptually layered
project, the courses in my writing program focused on how text can be the constituent between

creator and audience.

My cohort participated in art activities that fed back to the original artist, text that was altered
and mutated from the audience, thus the receivers were activated and not passive. [ am the
audience of the original GIJOE comic and I "pass it" back to the artists in a conversation that
maintains a structure while utilizing erasure to insert my voice. It is significant that I covertly
reinsert my version of the comic into the commercial network by placing copies into magazine
and comic shops. By my utilizing a generic barcode on the comic, it can be purchased by a

customer. The money from the contrived purchase would stay in the cashier drawer, a sort of rent



paid for the comic while it occupied shelf space in a Relational Aesthetic gesture. This is simply
a romanticized perspective on my forcing the comic into the local market, but it is an interesting

concept on the relationship between the consumer and critical engagement with the market.

03 Stan Lee / Process

No poetic statement based on a comic could undervalue the contribution made by late comic
artist, Stan Lee. The fields of texts in my comic that describe images were originally hand drawn
comic style frames, much like the directors of the matrix used comic perspectives to film scenes
in the movie. I too was inspired by the work of Lee in Spiderman and X-men, where the
characters are depicted through illustration rather than through photographs. I drew my original
sketches for this work thinking about them as comic book stills—and used them as inspiration
for the text. The intention was to give each text frame a feeling of action but to limit the

description to a single frame of stylized memory.

One thing that significantly contributes to the veiled complexity of my project is the nature of
what a comic is pioneered greatly by Lee and others. My concept of the ready-made discussed in
the first chapter owes greatly to their work, because I have borrowed the discourse created by
comic founders on what a comic is. Then, I invite through the ready-made for my reader to enter
my story though this lens, carrying with it all comic book associations, which applies these
layers over my detached autobiographical stories. The potential and significance of my stories
would have been greatly reduced and taken only at face value without the added audience

imagination of reading these stories from a comic book.



Instead of offering art critique as a way of writing through the panels I chose a poetics with
certain constraints or rules to bring my pictures together in a cohesive story. First, although I
authored the pictures, and thus had full knowledge of their contexts, I wrote about them with
knowledge that can be only be seen in the image, the hand written drawing. I did not
acknowledge anything that a complete stranger could not see. In this way, I turned each drawing
into a mental photograph inspired by my hand drawn depictions. I also used terms like "the boy"
whenever I wrote about myself to objectify my narrative. Another rule was for me to write about
everything in the presence tense without any time elapsing in any one image. It is as if I thought
through the significant details of each panel's image and I am processing the scene for the

viewer, albeit with only words to transpose meaning.

One of the most complex mechanisms of a comic are the way it is read: from left to right with
panels of nothing between each frame, thus the concept of elapsed time is involved, which
requires the reader to make important assumptions in order to understand the story. This element
is reflected in my writing but because I further refine the memories into drawings and then the
drawings into text, my thesis contains a certain body that nuances the reader’s experience into
something that isn't quite a comic book but is perhaps something more than a vignette. This work
is cross genre, cross art form and cross media, holding the reader between worlds, including

between visualized and written worlds.



04 Roland Barthes

The work of Roland Barthes' Camera Lucida: Reflection on Photography occupies a critical
position in reference to my project Jason vs. GIJOE. Both use description to elucidate the
referent in the images, but whereas Barthes clarifies his memory using the photographic image, |
conversely use my memory to produce/draw my image. Then I use that image to describe it
words in a process more similar to Barthes.' The concept of the punctum in a photograph for
Barthes is that which "pricks" the viewer and instills an undeniable fascination or curiosity. The
punctum could be a detail of great interest that draws the attention of the viewer. For me, each
memory I chose, and therefore every derived image I drew from those memories, are punctums

of memory, referents in my mind, emotion or recalled material objects.

Another differential between the theory of Camera Lucida and the way my process functions in
Jason vs. GIJOE is that Barthes posits the idea that bodies respond to the presence of a camera,
which he calls a "photographic ritual." In contrast to me recalling images from my childhood,
none of the bodies in my memory undergo the photographic ritual. The people in my story are as
candid as could possibly be: they don’t know (and could never have known) that they would be
remembered. This is an incredible circumstance given that by today's standards, surveillance is
always a factor with technology and security at hand. The stories (except for the final artistic
gesture) occurred before the cell phone was even a ubiquitous technology. In this project,

memory is the substitute for photography.



Early in my process, I did not bring into consideration Barthes emotio-analytical approach to
describing photographs, although that is how it evolved for me. My first impulse was to treat my
drawings as individual works of art that I could respond to as art criticism. This technique would
have developed a much more complex description of the panels, but I worried that the imagined
scenes would lose image resonance and connection to each other through its art-speak. I decided
instead to write my narrative in a third voice, while keeping in mind the connection Barthes

made when he looked at his photographs.

05 The Stories

The subjects of each chapter were chosen at random, but were meant to signify spiritual
moments in my childhood. They were an attempt at documenting seminal moments that
contributed greatly into developing the adult who is enacting the relational aesthetic gesture in
chapter five. In the first chapter, The Pomegranate, I emphasized the boy first grew up in a
country ranch setting, abound with wild pomegranates. Then, the boy moved residences and the
pomegranates "followed" him until he combusted one of them to discover with sheer delight that
it was the same fruit he ate at the ranch with his sister and dad. The pomegranate has a special

significance in many cultures, especially in the Jewish culture.

The number of seeds in a pomegranate is commonly associated with the amount of
commandments that were given to the children of Israel in the Torah: 613. My sister and I were
reminded by my mother early on of our closely documented Ashkenazi German Mexican Jewish

bloodline, a sort of anomaly in most people's minds, because an Israeli diaspora story is rarely



associated with the country of Mexico. We did not practice Judaism at home, but its traditional
food found its way into our kitchen to the credit of my mother. Also, we always identified as

being partly from Israel when either my sister or I were asked what our racial backgrounds were.

Chapter two, The Church is described as, through a chance of fate, a breaking of its teachings
through seeing the space of worship through two drastically different perceptions. In the first
instance, the church is a lively place full of dancing inter-married couples. The pianist keeps the
music playing and the feeling of worship going in the church. Next, by accident or by an act of
God, the boy wakes up to a completely empty, dark church after having fallen asleep. Even
though the rules of the writing do not allow for a description of the boy's feelings, it can be
deduced that an event like this would change the way the boy understood the activities of the
church. The disorienting awakening of the boy brings contrast between an empty and a bustling

church.

Chapter three has a metaphorical significance as well as a literal one. The Infinite Sidewalk
represented for me the opportunity for escape from the perceived oppression of home life. I say
perceived, because by many other standards I had a stable childhood. When my mother's strict
rules and punishment happened to my great disfavor, I rode off on a bike or my skateboard and
felt a comfort in the pit of my stomach for defying authority. The significance of the sidewalk
was self-created to signify a non-space and a utility of freedom. It epitomized my experience in
Southern California before I moved. In this chapter, I address a problem that I experienced in
fourth grade at elementary school. In one of the panels I describe being thrown on a wall in a

school bathroom by the teacher Mr. Nelson (his first name is unknown to me). I did not tell



anyone about this incident before I wrote Jason vs. GIJOE, so the comic serves a few purposes.
One of them is liberating my humiliation of being abused by a teacher, a clear violation of a

certain trust they have to nurture children and not harm them.

In chapter four, How I lost my virginity at age 12, "the boy" leaves his sister at home to lose his
virginity with an older teenager. His father is upset and goes to look for him and finds him riding
home with Bruce from next door riding on the pegs. My memory recalls mostly that Bruce set up
a meeting with the girl I only know as Cindy. Due to the writing constraints I made for myself
conveying the comic panels was more difficult for this story. I wanted to write that Bruce was
the instigator of this meeting, that he was disappointed for not sleeping with Cindy and that my
dad wanted me to watch my sister instead of taking off to lose my virginity. When my dad yelled
and told me to sit in the car, he told Bruce to ride my bike to the apartment. While I sat in the car
I wondered if he knew or could somehow smell on me the encounter I just had. After this event
this event unfolds, I take the liberty of providing one pane snapshots of my sex life. Each one of
these describes a significant experience, yet not all of them are instances where sex occurred. For
example, one panel describes making out with my baby sitter in the maternity/breastfeeding

section of the church.

The final chapter, chapter five, is the relational aesthetic aspect of this comic and is interesting
because the event of placing the comic into the newsstand happens after I wrote about and
published it in Jason vs. Gi JOE. It was a simple matter of acting out the scene in chapter five. I
wrote about this relational aesthetic gesture with a seasoned hand, after all I had already

accomplished much more difficult projects during my masters in cultural studies thesis. So,



simply placing a comic in a newsstand, although elegant in significance, was the easiest task in
this project. Chapter five, depicting a man placing a periodical in a newsstand was not written
while on scene, therefore the dimensions and visibility may have been skewed or imagined by
myself. The spirit of the actual encounter and its precursory text are aligned well; it is in the
spirit of Seattle, although someone who had not seen the Pikes Place Market before reading this
chapter, would obviously not recognize the tone of the market or the feeling it pervades to its

visitors.

M — SO -
e

[Jason vs GIJOE: Pike’s Place Market, 2019]



06 Cover Art Explained

Although the story only makes one reference to GIJOE, the GIJOE and Cobra iconology is an
underpinning both in format and in story. In the title, the Hebrew style font used to write Jason in
Jason vs. GIJOE provides a suitable replacement for what would typically be written: Cobra,
GIJOE's fictional arch-nemesis. This enemy force created to entertain children was purely the
imagination of the GIJOE writing team. There was never an ethnic force, army, or terrorist group
that resembled the cobra organization. It was only what the writers thought would be convincing

as a threat against the government sponsored GIJOE.
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GIJOE and Cobra are symbols that influenced a great number of Generation X and Y children
growing up in the United States, especially those who played with the toys or read the comics.
Cobra was an oppositional icon in GIJOE, used to represent the othering of a potent adversarial
force. This comic uses the imagery of the Cobra “enemy” as a metaphor to illustrate the nuances,
complexities, and paradoxes of American popular cultural imagination, and to reinforce how
even the “nemesis” to GIJOE is still undeniably American. The comic replaces the name Cobra
with the name of the author, Jason, to personalize the role of the imagination in media and

memory, and to suggest ways for artists to intervene in these kinds of social constructions.
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The Pomegranate




The punica granatum fruit is ripe. It hangs from the tree branch: next to
it another pomegranate fruit, smaller also hangs from the tree. In the af-
ternoon light, they resemble Barent Vermeer’s painting, Still-Life, the
tone of color, the exactitude of the light and the attention to subtle detail.
The skin of the fruit appears stretched to cover the impregnated bulb, its
color, a mature red, which hints at the vivacious red jewels hidden within.
The two bulging fruit stand out for their vibrant red hue and resemble two
six-pointed stars with slightly yellow buds clustered in the middle. The
persistent calyx of the larger fruit appears as a small explosion down-
ward, bright green and yellow shoots of chlorophyll pointing outwards.
Their green a indication of abundant rain, sun and rich soil.

A patio sits, with an overhanging wood sign that is engraved with the
words “The Ponderosa Club.” A swing hangs from a tree branch childless.
Paint is flaking off of the home. There is no grass only dust. Light gleams
off a black Honda Nighthawk motorcycle. The front door is open, the
screen door is closed. Through the door, in the kitchen, a woman cuts a
stick of butter. A child who looks to be about the age of six years old is also
there playing with yellow Tonka trucks. He seems detached from his play
because his eyes do not concentrate on the toys themselves. He seems dis-
tracted by whatever he is thinking about. There is a look of apprehension
on his face; his brow is furled.

There are two pomegranate trees in the front entrance of the property. A
long highway to a, main road passes a cluster of trees, two of them yielding
red bulbs. Fresh dust clouds settle from a recent pasage of automobiles.
The trees sit apart from the road and guard a dense cluster of trees, a sort
of mini-forest. The road is partially covered by grey chip gravel that
covers potholes and uneven parts. There are patches of grass, here and
there, shooting up like fireworks. Some of these stalks are topped with a
burst from a dandelion flower. At the end of the road there is a gate made
of red painted boards. The red paint covers old streaks of blue and grey;
peeling color.

A young boy leans against the tree in front of the house next to the rope
swing. A denim baseball cap bill hovers above the child’s eyes, casting a
shadow as he looks toward the front of the property. His look is casual, in-
different as though he were not looking at anything in particular. He
wears a striped shirt, white and red like a barber’s pole. He also wears a
jean shirt unbuttoned. A cloud of dust lingers around his ankle. His shoes
are white and blue Nike sneakers. There is a dog, a white and black terrier
like Lassie, only smaller and slightly dirty from the dust in the bare lot.
The house and the barn stand behind the boy. From a lower angle, the boy
seems to tower above the gates and the house. Both are covered in the
shadow of trees.




The door fr=

open, insid: ‘

a snake is sIithering out of the
watery murk. The grass that
grows around the basement
door is wild and untamed,
unruly shoots of blades that
seem like they could easily cut
a human hand. The paint
around the door is flaked and
peeling. Lying near the door off
to the left is a rake and an
empty bucket of paint. The
house casts a shadow across
the entrance and the heat of
the sun shines down brightly. It
animates everything with a
harsh glare, unsuitable for long
periods of exposure. A hose is
coiled near a water spout with-
out a handle and the grass
shoots around the hose like
sharp rows of green swords
climbing toward the sun. A
general feeling of neglect is
aroused by the back of this
home, so unattended; in a posh
neighborhood, the paint would
be new, the lawn would be man-
icured. On the Ponderosa club,
however, there are no neigh-
borly eyes in sight. The water
flooding the basement evidenc-
es a lack of maintenance, but in
a weird way it also symbolizes
the freedom of indifference.
One might wonder what lies be-
neath the placid water. Upon
first glance, this home could
have easily been abandoned by
its owners. The paint is peeling
over warped wood. In the grass
around the cellar door there
are toys. The collection of
brightly colored construction
toys litter the lawn here and
there like easter eggs.
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ease of a local resident.

water and half outside it, the craw-
dad looks as if it is about to catch a
small prey. Nearby a dragonfly
hovers above the water also appear-
ing on the look-out for food. There is
a well-traveled trail from the house
to the creek. A yellow dump truck is
left abandoned on the path.

structure on the land. Nex 54
garage with old cars parked al gur
it. There is a smaller structufe with
a serving window built into it. A man
stands there in the shack pouring
orange juice and vodka, for the thou-

sand concert goers scattered
around the yard. A young child who
looks to be about eight years old is
riding a plastic tricycle.
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tion truck toy in his other ALY
hand. There is a cloud of fascinated Wlth what the fa
dust rising from the rear ing. The little girl wears a light blue and
tire of the bike. The motor- white dress. The boy appears to be a few
cycle is black and chrome. years older than the girl. He wears cordu-
The child looks forward but roys and a hooded t-shirt. A dim light ra-
his face cannot be seen. The diates from the window. The trio of
sun is declining to the right. people consume pomegranate seeds.
The pomegranate trees are There is delight on the kids’ faces and a

blooming. hospitable look on the face of the father.

[ i T winging gate, rusted and ap-
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gate swings are someovenyrown bushes and beyond that
e duo of pomegranate trees. One stands stouter than the

they were planted when other design plans were in the mind of the land-
owner, because they look forgotten and tucked out of the way of the road.
The trees are hidden in plain sight, camoflaged by the untamed growth
around them. Beyond the pomegranate trees towards the ranch house is
a dirt road. A truck and a gold Chevy Nova are parked. The truck looks
clean enough to have been driven recently but the Nova looks like it
hadn’t been driven for a few years. A standard California license plate is
on the truck, while the Nova has none. A shepherd dog is running.

A white moving van is parked in front of The boy is holdlng a .22
the ranch house, partly blocking the Pon- that is oxi-
derosa Club sign hanging over the patio. A diz - vably from
tree swing hangs motionless from a large moisture\\It looked like
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Curiosity covers the face of the boy who looks at the pomegranate fruit
berries, growing abundantly from the sapling. From the look on his face, it
seems that he does not know what he is looking at. He also looks slightly
annoyed. The town home behind him has shutters in the window that are
closed. A concrete path cuts to the front door. The lone pomegranate tree is
off to the side of the main entrance. Red concrete bricks encircle the tree on
the ground in front of it. The boy’s hand reaches toward one of the berries
to pluck it from its branch. Around the duplex prope there are palm
trees. They are everywhere the eyes can see. There WANéE% oYish bin on the
side of the house. The grass that grows here is sp Lee dusty sand
mounds and dry vegetation. The fence surrounding ty & residence is well
made, its wood an unstained pine or birch. Few knotg/ccupy the slats. The
lower area of this partition is reinforced with a two by four inch horizontal
support. Its unflattering side faces the boy, as if constructed by the owner
of the neighboring property. The sky is blue, with patches of white clouds
hovering above the tropical landscape. The boy is wearing coveralls and a
grey hooded sweatshirt that reads “Cosmos” down the sides of each arm. A
silk screen of a soccer ball covers the front of the boys sweatshirt. His
shoes are hi-top basketball. His focus is on the hanging branches of the
pomegranate tree. The tree seems to be asserting itself to the boy; its ripe
produce is in easy reach from his position.The bark of the tree is jagged. It
cuts inward into its trunk in little lines up and down the wood stem. An old
Polaroid camera lies in the grass next to the tree, looking a little bit odd and
out of place. It is in an old case, looking like it was rained on over and again.
The sun has dried it although the warping of its plastic suggests that it has
been outside for a few months. The strap from the camera case lies in the
grass as well, old and soiled. Upon closer examination of the boy’s face, one
can see that although he is interested as he gazes at the red bulb, his face
also exhibits the kind of disinterest found in most intelligent children. With
a mixture of awe and curiosity the boy gazes on the dark red bulbs hanging
from the tree. His eyebrows are furled. His skin is bronzed as from long
days in a sunny climate. The vegetation under his feet includes an aloe
plant, its spiny foilage crushing beneath his shoes. The juice from one of the
leaves oozes from the pressure of his weight. The fences from the
neigborhood cut through in rectangles. Each one is distintively different in
design, yet close enough to be considered an ensemble of friendly divides.
The homes are mostly grey with yellow trim and white doors. The berries
from the pomegranate tree contrast starkly, their red bulbs are ripe and
inviting. The sky is relatively clear of rain clouds. The grass below is wet
from a sprinkler. The mist from this sprinkler emits a moisture rainbow
that sends shards of color into the air together with the penetrating light of
the sun. A snail crawls up the trunk of the pomegranate tree. It is a curious
sight because the snail is sideways as it slowly oozes its way upward toward
the branches. Unobstructed, it looks likely that the crustacean will reach
its goal. The only other creatures visible are the ever present crows, sitting
on the fence facing both the boy and the pomegranate tree. Perhaps they
have discovered the fruit already and wait for the boy to leave.




Qok appears on this The boy’s face is filled with surprise

YES, I DI
gggﬁ‘ggfgc{gg% is arm is extend- as aQks at the splatter of red on
AL XAEI%S%“NA 1 pltcher s throw the Yo @ made from the pomegran-
ate, heN\hrew moments before. He
has a look of recognition on his face

Q)

. IMAMEDIATELY. _d]] ased A
\ FUBLOOEH—
headed towaro >=3CE Sepa-

rating the townhomes from an
adjacent driveway. The pome-
granate 1is blurred, fully in
motion, its only hindrance being

gravity. The red blur appears to
transcend d time, as it
occupies 8Se coordinates.

home looks outwards to-
vards the boy who stares in amaze-
ment at the red wine-colored splat-
ter. Some of the seeds from the
berry stick to pieces of wood on the
fence. Drip, drip, drip.

The boy is kneeling
at the base of the
fence; he seems to be
in the process of
picking up the
pieces of the broken
fruit. The seeds are
everywhere. One
might imagine that
these seeds could
grow more pome—

where t e pome-
granate hit the
fence, the mem-
brane of the berry is
visible. The white
and yellow yellow
buffer between the
seeds and the fruit’s
skin is exposed like
a lung that has been
removed from its
cavity. He reaches
down to pick up the
pieces, cradling
them in his arm.

The boy is running
through the front
door of the town
holding

house,

ONE PERCENT. WE ARE
THE_OFFICIAL BOOKS, BUT
OUR REQUISITION IS
ENORMOUS.

* WE PERFORM
OUR MISSIONS SO you
AND THE PEOPLE YOU'RE
TRAINING WITH GET TO LIE IN

length dress. The
little girl does not
appear to notice the
boy, bursting with ex-
citement. He holds
out the crushed shell,
red liquid dripping
down his wrist. His
grey soccer hoody
also has this red
water on the sleeve.
The elastic cuff is
stained. The tile on
the kitchen floor is
brown and white,
paisley in design and
scrubbed clean with
a glow. There is a
shepard dog outside.

The young girl and
boy sit eating the
pomegranate. They
sit on the edges of a
sofa and a chair in a
modest front room
with countryside
style paintings and a
TV. The are picking
at the red stained
paper towels that
hold the seeds. The
television is playing a
re-run of the show
Hawaii Five-O, men
dressed in obnoxious
suits from the early
80s. A detective’s
gun is drawn and
pointed at an un-
known B-rated
actor; a bad guy with
both of his ha.nds up

THATS ALL I
CAN L YOU
UNTIL YOU AGREE
TO THE NSFER.

THE CHOICE IS
YOUIZS EITHER PLAY
EAL GAME, OR GO

THE SECOND-STRINGERS,
on AWE WE' LL 3ALL Vgu WHEN

DS T
INTO A WAR ZONE FOR
N THE SIX O'cLOck
- NEWS.




A child rests on one hand leaning back.
With the other hand, he removes a
homemade felt figure from the back of a, red
unceecover. ) There is a velcro image of a
i oo farm house, a husband, a cow,
cofn crops, complete with budding yellow
produce and green stalks. Adults sit in the
pew above the child, playing on the red
carpet of the church. A woman, presumably
the boy’s mother has a purse that seems to
contain snacks and other random items.
Items intended to keep a child occupied.
There is a man worshipping in the pew next
to the boys mother, hands raised.

A couple dance in front of a piano wherg~= g e
like he could be in a creative trance, M&%&ﬂ%ﬁ%ﬁ ¢

body looks a lot like Stevie Wonder .Ree5vas foy WE.DWSS @E?;’RVD N

eps CALL THEMSELVES RUMORS OF BEFO
composition. A red burgundy carpet sprés_ 'coerA’ HIS A Aﬁ‘lr_‘_l\‘lzl;l’;lEEg _'E,l:é/?\LLY ,
extends to the wall behind a pulpit. There are oth ‘
dancing to the left and down the aisles of the church. > .
a spirit of good will in the air. Everyone seems to be in a euphorlc mood.

The signs of the church are draped conspicously along the walls of the

building, red and orange letters reading,“Community Chapel.”

A newspaper_article lays on a desk. The text reads, “Burien Pastor's
7 comuniarons \ - 'Most Grievous Thing,' Says Charismatic.” The
d CEEVMEREANRAISPE In the year of our Lord. The article goes on to state
THEY STOPPED. f . . . : .
< own evangelist is campaigning against the
Bible Training Center, saying he believes the
é&%{&u%@ %%Tw.ég‘i aching a doctrine that threatens the health of
TRACE CFONYIHNG _—mmvemnent. Along this desk are the typical
stationary-rems-ome would expect in an office, a fax, a stapler, sticky

notes etc. Besides these bookkeeping items there are black Bibles.

A boy positions GI Joe toys while sitting on the ground in a corner of the
church. Noticeably missing is Cobra, Commander. He appears not so much
to play with figures as to position them in tactical defensive and offensive
formations. Among these GI Joe figures are Snake Eyes, Scarlett, Road
Block, and Bazooka Soldier. He also has a “Mauler,” an all terrain tank
near his feet. There are a few other children who are walki

them peers at the boy’s ensemble of toys. The boy iSf G e
courderoys and a white dress shirt tucked in. Over his A\ MAZ e
navy blue hooded jacket with draw strings. On his feet he Wears  te
shoes, the kind that have a kangaroo on them with a zipper pocket. on its




T RE C

oﬁf&”'gﬁss*c’?uz the boy's face is

i [ hi had @
destin B! ind. He carries his
toys in "a bag. His shirt is
untucked, half of it creating a
triangle of pin-striped white above
his courderoys. The people
praying next to where he is
walking seem completely
oblivious to him. The boy’s hair is
tousled in the way that a young
boy’s hair does. He has a cowlick
that makes strands of hair stick

From inside the prayer
room, the outline of the boy
can be seen in the doorway.
The church is visible behind
him, with women twirling
their sun dresses while
bopping to the pianist’s solo.
In front of the boy the
entrance to the prayer room
is dark, very dark. There are
a few lamps on the wall that
illuminate the cavity of the
room, a dungeon maze.

piano: singers face is
grueling d pained, excreting
emotions on a spiritual level.
Sweat drips from his forehead.
His collar is soaking from
perspiration. A patch of wet
ovals mark the front of his shirt.
He is wearing cargo shorts,
notably different in style from
the formal clothing and necktie
he also wears. The piano is
gleaming, shining, black and
beautiful. The lights above glow
in the reflection of this grand
piano.

Dimly lit wall lamps shed light in the
prayer hall. Benches for kneeling and
praying form an interesting labyrinth
of nooks and levels. There are steps up
a.nd down the hexagonal room. There

iQ the corners, Wea.rlng suits

e also prayer guides on
to a kneeling stoop.

black Bible. His back is visible as he descends a stairway tg
corner. He is in midstep as he leans forward. His face can:

the other possibility that had slept but changed his clothes. He
blue courderoys, probably a pair that his mom or dad bd &R

because children do not usually dress themselves at this age

YOUR NG
MISSION 1S

HIM,

lamps along the walls provide an almost hullucinogenic enmronment
ceding a space that appears both contemplative and spiritual, if not
religious. Down towards the corner where the young boy is headed, the
only light is from the walls. The scene has a solitude about it, yet it has a

duality both frightening and peaceful.




Two of the three of people in thy cecovisen ter sopy

. . AND NOT HIS, HOW CAN
the woman, is being prayed fo YOU BE SURE HE HASN'T 2d from the way that they
are each touching her with tINSVTSHER LS AN _@aling gesture. The men’s
faces have the look of a seance on trf eeir faces show sympathy and
love and concentration. One of the sleeves rolled up featuring a

aying aloud. One of them,

masssive arm, that of a weight liftens her man is skinny and wears
a suit. He lays his hands on the wdmans shoulders. The woman is in
complete submission, as if she were ailing from a demon or a devil from
the great pit of hell. She has her eyes closed and tears fall moistly from
the corners. The boy is off to one side of the prayer room, dimly lit and
vacant here and there. The carpet is dark red in appearance, like the
blood of an Israelite being whipped by an oppresive Egyptian Pharoah.
The people seem to be deep in trance, such that even if the floor collapsed
they would not be disturbed. The worshippers appear sedated,

contemplative, and relaxed. They are enjoying this moment.

) SPECIFICALLY,
men have their hands O\ TO FIND HIM.

apparently suffering from

ailment. The lamps on the wall throw a

The clouds are layered one
above another. The sky is a
dark blue. The moon sits in
a position identical to one
one would see in a nightsky,

shadowy aura in the room. The boy is 5 @ ed and cratered. The

kneeling in a praying position. The dark sta.

red carpet runs from the floor and
covers the seats and kneeling benches.
A trio of devoted worshippers have
their eyes closed.

s from tree to tree,
Vc:ru'léavaosngA&%L,E&T yecause he is

N JAPAN. INFILTRATION.
YOAOLATEWAGU a tree limb,
at juts into the
he is a samurai
Tiger Hidden
ouching outward
ent limb. He holds
in his hands two seven inch
blades, ready for anyone who
wishes to take his life. There is no
one approching. The figure of the
boy balancing on a tree limb while
holding the blades is off center, yet
the main focus. Everything is
blurred, giving the impression
that this may be a dream or an

imagined place.

REQUIRES SOMEONE
DnwitH TI;OUSSE SKILLS.

1ang from a visible
wire. A seagull or maybe a
stork flies through the dark
sky. There is a sense of
reverie in the scene.

The boy is walking through an
expansive building. Across from

hj»r ecurity guard with his

...YOU HAVE
n a surpised gesture.
> ETE concerned questioning

look on the man’s face. The boy’s
face is not alarmed or surprised.
In this high ceiling foyer there
are religious books and cassette
sets of bible stories presented for
sale. One book premiered with a
poster next to it shows an
illustration of a, pig with horns on
the cover. The lights in this
church are dim with only a few
floor lights on to illumine the
way. It is obvious this building
has shut down for the evening.




The security guard stands front and center. He wear ===

blue jacket with a security firm badge on the chest. ThreTo

kind and neutral, an expression security guards often have. His hair sticks
out from under his hat in tufts. His clothes are not pressed and his shirt
happens to be comfortably unbuttoned at the collar, revealing not an
undershirt , but bare skin. He is holding a flashlight and politely points its
glare toward the ground and obviously not in the eyes of the onlooker.
However disheveled his suit may appear it was made from the finest
industrial uniform fabrics, indicated by the yellow stitching on the pockets
and the brass trimming along the black buttons. The uniform is a deep
navy. The security guard’s shoes are spit shined gleaming. Behind the
security guard the foyer of the church is empty. He has probably been
hired to protect the church from intruders while it was not being used for

worship. His expression shows genuine concern.

In front of the church,
in the emergency
lane is a police car. Its
lights project red and
blue on the massive
slabs of glass that
make the outer wall
of the church. The

police car is a cruiser,
white with a light

SECURITY WAVES
SECORIY WAES RCTOSS  the

miadle. There is a
silver shield with the

words, “Burien
Police” written inside
of it in gold. It is a
1984 Chrysler En-
forcer. The paint is a
gloss white with the
police insignia on the
door in royal blue.
The flashing police
lights 1look mnearly
identical to a match-
box or a hot wheels
car, classic and time-
less. The tires on the
car are utilitarian.
The chrome wheels
look new but not os-
tentatious.

A man with a dis-
tinct resemblance
to the face of the

boy

. THE TURRET CAMERAS
pick| FoRT R N
behir
police car. The man
has a blond beard, a
handsome face and
wears a Levi’s jean
jacket lined with
red, white, and grey
flannel. He looks
visibly annoyed
while he sits in the
light duty white
pickup. He looks as
if he ready to speak
to the officer in
front of him. His
facial expression
relays one of sub-
missiveness; the
kind of expression
that does not proj-
ect either inepti-
tude or aggression.
He is looking
toward the lights.
The flashing can be
seen in his pupils.

The man and the boy
stand while talking
to a police officer and

the security guard.
THE ADJUNCTS STANDING
IN OYER DON'T EVEN

The
THE F PO

The red and blue
lights provide a kale-
descopic reflection,
splashing the light on
the four bodies facing
and talking in the
night. The boy does
not look upset, nor is
he overly apologetic
in his stance, arms
folded, legs crossed.
The cop has his
hands on his belt like
a samurai and the
father of the child
has a neutral body
stance, hands barely
showing themselves
from his jeans pock-
ets. The night is
black. The street
lamps illuminate the
darkness of the park-
ing lot.




The boy and the man are driving in the white truck. They both look
straight ahead into the lamps of the headlights spilling into the road
ahead. The sky is dark, but the headlights of the car illuminate the
street signs that are ahead of them. There is a no parking sign and a 45
mile per hour speed limit sign. Deciduous trees line the winding road.
The trees have been planted deliberately. These are not wild trees. A few
traces of typical litter potrudes from the sewer, a ditch alongside the
sidewalk. The interior of the vehicle is visible. It is the interior of
economy vehicle, no leather or custom pin striping, just grey cloth to
cover the seats. An AMPM gas station soda cup rests in between the boy
and the man. The cup appears to be empty. The man driving the white
Toyota pick up and the boy riding in the passenger seat do not speak to
each other. Here, as previously, the boy is devoid of emotion in his
expression. He looks detached. The exterior surrounding the pickup are

e e of the northwest. Shedded pine needles

T N e mhs e astnt  hese grassy ditches are knolls rather than

TOMAX ANP
THEM DESTABILIZE NATIONS, BANKRUPT . . .
Bl ek ACSASIINATE e in Southern California. Above the top of

A%SE IN THEIR

- ge, barely visible in the night sky. A green
speedometer illuminates the dark dash of the two seater pickup truck.
The only other LHAVE NO IDEA ltness is the knob on the cigarrette lighter.
The man who & is wearing a full beard, yet trimmed. His
hair is sandy blonde or perhaps brown. His clothes are utilitarian; they
have oil stains on them, probably from working in a mechanic shop.
There is nothing in their way as they drive down a windy road with
forest trees on eitherside of them. The pickup seems to be doing a good
job of lighting the way and penetrating the empty space. It is a light,
comimercial truck intended to complete light hauls for landscaping or
lumber. There are several items in the bed of the truck: a gasoline can
and a toolbox strapped down with bolts and a padlock for security.
There is a layer of rust alongside the base of the cargo area. It looks
natural as if the rust coexisted with the truck before. In front of the
truck and to the side, there is a small family of racoons just beyond the
trees and the headlights of the truck. The parent stands on its hind legs
as if to shield the younger, smaller ones from the oncoming vehicle.
There are two smaller racoons and a larger, presumbably male one
behind them all. The male is under a pine needle branch. The racoons
would not have been easy to detect, except the female and the two
smaller ones making a kit, have their eyes reflecting in the light, which
gives away their position. Each of their coats are black and silver, with
stripes down their backs. Only the mother’s claws are visible and she
stands blocking her young. It does not appear as if the man or the boy
are cognizant of the wild life that shares the night with them. The man
and the boy traveling in the night in a economy pick up truck will pass
these creatures in a few mere seconds. The way that the background is
blurred shows that they are travelling quickly and will not have time to
appreciate the wildlife family ensembled before them. The nocturnal
creatures look as if their only concern is to avoid the lights shining on.




5 w  jere is a bunk bed with a blonde girl looking in though the
WONDERFUL sTART. € iS also another bed in the room with another child, awake
andlooking on as the boy steps into the=aam_ The bunk bed has a child’s
quilt on the top and bottom levels. A g fabric with cotton burrs
here and there boasts a intricate desigm\yith orange and blue polyhe-
drons. The quilt below is the uglier one of the two. For some reason the
artist of the quilt used a pea-green and a pink color for the sewn patches
The thread used on this is yellow. The blonde girl looks down from the top
bunk, peering on, yet obviously sleepy. She appears happy that the boy
has returned to the abode. He does not seem excited, standing in the
doorway. He looks aroud the room in a controlled way, as if he is not
subject to all the emotions spilling out into the room.

THIS IS MY LEAS — B4 I SEE THESE KINDS OF MEN EVERY THEY ALWAYS ASk SAM
AND MOSy FE%QTJ FA¥OE!TE s YEAR AT THIS SUMMIT. A CHIEF OF GUEé TIONS. BUT ITAAENE‘\’/EEIZ HE
STAFF FOR THE ESTATE. SAME MAN TWICE. Ti BPAEJO HAS

SWNNOSER |8 . . A HIGH TURNOVER
EXACTLY WHO I AM. gidonrallz axrtanAdaIints
GAWK.

I HE JUST WANTS TO
: : BANGIETS, ?ce'zesu;zs" ‘N'ZEm' HE around a homemade
SERVANTS DO THEIR JO

PERFECTLY AND INVISIB
AN Cookr Ll 2 Wi HLX"" UH, YRS YouR la,ur.lch
1o JUE chotnct b [TINERARY. a,tchmg
Y; typical Southern Cali- anothe\| young child
LIKENESS 1S...

UNCANNY. fornian landscape. suspended in the air,

There is a skate board feet on his board.
on the sidewalk. It His hand grabs the
rests immobile, nose of the board.

isolated, without its Skateboard logo
rider. Blue striped adhesives achieve a
grip tape covers the luggage look on the
board, alternating side of the ramp.
like a barbe ad There are “Bones
and white hd +etr'youz Brigade,” Powell
The skateboard Peralta,” and “Tony
wear and tear on it. Hawk” stickers

PROBABLY BECAUSE . O the back of a truck, hitching a ride to wherever he is
INCorRIGIBLE cosSIPS. |d white Nike shoes are scuffed badly. His Varaflex skate-
board is purple and gold. He holds on to the tailgate of the economy class
truck, ducking out of the way of the unknowing driver’s view. Behind him,
an image of the actor Michael J. Fox holds onto the rear of the car to travel
on his skateboard, surrounded by the night sky, filled with stars. Projec-
tors of the film play on a silver screen. In front of the screen, cars are
parked with couples and families inside them watching an evening
showing of pop-culture. The houses in the background are mostly rambler
middle-class homes. They are tract housing with the most variance
between them coming from differentig int covering the walls and
siding. Marty McFly’s clothing embog” A.so.. #2 Os aesthetic in Califor-
nia, jeans and a collared shirt with thq 85 2z pd up, tough guy style.
His gear is a nice match with the cloud\” oA




An array of Californian sty — d skateboard products are dis-
played on hangers. Surfer s) seeN ;g}&ELINe tend to the knee. Another pair of
George Jetson themed shor\ peoBLEN? A well, one side with the cartoon
character on them, the other a) ,61d color. There are Vision street wear
shoes, black with a rubber ollié guard on the toes. Some of the products
seem related strictly to a Californian skateboard lifestyle and others less
so. For instance, Mr. Zogg’s Sex Wax (surfboard wax grip) or mushroom
BMX bicycle grips are not made for skateboarding, yet they are grouped
here with the other items. A pair of the first Nike Jordan’s are present.

BUT WE DO
soave s BEQUEST ¥ child is holding in front of himself. The
MASTER'S ADJUNCT

vas... mer with  Jthat he hopes his father approves of the
AN'ACCIDENT. (.

the air in triumph. A sign behind the booth reads, “Poway Swap Meet.”
The people shopping are tanned from the sun. Most wear sunglasses.

SINCE YOU'RE _\
CURRENTLY ONE

GHT, WE WERE
SUPPORT US ) : TgE ANEED HMQ )
THEIZE i d FIRST ARRANGEMENT
- : BANQUET TONIGHT.

concrete driveway: i indicA=RHAES WL HfA’/'é”

Southern California. There is an immaculately cared
Accord sitting in the driveway. An air freshner hangs from the rear view
mirror. Its bumper sticker reads, “I'd rather be sunfishing.”

Kids launch their boards off of fly ramps, caught in mid-air doing all sorts
of tricks. A man is yelling and encouraging the kids from his automobile
as he drives by. The kids acknowledge him with arms waving above their
heads. One of the kids executes a perfect McGill grab; he holds the nose of
his skateboard while it launches into the air. Behind the kids is a middle
school, whose walls are littered with grafitti. The tags read names
like,“Shorty” and “Pico.” The defacement covers the school’s outer walls,
so that there is also writing on the emergency fire extinguisher case.

Green and black digital hands crush the earth on the obverse of a skate-
board. An atomic nuclear cloud explodes upwards from the globe. In the
blooming radioactive clops-Z = = 0 - —~leff Kendall is mantled in the upper
zone of the board. The( ssdoitis win e teboard has no sliding rails, yet

BUSINESS WORLD: HIS . .
holes are where the hal auAeTErs Aee N~ £ mantled. The board is hovering

above an artificial backd HE ™ background of a product photo-
graphed in a professional studio. ThlS 1IMage of the board gives the feeling
of something sacred or revered; the idol resting on an alter in an adven-

ture movie or a diamond necklace under a glass case.




A man and the boy are applying
blue grip tape to the freshly
sanded skateboard. They are in a
garage where tools for car repair
are neatly organized on the wall.
The shape of each tool is outlined
on the pressboard behind it. It
appears the area where the skate-
board is being operated on was
cleared to make room for this
project, because only the work
area is clear of clutter. Other
surfaces have car parts on them.

The chil d teenagers look
like so out oﬁ
advertisement.

clothes are colorful and trendy
and brand new. Kids stare on as
another kid executes a trick on
his skateboard. Some of them
stand with one foot on their
skateboards poised to kick off and
glide across the smooth concrete.
Another boy is sweeping small
rocks with a shop broom in front
of the wood launch ramp.

A woman shops in a fabric stope. Rows of colorful prints occupy the aisle.
She wears a full length conserw\tive flower imaged dress, while pulling on
an embroidered Californian tl d print. There are no other shoppers in
the fabric store. The fonts usedon the signs in this store, mostly Cooper
Black style lettering, suggest that it is the late 80’s. The signs communi-
cate the price of the fabric. The woman manages her shopping cart while
perusing a palm tree patterned textile. She has a look of concentration on
her face that lies somewhere between leisure and chore. The sun is bright
outside, so it must be a few hours before evening. A few cars are visible in
the parking lot through the main picture window, namely a sun bleached
Volkswagen Beetle and another German sedan, possibly an Audi or a
Mercedes. The vehicles look like they were recently washed.

L AH, I
WAS ASKED TO...

Three pairs of homemade Californian shorts are
I UNDERSTAND
YOUR—YOUR PRIOR

laid out for display, the first is a red fabric, with
passport style pictures on it and palm trees. The A‘;\J,L,{',gggg;JNVg'T H jems
second depicts pencils and pens scribbling i dless

colorful lines. The third pair depict shapes in an
alphabet block style ensemble. Triangles with
graphic sketches and squares with indivual
letters in primary colors. Alongside these
garments are several hooded sweatshirts made
from a material that looks like fleece, soft and
comfortable. One is yellow with white drawstring
cords and the other is a deep maroon with black
drawstrings tied together in a loop. The boy looks
on while a woman, probably his mother is sewing.
He appears anxious and happy at the same time.
His mother looks content and occupied. Her hair
is pinned up and her dress is red with yellow
flowers. The light comes from the two lamps
focused over the antique sewing machine.

W. It delin-
eates apartment
buildings.

on and on and on.
On either side of
this sidewak are
palm trees. There
are no humans or
animals in the
present; a ghost
sidewalk. A fog
hovers above it
like a spirit.




ave flight pattern show Pll?ie ht;ees surro;md. a; lrlcam.l()1 dflte}_‘

L u'LTT %sR EQE’&NG from San Diego w ch has a campfire in the middle o
A PLUMP ONE THE : : it next to a (rerread) four-person
LAST TIME. shed lines like a, it trail  AFTER. ¢

/i coup Tl Npe map. In the CApACILY Lralls DISAPPOINTING. § MES, TOO

. GY.
THNKING ANDT B dashed lines . BUT.

KNEW I SHOULDN'T. Parked on a kickgd( spitiep Ja boys black

BUT I ASK YOU. g "
es &%}ISLTDTWA\% s direction of the and 'blue BMX Dn he fire is
_ FACE? in Seattle. The burning healthily.

p looks everthing like a, visible, but a black and white collie
pirate’s map, dashed lines and dog is tied to a wooden bench, sitting
5 Wl U ors Bie destination. as with its forelegs facing the fire. All
if there was a bounty to,be around the fire are pine needles,
found. A dot indicates “City of blanketing the ground like a luscious
Seattle.” Northeast of Seattle is carpet. Other camp sites can be seen
a dot marked “City of Bothell.” behind and to the side of this camp
The tattered map curls at the site. There are two lodgings with

edges. It seems slightly burnt. small tents, orange and military
green below the clear sky.

The boy and his skateboard are on a sjdesmse Ris sidewalk is not
suitable for riding a skateboard; it has
leaves gaps in the path that would breaky

mat with old People magazines and newspapers on a table.
nothing luxury about the laundromat or the trailer park.

A rectangular arrange\ SYWESe ANe SAUWATER, Je desks occupies the center of a,

classroom. The boy and sor=—am §EU aside from rest of the students.
They are fourth grads i\{licated by a sign on the wall that
reads, “Mr. Nelson’s 4tI\THE SAMESE._Adguet wreight man with his belly hanging
over his waist line is probably M TieviL B2 wett \cuase he stands proudly in

front of these children holding a\ ™ 555 =
PERSONALLY.

. OPE SO,
The overweight teaclh’ HOM SO

bathroom. The boy st4 BETTJEE‘{A{QTAN teacher indignantly bAREF ;

ently angry educator. ONE, ' %EQIE(P‘SG;\
of pure hatred and he has a cool ' demeanor of someons

edly been the subject of abuse. The man has a “Hello
nametag on his shirt that reads, Mr Nelson, 4th Grade. v
teacher named Mr. Nelson is visble in the sink mirror. His expression is
evil, brow furrowed. Blood has rushed to his face. He seems upset and has
chosen the boy as a target for his anger. The water faucet is running. The
inside of this small bathroom is painted flat yellow. The tile on the floor is

white ceramic with grey floral design. The sink is stainless steel.

WOULDN'T




' I CAN'T STOP SHAKING. women are inside the trailer, an angry look on both of
e e Y appear to argue. Two children are at close quarters,

ne trailer. They do not look indifferent to the sit-
ok of fear on their faces. They are both lying on
of each other in their own sleeping bags, one
pine green, the other tarp blue. The adults are oblivious to the children,
because they are not looking at the children while they yell at each other.
There are things spilled on the small floor of the trailer, like apples and
canned foods. It looks as if they were toppled from the open cupboard shelf
above. The interior of the trailer is orange and brown pinstriping on
manila walls with brown faux leather on the seat cushions. The sink is
centrally located next to a small door that might be the bathroom. Paper
cups and plastic forks rest on one of the kitchen shelves. There is also a
box of vegetable based fruit snacks in Loony Tunes cartoon theme sitting
next to the picnic-ware. Had it not been for this argument the environ-

ment would have been peaceful.

BUT THIS PAST YEAR HAS SEE

A CHANGE I DON'T UNDEIZSTAN
I'VE NEVER SEEN SOMETHING

LIKE THAT BEFORE.

HAVE TO COLLECT
par MYSELF. CAN’T SHOW ere
WEAKN HERE.

is of
about 24 white and
blue cassette tapes
burning in the fire. It
gives off a black oily
smoke, the kind that
plastic gives off under
combustible tempara-
ture. The man is
wearing a jean jacket
coat, the kind with
white cotton lining.
He pokes the fire with
a stick while sparks
fly like mini-fire-
works into the black
night. The light from
the campfire spreads
illumination around
the campsite. It feels
like some one else
should be there with
him, but there is no
one: no dog, children
or spouse.

A tombstone stands on its own, surrounded
by dirt. The tombstone reads, “Here lies
T A%N&nggz og born in Escondido, Cali-
nd apparently, a young girl

that appea.rs to be his little sister sit idly next
to the grave. They both have no recognition

of d¢~ar e @eir faces; neither of them
appe“#omés " Jbeen touched by the vicissi-
tudes of Tife. They sit with their backs to the

small family prop-up trailer. Their clothes
are lates 80’s fare, Vaurnet and Swatch
watches. A thought seems to be shared on
both of their faces. The woman sways outside
of the trailer behind the grave, which is a
little off to the left. A man looks noble and
haggard simultaneously. He holds a shovel in
his hand. The dirt on the grave by the tomb-
stone is fresh and damp. The dew on the
ground is still moist from the morning. The
sky above is a massive grey spread of clouds.
If it were cold enough these clouds are the
same ones that would produce snow, blan-
ket-like and stretching to the horizon. The
embers from the campfire are giving off ver-
ticies and curls of smoke, even after it has
been smouldered with ash. There is no one
seeking the warmth of the coals, although it
looks as if the fire could be restarted easily
by poking at the glowing log.




The trailer park looks
ike a skateboard
Jof: e boy holds the
blue striped griptape
Santa Cruz skateboard in
his hands. There are no
smooth sidewalks to
skateboard on, just
pebbles and dirt. A car
passes the boy holding
the board, an older model
dodge van. The park is a
“Good Sam” trailer park
denoted by a car-
toon-style sign of a man
with a halo above his
black hair. The address
on the sign above the
office also declares that
the address of the park is
in Canyon Park, Bothell,
Washington. There are
trees alongside the exit
to the park. They are
pine needle trees with
deformed trunks,
bending every way.

THERE ARE

The boy rides a black bike with a banana

‘U covered in bark. He has an

IR e e rated oy
SN.VELHSSAF%?A : :

THE HALL. Qs from his rear tire.

e dirt is arching aerially

toward the back of his Member’s Only

grey windbreaker. The bike is in good con-

dition. It has blue letters on the main part

of the frame that read Trail Trekker. On

either side of the boy are campsites.

whom appe

a recess are well dressed, but have varied
outfits. T'win brothers, both on their own
skateboards are distracted by doing
tricks, one in midair, the other crouching
to spring his board into the air. The latter
is attempting a basic trick called an
“ollie.” The racial mix of kids is somewhat
diverse; a mostly white group with two
asians and a Black female student in a
yellow floral dress. A redheade girl with
freckles is sprinting across the lot.

4”5y \BS are on the parking sign. The boy and the two male twins

LIMITS T
PATIENCE. I GOT You

THIS posiTioN. your JeSs of vandalizing this sign, which now communicates the

ACTIONS PEFLECT
. ON ME.

s Rule Bikers Suck.” One of the twins is acting as a look out

i+ o5 tviareazs d the other show their backs as they mark the sign with

ME_IN FRONT OF

TrEsE peOPLE, Twit Qb markers. To the right of these three, there is a woman

KILL YOU MYSELF. DO
You UN/&E;ZSTAND

to see e kids look suspicious, but perhaps, does not know what they

are doing. There is a childseat jutting in view through the Volvo window.

in dreamy, billowy clouds. In one of the clouds, he on

nia, sleeping face down on a bodyboard (a bodyboard

tation device used to ride waves in the ocean surf))
image in this cloud is a much older version of the boy ig4

ibrary. The
books are of varied colors and are in multiple volumes. The table or desk
is utilitarian and has a lean unstained oak surface. The younger version
of the seated boy is not looking up at this hovering image; he looks away.




A lone cactus is to
the left. A Ilone
cactus is to the

PONT AKE N right. A last lone

Rl T cactus is farther

ME. FOR GOD'S
SAKE...

appears to be
rising. The colors
are more focused
without the
spread-out dust and
smog apparent in
sunsets. If one looks
close enough at the
details there are
four brown desert
birds or swallows in
the foreground,
next to a tumble
weed bush. They

ment. Each AH, MISS

LE TENE.
left a desert \ H9W4LOVELY
rose , and thirtwy ==t
in icons or imdges related to
fact, the scale resembles closel,
of Lady Justice, and also blindfolded as if
to suggest that evidence must be weighed
on its own merit. She holds a sword of
determination in her right hand, scales in
her left. The scales are imaculate. Every
reflective detail is illustriously produced.
The pans of the scales shine as polished
metal should. The light emmiting creates
shine and shadow over the six chains
holding the pans. There is nothing in the
pans, they are empty. The rose is unlike
the other two objects. It is pink and
freshly picked. Moisture still resides on its
petals and thorns. The flower part of the
rose is bright, but with streaks of white in
a few petals. Like the scales, which are
rich in detail. The rose is lifelike, pretty.

A thick square
-headed teenager
stands in front of an
aging townhouse
apartment building
with four units. He
looks to Dbe about
fourteen and holds a
smug expression on
his face. His hands
are in his pocket, a
casual gesture. The
townhouse behind
him is aging, its
white paint is flaking
off in so many places,
around the window,
the trim, and on the
front door. He does
not look too bright
and he is missing life
in his eyes, common
in mischevious kids.

An old style package of
Pall Mall cigarettes lies
on its side, open, with a
few butts spilling out on

HM.
q PERSONALITY
CONFLICTZ WELL.
CAN'T SAY I DON'T

color of thd phone is
neon blue. There is a
comforting look to the
scratched table con-
trasting with the bright
phone; new and old
together, technology and
poverty. Besides the
table with the phone on
it, the boy and his freind
appear to be conspiring,
whispering and huddled,
as if discussing the last
play of a game.




To one side there is ayoung woman. On the other there are two boys. Both
parties are talking on phones. The two boys show great interest and are
cradled around a hall t8>7, ; aseXrying to listen. It appears someone was
recently playing Yahtz éﬁ%@ﬁ?&% there are five white dice on the table
with golf pencils and ¢» s¥MeATHETC Jpe sheets. There are also plastic place
mats at all but one of the fov ats around the table. There are people in

the pictures on the wall: they are all unfamiliar.

Two boys are riding a “Torker 2” freestyle bicycle towards the right. A
younger boy is standing on the back pegs--he holds the shoulders of an
older, bigger set boy. Dust blows in the wind around them as they speed on
the suburban sidewalk. They both seemed determined to go wherever
they are going. Behind them there is a Dairy Queen hamburger
restaraunt and a 7-eleven, where two homeless men stand. They appear

T s The old¢ es i looks back
She appeal 2z, CiNo. mischevioy 2”24 his finger on
years old. his lips iffra hush gesture. It is
apparent that he is sneaking up

be a drugstore. She is not wearing
anything provocative, just a t-
-shirt and a pair of low-fashion
Levi’s. The greeting cards that
she is looking at are on a wire
spindell. It circulates when it is
spinned and it is well stocked.

on a young tom-boyish girl to
surpise or scare her. The mer-
chandise in this drugstore are the
usual products that one would
find in such a store, summertime
commodities, such as floaties for
kids in a pool or life vests.

S. LE TENE. I AM NOT IN THE HABIT
APOLOGIZING FOR MY BROTHER, BUT AND DO 9 S]j THIS PAST YEAR... irl are
NLY XAMOT'S BEHAVIOR LATELY CHANGE CLOTHES
US ALL MAKING ADJUSTMENTS. BEFORE THE —— o "

O
7o WORL SR AT ERTLRN BACNEL vESe THINGS ARE BAD.
AND GETTING WORSE.

Her ha.nd sort of drapes over his.

The carpet is brown. There are por-
traits of a family, probably the
girl’s, on the wall leading upstairs.
The girl is in one of the photographs
with five other people in a domestic
setting. Her expression is one of
anticipation and calculated deter-
mination. Her confidence is visible.
and her eyes are steady.

sleeping bag are A
children, with adolescent
bodies. The children are not
sleeping. They are awake and
the lights are dimmed in the
basement. The basement looks
like a man cave with rugs.




The younger boy and the older boy are riding duo on the bike, now facing
the opposite direction. The older boy is scowling. They are on the sidewalk
in front of a Burger King fast food restaurant. An employee of this
establishment is looking wearied and smoking a cheap cigarette. The
garbage can next to him is greasy with oil and black streaks of residue,
probably from the potato fryer. There is a look of accomplishment on the
younger youth’s face, as if he found his parent’s liquor stash. The younger
boy riding the pegs is clothed in fashionable attire. His shoes are Nike and
his t-shirt displays a graphic: A man riding a horse The older boy is
wearing a non descript blue jacket and a pair of jeans. He also wears a well
worn pair of Fila high top style basketball shoes. The bicycle they ride on
is a kaleidoscope pattern of blue and white graphics with the words
Torker 2 on the frame. The spokes on this bike gleam in the noon sun. The
neighborhood appears to be middle class. The lawns are manicured and
there is no litter in the water drains. The sidewalks look well made. Two
parked cars are in good condition.

In the interior of an apart-

A man sits agrily in a 1979 Alfa Romeo

coupe, black with burgundy leather. A
young girl is riding in the passenger seat.
The boy is balancing doorside on his bike
looking at the man driving the vintage
sports car. The girl sits quietly, not disap-
rovingly or neither approvingly. It is as if

she has no judgment on the situation.
The man driving the sports car is looking
angrily at the younger boy. He sits up in
his chair, scowling. He wears a flannel,
shirt, sunglasses and a hat. The older boy
looks unconcerned and stands idly.

ment bathroom, the boy is
laying next to a teenage
girl. Both of them have
their jeans on. They are
not cuddled but seem
content with just being
next to each other on the
tile floor. There are inex-
pensive toiletries sitting
on the counter and on the
toilet. Pink shag covers
the seat.

Inside what seems to be the interior of a church, the boy is in the arms of
a teenage young woman. They are locked at the mouth, both have shut
their eyes for the kiss. The room seems designated for breast feeding and
changing baby diapers. The girl looks much more experienced than the
boy. She appears to be about six years older than him. The window facing
into the church is tinted, so that no one can look in and all who look out
are protected. The lights in this room are dim. There are no ladies in here
breast feeding, only the boy and what looks like his baby sitter locking lips
on a red church pew. The lights are low along the wall. The soft light casts
a mysterious undertone, shadows leaning in multiple directions. The red
fabric forms the seat and back of the pew. The babysitter’s dental braces
peek out from her mouth. The wood of the church furniture looks
uncomfortable but the two do not look so. Perhaps they are accustomed to
sitting long hours on the felt covered benches listening to religious
sermons. The two look engaged in their activity and appear unconcerned
with anything around them




The number on the appartment door reads, “B4.” Halfway exposed, a
mixed race teenager opens it. Her jeans are white and her fit thick body
fills them completely. She looks to be babysittting because two
tow-headed children are behind anxious to get a glance of who rang the
doorbell. The door is made of cheap wood but fashioned pleasantly along
its borders, elegant and robust at the same time in its design. The carpet
is a tan non-offensive color. The lights are crystal. The walls are yellow.
The kids looked dirty. A black teenager stands in the background.

A young man lies on a bed of rocks and sand outdoors. A twenty-some-
thing woman is performing oral sex on him. His eyes are open, staring at
her. His tie-dye jeans are below his waist at the inseam. Her waist length
coat is flattened out behind her. His head is leaning back. His eyes are
fixed on his partner, his co-conspirator. Although she is performing oral
sex she seems to be controlled, if detached. The sky is cloudy with some
sun breaks. The sky behind and above the mountains are grey. The clouds
are streaked. A jet plane is leaving a chemtrail, a clear billow of smoke.

Two mattresses lay on the floor behind a TV cabinet. The house is
modestly and tastefuly decorated. There are charming momentos
perhaps declaring that its curator is both thrifty and well travelled.
There is a San Juans magnet hanging on the stainless steel refridgerator.
The home has a small Seattle style backyard seen through the window,
plenty of ferns and bark. The backyard is unkempt, yet homely, somehow
familiar, as if the owner did not spend a lot of time on it, but the garden
looks inviting anyway. The lights are vintage and appear well cared for.

Two highschool students are sitting on a couch at what looks like a cheer-
leader celebration or a party. A young man has a surprised look on his
face. Beside him, a young redhead has her eyes closed. They are kissing.
Their inhibitions appear to be non-existent probably from the alcohol,
various booze and beer bottles strewn throughout the house. The house is
not unkempt or uncared for, but there are no signs of any cultural relics.
It is a place devoid of the bright colors of nature, just drab tones of grey. In
a few corners there are pieces of homemade hippy art on tables.

A black kid with a Whitesox Baseball parka and an adolescent boy are
peering at a black couple having sex in a bedroom. It appears that the
couple having sex realize that these two are watching them, because the
door is ajar and there is a mirror fastened at the head of the bed where the
man having sex can see the two peeping Toms. The look on the tall black
kid is mesmerization; on the boy’s face, however there is a look of
boredom, an uninterested look, as if to ask, “who cares?” He is wearing
indigo blue Ellessee deck shoes and a burgundy striped rugby by Tommy
Hilfiger, the kind of clothing seen in East Coast hip hop magazines.




The sky is overcast. There are no birds, but there are three children
behind the monkey bars under the hexagonal structure. There is a
rubber mat for when children fall from the metal ribs. The boy is standing
next to a girl who is peering at another boy who has his penis in his hand.
The first boy looks unamused, the girl looks interested and the other boy
looks excited at his action of exposure. All of the children appear to be
about six years old each. They each wear uniforms, white polos and navy
blue trousers. The children afar in the playground are also wearing this.

ey =8 under a circus blanket on a courderoy sofa with a

i e yog))/;oz(é h glasses and braces. They look upward at the ceiling in

2on%* gkar to be spooked by something that is happening above

them. The door ™ the hallway behind them is slightly ajar, revealing two

black children sleeping in separate levels on a bunk bed. The antique

clock on the wall to the right reads “11:47.” There is a note on the coffee

table with instructions written in bullet points: Feed the kids, put them to
bed by 10:30pim.

The boy is laying down opposite another person, who is sitting staring at
a miraculously beautiful girl on the other sid¢” 5%, Y. He appears to
be asleep, the young girl has a polite look on h '%‘:?;:é;f; :I%%E [ to say, “can you
please leave the room, so I can sleep?” The YOR «rmora® a beer can in his
hand, but has a look of desire across his face. He is poised in fustration.
His hat sits on his head in a crooked fashion, as if he is resigned to not
wearing it correctly at this point. The girl across the room is crouched

under a fleece rainbow colored throw. Her toes peek out.

s ound there is an elementary school that reads “Maywood” on
LedY ’Ss: Jum sign. There is a carnival being held at this school, dunk

[N AEd milk bottle challenges liter the yard. The boy and a girl are
imX down a, hill, arms together, lips locked in passion. A look of con-
tentment covers the two adolescent faces, because both of thier eyes are
closed and caught in a moment. The sun is declining in the hills behind
them. Above the grassy hill the other event-goers are milling around the
booths set out for its guests. The young girl has brown hair. and a blouse




A man is putting a comic with his image on it into a the magazine rack.
The newspaper tender is not looking at the man, who wears a Tommy
Hilfiger rain jacket. In the background is a cobblestone street. It is a
market space. There is full size copper piggy bank in the shape of a pig.
He is placing the comic besides others, bearing logos of DC and Marvel.
There is an older woman wearing a red rain coat. She clutches a pink
umbrella. The magazines on the shelf beneath the comics are rare and
popular titles, National Geographic, Playboy, Motorcross EFX, High
Times. The man is wearing jeans and a striped white and navy T-shirt. On
his arm he wears a wrist watch. He also wears a ball cap backwards on
his head, it reads NY in white. The clerk is wearing traditional inner city
clothing, black jeans, old worn black print tee, nose-ring, earrings. It is
wet and raining. The birds in the street behind tand are moping
around in the puddles. The cloudy sky can be seg//in the puddle reflec-
tions, here and there between the cobblestone bricks. Two birds remain
in the puddle, moping and splashing around. Two police men sit in a car
to the side. The driving officer is looking around lazily and without
concern. He is young, younger than the officer riding shotgun. The
second officer has a different expression on his face. It is one of mischief
and cunning. His brown hat sticks out the back of his SPD ball cap. One is
bored the other up to something. The middle age man with comic book
appears to look at the police, but it cannot be certain as the man is facing
is away. Or the man could simply be trying to remain undetected.; it looks
as if the comic book that he is placing in the rack doesn’t necessarily
belong there. There are no other comics or magazines that resemble the
one he holds in his hand, although it does have a barcode, a title and a
black and white image that is discernable. A hooded figure occupies most
of the cover. Shadows from the sunlight creep over the sides of the
buldings. Down the alley way are fruit and boutique storefronts, individ-
ual merchants opening, and preparing to open their shops. The fruit
stand on the corner is fully open with a display of kiwis, strawberries,
apricots, cherries, rhubarb, pineapple, and black berries. An Asian man
stands next to the fruit. He wears an apron with paper and pencils in his
pocket, probably to jot down orders during busy times. Across from the
vendor’s fruit stand is an entrance to a covered partition of the market.
There is a woman leaving from there into the shadows and rectangular
patches of sun that is the alley. Her eyes must be accustomed to the low
light of the market because she squints in the hot sun. These figures
taken together, the birds in the puddle , the police driving their car, the
various vendors waiting for their customers and the man stealthily
placing a comic book on a magazine shelf all look orderly. No one is doing
what they aren’t supposed to do. No one is stealing anything. The birds
aren’t fighting and the man with the comic book seems to be donating it
for some sort of cause. Luckily for the man, if his intentions are to remain
undetected, the cashier of the magazines seems very oblivious to
anything. He may have had a long night of drinking, because his eyes are
puffy. The cover of the comic is centralized in this everyday scene.







Congratulations! You have encountered an artifact of
relational aesthetics. It is partly a work of art, and partly
a performance prop. This comic book, Jason Vs. G.I. Joe,
is a postmodern double erasure, based on the comic book
G.I. Joe: Cobra II (Issue 1). The original pictures from
the comic have been removed, and replaced by a series of
short narratives, describing autobiographical events
from the life of the author: me, Jason. Speech bubbles
from the original have been left to comment back
overtop of the stories, obscuring meaning but creating
moments of unplanned dialogue. The comic is a
readymade, twice erased: once to replace the drawings
in the initial comic, and again when using the original
dialogue bubbles to speak back to the narrative.

G.I. Joe and Cobra are symbols that influenced a great
number of Generation X and Y children growing up in
the United States, especially those who played with the
toys or read the comics. Cobra was an oppositional icon
in G.I. Joe, used to represent the othering of a potent
adversarial force. This comic uses the imagery of the
Cobra “enemy,” as a metaphor to illustrate the nuances,
complexities, and paradoxes of American popular
cultural imagination, and to reinforce how even the
"nemesis" to G.I. Joe is still undeniably American. The
comic replaces the name Cobra with the name of the
author, Jason, to personalize the role of the imagination
in media and memory, and to suggest ways for artists to
intervene in these kinds of social constructions.

Enjoy!
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