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IHE REUOtUilOlI WItt SERUE WI]IE A]ID CHEEST
Wynwood's Gallery Walks Are Helping to Redejine a l,{eighborhooc

i . l '

I 
'm there with a blow-dryer at night: Ftr, ish, f inishl' of galleries-alongside crack houses and a disturb- across the sidewalks.

I 
chuckled Hernan Bas, describing his brushwork ing tableau of the walking wounded. ,,This is paris in the '2os!,, gallery ow

! during a recent talk at the Rubell Family Collec- Five years on, that urban blight now uneasily Snitzer previously enthused to me, and ba
tion When it comes to the much-in-demand canvas- coexists with upwards of 70 galleries and "alterna month's Gallery Walk, it 's hard not to sh.
es ofthe Miami art scene's reigning lt Boy, quick-dry- t ive" spaces. lt 's a flowering-both creatively and sion. True, there's plenty of dross com
ing acrylic paint is his material of choice. "l have no economically-which can sti l l  be hard to spot during attention, and more than a few galleries \
patience for oil," added Bas.

, "Jl:::il:::5':i$:1:::,:Til:ifii"",j ttami is now home to some of rhe mosr exdtins aili
5:i:T;],1'j[::T:l :::n::T"?;'ff::,":j: around, lrom ilew Yortr lo, yes, pafis.
collectors just as impatient to tear through their slim
portfolios in 5earch of the next art star. The post-Art the day. But on the second Saturday of each month, rush mentality is matched by their aesth€
Basel frenzy continues, and in its wake no one has those warehouse gates and doors fl ing themselves shod programs. But wading through the
time for anything as laborious as letting the paint dry. open to host the Wynwood Gallery Walk a coordi- young'uns on the make also brings evi(
Indeed, the numbers speak for themselves: Prior to nated series of exhibit ions and openings that draws Miami is now home to some of the mo
Art Basel's 2002 arrival in town, the bleakly industrial roving crowds of hipsters and the well-heeled alike, artists around, from New York to, yes, pans.
Wynwood neighborhood was home to only a handful all stepping gingerly around the broken glass strewn snitzer was presenting the debut so
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Peilormante
ailist l'lafa los€
Ailona blew
misleadingly

Fort  Lauderdale 's Alex Sweet (a
New World grad, natch),  whose
portrai ts of  om inou sly jungle-
shrouded warriors all intricately
burned into slabs of wood-were
nothing short  of  jaw dropping.
Around the corner at Gallery Diet,
performance a r t is t  Maria Jos6
Arjona invoked the psychic fallout
of the daily violence in her native
Colombia,  b lowing mislead ingly
playful  bubbles that burst  into
blood'red splotches on the gallery
wal ls,  hersel f ,  and any less-than-
spry passerby. The David Castil lo
Gallery offered up the alien pod
l ike,  g l i t ter ing sculptures of
Wendy Wischer, while the Dorsch Gallery featured Brandon
Opalka's striking 131 foot long Day Glo wall m']ral, The Great
Republic.

A few blocks away, the scrappy Twenty Twenty Projects
spotlighted the paintings and silk screens of Daniel Newman,
maintaining its proletarian-<hic vibe by handing out <ans of
Busch beer-no vodka sponsors here.  And despi te the
appearance of a who's who of scenesters, no spottings of Bas,
either. "l don't go out to the Gallery Walk," Bas explained back at
the Rubell fete. "l feel l ike I get swamped, and sometimes ldon't
want to talk to people." The glad-handers, the advice seekefs,
the (ahem) nosy journalists? They send him running back to the
seclusion of his studio: "l l ike the friends I had before I was

'Hernan Bas,"'
It 's a sentiment apparently shared by the art po\e

of sculptor Mark Handforth and fi lmmaker Dara Frie(
lat ter  of  whom anxiously bol ted away inside Twent
when asked to pose for a photo.  But Fr iedman nee
worried: The pair went otherwise unnoticed. Yes, H.
sculptures remain hot sellers at auction, regularly fel
f igures. And Friedman's videos have turned heads in
exhibit ions from the Whitney Biennial to the Museun
ern Art .  But both f igures establ ished internat ional  r
themselves in Miami's pre Basel days. And for today's
esters, that period may as well be the Stone Age. 4
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playful bubbles
that burst into
blood-red
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