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“Tex men
in the “Texas Women - , ’
National Museur of Women i1 Art in

Washington, D.C. and in f’xbz‘é:t:'Of:s}] at Lrje
Center for Book Arts in New 'lorlz: the Long
Beach Museun? of Art in California, and
DW Gallery in Dallas. Her art, forfgpfefred
i many forms including books, paintings,
nd installation works, 15 11 Many public
and private collections including those of
Atlantic Richfield Company, Harvard Uni-
versity, Frito-Lay, Inc, and Stanford
Unersity

The following remarks by Ms. Munoz are
excerpted from an August, 1988 interview
with Ron Gleason.

“Although we moved a lot during my
childhood, we always lived close to the
Rio Grande river on the border
between Mexico and Texas. There
were many stories about happenings
near the river, the struggles of illegals

crossing, sometimes there were
gunfights.

During the early 1940’s, my father
left for the war and so my mother
worked and we lived with my grand-
mother. I had a very religious
upbringing. I went to six elementary
schools, some of them Catholic. My

fzgglfimot&};ﬁr was very religious, very

e ent. | ¢ believed that biting vour
BETnatls was a sin—but she pav

unconditional love My i,

had eight child -
1. ren b .
She gave us our '

lunt and outspoken.
; Both sides of my family were Very

iculate but Dad’s family was larger,
<h and they were more

humorous. They poked fun at each

other constantly and e:;ljoyed a sense

more clanni

of the absurd. Dad’s side of the family
had a lot of talent, tooO. [ remem_ber
~ousin Chony. He was a zoot-Sulter
-nd dressed immaculately —baggy

abardine pants and a top feather 1n
Eis hat. He was a real romantic guy
with a pencil-thin mustache. He hung

around with a lot of celebrities from
Mexico. He had his own broadcasting
<tation that was heard in a small radius
.round the neighborhood and the
~elebrities would come and jam with
him. They cut records and we would
get to hear them.

Mom’s side of the family was more
intimate. They weren’t loud and bois-
terous like Dad’s family. That was the
big difference between Mom and
Dad. Mom often called him a ruthan.
She held things more reverently and he
was totally irreverent. It confused me
for a lon% time until the absurdity
became tunny and we came to look
forward to seeing those moments of
tension between the two. Sometimes,
we would make bets to see how those

moments would end or how the situa-
tion would evolve.

During the 1950's, when I was re
to attend high school, the school syifiy
tem asked for volunteers to attend
high schools outside our own district
It was an early form of busing. I volun-
teered to attend the high school in the
north so I didn’t attend the one that

Eﬁerta}i}ned to my neighborhood. The

| ug stores, drive-;

e tores, drive-in
ovies, roller-skating car hops lots of
Parties.. house e e

| arties .

north and anW' lgh school in the

sOtaround E] p kids all over the city. 1

a tull h; 'h 450 pretty well, It was
| we Cnce,

Nt reg
tregularly to Juarez to shop

Mom always shopped

che border sl s e ol
early, you know, where vou
things. Being aware of Lmh worlds
meant that I couldn’t be just one pe;

son, just one thing. It made me fe]
more an observer than a partig
no matter what group I was wi

[ started making art as early as |

_. Can
remember. Aunt Lulu, who liked 15
draw, gave me drawing pencils and |
started drawing. Then I started saving
my allowance, every penny of it, so
that I could buy art supplies —pencils
and tablets —and I just drew endlessly
I was encouraged by my grandmother,
too. She told me stories aﬁg{ her
father, who was raised in a monastery
by the priests and developed the ski
to paint murals in the church.

My friends and I read a lot of comic
books. We all had stacks of comic
books and we would swap them . ...
every Saturday we would go around
and swap them. That was our enter-
tainment. There was no television
then, so that’s what we would do. And
we read. Mom was a real avid reader
<o there was always a library card to be
used. She liked the classics and read &
lot of them to me. I took language and
dance classes but the art was more sol-
itary. A couple of my friends drew but
even when we worked together, I was
a solitary experience for me and |
liked that. In high school, [ took some
art classes but 1 never eXPfC‘?d 10 g0

to college. I thought I was oing t©

hi&desgf
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went to the Peyton Founcate, pck.
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Wlth us on the hOly

church grounds that

tising agencies and I loved the
brainstorming sessions. I took some
fine art classes, too, and fell in love
with that area of art. When I was able
to go to school tull-time, fine art
became mv area of study. During col-
lege, I continued to have two worlds:
friends from the old neighborhood,
and the new friends from college. Still
the split, the duality. After I gradu-
ated, I went into teaching. The Peyton
Foundation let me pay back my loan
with a combination of artwork and
money. It meant they took my choice
of college study seriously and I appre-
ciated that.

Like a conventional fifties girl, I
married a vear after finishing college. 1
continued to teach for four years and
then we started our family. My hus-
band, Andy Munoz, had a degree 1n
civil engineering. After working sev-
eral vears for the Texas Highway
Department, he accepted an offer to
work for the federal government and
we began to move around the country.
We moved from El Paso to Albany,
New York. Then we moved back to El
Paso where I had a second child. Then
we made other moves to Washington,
D.C.: Vancouver, British Columbia;
Portland, Oregon; and then back to
Texas. It was a great experience. |
worked at raising our kids but some-
thing was missing. I had a small
relationship with art. 1 taught I!larnl'atel_\;'
and piddled around. That's what 1t
was. not anything serious. But 1 kept
looking at art. When we were In New
Vork. Washington, D.C., and Portland.
[ looked at art and there was 2 long-
ing — I knew I had 2 deficiency.

4 vear after we returned to Texas, I

night.

decided to go back to graduate school.
I'd waited until my children could
operate a microwave and tend tor
themselves. We lived in a nice neigh-
borhood in Arlington and after I'd
made my decision it seemed that all
the women here were returning to
school. It just seemed that we all
decided at the same time. All of our
kids were about the same age. It made
it easier. We looked after each other’s
children when we weren’t in class.

I enrolled at North Texas State Uni-
versity, an hour’s drive away. At first, I
felt very much removed, an observer
rather than a true participant. I made
no bones about being competent, but
[ was eager to learn and soon
responded to the challenge and stim-
ulation of graduate school. Aside from
the regular program of classes and stu-
dio work, we made visits to museums
outside the city and I read extensively.
I became very interested in concep-
tual, performance, and narrative art.
During that time, Laurie Anderson

came to the campus, performed, and
visited with us agout her work. |
learned much from talkin w;th Al
Souza, though 1 never too his classes,
and from Ashley Walker whose femi-

nist thought became a strong influence

on me. |
In terms of making my own art, 4

very strange thing happened. I had
alwavs made art that made some reter-
ence to what I saw around me but 1
thought that as | learned more, [ |
would make use of new content 1n {xi)
work. Instead, I made more liberal —
and literal — use of my own back-
ground. had written verse when I
was in high school and wanted to use

writing in my work. [ was just begin-
ning to discover the narrative artists
when [ enrolled in a class taught by
Vernon Fisher. At the time I didn't
know that he used language in his art.
I had just heard that he was a very
strong teacher and thought that 1
should take a class from him. He chal-
lenged the organization and
relationship of my words and the use
ot two languages. I had used both lan-
g‘ruages betore but he demanded that I

e very aware of how I used them
together. At first, | resented that
because I was trving to draw on my
intuition and subconscious and his
approach seemed to deny that pos-
sibility to me. With his advice, my
works grew more fluid, more
challenging.

That’s wien [ started reading more,
too. People pointed out to me that my
work was, in some way, connected to
the works of the South American
writers: Gabriel Garcia Marquez,
Borges, and others. I read them and it
was fertile ground tor me. I began to
understamf and adapt to more con-
temporary thought and concerns. 1
became more interested in photogra-
phy, plays, and rekindled my interest
in film and other forms including tele-
vision and popular culture. I like
Martin Scorcese’s films, Gunter Grass,
Sam Shepard’s work, a lot of the Mexi-
can films — the more kitsch the
better —and Mexican variety shows on
television. When I was a kid, there
were film versions of those shows
shown in the theatres in El Paso and 1
like seeing them again, now.

I traveled with my husband, Andy,
whenever I could and I would be sure
to visit exhibitions, and meet artists
whenever I could. I got in touch with
other Hispanic artists. More recently,
there have been several exhibitions of
contemporary Hispanic art and I've
been able to see them and meet many
of the artists. One exhibition —
"Chulas Fronteras” —organized by
Benito Huerta from Houston, has
become a pivotal, important show to
me. Some of the shows were disap-
pointing but all of that has led to some

really good, important friendships
among other Hispanic artists. |
The “Postales” series I've created is
from an old idea I've had and that 1
wanted to create for a grand scale. I've
kept the idea tucked away tor some
time. The works demanded a large
<cale and the size of the galleries at the

Teler Museum of Art made that possi-
ble. The idea began during one of my
visits back to El Paso. My fa_mllys
absurd humor plays a role...it makes
me a more objective observer of my
culture. I began to delight in finding
visual eccentricities in the neighbor-
hoods and I started making
photographs of them. At first, I made

them only in El Paso but soon found



rerested in the things they did to
make them their own...the visual and
ohysical references they would

provide themselves...the things they
did to identify these homes as part of
their culture. They would paint them
wild, indigenous colors and would add
paraphernalia in the front and back
yards. I thought that was a wonderful
thing. I made a small book with hand-
tinted black and white photographs of
those houses and they seemed a paral-

lel to the souvenir postcards that
people buy. Postales...postcards.

When I was asked to exhibit in
Iyler, I thought of them. I've always
wanted to make a statement of them
that is more bravado, a celebration of
this assimilation and reconstitution of

culture. Some | |
e people might th
these works Irreverent b&t [ th;?llli

they're w ully ;
hey're wonderfully irreverent Being

able to laugh at oneself is important
and I think I do that. 1 used the air-
brush to paint because it’s such a slick
medium and can be used to romanticize
20 image, remove any imperfection.
It’s widgely used in commercial art for
that purpose. [ wanted these paintings
to be like Wrigley's gum commercials,
Walt Disney movies, and Vargas girls
that I grew up seeing.

[ saw “Postales” as a giant book, yet
the fine crafting that goes into making
books was displaced. T put my efforts
more into choosing the right compo-
nents. 1he canvases are not stretcged
I wanted some freedom, looseness 1n
the ;l)(resentation of these works. The
books I make are meant to be pre-
sented in a certain, very controlled
way. The “Postales’ series doesn't
demand that. It does, however, seem
to demand connections between each

image, between the iMages ang Y
S and b,
the ill €N the story pag.

BT S | 10 them
| Most of My stories are 3})(}; ‘Ui_
ing the rules when the charén[ o

may — Or may not — knoy \;,haff:\ |
rules are. The “Postales” g0, g
a little girl who did not fir in aplzi””
ultimately stood ground and rem;

her d}fference between somethins
familiar and something not familiae |
is very much a strength, a deliberze
strength. Even though she has worm »
orange dress when white is requited
and everyone laughs at her, she
remains. She’s not overlooked but s
is accepted. The street signsintne
“Postafes” series are a third element
that allow me to poke fun of the pis
hetween the two languages. 1 use
north and south in the signs 0
describe Spanish names spoken by
English and vice versa. [t shows the
2daptation, adoption, and damage
each makes on the other’s language. |
used insects and bugs o0 the text

fanels because they seem I
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