
When Larry and Tracey and Randy gave me a show at Rosco Louie, 
I already had an idea in my head, based on my work 
with the Color Xerox Machine.
I wanted to make my own pawn shop.
 I was most likely inspired, unconsciously at least, 
by Claes Oldenburg's Store, where, in 1961, 
he had made his own versions of consumer goods, he had made his own versions of consumer goods, 
and displayed them in a storefront on the lower east side.
 I had only seen a couple of fragments in museums- 
but the basic idea was exactly what I wanted to do. 
I had been making guitars for some time- I had at least a dozen of em- 
so I proceeded to take all kinds of ordinary things 
that you might find in a pawn shop down to the library,and xeroxed em. 
Hammers and cameras, drills and clocks- I cant remember all of em, Hammers and cameras, drills and clocks- I cant remember all of em, 
but I did a lot. 
Then I would laminate the xerox images on 2” thick cardboard 
from the dumpster, and lather on a coat of Rhoplex, 
which was a kind of base for acrylic paint- an acrylic clearcoat. 
Nowadays, you can buy lots of stuff like that from Golden 
at the art supply store. 
Back then, it was a rare and mystical substance- Back then, it was a rare and mystical substance- 
another artist I knew, Francie Allen, had ordered a fifty gallon drum 
of it direct from the Rohm and Haas factory back east, 
and I bought five gallons off of her. It was a universal fixative, 
a clear gloop you could paint on anything 
and it would make it look real, and commercial, and official,
 like a storebought product. 
The perfect thing to legitimize art made from trash.  The perfect thing to legitimize art made from trash.  
I loved it. I painted it on everything. 

Initially, I thought I would just install the Pawn Shop without access in the original, tiny Rosco Louie space, 
and never open the door- you would only be able to see it by peering in the grimy windows. 
But I realized that it was much better in the new improved larger Rosco Louie on Washington. 
I could never sell anything worth a darn- I am a crappy salesman- but Larry was born to sell. 
It was a perfect combination.
He thought he discovered me, and I thought I discovered him, and never the two were wiser. He thought he discovered me, and I thought I discovered him, and never the two were wiser. 
He is the curator, and I eluded being curated.


