
,(irl\i(I (S ' IITI:I(! J{ll:\ '))lO-{ }l:r-I'{l)lOIXO ' )iOO\O1

s o J Y I J .[{ i-i 8. S WOO.] t

zolGzwoo lrlqcox

ISYT
SHONYT

IIINORT OP

YJI\IY
(
t

ZSTI

https://www.libris.ro/anita-de-monte-laughs-last-xochitl-gonzalez-9781526676283--p37239090.html


ONIlAYf,

I



P(erls (((ruooJ eql ur uorlJrJr,,leerS E paleeJf, u 'slou-3^?rl ar{l eJo,

-eq dpurzrletuel serlrunlroddo rraqt SurT8uup soleq Jr{t :Jelnf,Rred ur

sdnor8 orvu Jsor{l uee^/ueq perpr.Is lsrrr{r eqr par(o[ue ,tIIt1 dlernleu

'patr,rur sdemp arazr,r eldoad runasnru 8rq aqr ily'sele; .ra8unod taqro
dq paceldor fraqleSotle Surreaddesrp ro sarn8g tueuqsrTqelsa otur
Sur8e slsrtrB 66.1v\ou loq,, eql'eU uns qrr.tr paceldeJ se1\a sselg dqrq4

'slead erll Ja^O (rlarrar anrl arrdsur 01 palnu oo1 lnq 'saoualrs ueryos

ol q8noue pnoy rsnf f,rsnru eql'persel tr elrq^ Sulra,roq stsrtre Sunod

rood aq1'Uol elrssBru Jeq Jo Jetuef, eql ur ouerd agt dole rcs-aldoad
Surpaa; ateg sdSVlN-sB^\ eraqt aptrT req \-poo, eql dcerunur acro;

oI'uorlf,tr) dalp8 crqoqdo:tsnelf, Jeq ur les s,{em1e are^,\ $lurrp ar{I
'arun;o a8es

-sed aqt Jo uorlJurlsrp ayqrssodurr luqt-eru pessardap 1I teur roJ lnq
'1rorra. tueql aperu teqlv\ s.tprll tleJ eruos 'alqea8ueqcralur !:relnurrog
'serued s.trll[ Kllonadsg'erues eqt ssel ro erour IIp 'sdq rnod uo eur.d .

8ul1cry eql Jo alsel aqt 6suorlesJaAuof, eql 'slsen8 aq1 drouraru rnoz(

otul ,lastr sse.rd ot q8noue snolueruoru ro cgrcads 3urqro51 'lxeu eql
olur SurpaalQ'ffred auo 1u3ru euo 'elues al{l IIB aJa./!r {JoI r\^.eN uI sell

-red-aqt'S86I dq'oN 'pedxa ot tprlr\. luaddeq plnoJ leq^\ 
^^,eu{ 

releu
nod uaqrr,l srq8r5l erln.ou>l nod's64, aql aTrT t(use.a. t1 dleruua rqSru reqr
ueDo8ro; eAEq plno^, auodrarra tatel paueddeq ruqzu. Jo, l.uaJa^.lr JI

S86t'l'lvl * A1ltr )UO MIN

uIuY



+ C\O XOCHITL GONZALEZ

remarked once. After years where I was the only brown speck in at-

tendance, lately there'd been a noted effort to populate the guest list

with more "Third'World Artists." This sudden concern for diversity

coinciding with the Met hiring their first Black senior curator. I'm not

being cynical, just honest; it would be embarrassing to invite Rory to

a party and have her see only white people there. But, outside of that,

in all the years of these fetes, very little had changed.

Except, I suppose, for me.

If you were in New York and in the art world, you did not refuse an

invitation from Tilly Barber. And, for whatever reason, that night was

particularly crowded. Bodies and conversation packed close enough

to create a hum. I remember feeling a restless excitement when I ar-

rived. The kind you feel when you're giddy from holding a secret; one

with wings that flap furiously against your palms. Knowing that, any

moment now, it could fly up! Out into the world.Its motion changing

fortunes and futures, oceans or even lifetimes away. And I, the only

one containing it. Such a power! Giancarlo, raconteur that he was,

was telling me a story. I was listening, but not. He always came back

from Rome with the longest stories.I was distracted; knowing that at

any moment, he'd arrive! Jack Martin. My husband.

And then, as if I willed it by simply llaring at the doorway he did.

Jack likes to enter rooms slowly. To stand and hover before he

makes his way, glaciallS into a space. Some people think this is be-

cause of his size; he's become quite mammoth these last years. His

physical form expanded, I think, intentionally to match his scale of
import in the world of aft.The more generous attributed Jack's heavy

footedness to the rumored injuries sustained from years of lifting rods

of iron and setting down plates of steel. "Each and every piece of art

that's ever bore my name," he will tell you within breaths of meeting

him, "was installed by me and me alone." That explanation is, for me,

the most ripe-picked with callus-free hands from the vine of Jack's

decades-old propaganda tree about working-class roots. But here is the

truth, the kind of truth only a wife can really know: Jack enters the

room slowly so that people will notice him. Plants himself like a light-

ning rod, drawing the kinetic energy of everything and everybody his

ANIT.\ IC ]

way. Still and quier so :-..

revelers is pulled fron '.

joint they were smokrn:
instead toward him. Th.
Martin.

So it was thar nrgl::

enter the loft and [nge:
and raucous just :e,oi-.-

his presence. Al1 menrai..

talk to him. Even Gian.:
him and pretended nor i,,

crossed the room to\\'a;:
that's where Tillr rr ai.

Normally, this s oulc

out before he ever eve.

the only one he genuin. '.

best art dealers in thc ...

Really, I think. just rt,: :

other day, this w-ould r'a,

cat claws. But on thi: : :
in my hands. I w'as ercr:.
I was wearing mr far',-,:-

secondhand store. Ir ,,r:..

as large and round a. ::.=

nously, they tinkled. ., ::.
I had put on the ofl . -..:

working. should har. ..::
Guerlain I had gorren :- .

special day and also r:.
what. But it r,l,as goin: :

I was ready to srar: :-

"Giancarlo." I :a.i. -

Let's go and tell hrm , --
'We wound our \\.--, .

tlons rn progress anc s-



Eurn8re'slued paurcls-lured qrlm. sdoq dullerJs pue ssarSord ur suorl
-f,npes pue sasseJp ryEIq ut ueruol\,\ q8norqt dervr rno puno^,r ,/X\

(.is.1!\eu poo8 rno Iuq IIel pue o3 s.la1
'eJaq sr pueqsnq dru,,'pueg srq paqqer8 1 se'pres 1 ..'o1leouerg,,

'aJnluaAPE ar{l u"ls o1 ,(pear se1\^' 1

'rra,au SurqFruos eq ol Suro8 s"1ra lr lng'l"q^{
tueruoru teqt ur 

^\oDI 
tou prp I ' ' 'Jo Suruado eqt osp pue lep prcads

B ro asolf, eql :uorseof,o ue sE^. rq8uol'srJed ur uaDo8 perl I urEIJenC

uor; lousdrT per aql aro^r I 'sleeq roJ peau eplrl e^Erl pFoqs '8ur1ro.rl
are deqt uaqm'slsruy'aroudue aJora I sleeq ,(po eqt uo rnd peq 1

:aqlaSol pepsnr deqr ueqrn sarurrlr pur^,r a{rT'ryos'pe11u11,(aqr 1(ysnou

-runlol pue rq8rr os poJelsnl3 '1nof, E;o ade agl sE punoJ pue e8rel se

qcea'senalred raaps 31q qtyrr 6s99, aql ruoJ, se.rta U'eJots puerlpuoJes
p urory EA.oI ur lq8noq p6I auo aql 'ssarp olrJoAEJ z(ru SurreaLr servr 1

'pelrrre dleug p.orl terlr-uezre'perq8rlep-patrf,xa sB^,\ I 'spuerl dur ur

ssepseJ'slelJes;o s8urm Surddeg aqt peq 1'lq8ru silp uo tng's^ EIf, t?J
dreqs dru lno u.&\ErCI'llel^. 

" 
dn eu uearJp a^Brl ppolrrl srqr tep raqro

duy'lue8ale puelSug ma51'dleerg :eq Suraq ro; rsn[']ugr 1 tleaa
'reete) srq Sulleur uale ueql eJoru Jo{ 'plJo.&\ aql ur sJapep ue lsaq
eW Jo auo Sureq ro1 u"ql eroru rBJ'peDadsar dlaurnua8 eq auo dpo agr

'uorurdo dur ur'serrr aqs lerll'aru Jo, pe>lool ualo JaAo aq eJoreq tno
raq tq8nos sdemp aq r?ql :ou pedouu? aleq plno^. sql'dpeurolq

'seltl, L1g erorlrv\ s(legl

^oU{ 
or dn 4oo1 ol paeu t,uplp I'ueqrlDl aqt prely\ol uoor eql pessorr

'pa8peymou>1oe Suqaa; dluug'1cef se errlou ot tou papuelerd pue urrrl

ruory ellarB8rc e e1o1s J'JJo pelrcrt eorol s.olJeJupr5 ualrg'rurq ot {lel
p1nol daqr ueqm pue 

^,roq 
pue il Surteln:pc dllrr,rr* 11y'atuasard srq

pof,rlou aydoed s" petnru ,(pappns 'aro;aq spuof,as lsn[ snocneJ pue

lq8lrq 'suorlpsJeluof, 'eur punory'3ultrer16 :e8uq pu? lrol aql Jalua

Iuq peqJl"rrr 1 'ade du ;o Jauros eql urord 'tq3ru leql sE^,r 1l os
'uruBtr [

>1cef punore Suruurds 'plrozrr eqt lou J!';Ioted eql'tuFI pJelr ot p"alsur
u^aeJp pup lcnJ ot SurdD arem daql uosrad ro Sur4ours erem daql turo[
ro Suvr.zq erall daql uoBesJeauof, Jaleleqla, ruor; pelpd sr sJeleloJ

eqt ro uonuaDe aql'tsee1 t? tueruotu e ro; 'lerp os lemb pue prg ,(em

S G-.9 ISY'I SHCNYI IIJNOW EP YIINY

-rq8q e aIII flrs
aqt s.rarua ryef
aql sr JJaL{ rng !- - ::
s,1cef Jo JrrLr e
teut :o1 'sr uu-t:l: : . :

Surtaaur Jo srpmrq urWL

uE Jo arard ira-ra puE rF

spor Sunyq;o scai u^r
d,reeq s,4oef palnqrruB s

Jo aIEJS srg grsu 01 -!,[

sq1 'sread 1sBI e6eqr qr
-eq sr srqt lu.rqr eldoa{
aq eroraq ranoq PUE F,u

'p1p aq lter'r-roop ap:z :
-PrPqsr

lE leqt Bumroul psrre-u

{f,Eg auref, sfe,rap rH ?(

'serrt aq leql matuofeJ'
dpo aqr'I pug:iese s
Sur8uegc uouorrr s{ ?p{
rluv'lerql Srnzrn ouy'sup
euo llarcas e Surploq uo
-Je I uarli luertrell-rxe s!

q8noua asolc pa>1:ed uo
se.tr tg8ru 1eql 'uosea.l ::
ue asnler rou prp no i p1.r

'paSurq

'leqt;o eprslno 1ng 'ar:l
o1 ,{rog etlau_r o1 Sssser

lOU rU.I'JOlBmJ JOrUeG J:
dlrs.reup JoI uJaJuof rrJl

tsq tsan8 aqr arepdorC o.

-te ul >1cads u-rorq -i;uo



5 G\9 XOCHITL GONZALEZ

about nothing, until we finally reached the kitchen. I paused in the

doorway for a second and watched them, Together. Tilly ruminating,

cigarette in hand, lips parsed to say something thoughtful. Tactful.

Jack, midway through opening a fresh bottle of champagne, the fes-

tive gesture in chiaroscuro to his dour expression. Both so wrapped

in what they were talking about, in each other, neither of them no-

ticed me.

"Perfect timing!" I finally said. Giancarlo, behind me, pushed his

way into the tiny cookery. "'We qeed a refill! To toast my wonderful
news."

Jack looked me up and down, a closed smile curling up, tight

against his teeth. He hated this dress. He thought it looked cheap.

Like New Year's Eve in Times Square. Hated the racket it made. The

way the paillettes shed like snake scales if I moved too quickly. Hated

that I moved too quickly.

"Tilly was just telling me," Jack said, as he refilled our glasses, the

grin still taut on his face. "A dozen prints sold to the Met. Not bad for
my little orphan Anita."

"Anita!" Giancarlo exclaimed. "All night talking and you didn't
even tell me! 'Well, that will definitely build buzz around your

show."
I raised my glass and ignored the shock that seized Jack's counte-

nance. Didn't even look at Tilly lest she ruin my mood.

"Giancarlo is going to show me in Rome," I announced. "So1o."

"Congratulations, Anita!" Tilly said, genuinely impressed. The fact

of which almost annoyed me more than if she'd treated it like garden

variety information.
"'What's the expression, Tilly?" Giancarlo offered. "A no-brainer!

Have you seen her new sculptures?"

"Nobody has," Jack said, his voice strained and the smile, finally

faded.

"I haven't," Tilly said, disregarding Jack. She averted my gaze.Her

manners masked her cowardice.

"Tilly hasnt asked to see my work since 1.979," I said to Giancarlo,

"and even then, it was only as a favor to Jack.Isn't that right, darling?"
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was going to carry on this way he could do it with someone with real

fucking talent! But, of course, talent scared Jack.
Then,like finding a five-dollar bill in an old coat pocket,I remem-

bered my thick, coconut-shell skin and that I had changed my mind.

"Quimbara" trumpeted from the stereo, and I turned to my friend

Jomar and suggested, loudlS that it seemed like a great time to dance.

"someone turn the music upr" I commanded. The boy Giancarlo

was trying to seduce eagerly obliged.

Tilly's parties were not dancing affairs. They were more gatherings

than celebrations. Openings without the art. !(hile I knew this was not

something she'd like, it was something she'd tolerate. Americans love to

see Latins dance. Dance, fuck, fight. Anything, really, that's meant to be

done with passion. And besides, the guests who remained by this point

were the most drunk, the most high, the most bored. Thirsty for enter-

tainment. Jomar was an amazing dancer, the kind who knows how to

inake his partner look better than she is. As we moved,I could feel the

aftention of the room now pull toward me. Not as a lightning rod, but

as a wind, a wave. Something in perpetual motion that touched every-

one gathered. Around me, I could feel their thoughts and assessments

and presumptions. Anita de Monte, art star on the rise. Anita de Monte,

winner of the Rome Prize, winner of the Guggenheim. Anita de Monte,

a once-in-a-generation artistic voice. Anita de Monte, a one-trick pony.

Anita de Monte, immigrant opportunist. Anita de Monte, wife of the

legendary Jack Martin. Anita de Monte, lucky bitch. Anita de Monte,

the most miserable bitch alive. No one realizing that I was all these

things at once and more.

I remembered my task at hand.

"It's just that I miss dancing," I said to Jomar, with my best stage

whisper. "My husband doesn't dance, you see. Not a salsa, not awaltz.
He won't even do the twist."

I didn't direct any of this at Jack, of course. I didn't need to. I
could feel his gaze on me, hot like fire. He hated a spectacle. Unless

it was his. From the corner of my eye, I saw him swat la sueca gi-

gante's hand away, sensed him heading toward me. To "save me" from

- ANITA de ltt

embarrassing myself. My h
I should have won an Osc:

"Did I ever tell you wt
guided me smoothly aroun

that I was rich in Cuba. Dt

us as a cute little Marxist
and they danced with me a

Around us, those who r

cophants loved gossip as n

to the beat of the music. Th

and dips. And then Jompr
spin me. Around once; I sa

the giant Swede storming,
night as he had ruined so

felt the flutter of my secreu

spun me around and arour

Later,when word got or

pushed?) out the windoq
How they had just seen hr

she had been laughing. A
when she spun arou r,d ar

went flying. Up and into t[



'prrq SuBIoru e Jo sraqleeJ aqt e{r-I'rre aqt otur pue dn'8urdg ruarvr.

ssarp Jag ;o surnbas JeAIrs Jr{t 'punore puB punoJe unds aqs uar{^.

1oo.l prry'Surcuep uaaq per{ ar{s 
^.oq 

puy 'Suq8nel uaaq ppr{ eqs

zu.og 1rq8ru dra,r reql'etuory ep Btluv irer{ ueas rsnf peq dagr ino11

'lnogB >ll3l PIno^\ euodrele 1"q^^, se^^. srqr ?vropura erp lno (tPeqsnd

'aq tr ppoc'ro spadrun[) ualp; perl I ]pqr lno 1oB prol( uar{rv\ 1a1e1
'ure8e pue ure8e pue urc8e'punore pue punoJ" aru unds

reurof ieery aq plno^. daql uoos 8uvr,rou1 'slarJes du yo JeDnU eql tle,
'rqSuep qtl^a tu?lper tle, I 'eurru Jo ,(ueru os peurnr p"r{ oq se lq8ru
sq peurnr rsn[ peq 1 'dpno1 paq8nel 1 ']no Sururots apa^.S luer8 aqr

pasdurq8 :ure8e punoJv'1cef dors dlrl nes I :e3uo punoJv'aru urds

ot-relsq (rarspJ uaqt pue 1r,r.o1s-ue8aq reurof ueqt puv 'sdrp pue

sedoo pue se8unl q8norqr uo sn pareeqc daql'rrsnru eql Jo teaq aql ol
deyo ot ue8aq sreqlo 1nq-dDelopr sE rlJnru se drsso8 parrol slueqdoc

-/s asaqt-dn 11 8ur1ee eJa.&\ eru reeq plnoJ orl r esoql'sn punory

(('eurrl eql IIE eru qltl\{ pef,uep laqr pue

sluelJes peq e^.'nod ernsse 1 rng 'a1dnof, lsrxJetrAJ eplrT elnc e se sn

Jo uorsra ef,ru sry olur lu l(useoP 1I '1r slsalec'Egn) ur rlf,rJ s3^{ I leql
sateq 4ce['sluelJes rno,,'ossul e ur run{ punore Ilqroours aru paprn8

-reurof se pa>lse I (.teJuep ot au rq8ner oqrrt nod ilel Ja^e I pl(L,
'J?f,so u3 uor\{ e^Bq Plnoqs I

'tq8ru ler{J'erueruro;rad dru dn tdal I'oraq dyrg ';lasdur Sursserreqrua

6 6\9 ISVI SH5OYI SINOW EP VIINV

IUOJ' (.aUI aAES, OI'eIU FJ

-rE ecans el te,rs rrrq -$.1

ssap1'a1cur:ads E parn{

I 'OI PAAU I.UPIP J 'J6JN(

'zllero' e lou'esfes E lo_\';
e8els lsag ,(u qrln rurrro

eseql IIE se,u I ltry fu
'aluo141ep s{uv aqq ^i:
atp Jo a1,u, bruo;,rg ? Eq
'duod lora-auo e fuo1ry;
'eluotr{I ap rrrqT'uqr.4
'atuotrAl ap s1nr17'asr rp r
stuerussasse pue sl@oq
-,(rela perlf,nor rrp mru
mq 'por Sum$rl E s" rll
eqt laal plnol1'paam ee

ol ltaorl s lou)[ oqfi, Pq[
-Jalue ro1,fusrrq1 ?ercq I
lurod srql dq pamemr oq
e9 0l lueatu s.rEqr GqlEar l
01 a^ol srrEJrJarrrtruEr{o

lou s?r\ srD 
^reDI I sllq^

s8uueqle8 erou araa.dq

olrBruero ,(oq ary pryu
'af,uep ol eruq teef E a4l
puolry ,(ur ol peumr I p@
'pulu Iur pe8uuqr pq 1

-ruoruer 1'raleod rEof, plo
':pel

IEaJ q1r1\{ euoeruos rPr6' I



Raquel
PROVIDENCE , SPRING 1998

R"qr.l Toro walked into Professor Temple's light-filled office and, for
the fust time, did not feel herself shrink. She'd woken up that morn-

ing and, admittedly, after a night of two-for-one cosmos with Mavette

downtown,looked like shit. But she felt proud. Ready to meet the day,

and JoY Temple, unintimidated. Neither by the mountains of books-
catalogs, academic texts, tomes of criticism-that he not only owned

but had, at least in part, authored. Nor by the exhibition posters linihg

the walls, featuring shows he had mounted or had a major hand in.

Today, Raquel walked in feeling worthy not just of the company of his

brilliance but of her very place in this school.

Before arriving at Brown, Raquel hadn't spent much time ponder-

ing what an Ivy League college would be like. She'd been too grateful

for the opportunity to have expectations. But during her sophomore

year, when JoY Temple called Raquel to his office hours for the first
time and she saw him behind his vast desk, she knew that this was

it. This was what the "Ivy League" was all about: wool blazers and

expensive, but understated, watches; salt-and-pepper beards stroked

for effect while holding court for enraptured students. The Ivy League

was JoY Temple, whose name held no meaning to the average or
even above-average person, but whose work had the power to shape

institutions, markets, and culture in its most erudite of forms. He was
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1.2 XOCHITL GONZALEZ

(.Which wasn't even factually correct; he hadn't even remembered

her story right.)
She had mentioned it during their first meeting, offhandedly. Be-

fore she'd learned to cautiously manicure her background. She'd been

enrolled in his wildly popular course, American Art, L940 to Today.

The midterm was a paper examining art as social commentary using

works they covered in class. Raquel wrote about Philip Guston and

his paintings from the later '60s; the strange smoking Klansman stuff
that, in the context of the era, was clearly meant to be a white man's

tongue-in-cheek commentary on the absurdity of white supremacy. In
passive protest of never getting to study artwork remotely connected

to her life experience, she offhandedly lamented that, in respecting

the assignments provision to confine her discussion to work from the

syllabus, she was unable to also discuss Betye Saar or other minority
artists directly affected by the civil rights movement. Raquel's TA was

about to give her paper a B but thought it important to put her cri-
tique on Professor Temple's radat (It was always unclear if their ob-
jective was supportive or an attempt to squelch dissent.) JoY Temple

regraded it to an A- and left a note that Raquel should come to his

next office hours.

His first question had been what drew her to art history, and she'd

answered honestly: her mother worked in the Met cafeteria and

Raquel had spent long hours there studying. Then, the summer after

her freshman year, her mom hooked her up with a job at the gift shop.

Armed with her staff ID and her mother's proud introductions to the

curators'and administrators she'd long been serving food to-"Tbis
is my Iuy League baby!"-Raquel saw before her a career path. One

that could lead her to being the person responsible for what people

saw on those walls. She never imagined that he'd remembered that
story her casual confession. No, it wasn't even a confession at the

time, it was simply a fact of what had happened. A detail that, to her,

was so innocuous. And yet, now, he'd weaponized it. Transformed it
into a blunt reminder of just how irregular to this place, to this world,
to this corner office, she was.

She composed herself.
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