
FOR TYREE GUYTON

I see art as a way of saying, seeing, and feeling all the
things I never had a chance to do when I was coming
up....It's the kind of magic I dreamed about as a boy, but
am only now able to express creatively. - Tyree Guyton

For five years Tyree Guyton - assisted by his wife Karen and
his grandfather, Sam Mackey - has transformed the flotsam and
jetsam of America's urban nightmare into the stuff that dreams
of a better life can be made of.

In the spirit of collective improvisation and potlatch, these
African-American artists turn abandoned houses into marvelous
assemblages, resonant with wild humor. The basic materials of
their art are the broken parts of a broken-down society, the odd
pieces left behind by a civilization in decay: old toys, bicycles,
shoes, a telephone booth, discarded tires, tin cans, a football hel
met, dolls, mousetraps, streetsigns, birdcages, playing cards.

Built with things that others have thrown away, their colorful
collages-in-the-form-of-funhouses challenge the mounting mis
ery of these times. Not surprisingly, they aroused interest that
soon became international. Heidelberg Street on Detroit's East
Side - the street where Guyton grew up, and the site of his con
structions - was recognized as one of the few outstanding
attractions in a city that has long suffered the ravages of eco
nomic decline.

For his services Guyton was officially rewarded with court
appearances, insults from politicians and the daily press, and the
destruction of his work. On November 23, 1991, without prior
notification, bulldozers and wrecking crews demolished the last
four houses that he and his co-workers had so painstakingly
transformed.

Applauding this inexcusable devastation, the Detroit News
labeled Guyton's houses "eyesores," and cited neoconservative
critic Hilton Kramer's old chestnut that art is too fragile to be
burdened with solving society's problems. There are words for
such posturing, and for those who adopt it: stupid, hypocritical,
cowardly and loathsome are a few that come to mind. Is it not as
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plain as day that the real "eyesores" in Detroit are precisely the
buildings that Tyree Guyton has not touched?

It is further alleged that Guyton's neighbors objected to his art.
If true, this would be one of the strongest reasons not only for
letting his works stand, but for protecting them as well. Are
neighbors to stand as judges, juries and executioners of art? Add
up all the artists in history who enjoyed the approval of their
neighbors, and the total would not suffice to fill a drugstore. It is
virtually an axiom: In matters of poetry, freedom and love, nine
ty-nine out of a hundred neighbors are wrong.

However - and this is only one of many ironies in the
Heidelberg Street affair - the charge that Guyton's neighbors
are hostile to his art may well be unfounded. In transforming
their neighborhood, Guyton and his collaborators have also
done much to transform their neighbors - or at least have
helped several of them to liberate themselves from conventional
fears and prejudices. Some, who contributed objects to be added
to the assemblages, have made no secret of the pleasure and
pride the "Heidelberg Project" has given them. Since the infa
mous Day of the Bulldozers, others have come out strongly in
Guyton's defense.

Indeed, Guyton's organic relation to the other residents of the
Heidelberg Street area - as well as to Detroit's large homeless
population, and, more particularly, to the growing homeless
movement - is almost certainly what provoked the authorities to
take such extreme punitive measures against him. In an
exploitative society, the barriers between art and community 
between the practice of poetry and daily life - are indispens
able to those who hold the power. Anyone who helps break
down these barriers - anyone who aids and abets the free
expression of an oppressed minority - helps subvert the existing
power structure.

At a time when the "official art" of the U.S. is mired in ludicrous
irrelevance, Tyree Guyton has hurled a bright red sackful of
monkeywrenches into the repressive machinery of white racist
America's politico-cultural vapidity.

His first houses have been reduced to rubble. But every day
more houses are abandoned!
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And what are all the bulldozers in the world against the unfet
tered imagination?
We salute the exemplary courage of 'TYree Guyto~, who, in the
face of bureaucratic harassment and threats, admirably refuses
to cease and desist.
We declare our total solidarity with him in his struggle against
the corrupt and venal officialdom of Detroit.

We protest the destruction of his houses as a .p~rti?ularly glaring
example of government censorship - censorship In Its most brutal
form, and absolutely withoutjustification.

For the Surrealist Movement in the United States,
Chris BENEKE, Les BLANK, Jayne CORTEZ, Guy DUCORNET, Rikki
DUCORNET, Luis GARCIA-ABRINES, Beth GARON, Paul GARON,
Robert GREEN Maurice GREENIA, Miriam HANSEN, Theordore
HEINE, Charle's HOLT, Joseph JABLONSKI, Philip LAMANTIA,
Nathan LERNER, Gina LITHERLAND, Mary LOW, Thomas MAGEE,
Tristan MEINECKE, Luiza Franco MOREIRA, Hal C. ~ATTEE, Nancy
J. PETERS, Hal RAMMEL, David R. ROEDIGER, Franklin ROSEMO~T,
Penelope ROSEMONT, Mark ROSENZWEIG,' Cathy SEITX, LO~lse
SIMONS, Martha SONNENBERG, Christopher K. STARR, Cheikh
Tidiane SYLLA, Debra TAUB, Dale TOMICH, Theordore WATTS, Joel
WILLIAMS
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AN INTERNATIONAL SURREALIST DECLARATION ON THE
IICOLUMBUS QUINCENTENNIAL" 1492 - 1992
IIAS LONG AS TOURISTS REPLACE SEERS•••"

HAs long as some exploit others, without even getting any plea
sure out of it - money stands between them, a shared tyrant;
money stands between them, a snake devouring its tail, a bomb
fuse; as long as, in the long black night, tourists replace
seers II - Andre Breton, Prolegomena to a Third Manifesto
of Surrealism or Not (1942)

Starting in 1492 with the arrival of Christopher Columbus, the
discovery/invasion/conquest of the Americas has been engraved
into the expansionist historical process of our so-called
"Western" civilization, continuing for centuries with the oppres
sion, exploitation, persecution, and destruction of indigenous
peoples and cultures, as well as the immense natural world in
which these peoples and cultures lived.

The past remains present in the memory of classes and eth
nic groups: a tradition of conquerors and of conquered in
ineluctable confrontation. As Surrealists and enemies of "civ
ilization," we are neither neutral nor indifferent.

Today we witness pompous official celebrations, veritable
consecration rituals that attempt to legitimize not only all
past acts, but also their continuation into the present, mani
fested by the "New World Order": capitalist invasion on a
planetary scale. In response, a growing, multiform move
ment of protest now exists to reinterpret the history of the
past five centuries from the point of view of the victims 
native peoples, Blacks, peons and their modern descendants
- and their struggle. The movement celebrates the memory
of individuals such as Cuauhtemoc and Tupac-Amaru ,
Geronimo and Sitting Bull, Zumbi dos Palmares and
Toussaint L'Ouverture - and Gonzalo Guerrero, the
Spaniard who sided with the Mayas, fighting with them
against the Iberian conquerors of Yucatan. Its goal is to
"comb History the wrong way," to use Walter Benjamin's
beautiful image.
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