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At tlu slime time we lire IIware tllllt jetling hm 

become II discourse wit/Jin tbe illstihltion.s-there ;s "OIU 

asallct;olled /allgullge witb wbich to discms fte/;Ilg as a 

COllcept and mode 0/ critique. 

How are YOII ,mderstalldillg or participatillg ;11 
these trajectories? Call we develop together a mou 

IItlallced understallding 0/ these contexts? Whats your 

ftelillg abotlt ftelillg? 

Possible Tactics:As YOII call see--we have jllst 

retllTlled frOIll a 1II01lth long research trip aboard a school 

blls. We gathered a1l rl1lwieldy alllollnt of lIIaterial that 

we aUII t quite sllre !Jow to orgalliu-as II collectivt Wt 

thillk that ftelbrg might be a particttlarly mefill or CtlriOIlS 

organizing stnlCture. 

When Jeelillg ;s tlsed to orgall;u dOCIll1ltllts what 

exactly is it doi1lg? 

Today the 01l1y reliable thbrg abollt doCtllllmts is 

that they are ll11reliable. Does ftelbrg o/for all appropriate 

method for orga1lizi1lg this ll11reliability? 

How does docllllletttary help liS rl1lderstalld collec­

tive experience? Is there sllch a thing as collective foelillg? 

"We wish to investigate the particular kinds of subjectivity 

that are emotional," a young woman who belongs to the 

collective began. "There are specific feelings that have 
contingency ... like, uh, envy?" 

I had nothing to say. No one asked a direct question. It 
seemed strange, and a little presumptuous, to be asked to 
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give up a Sunday to listen to a contorted rhetoric designed 

to inflate the legitimate and even illterestillg desire to go on 

a summer road trip with friends into a "research-based art 

practice." Had these artists been so expertly trained that 

they'd vol1t1ltarily enact such baroque degrees of repression 

even when they're not being judll'd, paid, or graded? 

Implicit, of course, is an absurd lack of perspective: the 

idea that one's summer vacation afrer grad school would 

result in an archive. I thought of the degree-granting, 

low-residency "research institute" I'd recently visited in 

Scandanavia, where a young German arrist reported on her 

recent IIcollaborntive, research" in northern 
England, a region she'd never been to priorly, and had no 

ties to. Modestly funded by some EU art-entity, she and her 

colleagues arrived in the town for cwo months, rented a 

vacant storefront, and photographed foreclosure signs 

outside local homes and small businesses. The project 

culminated with the exhibition of these images in the 

makeshift gallery. The "local community" was invited to 

come and discuss the "foreclosure problem" with three 

artists in their early twenties who barely spoke English 

and had no curiosity, much less expertise, in the economic 

logistics of property ownership, debt, and lending. 

Fleeing the panel discussion, I copied some of the bus's 

"graffiti" into my notebook: 

lllll/Mterial labor-service + a./foctive + domestic 

Community + its lingu;stic cOlltellls 
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Lost Property, West Amnerdam. 
Photo counesy of Felicia von Zweigcnbcrgk. 
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Perhaps deeply political work like the Rolling Jubilee cannot 

be art because it is undertaken autonomously, without 

relying upon outside approval. 

3. 

Lost Property is something we started because of despair. 

Al1d the lack of the raw al1d the rOllgh. [folt a pail1fiil 

gap betweell my idellS al1d my reality. [wal1ted the ideas, 

al1d [was foelil1g both al1 IIrge to stay il1 tl" latellCJ of 

thil1gs, al1d a l1eed for speed. 0111y [ co1l1d give myself that 

sort o/spau. However. Ilowadays, having that very spOUt 

[ fil1d myself sPelldil1g a lot of time &al1il1g glilSSes, 

repeatil1g myself. fixil1g the toilet, writil1g e-mails, 

walkil1g lip al1d dowl1, talkil1g to stral1gers. If [ made 

some monry. I thillk I would hire someolle to work for 

me. Bllt for Lost Property to be l1ew we had to start by 

doil1g everythil1g ollTSelves: beer, bread, desigsl, al1d self­

commissiolled U·rtI1lI o/big 111Id sma/l shows IIlId ",tists. 

- Felicia von Zweigenbergk, co-founder of Lost Proper'}' 

Gallery and Butcher's Tears Brewery, Amsterdam 

The anist, 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. I 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 flfteen 

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 flve-story 

walk-ups, each with twenty apartments. Cinderblock stair­

wells are painted pale mustard and green, and most have 

been lighcly 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-flve 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 neighbothood 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 
I 

Jan Weissner, two artists in their early cwenties, to transform 

a closed video store into a gallery and manage ten of the 

project's apartments as rent-subsidized artist housing. 

After flnishing their undergraduate degrees at an 

Amsterdam art school in 20 II, 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 CO do 
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something. As Felicia says, "To be honest, I nnd artist-run 

spaces pretty dubious, like an actor making a record-smells 

like a crisis of some sort. But I believe in working, and 

opening a space and starting co deal with the business around 

it enabled me to be busy, not caring what everyone else was 

doing, and getting stconger. I could· stop my backstabbing 

of the art scene, and get away from the stickiness of art 

school and its whirlpool of success worship. I 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 total. My nrst thought 

when creating Lost Property was that it should function inde­

pendently of people's liking, become something that is its 

own reality. I believe surroundings are stronger than people. 

"It would never be possible co do Lost Property any­

where but in a substandard building at the edge of the city," 

she continues. "Not because of us, but because no one 

would let us, or want us to do thac." The gallery consists of 

two smallish rooms, a mezzanine, and the former video 

score'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 roer assimilate 
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itself into chis immigrant district is preposterous. The West 

Amsterdam tenants have no common language or culture. 

They come /Tom allover che world and live in che projects less 

by choice than def-lUlt while struggling to establish themselves 

in che more-affiuent Necherlands. Instead, che gallery exists as 

an oasis of ocherness 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 talks by 

Cady Noland and Holland Cotter; and installations by 

Marcha Wilson and Castillo Corrales, che innovative Paris­

based gallery and publisher. All work and time is donated. 

Amsterdam artists, and chose passing chrough, cram into the 

twO tiny rooms for events and openings. Felica supportS 

herself and the enterprise wich proceeds /Tom Butcher's Tears, 

che brewery she co-founded and owns wich two partners. 

Producing several thousand botdes per month, Butcher's 

Tears is a kind...offor-profh artwork that began when Felicia 

joined forces with a reclusive brewer and a disaffected Pllzer 

executive who wanted to change his life after a protracted 

divorce. Can there be any truly socially-based art that 

doesn't acknowledge a relation to money? 

In 1978 in New York, che Austrian conceptual artist 

Stefun Eins fumously left his Soho loft for che Souch Bronx to 

found Fashion Moda Gallery. Encouraging collaborations 

between white East Village artises and Souch Bronx graffiti 

artists and rappers, che 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 chey'd continue cheir 

work in the Bronx throughout the ensuing decades. But most 

of che Fashion Moda alumnae diverged in predictable ways. 

As Sergio Sessa's impressive and devastating 2009 survey 

show Thilt Was Th"" This Is NO/vat rhe Bronx Museum of 

Arr demonsrrared, most of the downtown East Village artists 

progressed ro att school teaching jobs, museum and gallery 

shows, while mosr of rhe Sourh Bronx arrises, even those who 

continued producing an, went on (Q work inrermirrenciy at 

low-wage jobs and spend rime in jail and prison. 

Lost Property's agenda and presence in rhe West 

Amsterdam community seems timely and realistic. The 

project makes no specracular claims, and remains free of 

embarrassing zeal about nonexistent "communities." 
Instead, the project acknowledges the only true common 

ground shared by immigrant tenants and arrists: 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 rrue fuct is 

enough. There is an energy surrounding von Zweigbergk's 

enterprise. Neighborhood kids are naturally curious about 

who the arrists are, and what goes on in the gallery. The 

very fuct of the gallery's existence suggests to those interested 

that there can be other activities and modes of c:xistence 

beyond fumily life and low-wage menial jobs. 

LoS! Property doesn't seek to teach or instruct or even 

change anything. Pursued wich a healthy self-interest, its acti­

vities and presence add a new color to the urban landscape. 
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