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pedir a cubi

Corrientes and Pueyrredon 

7:02 am

If I have to start it in some way, I would say, it starts on any 
given morning with an insignificant act: a woman running fast, a 
child coming across an injured bird on the sidewalk, two passers–by 
bumping one another while crossing calle Sarmiento...
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Chick

Chick

   My name is Roli Gerchunoff. Age: thirty-four. 

Profession: visual journalist. Earnings: 

  enough to make it by through free-lance projects.

 I used to be on staff at Playboy but the magazine 

decided to outsource..

Click

Click

Clic
k
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Ideology: progressive, although not quite a radical. 
I’m the first to confess that my youthful rebelliousness has 
been turned into complacency. Religion: skeptic. Sometimes I 
see myself in the mirror and can’t recognize the person who 
looks at me. Nor can I recognize El Once. 

Click

The neighborhood in Buenos Aires is more than a spot on the map:  
a state of mind. 

It takes its name from September 11th, 1852, which is when 
Buenos Aires became independent. Yes, every nation has its 
own 9/11, the crucial momento—the wound—when it recognizes 
its vulnerability before everyone else.

My name is Roli Gerchunoff. Age: forty–two. Profession: 
photo–journalist. Salary: enough not to have to borrow more than 
once a month. For eight years  I’ve worked at Playboy. Since the 
magazine reduced its staff, I free–lance. 
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Hola, ché… 
Wasa?

Not much. Your 
wife? 

Are we on or what? 

Push. Come on, push! 
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All sorts of identities converge in El Once: Koreans, Poles, 
Peruvians, Armenians, Russians, Chinese and Jews… So where does one 
find Argentinianness? In the juncture were everyone’s hopes come 
together. People come here to dream.

Your mom’s 
pussy

Bastard! 

Did you watch 
Brazil play? 

Fuck! pks are the 
worse solution to 

break a tie.

You’re a homo? 
¡Huy

Bring it on! 

 #$%/! 

#*!!º* Move your ass! 

Giddy up! Time 
to ride! 
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Click

Click

Brazil didn’t 
know how to 

shine

Di darfst 
shlufn! 
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Un? Ez ken zij noj 
majn dortn  an ofshtand 

fund di higgue fun 
undzere lender kegn di 

vos zei lozn zei nit 
arbetn. 

My grandpa produced leather in Mataderos and sold it in El Once. 
He was from a town called Proskuriv, in the Ukraine, and he arrived 

before World War II. 

One of thousands of immigrants. I offer these details not because 
this story is about me—or is it?—but because in it our roots are 

unearthed and made to burn under the sun.

El Once, then, is a monument to memory. At first one gets the 

impression that nothing we do leaves a mark. Argentina is a 

country with an abundance of memory that people prefer to ignore.

Next to so much religious exaltation is the tempting human flesh. 
Ah, heaven and earth joined together at the core!
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Hi gorgeous! Can 
you leave the keys 

under the rug?

Did I say this is an average 
morning? 
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Who are you? 
Would you talk 

to me? 

Isn’t it early 
for you?

Where are you taking 
me? Dono what I dono.

Mmm… Is this guy‘s
taking photos of me?

People can hide 
among the masses. 
But the camera 
always manages to 
spot them, to make 
them become 
individuals. 

Click

Click

Click

What is such a splendorous 
thing doing in a place 

like this? 

From what toy store 
did you escape, 

Sleeping Beauty?

Click

Click


