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and there’s a new place in Mexico City. 
A grotto. And we enter into its gaping mouth. Into the blackness. 
 
The grotto is grotesque. Fanciful. Fantastic. Wildly formed. 
 
A grotto of disaster. Environmental. Societal decline. 
We are stepping in our future. Our future, now. Our dystopian present. We have already 
collapsed. 
 
Do we abandon hope? Desire? 
 
There is a spring. 
 
Not of the clearest water, but of salsa. Salsa Valentina. At least we have that. 
It is pumped from a vast source, and tumbles into a well, echoing day and night, under a 
green “stalagmite”. Our sacred place. 
 
We have to come to the well every day. To drink from it. Otherwise we are lost completely. 
 
We have some technology. Copper pipes, old ones repurposed. They structure the 
environment, the grotto. The machine in the garden. The garden in the machine. 
Intertwined. Codependent. Without this infrastructure the garden / grotto will not survive. 
The pumping blood keeps it alive. The pipes reach everywhere. Abortively sometimes. 
Delivering the salsa, the Valentina, the liquid by which we also survive. 
 
There is a mass of complex piping cobbled together from remains. This is a necessary 
function for us. The ruined landscape functions. 
 
Nothing more. 
 
This is our attempt at second nature. In the natural world. But it has gone terribly wrong. 
 
The third nature, the garden we have been invited to cast our gaze upon, is artificial grass. 
It looks back at us with its scattered eyes. Dead eyes of copper, cleaned with Valentina. We 
can take one with us. It authenticates our having looked. 
 
But where is the human? Where is the humanist? Where is the humanity? 
 
This is zero nature. A “garden” contructed of material that is artificial. Not living. 
 
There is no dividing line between inside and outside. The garden is the grotto is the 
landscape is our world. 
 
Nothing more. 
 
The “toilet” is a ruin. Built in the garden. In the grotto. 
A ruin in a garden to attract the eye. This one has its own eye. 
This one is a toilet, attracting the eye. 



We’re not utterly alone. We have a guide. And the guide shows us it has investigated the 
toilet ruin. Warily. Investigated by stepping inside. Investigated by sitting. 
 
Nothing. There is nothing there. The ruin functions only as a ruin. Its eye looks back up at 
us. We look back up at us. From the eye in the toilet. From the ruin. 
 
Our guide crushes its own eye. The flowing salsa Valentina. Life itself. Praise be. 
 
Nothing more? 
 
Yes, we think. We think we are allowed reflection. because we know we can leave. We are 
outside while inside. The way out is there. We look. 
 
We take our authenticating eye with us. So we can look. 
 
But with our eye, we see we are inside while outside. 
 
So yes. Nothing more. 
 
Entry to the grotto was free. 
 
Exiting, we see, is not. 
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