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This tragicomedy was inspired by the installation
Taking a Bow / Haciendo una reverencia by Bryan
Giuseppi Rodriguez Cambana. Both artist and
curator thought it would be a good accompaniment
to the exhibition, capturing the rhythms of its Callao
setting.

Enjoy! / iDisfrute!



ACT 1

ACTI

SCENE 1
[Curtains lift. Sea waves and dogs barking can be heard in the background;
Simoén, a person in a bowing position wearing a Reggaetonero outfit is floating
in the middle of a sky-blue limbo of nothingness. Simén starts speaking to
himself, without opening his eyes]

Simén
| could hear them clapping, | truly gave it my all. They finally recognise me as
one of them. Am | floating? Have | finally learned how to fly2 Am | in heaven?
What a delicious feeling it is to finally embody who you wanted to become.
| got my big cap, my bling, my baggy jeans, my latest sneakers, and most
importantly | got my dance moves. Learning to perrear was not hard, but
perrear in public was another deal. In the dark, | can grind anything and
anyone | want, but when all of the lights flash is only acceptable for me to
grind a woman. Because Daddy Yankee or Nicky Jam never spoke about a
man grinding another man, but it happens at the club more often than not.
In competitions, however, it is a different league. And there is nothing like
the taste of winning, even if it took me borrowing someone else’s dreams
and desires.

Wait...I want to see my bling, but | can’t open my eyes. | must see it once
again, it cost me so much to get it, went through hell and back. Is that an
ambulance | hear? Wait, | think they are crying dogs. Is it flooding? Am |
still in La Perla¢ | don’t want to leave just yet; | can’t leave without saying
goodbye.

[The lights dim slowly and you can vaguely hear “Oh Qué sera2” (1981) by
Willie Colén]

ACT I

SCENE 2
[In the background, a symphony of sounds composed mainly of crying dogs,
Salsa and Reggaeton music, people shouting, and stones shuffling, is heard.
Two people speak amongst the crowd.]

Personn. 1 3Qué dices?

Personn. 2 iQue EL AGUA SE SALE!

Person n.1 Agarra la batea, rapidito.
[Person n.2 rushes to get a bucket to prepare for the floodingl
[In the foreground, a person dressed in an immaculate three-piece

tweed suit and white sneakers stands in front of the chaotic scenario
and approaches the audience. This person is a master of ceremonies (MC)

[3]



MC in tweed

of sorts. Spotlight now shines on them.]

We have just heard two people speaking in Spanish. Person number one said,
“What are you saying?” and person number two said, well, | don"t know how
to translate that to English.

You see, there is no way to translate “el agua se sale.” There is no way to do it,
because in Peru there is a constant linguistic drive to animate what appears
inanimate, to instil life in every single corner of the universe. A mistranslation
would probably offer “the water is overflowing,” but the thing is that “el agua
se sale” is an assertion of intentionality. In the coastal community of Callao,
the water has personality, agency, dreams, desire, history, and sometimes
even a lust for revenge. The water conspires with the movement of tectonic
plates to effectively leave its boundaries, cover the shore and more. It’s as
if the tension of a community gets embedded by the water and afterwards it
results in the water deciding to cover the city it claims to protect.

The only earthly beings in Callao who find out about any warnings of severe
water movement are the community’s stray dogs. Whilst many reject them,
and perhaps the larger Peruvian society regards them as pests, they coexist
with the humans inhabiting the Peruvian coastline. These dogs have a very
important role, they cry when they feel any earthly movement through their
paws. They bark as if howling or crying intensely, so the people surrounding
know something is up. Sometimes people hear them too late, sometimes it
gives them enough time to pick up a bucket and proceed to take out water
from the neighbourhood back into the ocean, and sometimes is just the
soundtrack for another day living in proximity to the Pacific Ocean.

| feel you need to know a bit more about Callao to really understand the role
water plays in this community. Callao is a coastal Peruvian province, and whilst
adjoined to Lima it is a separate province with its own constitution. Its unique
urban structure, population, condition as Peru’s major port and airport, and
proximity to the Pacific Ocean has caused its population to have a very rich
identity and culture, informed by migration and maritime traditions.

During the colonial era, where the viceroyalty of Peru was in control of the
Spanish crown from 1542 to 1826, Callao was mostly known as the most
important port in Peru and in the Americas. Callao is the third most populated
city in Peru (after Lima and Arequipa) and has historically been home to a
large population of migrants, particularly from Cuba, Brazil, Argentina, and
Venezuela. Callao sits as the sixth largest province in Peru with an afro-
Peruvian population and is considered as a space where historically there

has been a lot of cultural and racial mixing. The local demonym for people for
Callao is Chalaco and Chalaca.

Callao is home to the Real Felipe Fortress, a military port fortification dating
back to the 19th century, built to defend Lima from pirates and invasions
during colonial times. It is a historical landmark in Callao which is a source of
pride for the community. It also is a fervent reminder of the importance which
Callao has had historically, and whilst facing neglect from local governments,
there is a history which proves the importance of this city.
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Callao is divided into seven districts: Callao, Bellavista, Carmen de La Legua-
Reynoso, La Perla, La Punta, Ventanilla, and Mi Pera. Though Callao is home
to the largest port and airport in Peru and the centre of commercial activity,
this has not necessarily been reflected in the community’s wealth. In fact,
Callao is home to some of the poorest areas in Lima and is often perceived
as a dangerous space. As home to the largest port, Callao is well known as
the foremost entry and exit point for cocaine and the illegal arms trade. Due
to this, Callao hosts large, organized crime groups, which often results in
violence experienced by visitors and the population. Despite its reputation,
Callao holds a special place in the heart of its inhabitants as, in the face of
danger and precarity, bonds of support and companionship are created in
these neighbourhoods.

Callao’s complicated reputation extends to its politicians, which have been
involved in various corruption scandals for favouring private companies in
the construction of public infrastructure for Callao.

Sitting on the Pacific Ring of Fire, Peru has always been prone to
earthquakes. Callao, as a port city, faces earthquakes and tsunamis which

in its long history have destroyed the city multiple times. In fact, Callao’s
history can be nailed down to instances of destruction and reconstruction,
as many governments - triggered by the natural disaster - were prompt to
urbanise the city because of these conditions. In Callao’s modern history,
there are two earthquakes which are key to its urbanisation process, the
earthquakes of 1940 and 1970. Particularly, after the latter Callao becomes a
completely urbanised environment which coincides with the establishment
of large factories in the city (Pilsen Beer and Cogorno Pasta and Flour)

Since the 16th century, there has been a local legend, attributed to the
patron Saint of Peru, Santa Rosa de Lima, that she prophesised Callao will
disappear in an earthquake. Though the prophecy has never been fulfilled,
there has been times in when it felt likely and it is a prophecy which
preoccupies the minds of its residents.

Callao’s relationship to earthquakes has been longstanding, and it is,
perhaps, stray dogs who are the best prepared to respond to them.
Anyone who has been brought up in Callao can recall seeing dogs observe
the recession of water and get together to bark in unison and warn of

an impending earthquake. To this day, there is no scientific consensus

as to whether dogs can predict earthquakes before they happen, but it

is certainly the case that this phenomenon is common in Callao, and, if
anything, it reveals the role which stray dogs play within the community.

So, you see water is the means by which this community is the way it is.
Because of water, this place is a port, because of water, you have historical
migratory influx, because of water Callao is susceptible to tsunamis which
have historically destroyed the city and led to periods of reconstructions.
Because of water, because there is a port, there is a lot of illegal trading of
illegal substances and items. Because of the water, Callao is the way it is.
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Person n.1

Person n.2

MC in tweed

Person n.1

Andrés

And the water carries history, secrets, emotions, and that is why it acts this
way.

Essential for understanding the tension between joy and precarity involves
coming to terms with Callao as a city full of promises as a port and exchange
point to the world, and its historical shortcomings in bringing forth a fair and
just livelihood to its inhabitants. But that promise, DREAMING is the fervent
possibility of joy, the idea of performance as a survival mechanism, and
embraces water in its intensely emotional state.

[The two persons in the back, who are collecting water with buckets, start
shouting to the MC on the forefront]

Ya muy bonito todo, tu trajecito, tu explicacién, pero 3cuando vas a ayudar?
Oye, 3qué te pasa? Ya ven a ayudar, ya basta de cuentitos.

Person n.1and Person n.2 are calling me to help with gathering the flooded
water. | will be...

[Person n.1interrupts, shouting]

Ya basta, no tienen que entender todo. Para el resto esté el traductor de
Google.

[The MC rushes back to help them and the light goes off. One can still hear
barking cries and the shuffling stones.]

[A person, in a bowing position, rests peacefully in a bedroom setting. The
bedroom is bare but in disarray. On the nightstand lies a wallet, a can of
spray deodorant, an open condom wrapper, a condom, and a lamp. The
person is fully dressed in bling and jewellery. Suddenly a person approaches
to see the scene.]

Pero, ;qué paso? ;Esta respirando aunque sea? Se muri6 este huevén. He is
dead, he is not even breathing. He died at his peak; he just won the contest.
He has not even finished listening to his Corridos Tumbados playlist.

Wait but, he is bowing. Why is he bowing with his hat? This motherfocker
died bowing. It truly was his last dance.

[Andrés removes his hat and crosses himself]

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name; Thy kingdom come;
Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven. | ask you to take this man’s soul
to heaven. Here lies the body of Simén Rivera Calderon, who lived intensely
in this coastal community who loved him so much. He hid a secret as a man
who loved too much. He taught me how to perrear, and you never forget
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MC in tweed

those who taught you how to dance. Nadie le quitaréa lo bailado a Simén.
Ameén.

[Lights dim and MC in tweed approaches the forefront and talks to
the audiencel

There is no way to translate "Nadie te quita lo bailado,” not with the same
musicality and eroticism evoked by the original phrase in Spanish. A rough
translation to English would say "Nobody can take away what you’ve danced,”
itis the idiomatic equivalent of "What you’ve enjoyed is yours to keep” but
not quite as close. The fact that the act of dancing is used as synonym to

an experience of joy or a memory of good times tells you pretty much all

you need to know about the role of dancing in the life of the person who is
uttering the phrase. | like to think it is also an erotic phrase, because dancing
is an erotic experience, is a very sensorial act which syncs the body with
internal joy and internal understanding of music and rhythm. It is magical.

Simén hanged out with and belonged to a specific afro-diasporic community
associated with the dancing, consumption, and production of Reggaeton
Music; he would later take interest in the musical genre of Corridos
Tumbados, which shares certain cultural codes with Reggaeton. Privately,
Simén belonged to a community which outwardly performed masculinity
through fashion but held queer romantic relationships. In the early 2000s,
before it saw its entry into mainstream culture, Reggaeton was mainly
associated with gangs and working-class communities. Usually, people
associated with this lifestyle embodied the motto “live fast, die young,” and
their lives could be entangled with crime, prison, and early death. As with
many instances, it tends to be black and Latino men whose lifespans are
shortened by the difficulties and social exclusions which their upbringing to
some extent conditions them to. In the case of people like Simén, they faced
multiple exclusions as queer men, as diverse Latin American communities
are also intimately and infinitely patriarchal and promote a compulsory vision
of traditional masculinity which punishes and excludes queerness.

This profound moment of pain which we are witnessing through the lens of
Simoén’s friend, is also a moment of deep tranquillity and celebration. Simén
lies on top of his bed, wearing his usual baggy jeans Bermudas, oversized
t-shirt, big buckle, oversized cap, gold necklace and rings, he was even still
listening to his MP3 player through his headphones. But he is bowing, as

if thanking the audience for the performance of his life. This scene sits at
the crossroads between expectation and desire, displaying how identity

is shaped in this complex negotiation. Simén’s story is unfortunately a
common one in black diasporic working-class communities. By staging this
death scene as a dreamscape, the scene reminds us of the infinite joy and
dreams of black diasporic communities that is present in their lives and in
the cultural products and traditions which they make and surround them -
such as music and the community’s port heritages. His bowing position also
echoes ideas of the performance of masculinity and the coding of hidden
queerness in Latin American communities.
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Andrés

MC in tweed

Andrés

[Andrés seems oblivious to the MC in tweed’s soliloquy until the last
paragraph. Andrés approaches the MC and talks at them, close to their face.l

Who do you think you are to talk about Simén in that way? Simén was more
than any of the identity labels you have listed, Simén was a dreamer, a
lover, and, more importantly, a dancer, a true Reggaetonero with a pride
for his neighbourhood. Next time shut up and learn to listen, it is about
REGGAETON.

[MC is surprised, and turns to the audiencel

My apologies. Let me tell you a bit more about this musical genre. Reggaeton
emerged from a mixture of reggae, dancehall, dembow, and hip hop, which
originated in Puerto Rico but now is present across Latin America. Like
Salsa, Reggaeton is subculture, culture, and religion, and has become one of
the musical genres par excellence for the international Latino community.

In the 2000s, Reggaeton experienced a global recognition through the music of
Daddy Yankee’s mega-hit “Gasolina” and the uber-popular album from which
this came from, Barrio Fino. But at the same time, other rappers and singers
from Puerto Rico also rose to popularity with a distinct style and more socially-
conscious lyrics, such as Tego Calderén, who was also different to others as he
openly embraced his blackness and spoke about Afro-descendent communities
and the hardships they faced as well as joys they embrace.

When the Puerto Rican rapper and singer Tego Calderén visited Callao in
2007, he was received as a God-like figure. Like Héctor Lavoe, Calderdn’s
image lives in multiple murals in the streets. People in Callao admire Tego
for his humble beginnings and his raw and sincere lyrics which are political
and show concern for society. His works speaks against corruption with a lot
of “flow,” character, and a profound love for dancing, self-reflection, and
community. This is evident even in one of his most danceable songs, “"Métele
Sazén,” where he includes “the criminals in the prisons” as people also
deserving of flavour, drums and Reggaeton.

Like Salsa, Reggaeton also developed its own specific fashion, which also
embraced bling and gold jewellery meant to express abundance and power.
The fashion associated to Reggaeton is now known as “urban clothing,”

but this is a rather reductive term which does not fully encompass the
complexity and diversity of expressions of fashioning in Reggaeton culture,
which many times reflect a mixture of coastal fashions, including elements
from the Miami hip-hop scene, and Puerto Rican and Colombian Salsa
cultures. It is important to understand that when Simén wears bling, echoed
in Salsa fashion as well, he is paying homage to street dynamics, as well as
reclaiming power which historically has been taken away from working-class
and black communities.

And that bling took everything out of him to get. He had to work as a pusher

for months to get it. But that pure gold necklace certainly helped him to get
the prize. Despite his moves, he would not have been able to get the award
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MC in tweed

ACT1
SCENE 4

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

without it. Regardless of what is happening now, Simén will forever be known
as el Reggaetonero mas fino de la calle.

Simén was and will always be the finest Reggaetonero in the streets.

[Dogs are seen entering the room and surrounding Andrés. The dogs bark
and Andrés can be seen crying. Lights dim until the curtains descend.]

[Curtains lift and we find the same limbo setting as in Act 1, Scene 1. This
time, Simdn can finally open his eyes and see himself floating.]

| can see them. The dancing barbies. Are my wishes being granted? In my
favourite Corridos Tumbados song by Junior H, he wishes for “three, four
very beautiful barbies to dance with.” But | see so many of them, they are
truly having the time of their life. | can also see the sun in the distance. But
| cannot seem to approach them, they feel so close yet so far away. What is
going on?

[MC in tweed joins Simén, floating in space.]

Simon, hello. | am the MC in tweed. | have the honour to narrate part of your
story.

Can you tell me what has happened? Why can’t | get to the party?

| am not sure, but | am also not sure if you will ever get to the party. We are
in Limbo; | have been granted access to narrate to the audiences here with
us about your whereabouts.

You mean, there are people watching?

| am afraid we have company.

Have they seen me cry? Have they seen me struggle to open my eyes?2 Am |
dead?

They have seen it all. They don’t mind; they are just a bit sad. Some people
on the other side really miss you, and will continue to do so. | am sorry, |
don’t have all the answers for you, but | have some things to share with the
audiences.

But | did win, right? | won the competition, right? They all saw it? | was finally
able to be as strong as the ocean and have my revenge.

You did, and nadie te quita lo bailado.

Damn right!
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MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simoén

[Symphony of human cries and dog barks starts playing on the background.]
Do you hear them? They are crying for you.

[There is a projection of a far image of Andrés crying, and dogs surrounding
him, they are all barking and crying.]

| am saddened to not have said goodbye to Andrés. He truly cared.

| will make sure your story gets told Simén. Do you mind if | now explain to
the audiences about Corridos Tumbados? We have been talking about it for
quite a bit and | am afraid they probably don’t know about it.

What you have to say about Corridos? Is it something | don’t know?
[MC in tweed now looks at the audience and starts explaining.]

“Corridos Tumbados” is a musical genre originating in Mexico in the late 2010s,
inspired by the traditional ballads of Mexico, combined with contemporary
influences from Reggaeton music and hip hop and Mexican nortefia music,
which is characterised by romantic lyrics and low tempo string arrangements
and the use of the accordion. Junior H is one of the leaders of Corridos
Tumbados - Simén referenced him earlier. Junior H's lyrics are usually about
heartbreak, complex family relationships and his difficult past. This is evident,
for example, in his song “Dicen” where he says "My father left me when | was
young/ My addiction to the motor was adrenaline / My grandmother raised me
as a kid / My own mum turned her back on me.”

Corridos has had a particular embrace amongst Latin American diasporas

in the US, as their lyrics about hardship echo the migrant experiences

which many Latin Americans face upon entering and living in the USA. [...]
Corridos Tumbados fashion takes cues from Nortefia and Reggaeton fashion,
embracing gold jewellery and leather cowboy-style outfits with hats and
boots. While the fashion of Corridos Tumbados can be associated with
conventional masculinity coded in hip hop baggy outfits and cowboy-like
attire, their lyrics often showcase deep tenderness and romantic longing,
presenting a different side to masculinity. [...]

Through the music, Corridos Tumbados creates instances where the strict
boundaries of binary gender construction are questioned, and performance
is joyfully celebrated as a means to express the contradictions and richness
of desire.

You forgot the most important thing.

What is that?

When you sing a Corridos Tumbados song, just like with a Salsa song, it is

okay to cry. No one will tell you "Men don’t cry” or anything like that. It is
100% okay to cry with Corridos Tumbados. | really hope they listen to the
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MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

MC in tweed

music during my funeral, hopefully this way people will feel it is okay to cry.

| understand why they provoke those emotions. Originally, Corridos were folk
ballads - songs chronicling the lives of people on the margins, documenting
their joys, struggles, and defiance. But Corridos Tumbados, birthed by
artists like Natanael Cano and Junior H, bring that legacy into the present,
fusing it with trap beats, rap flows, and lyrics that reflect the aspirations

and hardships of a new generation. They’re a genre for the dreamers, the
hustlers, and those caught between the worlds of tradition and modernity.

And between pain and joy, right? That’s why | loved them.

They are truly unapologetically raw, aren’t they?

[Simén nods whilst humming “El Hijo Mayor” of Junior H.]

The “tumbado” sound is slower, moodier - it carries a sense of weight, a
heaviness. Like Reggaeton, Corridos Tumbados is the music of rebellion, of

identity. For someone like you, Simén, who lived in the tension of so many
identities, they must have felt like home.
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Simén

MC in tweed

Simoén

MC in tweed

Simén

MC in tweed

Simén

Simén

MC in Tweed

Simoén

They did. You know, | saw myself in those songs. They talked about struggle
but also about winning, about rising above it all. Like Junior H says, “Vengo
desde abajo” - | come from the bottom. That’s why | wanted my bling, my
moves. To show that even when life tries to drown you, you can rise like a
wave.

What drowned you Simén?

I don’t know exactly. Perhaps wanting too much, dreaming too much, or
perhaps hiding too much. If | never come back, | will always regret not
having loved more, perhaps even loved more openly. Being black and queer
at the same time never felt like an option, and Reggaeton felt easy because
it is a version of masculinity so dramatically exaggerated that | could

copy or emulate. Corridos Tumbados, on the contrary, felt like a layer of
hypermasculinity was peeled away and | could openly talk about my survival,
the endurance, and finally, about my thriving moments in love and seeking
revenge.

Corridos carry stories of the streets, of young people dreaming big despite
the odds, despite anything. | am proud you dreamed big.

[Simén looks into the distance, where the sun is setting on the horizon,
blending with the sounds of barking dogs and human cries.]

This is it, right?
| am afraid so, this is it.

Tell them. Tell them all of it. The music, the dreams, the pain. Tell them how
the ocean can both give and take, how the streets can break or make you. Tell
them about the bling, the perreo, the dancing barbies, the floods, my lovers,
my secrets, my biggest dream to accomplish was to perrear amongst men.

[Simén looks at the audience directly for the first time, with tears in his eyes
but a fierce smile.]

And tell Andrés... thank you. For the prayers, for the laughs, for the loyalty.
For knowing | was more than my moves, but at the same time that my moves
meant everything to me.

| will, Simén. | promise.

[The limbo begins to dissolve into a cascade of blue waves, and Simén begins
to fade with it, his body shimmering like sunlight reflected on water. The
sound of a distant Reggaeton beat blends with the melancholic guitar of a
Corrido Tumbado.]

(softly, almost to himself) Nadie me quita lo bailado. Nobody can take away
what I've danced.



[The lights fade, leaving the audience immersed in the sounds of the waves,
the cries of dogs, and the distant echoes of Reggaeton and Corridos.
Curtains fall. End of Act I.]

INTERMEZZO
SCENE 1

Curator

Artist

Curator

Artist

Curator

Artist

Curator

Artist

Curator

INTERMEZZO

[In a pitch-black environment, suddenly two spotlights reveal two persons
speaking to one another, sitting on white plastic chairs facing each other.
They are dressed in black. One wears a gold necklace that says “curator”
and the other a gold necklace that says “artist.” They seem to have been
speaking for a while.]

Is that truly our only means to find a space?
Yes, through the holes, through the cavities, never through the main door.

It has taken a while for me to come to terms with that; | don’t accept it but |
can recognise it, that is what is happening.

[Curator sighs and bows down their head, the artist tries to look for the
curator’s eyes, and accomplishes it.]

But we are here, we are working, we are making things happen and that is
important.

Itis, and | am happy this time around we are able to do it without necessarily
having to rely linguistically on any of the following terms: Brown, Black,
Latino, Latina, Latinx, Queer, Non-Binary, Diasporic, Migrant, and the many
more in the dictionary of...

...the dictionary of global contemporary art exoticizing of non-white beings.

I mean, all those things are happening and they are important terms - don’t
get me wrong. When they get mentioned years ago, | felt seen, | felt a space
was possible but...

But always from a different vantage point and towards a different horizon.

Identity can be the starting point but is not at all the only horizon. It rarely
is. If anything, these terms are great starting points but are insufficient to
encapsulate the local and personal, complexities and contradictions. The
horizons are multiple and those terms are often too limiting to open up the
space for the traits in our identities and emotional architecture that make us
feel uncomfortable.

[Artist nods effusively.]
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Artist Language is so rich and | rather work by adding terms, inventing words,
defying dictionaries, introducing new textures and flavours to our daily
diction. | am happy we were able to avoid those terms on the curatorial text.

Curator | am happy too. | am actually happy for many things about this exhibition.
| am happy we are able to honour Callao, El Brujo, Salsa music, Reggaeton
subculture, Corridos Tumbados, water, earthquakes, flooding. | am happy we
are able to talk about death, about praising life, praising our last dance.

Artist And you know, what? Nadie nos quita lo bailado.
[This time the curator nods effusively.]

Curator You are right. You know the music playlist includes music from my own
funeral playlist.

Artist When did you start making a playlist for your funeral?

Curator | was engrossed with death when | was little. And when | became a teenager,
clearly in my Reggaeton-Emo-Anime era, | decided | wanted my funeral to be
a party where everyone was instructed to dance to the hits | danced to while
still alive.

[Artist looks confused, and then just surprised.]
Artist Oh, wow. What made you interested in death?

Curator | was fascinated with how eternal was death; life is fleeting but death is forever.
And | wanted some autobiographical elements to be present, because your
work has elements of the autobiographical as well, right?

Artist It does. | mean Simén and El Brujo are the stories of a friend’s friend and
my own biological grandfather, but as presented in the exhibition there are
fictional elements to their stories that makes them no longer my own, but
someone else’s as well.

Curator That is exactly why | love exhibitions, they have the power to present
narratives which might be inspired by very personal stories, but on this
particular platform - the exhibition - they can become someone else’s,
someone else’s lived experience as well. But let me talk about a difference
which | feel is important, one thing is autobiographical and personal, and
another is intimacy.

Artist | feel often “personal” and “intimacy” are terms that are used as synonyms
when they truly are not. The personal alludes to belonging whilst intimacy is

a thing of distance, shortening the distance between me, you, and others.

Curator How do you hope Taking a bow / Haciendo una reverencia will create an
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Artist

Artist

Curator

Artist

Curator

Artist

Curator

INTERMEZZO

intimate space to talk about dreams, desires, and mourning?

| feel that energy which is intimate can be felt to some degree, and | feel
this energy can be infectious and perhaps encourage the viewer to engage
in a more intimate way, whatever that might mean for them. The process of
building this exhibition has surely been an intimate one so | think that this
energy, this intimacy, will be present in some way for an audience to digest.

[Curator adjusts their necklace, looking longingly at it.]

Dreams, desire, and mourning can be infinitely hyper-personal, so | hope to
give enough of myself for a similar reciprocity. | do hope that the exhibition
allows people to physically stop for a moment and reflect on anything, really.
And if in that reflection someone experiences desire, dreams or mourning

- amazing. But other imaginings, readings and intimate experiences are
allowed and welcomed as well.

We have decided to divide the exhibition into acts. We have even decided to
make a short play script to try to understand publicly what is happening in
the exhibition. But | feel you often do this in your work, that there is always
an inspiration in the structure, style, and fashioning of theatre. What does
theatre offer to your work in terms of narrative and fantasy?

[Artist leans back on their chair and takes a deep breath before replying.]

| think that like most people | tend to structure things in narrative form all
the time. So that will make sense by putting things, images, memories in
order. An order which is not necessarily linear but that creates a cohesive
timeline for myself. The way theatre interacts with an audience, the
directness, and close distance of the performer to the audience alongside
the emotional space that this creates for both parties is a tension that opens
many possibilities. And it is a tension that is inconsistent and ever-changing
as the run of the plays goes on. So, it is a container of time, movement

and stillness simultaneously. It is musical, and unorganised, chaotic, an
organised chaos in some way.

The lights are about to be turned on, the play will begin and the playlist will
play.

I think it is now our turn to dance.
Okay, | am getting up. After you.

[Both Artist and Curator stand up and lights dim to black. Scene ends.]
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SCENE 2

Person 1

Person 2

Person 1

Person 2

Person 1

Person 2

MC in tweed

Person n.1

Person n.2

MC in tweed

[In a busy street under the name “Castilla” amongst 19th century buildings,
two people talk to each other whilst lying on the wall. One of them just
greeted a man driving a car, who was blasting Salsa from the car’s speakers]

3A quién has saludado? 3Es ese “El Brujo”?

Es El Brujo, compadre. La esta pasando dificil, su mujer lo dejé y anda triste.
Terminar una relaciéon es como sentir que algo se murié.

Si pues, y como cualquier muerte hay un tiempo de luto.

Pero tan tan mal, no esta. Al menos sigue escuchando Salsa.

Menos mal, sino al chupodromo habra que llevarlo nomas.

[The MC wearing a tweed suit and sneakers reappears, and speaks to the crowd.]

We are in the busy street of Castilla. This is the neighbourhood of “El Brujo.”
“Brujo” is a term in Spanish which technically translates to “sorcerer” or
“warlock,” but its translation in this case sits closer to "male witch.” In Peru, and
particularly in Lima, nicknames are everything. In fact, people can sometimes
know you perennially through your nickname, or “chapa,” and not know your
legal name. Sometimes these “chapas” can be cruel; | knew a friend whose
nickname was “Bambi” because his mother died at an early age. But | swear he
loved it! He said it was a way of always remembering his mother.

You see “El Brujo” got his nickname for his interest in alternative medicine

and shamanism. But “El Brujo” is also a man that loves falling in love, and loves
beingin love, but don’t we all¢ The two men in Castilla we have just seen were
gossiping about El Brujo’s latest marriage, which just has ended. El Brujo is
mourning, the men point out that the end of any relationship is akin to death
and deserves proper time for grief. They however point out that because he still
listens to Salsa music, he is not that sad. If he ever gets depressed, they would
take him to a bar. But let me tell you another piece of gossip. El Brujo’s house
was decorated by his former wife in an impressive array of pinks honouring
the local football club, the SBA, the Sports Boys Association or the Sports
Boys, whose official team colours are pink and black. Since she left, he has not
touched anything in his home; all remains the same. El Brujo sits everyday at

3 pm to drink his afternoon glass of milk surrounded by pink fabric.

[Light re-focuses on the two men speaking.]
sEscuchaste eso?

3Que “El Brujo” tiene su casa rosidita todavia?
[MC in tweed turns to them.]

Oh, now you know English. For the sake of gossip you become polyglots.
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INTERMEZZO
SCENE 3

Barbie 1

Barbie 2

Barbie 1

Barbie 2

Barbie 1

Barbie 2

Would you please stop gossiping? We are in the presence of others! [pointing
out to the audience.]

[Lights dim to black and curtains descend.]

[At the Barbie party, two barbies are speaking to each other.]

| was just about to leave the party, but the "Guatauba” by Plan B started
playing. Now | just cannot leave! It would be a sin!

| completely understand that Barbie, | was ready to go back home but then
“Pa’” Que Retozen” by Tego Calderén started played and it would have been a
sin for me to leave.

Don’t you just feel there is a moment with those songs that you just need the
wall or the floor. | am so glad we are the model where we have been given
moveable joints, which means we can grind and go down.

I know, | feel for the Barbies with no joints. But they still look like they are
having a great time. | mean the bit that really gets me in Reggaeton is where
the singer promises to undo your hairdo, or just is a really sweaty time. That
promise of a danceable future really gets me going.

[Barbie 1and Barbie 2 are dancing and start staring at the other Barbies.]

We should join them.

Yes, we should.

[Barbie 2 hollers to the other Barbies]

Barbie 1and Barbie 2

Barbie 3

Barbie 1

Barbie 2

Hi Barbie!

[Barbie 3 approaches, she is wearing a matching top and trousers with cat
decorations.]

Hi Barbie! Hi Barbie! Are you enjoying the old school Reggaeton?
[Barbie 1snaps and gets really close to Barbie 3, defensively]

Old School? You mean the true Reggaeton?

[Barbie 2 gets in between them. Pushing them towards opposite sides]

Okay, okay, Barbie and Barbie calm down please. Both Reggaeton styles can
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Barbie 1

Barbie 3

Barbie 1

Barbie 2

Barbie 3

Barbie 2

INTERMEZZO
SCENE 4

MC in tweed

coexist, they are both good.

| am sure this Barbie only listens to Bad Bunny and thinks he just appeared
out of nowhere.

Why do you make assumptions Barbie¢ Of course, | know Bad Bunny has
predecessors, | know he would not exist without DJ Nelson, Plan B, Tego,
Daddy Yankee, Nicky Jam, Guanabanas, even Salsa in Puerto Rico to be
honest.

Oh, | am glad you have it all clear then. [talking to Barbie 2] You see these
new generation Barbies, some of them don’t have it clear.

Now who is being condescending? | am sure she did not mean it that way.

| just meant you are both old, and that the Reggaeton you listen is old, |
mean if you want an endearing term: vintage Reggaeton.

[Barbie 1and 2 laughl

Oh, Barbie you got loads to learn. Have you heard that vintage is coveted?
| will teach some vintage moves that will make you want to wish you were a
Barbie of an earlier generation.

[One of the Barbie blasts “Felina” by Héctor & Tito, they all dance and lights
dim black. Scene ends.]

[The scene recreates the corner of streets Atahualpa and Miroquesada in
Callao, a corner of murals in pink background and painted faces of iconic
personalities in black and white. Suddenly a multitude of people arrive onto
the scene, they are all wearing pink and shouting: SPORT BOYS DEL CALLAO
CAMPEON. Zaperoko, a Salsa band from Callao, emerges from the right-hand
side and starts playing "Vamos Boys” The MC in tweed emerges from the
crowd and stands on the far-left corner of the stage to start their soliloquy.
He starts speaking as soon as the spotlight shines on them, people remain
dancing and chanting in the background.]

What a day! And how lucky are we to witness a day in Callao where the local
football team has won a major trophy. The music you hear, Salsa, has a long-
standing tradition and plays an important role in the city which ought to be
explained. As a port city, Callao has always been open to the influx of musical
genres from abroad. Historically, Callao has been open to Caribbean sounds
and Salsa, originating both in New York and Puerto Rico in the late 1960s. It

[20]



was thanks to record collectors that Salsa became intimately linked to Callao
as many of these collectors were looking for new tropical music and were the
first to get Salsa records through the port. Collectors like Sr. Luis Rospigliosi
Carranza and Carlos Loza Arellano opened public spaces where they would
play their latest additions to their collections and introduce Callao to the
sounds of Eddie Palmieri, Willie Colon, Ray Barreto, Bobby Valentin, and
Hector Lavoe.

Whilst the trombone and orchestral arrangement of Salsa music was palatable
for Chalacos’ ears as in the late sixties and early seventies Nuyorican big
bands were all the rave, it was the lyrics of Salsa songs which resonated with
this coastal community. Many of them talk about poor communities and
honouring the dead, such as Tite Curet Alonso’s “Los Entierros” (performed
by Cheo Feliciano in 1979) where he talks about poor people’s funerals which
are heartfelt and, though decorated with paper flowers, are truly genuine.
Others talk about insecurity and crime in the streets, such as Willie Colén’s
and Héctor Lavoe’s “Calle Luna Calle Sol” (1973) and “Juanito Alimafia” (1983),
where the Puerto Rican composer and singer speak of dangerous streets in
their hometowns and famous delinquents and their behaviours. Others show
their admiration for their elders, such as Colén’s “Abuelita” (1970) where he
sings about his grandmother’s knowledge and advice about growing up in the
streets of Puerto Rico so that he can make it past the young years.

Salsa culture, like many other cultural shifts which emerged as subcultures,
promoted a specific fashion for men embracing tailored suits with bell
bottoms and heavy gold jewellery in the form of necklaces and rings. Héctor
Lavoe, for example, always dressed in colourful suits, with an impeccable
hairdo and wore multiple rings, bracelets, and necklaces. The ‘salsero” in
Callao many times emulated Lavoe’s ‘suave swing’ by wearing similar clothing
and jewellery.

In Callao, the gaze and voice of the Puerto Rican Salsa singer, Héctor

Lavoe, follows you everywhere as his image has been represented in
numerous murals, the most famous one being the mural in the Atahualpa
neighbourhood in Callao, which is just here, the backdrop to the people
dancing. On the mural, Lavoe is joined by other local icons. Devotion to
Lavoe’s music dates to 1986 when the salsero performed in various concerts
in Lima and, because he had heard of his popularity in Callao, he shouted
out to the audience "Chim Pum Callao,” a chanted phrase which celebrates
Callao as a place of oomph and power, and dates back to the nineteenth
century when during war times the cannon fire from the Real Felipe Fortress
would make the sound “chim” when ignited, and “"pum” when fired. Chalacos
got excited by the shoutout from Lavoe and embraced him as an icon, as an
saint-like figure for their city. On later visits, upon hearing of his popularity
in the port city, the Puerto Rican singer would demand to stay in Callao. This
only furthered the praise and admiration from Chalacos and Chalacas.

The famous phrase "Chim Pum Callao” is also the name for an annual Salsa
festival held every August in Callao since 1997, featuring established and new
voices in the Salsa genre. Recently, it has incorporated Reggaeton as well.
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MC in tweed

[A car goes by, blasting “Quien dijo miedo.”]

Oh, that is El Brujo, he is heading home. He will perhaps continue the
celebrations at home.

[Curtain descends whilst people are still dancing, singing, and chanting.
Complete and utter joy.]

ACTII
SCENE 1

MC in tweed

ACT Il

[We are a domestic setting, a living room surrounded by pink curtains
and pink carpet. At the sofa we see an elderly man, El Brujo, drinking a
glass of milk. He is humming the song “3;Quién Dijo Miedo?”. From the far
left re-appears the MC, who will have their last soliloquy. El Brujo drinks
slowly his milk, whilst the MC speaks to the audience. The MC is wearing
their usual tweed suit, but this time they are also wearing the Sports Boys
Official pink T-shirt]

Referred as “Sports Boys” or simply “Boys,” it is a football club based in
Callao, and are considered the fourth most important club in the history
of Peruvian football as they have won six national titles. The team’s
unique colour scheme is pink and black, and this is the reason why pink
can be seen in the homes and walls of the streets of Callao. As in many
Latin American countries, football is an all-encompassing passion and

it represents for many a culture, a lifestyle and also an aspiration as it is
often the case that players come from modest backgrounds and through
football, through their talent, they achieve success. You have just
witnessed this profound passion in the intermezzo’s celebrations.

Callao’s self-styled “own Salsa band,” Zaperoko, always dresses in pink
and in formal occasions wears a black suit and pink shirt. For example,
in this video they can be seen singing the “"Boys’” traditional anthemin a
Salsa style. The band’s mascot, appropriately, is the Pink Panther.

In seeing the embrace of pink in traditionally masculine activities, such
as football, Callao is configured as a place that challenges expectations;
where despite its reputation, tenderness and joy are abundant. Callao
historically has been perceived as a tough place, and by many inhabitants
of Lima as a dangerous place, but the life experiences of many Chalacos
and Chalacas is richer, with a range of textures to their emotions and
passions. Tenderness and softness, the genuine concern for others

and affection for those who share their space and passions, is actively
exercised by many of the human and non-human inhabitants of Callao.
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El Brujo

Just think of the dogs who protectively bark to humans in the port city to
warn of impending water movement. | want to leave you with this image,
with the image of softness and tenderness. And | hope you all continue to
dream aloud and dance, dance until the very end. Until a next time!

[MC subtly steps back. A warm glow of light now focuses on El Brujo. He is still
humming happily; he is just finishing his glass of milk.]

Umm...Ai que rico!

[El Brujo and MC in tweed share a knowing glace about the tastiness of the
milk. As El Brujo puts the glass down on the table, “;Quién Dijo Miedo?” by
Raul Marrero and Orchestra plays and grows louder until the curtains slowly
descend. End of Act I1.]

The end

Gisselle Giron Casas
Curator of Taking a Bow / Haciendo una reverencia
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PUBLIC PROGRAMME

Lunchtime Learning Hour:
Salsa dance lesson
Tuesday 18 February 2025
1.00 - 1.45pm

Art Exchange

Come along and learn Salsa!
Gisselle Giron Casas, curator of
Taking a Bow, will introduce you to
Salsa through teaching us some of
its basic dance steps.

Artist Talk: Dream-a-thon with
Bryan Giuseppi Rodriguez Cambana
Thursday 27 February 2025,

6.00 - 7.30pm

Art Exchange

Join us for an evening of collective
dreaming and discover the role

of dreams, longing, and desires in
Taking a Bow.

This event is co-organised with the
Latin American society.

One last dance: Karaoke and
Latino Night with Bryan Giuseppi
Rodriguez Cambana

Thursday 27 February 2025
8.00pm - 12.00am

SU Bar

Come along and sing karaoke and
dance!

In celebration of dreams, desires,

dancing, and music in Taking a Bow,
we have joined forces with the Latin
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American society to host a Karaoke
and Latino Night at the SU Bar.

Preview screening of Malcriao
Tuesday 11 March

6.00 - 9.00pm

Lakeside Theatre

Be part of the preview screening of
Malcriao before it goes out on wide
release.

Director and producer Bryan
Giuseppi Rodriguez Cambana
would love to hear your thoughts
about their new film - on the ways
it resonates with you, what you like,
what you don’t, and how it makes
you feel.



Listening Party with Music Society
Thursday 13 March 2025

6.00 - 8.30pm

Art Exchange

Be part of a listening experience as
together we find out more about
“Corridos Tumbados” and what
makes this music so special.

The Music Society and artist Bryan
Giuseppi Rodriguez will lead a
listening party focused on “Corridos
Tumbados” and its history, sonic
textural richness, as well as its lyrics
on longing, romance and family
memories.

Experiencing Fashion in
Taking a Bow

Thursday 20 March 2025
6.00 - 8.30pm

Art Exchange

Dress code:
Last dance or Pink or BOTH

The Fashion Society and artist Bryan
Giuseppi Rodriguez Cambana lead

a roundtable discussion focused

on the Reggaetonero and Salsa
subcultures’ fashion found in Taking
a bow.

The evening ends with a finale

fashion show celebrating our
fabulous outfits!
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