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The work you are about to see is so varied it will make 
your head spin. It will have you hunting around for 
points of reference. The spectrum opened up by Abra-
ham Cruzvillegas’ art seems immense. The extent of 
the challenge is plain simply from a list of the materials 
he uses or the images he evokes : a street vendor’s 
cart; a Mayan bas-relief; stacks of merchandise on mar-
ket stalls; a skateboard; an animal totem, hallucinatory 
visions…
Will the diversity, the complexity and the sheer enor-
mity of this work make you give up on it ? Are you bo-
thered by the apparent lack of coherence ? Of course 
not, you’re going to step boldly into its depths, its ca-
tacombs. So now it’s my turn to be unsettled by your 
confidence. You’re following your intuition.
Have you taken some hallucinogen to guide you ? In
that case, let’s share it. I’ll follow you. “What comes first 
?”you say. What comes first is that he’s from Mexico 
City, La Ciudad de México, the city of cities; a tiered 
city; a city of hanging gardens. “Like Babylon ?” I ask. 
“Of course,” you reply. This is a city that testifies to its 
permanent status of future archaeological site. Future 
archaeology : it’s only a contradiction in the fleeting cir-
cumstances of a language. Not so in the swirling reality 
of Mexico City, with its balancing act between past, pre-
sent, and future. Because that’s what Cruzvillegas sets 
out to do : his art seeks constantly to foreground all 
these energies, which emanate from several eras and 
several places.
Doing this is a social, economic, and mental gamble; a
dangerous one too. We normally prefer to keep eras and 



energies within circumscribed spaces. The past, for ins-
tance, in the museum. But Cruzvillegas the shaman in-
sists on doing something else; an attitude that the spirit 
and beating heart of a city like his demand. Cruzvillegas 
the shaman-artist knows that and tries to live up to it. It 
goes without saying that this is an inhuman task : tuning 
into a place like Mexico City takes immense concentra-
tion. You have to recalculate your position relative to 
things. Reconnect with them constantly. Resonate with 
them over and again. You do that through movement. 
You’re always on the move : the city of cities shifts, trem-
bles down to its foundations. You pause along the way, 
at city squares, to catch your breath. You talk to those 
who, like you, are becoming one with this pyramidal
Aztec city, organized into strata, into layers of indivi-
duals, eras, and sediments. Then you set off again. The 
electricity that plays around living things, objects, and 
places –at ancient sites and supermarkets alike– flows 
through you.


