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A EULOGY FOR DASH
SNOW

Dash Snow is dead. The great Dash is gone.

1 heard about it yesterday, when one of his best fiiends suddenly burst into tears and ran from
the room. All | heard was the word “Dash,” but | knew what had happened. Dash was a
rope-walker by nature, He was an artist working up high, and the gravity got him. He'd
fallen. T was surprized and stunned and saddened, but not shocked. He worked without a net
And with a hagh degree of difficulty,

Drash was a beannful person and a gemeine artist. A lot of people didn’y get the senuine part
hecause to them he was a gossip star, all image. But be was the real thing, and sometimes his
real was so in your face that people thought it must have been an act. It was an act, of course,
bt 1t was g read ael. When you live ina world that's inside a television there are no other
options. But Dash and some of his (riends were re-inventing what it is to be an artist, because
that's something every gencration has to do. They had gotten the by of the land and were
responiding accondingly.

1 was delighted to meet Dash, becanse when people wouald ask mwe what young artists 1 liked
I was embarrassed to name people who were forty. But some of these youngsters seemed 1o
have something going on, like Nate Lowman aod Byan MeGinley and Dan Colen. . but none
of them more so than Dash.

T thought of the little artist”s book sitting in my liviog room that be had given me: “In the
Event of My Disappearance.” I turned out Dash had O d at the Lafayette House.
Evervbody smd he'd been clean, cear, i good health, Thar's the way it goes, The day before
Jean-Michel Basquiat died, he'd left 2 message on my machine — he was back from Hawadi,
clean, and fecling great. A clean junkie lives with danger. The equation has changed. Ask
Lenny Bruce.

Aler living through pargstory these brave boys were conned by junk. One mrose time, 1'm
sad but pissed off, again. I'm pissed off when [ read the smpid blogs and comments, The
worst thing about o artist dying is that he can’t @k back. Dash con't say “Fuck you!l™ back,
sox | hope his friemds say it For him. And 1o all of the glib Tuckers who say he was not a good
artist, let me ust say: Fuck you, what do you know?

“In the Event of My Disappearance.” | always thought thit book, smd quite a bit of Dish's
work, was meant b foreshadow a dromatic demise that sctuall v might not ocenr 1 peedn™
have occurred. We all do a lot of foreshadowing during our vouthful drama phase, but
somedimes we wise up a bt That's punk rock. Sid got dead; Johony got smart.

1 remember the first artist in New York | became (nends with who | considened really old: Lil
Picard, who had been one of the surrealists, and who impersonated Andy Warhol's wother in
David Bailey's documentary on him. She must have been in her seventies when I met her in
the =eventies, my grasdpa’s age, and she said 1o me, “Every artist has to go through his drog
crucifixion period.” | was younger than Dash when she said that, but it steck with me and [
saw 1l again and again.

The way Lil said it was so non-pedgmental. It was like beimg told the facts of life, the ones

your parents didn’t know, Dash could bave lived but death was one of his subject matters,
Dieath and life.

Diash was good o life. He was lively. Bt be was one of those artists whose work was a
process of self-testing, a documentation of his life.






