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Perhaps deeply political work like the Rolling Jubilee cannot
be arc because it is undertaken autonomously, without
relying upon outside approval.

Lost Property is something we started because of despair.
And the lack of the raw and the rough. I felt a painful
gap between my ideas and my reality. I wanted the ideas,
and [ was feeling both an urge to stay in the latency of
things, and a need for speed. Only I could give myself that
sort of space. However, nowadays, baving that very space,

I find myself spending a lot of time cleaning glasses,
:;E::f;f:f ;?;yvg?;cﬁ::':ia;"vdgmbergk. repeating myself, fixing the toilet, writing e-mails,
walking up and down, talking to strangers. If I made
some money, [ think I would hire someone to work for
me. But for Lost Property to be new we had to start by
doing everything ourselves: beer, bread, design, and self-
commissioned re-runs of big and small shows and artists.
~Felicia von Zweigenbergk, co-founder of Lost Propercy

Gallery and Butcher’s Tears Brewery, Amsterdam

The artist, brewer, curator and all-around creative entrepre-
neur Felicia von Zweigenbergk e-mails some photos from
. her West Amsterdam gallery. Two tiny girls, their backs to
the camera, add chalk marks to a dull institutional brick
wall brightened with names circled in green and pink
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hearts: Jan, Arkan, Sara, Felicia. 7 HAVE CRIMINAL INTEN-
TIONS, someone wrote in pale pink block letters.

We're in the courtyard of a public housing project spread
over two or three city blocks in a neighborhood about fifteen
miles west of Amsterdam’s city center. The average household
subsists on €13,300, the lowest per-capita income in
Amsterdam. Built in the 1970s, the buildings are five-story
walk-ups, each with twenty apartments. Cinderblock stair-
wells are painted pale mustard and green, and most have
been lightly graffitied. Most of the residents are Moroccan,
Turkish, and African immigrant families. Buildings like this
in cities all over the world have been, depending on local
politics, torn down after being deemed failed social experi-
ments, or converted to middle-class condominiums.

Twenty-five minutes from the museum district by public
transit, West Amsterdam is considered the “worst” neighbor-
hood in the Netherlands. When I visited Lost Property last
year, the neighborhood seemed, at least relative to the exurbs
of many American cities, tidy and pleasant. Still, the West
Amsterdam situation seemed dire enough that the local town
council accepted a proposal written by von Zweigbergk and
Jan Weissner, two artists in their early twenties, to transform
a closed video store into a gallery and manage ten of the
project’s apartments as rent-subsidized artist housing.

After finishing their undergraduate degrees at an
Amsterdam art school in 2011, Felicia and Jan both knew
that they didn't want to attend graduate school, or enter the
local art scene as “emerging artists.” Still, they wanted to do
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something. As Felicia says, “To be honest, I find artist-run
spaces pretty dubious, like an actor making a record—smells
like a crisis of some sort. But | believe in working, and
opening a space and starting to deal with the business around
it enabled me to be busy, not caring what everyone else was
doing, and getting stronger. | could: stop my backstabbing
of the art scene, and get away from the stickiness of art
school and its whirlpool of success worship. 1 am thinking
it’s better to be misunderstood, than too well understood by
former professors. Creating a space, or even a ‘business,’ fits
my drive for something surreal and rotal. My first thought
when creating Lost Property was that it should funcrion inde-
pendently of people’s liking, become something that is its
own reality. [ believe surroundings are stronger than people.

“It would never be possible to do Lost Property any-
where but in a substandard building ac the edge of the ciry,”
she continues. “Not because of us, but because no one
would let us, or want us to do that.” The gallery consists of
two smallish rooms, a mezzanine, and the former video
store’s backlit signage strip over the door, now used as a
light-box to display images ‘curated’ by each visiting artist.
A bar in the front serves Butcher’s Tears beer.

Unlike other alternative cultural programs in
Amsterdam, Lost Property has no donors, no institutional
partners, no regular staff and no advisory board. Their
mission is blissfully free of the “neighborhood art” and “com-
munity outreach” rhetoric that surrounds many ventures in
social practice. The idea that the gallery could ever assimilate
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itself into this immigrant district is preposterous. The West
Amsterdam tenants have no common language or culrure.
They come from all over the world and live in the projects less
by choice than default while struggling to establish themselves
in the more-affluent Netherlands. Instead, the gallery exists as
an oasis of otherness in an otherwise utilitarian setting, Felicia
shows what she likes. Recently, this has meant films by
Chantal Akerman, Jon Moritsugu, Masha Tupitsyn, Nina
Menkes, and Antoni Padros; videotapes of gallery ralks by
Cady Noland and Holland Cotter; and installations by
Martha Wilson and Castillo Corrales, the innovative Paris-
based gallery and publisher. All work and time is donated.
Amsterdam artists, and those passing through, cram into the
two tiny rooms for events and openings. Felica supports
herself and the enterprise with proceeds from Butcher’s Tears,
the brewery she co-founded and owns with two partners.
Producing several thousand bottles per month, Butcher’s
Tears is a kind of for-profit artwork that began when Felicia
joined forces with a reclusive brewer and a disaffecred Pfizer
executive who wanted to change his life after a protracred
divorce. Can there be any truly socially-based art that
doesn’t acknowledge a relation to money?

In 1978 in New York, the Austrian conceptual artist
Stefan Eins famously left his Soho loft for the South Bronx to
found Fashion Moda Gallery. Encouraging collaborations
between white East Village artists and South Bronx graffiti
artists and rappers, the space soon became mythic. A few of
the downtown artists, most notably John and Charlie Ahearn,
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were so deeply affected by this exposure theyd continue their
work in the Bronx throughout the ensuing decades. But most
of the Fashion Moda alumnae diverged in predictable ways.
As Sergio Bessas impressive and devastating 2009 survey
show That Was Then, This Is Now at the Bronx Museum of
Art demonstrated, most of the downtown East Village artists
progressed to art school teaching jobs, museum and gallery
shows, while most of the South Bronx artists, even those who
continued producing art, went on to work intermittently at
low-wage jobs and spend time in jail and prison.

Lost Property’s agenda and presence in the West
Amsterdam community seems timely and realistic. The
project makes no spectacular claims, and remains free of
embarrassing zeal about nonexistent “communities.”
Instead, the project acknowledges the only true common
ground shared by immigrant tenants and artists: all would
probably prefer to be elsewhere, but remain in West
Amsterdam for its affordable rents and proximity to the
central city. And perhaps to begin with just one true fact is
enough. There is an energy surrounding von Zweigbergk's
enterprise. Neighborhood kids are naturally curious about
who the artists are, and what goes on in the gallery. The
very fact of the gallery’s existence suggests to those interested
that there can be other activities and modes of existence
beyond family life and low-wage menial jobs.

Lost Property doesn't seek to teach or instruct or even
change anything. Pursued with a healthy self-interest, its acti-
vities and presence add a new color to the urban landscape.
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