September 22, 2020
Dear Uta,
The other day when the air quality was so bad from the fires we drove to Joshua Tree
because it was the only place nearby with good air. We drove east to the 330 and up into the
San Bernardino Mountains. I love that landscape as you increase in elevation, the conifers
and oaks gradually appearing, especially those grand black oaks. And all those boulders
that are remnants of glacial movement. Then to the 18 and over and down the northeast
side of the mountains where the landscape dries up to scattered desolate pinyon pines
and desert plants. And finally descending into the Mojave, and then southeast around the
mountains into a forest of joshua trees. Whenever it is dusk in the desert, when the light has
that certain quality, I think about the long drives we used to take near Desert Hot Springs.
I have been thinking about your after-images. I am having a show in the space where
you used to exhibit years ago. Your shows back then were about after-images. So I am
wondering if there are any after-images still here. If I go in the space and close my eyes
I could maybe still see the sycamore tree in your backyard that I saw here years ago. An
after-image 15 years old. Maybe our work will co-exist as retinal memories.
My show is mostly empty so it’s perfect for after-images. What I am trying to exhibit is the
passing of time. Or, more precisely, the passing of times. There are six re-programmed
digital clocks, each running on a different rhythm. There is one that follows the wind. And
one that follows rivers. Another has seconds synchronized with a heartbeat (my heartbeat).
Another with my cat. They are subjective, biological, alternative, de-standardized times.
Looking at the time used to be knowing the position of the sun in the sky. Time was a
connection with natural and celestial movement. Now, when I look at the time on my phone,
I just feel an emptiness, connected to nothing. What is anchoring those passing numbers?
I want a time that can only be the time of right here.
I also made a new text work. It is the word ocean with a new spelling, looking like waves
blown by gales of wind across the water’s surface. It is a reference to Aram Saroyan’s oneword poem from the 60s: lighght. Maybe you can say that poem has an after image within
it. And now that I think about it, his poem is perfect for dusk in the desert, when the sun’s
light stretches out from below the horizon and ricochets across the western sky.
lighght
You know the parking lot adjacent to the galleries? I heard a rumor it couldn’t be developed
because there was a stream below it. I looked on an old water map of LA and saw streams
running through the area. They were probably going from the swamps of La Cienega to
the Ballona creek, and out to the Pacific. On the western side of the gallery building I have
begun to water a vacant piece of dirt. I am coming in twice a week, cleaning out the trash
and soaking it. I don’t expect a riparian plant community to re-emerge. But something
will grow I’m sure. If only wind-blown seeds buried in the dirt waiting for their moment of
resurrection. Waiting for the river to re-emerge.
-D
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Praz-Delavallade is pleased to announce oceaean, an exhibition by Los Angeles based
artist David Horvitz. The exhibition will be open to the public from 1 October through 28
November, 2020.
David Horvitz (b. 1974, Los Angeles) received his MFA from the Milton Avery Graduate
School of the Arts at Bard College, NY in 2010. He was recently awarded the Follow Fluxus
– After Fluxus 2020 prize as well as the Henraux Foundation Prize in 2018. His work will
be included in the forthcoming exhibition The Musical Brain organised by Cecilia Alemani,
Donald R. Mullen and Melanie Kreis at various locations along the High Line, New York
as well as THE DREAMERS, curated by Ilaria Marotta and Andrea Baccin for The 58th
October Salon, Belgrade Biennial 2020, Belgrade. He has been the subject of numerous
exhibitions at institutions including the Musée d’Art Contemporain Avignon, FR; Centre
d’Art Contemporain, Rennes, FR; Albertinum, Staatliche Kunstsammlungen Dresden, DE;
and New Museum, New York, US amongst others. David Horvitz lives and works in Los
Angeles.
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