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What one perceives synthesizes si
smell, touch, and even taste. Firing on all

on them near a massive Japanese river

handcrafted, sculptural, and powerful.

Images from every nook and cranny are

used and abused, expanding on the artist's

original photocopying and zine pursuits of

recycling from the worldwide photo archive’s

‘overabundant supply of the tantalizingly

‘obscure and freaky mass-culture references.
Shimmering hues and gnarly textures,
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Glue tubes and Rust-Oleum paint cans in
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palimpsests, looking as if they might have
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after

ountry in , Zen Jail
perforated, s you look in, and when you're
inside, you see out. Mysterious tearoom,

reclamation. Also,cars drfting a young
hrillrid K off the sides

and integrally unified through an arc of

of theircantilevered mechanical steedis to

hometown of Heppenheim come out of an
engine block, reminiscent of the 1967 Bernie
Boston photo of the young Hibiscus placing
a carnation in the barrel of a soldier’s rifle

at the Pentagon. The circularity of engines

The two precedmg paragraphs are a scant
‘overview of just a few undertakings featured

things up to speed though, we have to go
back to the early fall of 2000, at Burnside
in Portland, Oregon. The axis, the skate
Mecca, where blood, sweat, tears, beer, and

breathing
The Ferrari horse, pink, black, and doubled,
as an exemplar of race car as art object,

ambitions and ready-mix cement to birth
a beacon attracting a multicultural, mul




everything global clan of wooden plank
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local shredders destroying the place. To his
i ite the Patrick did
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c:n which,in tun,gives
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i case, those links h
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Colley, who, beneficially, “made art

outside of those bowls and hips into reaims
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toward it i

g fellow feeli for
countless pilgrims across age differences,
geographical points, and unspooling years.

Our i headed
south to Newberg, Lincoln City, Medford,
and Ashland, then north to Seattle to :leep

its 9
thatit all started at that gritty curvaceous
playground up the hill and across the tracks
from the Willamette River.

tob Erickson and | met our Philly
colleagues at the airport, got the van, and
made a beeline for Burnside. For the first
hour, watched in awe, nervous, before
haltingly getting into the mix. At some point

around pro;
Mark Hubbard’s rather frightening Elg Bowl
‘and back down to Portland. That was a
fun trip, skating-wise, certainly, but just as.

portantly, from the band of newly acquired
brothers angle. Though at least ten years
younger than the rest, Patrick proved to be an
‘equal and valued addition to the crew, good-
humored, and a pleasure to be around. One

of

during
rolled up i a rented red Ghovy Blazer, and

not so great for him was that, in Portland, it's

on the lookout perch

in ipm gotintroduced to the driver, Lou

new associates, eat from the buffet at the

tall, lank, t
mgn school graduate named Patrick from
Justus, Pennsylvania. Patrick Walsh, now

Kit r Sassy’s
peculiarity of your pal’s girlfriend dancing
naked on stage. Unfortunately for Patrick, his

known, for a variety of
iker since i 1980s

barely voting:

rapper, reminiscent of KRS-One, LL Cool J,

outside. Honestly, ' not sure what he did
i i isthat, after

and Schoolly D, but for art.
with an Old School Hip Hop twist. Patrick

nine days of daily contact, we'd hit it off and

shook hands,

and revealed he’d ruptured his spi
offthe flat of a mini-ramp a few months pnar
“Man, that sucks” | said, and went back to

wrangling some tenuous lines in between the

Being that era, letters were exchanged—
first drawings and ephemera, then zines,
starting in 2004, after Patrick began
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Busters. Patrick's drawings and texts had

2n absurd, updated, Saul Steinberg quality,
cartoonlike and surrealistically sophisticated,
popul: sters along with early internet-
ndemslabsdiplaying acatlc tate
for engrossing i ral
ab:e:slons e eTwlns
(née the McCrary Ty

:parkgd by childhood perusals of the
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the crazy records smashed, like a carny

meaningful ongoing

composite.
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riding the smallest motorcycles possible

New York. Not long
to the patronage of maverick restaurateur

tour. Such

unexpected, unorthodox

mdenu of an appreciation for the old-time

own zine,
Elk; left the page to become solid n form as

irst, at
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Uitra Trad Lands in January 2007. A The

progressive thirst 'ar'arranging and diverse

ular
Sleoves and Botome+ pictogram snagged

froma

So. it MOCATL in 2013,

. With

its Stealth ‘Bomber-shaped playing card
cut-outs,

laborate
o tr:n:plred in Ulira Trad Lands—and

increasingly

and drawings of grouped contorted Gopv

o bring JPW3's work to a new audience

esque faces, i
‘energy with a finesse unusual in an artist
who was all of twenty-six at the time.

Afew months earlier, when Busters
and Elk shared a table at the second
Printed Matter Art Book Fair, we decided to
propose “Zine Night” to one of

inan

(specifically, MOCA's East Galleries in

its Neo-Brutalist-converted firehouse in
downtown). Completely committed from the
get-go, but with a nice bump of reaffirmation
six months before the show when | caught

at Heathers Bar on East 13th Street, where
JPW3 and Jory Rabinovitz had already been

it at L
Division’s (LAND) -mall parking lot
on Santa Monica. Tumbleweeds fueled by

back with, “Sure, why not?” Those semi-

reg

“Exhaust Fruit Flares” soundtrack emanated
hs .
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, peer-to-
pecr palavering supplemented by cocktai.
‘while later, David Selig came into play again
‘when he cannily opened Rockaway Tacos

‘on Beach 96th Street. Before it became a

culinary cause célébre and nexus of a social
network driving the

Lyons, in a dress, finger-
and hood of a classic Crown Vic, with
specially crafted flutes adorning its extended
exhaust pipes. When Daniel Pineda, in the
driver's seat,rewed the engine,th flutes

he commissioned Patickto paint the fagade.
What

went
bystanders to jump. Me:nwhlle a Chevy

aspect of Rm:kzway Tacos® appeal was a
site-specific, half-harlequin, half-Coney
Island, black, red,

were getting busy inside before the back
doors opened revealing S. Gernsbacher
; " e

nowerbal signage with a beach-shack vibe
bya conceptual artst sincerel

Johnny’s “Sleep Walk* on her 1970 Fender
Stratocaster, that dreamy riff augmented

by fish tacos.

by her All the while,

boards were disseminated and callected
as art pieces in local homes. If that's nota

and passed
out celery, kale, beet, apple, and ginger
healthy drinks, incorporating escalating

sign of validation by a broad demographic ‘amounts of Patrén as the night unfolded.
iti don't care talked, watched, and
“ tual art” | don’ : exactly: ing on in the
Along the way, i d otherwise,  midst of a i ing
i i i ingly ined facets of many




such operations. Not dour performance
with a capital “P? but enjoyable, mnugmul

Oleum® as a young man while working
advertising, and later suggesting the title

stimulating, and
JPW3's eccentric logic. And kind of punk by
erasing the barriers between performers
and audience and making them one on the
uncomventional “stage Directed by the.

“Rust ps” o Neil, who bestowed it

on the album now a cornerstone in the Young

canon. Thus, his exhibition at MOCA became

Sleep Never Rusts, an inversion aligned with

Patrick’s attraction to Ludwig Wittgenstein’s
oot n

:mn.

occas
chaosand serendipity
akin to what ife can be like when its goad

Amaximal blast, .On
the other side of the
when, one timein LA, icked Patrck up to
goeat 3
which owing hoy »and

left parked on Catalina Street in Koreatown.
That treasured 1984 maroon Scirocco with
the white hood and roof that conveyed
Patrick e

how, looking back, it can seem so strange "it”
ever hay the first place. Sort of like

Truly utiitarian art,
vessel in both senses of the word, a German-
engineered machine and metaphor, a two-

finity-loop
buckots full of holes revaving endles:ly. the
first gallery became a ver

ipsi
down pails; i  sometimes.

the-art magic of Burnside. While | loitered,
Patrick got under the front end to fiddle
:nd ix as we joked about is “performance”

another. Symbolically, they probed the

splendor of seeing, asking what s inside and

what s out. Purple, orange, black, green, and
Rust-Oleu

mdmg affection for his machine. The artist
and his art becoming one, and though only

y affiiated with Edna Andrade’s 0p~
the e ing, lovir ination to keep art Jack
the Scirocco going along with many other Drummer’s inscrutably decayed, stretched

justas pieces. Upon leaving that room and
a

Patrick to T

artistic productions.
Along the way, Patrick had picked

up the curious story of Devo's Mark

Mothersbaugh inventing the term "Rust-

mid-stroke confronted the observer, who,
1o proceed further, had to pass “through”
her and become momentarily one with the
celebrated tennis pro. Endlessly inanimate
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or, conversely, finding problems in everything.
That's the struggle that generates the result,
as it must be, but the outcome was anything

in there, (oa) P
of the wrist” Watching Serena sway on the
ribbons, hearing the

and hearing viewers’ geninely enchanted

the wax from the adjoining galleries
fostered constant awareness of the artist’s
meticulous intentions. Then, through a
oo " i

fulfilment and gratitude, for the exhibition
itself, and for its creator.
‘Along with the pai
o

g, sculpture,

4 pi
sculptures made of layers of melted wax,
slowly molting, nert, and sepulchral. That

interrelationships and difficult-to-explain
twists and turns, as well as often-har-to-

pin-down

strangely calming mausoleum, or, conversely,
amildly ominous, stalled amusement park
ride. One more door and a dizzying floor-to-

significance to these activities. From that
time in Miami when Patrick jumped off the
roof into the pool during the sweet and funny

“finish
line” triamphantiy supersized zineorigins
onto entire walls, composed of eight-by-

to deceased race car enthusiast and Fast
and Furious franchise actor), to us skating
doatLapn .

trash bag his show, assessed by
inviting act 3
beckoned sitters laughi ivers took their sweet time

allup where the show "ended” while the
tartan motif rotated them back out into

idling at the stop signs. Typical South Tucson.
Just two moments, intertwined into a broad

biy
confounding experience.
Coml

humrous, llusive, lghty destai

9
d mental

y open attitude
has infused exciting expansions on initial
formulas. Also, seriousness without being
overblown, and something elemental at work,
be it fire, wax, food, or likenesses, provi
kinds of

landscapes. As the buckers showed all
of their holey sides, they recalled the old,
painful nursery thyme, “There's a Hole in

people, notust the maven, Art thatreaches
out, awakens the senses, and captivates
with a generosity of spirit. Its heartening

my Bucket
of Henry's impossible task offllng the

totrack s
evolution as their fundamental humor, gift for

bucket with water.
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uandary, relevant to the artist's Sisyphean
predicament of working through muems

intact and flourish with integrity, and there’s
o doubt that soulful, imaginative progression

bear fruit far into the future.
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