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Davide Balula
FAKE ESTATE

526 W. 26th St. #502A
February 26-April 4

Davide Balula’s installation, in a gallery that used to be a storage closet, is disiad /
the simplest of arrangements: a wooden floor with two long, narrow, and - /
asymmetrical white shapes laid into it parquet-style, with two identical

wooden shapes mounted flat on the wall above it. The work is in every way .
interstitial, hovering between dimensions in a reclaimed space. Like many

seemingly simple works, it reverberates with echoes, from decorative arts

to Minimalism and Conceptual art, from esoteric diagrams to patterns of

light on the floor.

The most present ghost is that of Gordon Matta-Clark, whose Reality
Properties: Fake Estates, 1973—74, gives the storage-closet gallery its
name. The shapes on the wall could easily be the oddly shaped parcels of
New York City land that Matta-Clark bought for that project; the feeling of
light shining through a hole in a wall is reminiscent of his grand and
monumental Day’s End, 1975. That Balula is all tidied up and contained
where Matta-Clark was rough and immediate honors a kind of site and
non-site relationship between the works of the two artists, while updating it
for an era in which much less New York property is available for guerilla
site-specific experimentation. Immense and awe-inspiring rose windows
may no longer be possible, but Balula’s modest proposal has an odd and
persistent little resonance.

Davide Balula, American Wall
Nut, 2009, floorboard, wall, paint.
Installation view.

— Emily Hall
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Béatrice Gross, “Davide Balula”, in French Connection, 88 artistes contemporains,
88 critiques d’art, éditions Black Jack, Montreuil, 2008, pp. 72-78

ide balula | béatrice gross

gr the diverse figures of growth, erosion, movement and dis-
ce, Davide Balula explores the changing motif of al-
lon. Adopting the style of a documented inguiry, he reveals
lmost magic elements of a protean and shifting reality and
80 in a formal polyphony that brings together drawing,
gl , sculpture, performance and sound installations.
st gives substance to ethereal forces—magnetic fluids,
anic current, respiratory breath and acoustic frequencies—
schievously reconstructs phenomena as ordinary as natu-
ht, botanic culture and dust. In the back of a dark room, a
ndow thus reveals a galaxy of particles in suspension in
fully gathered by the maintenance services of the place.
onechrome, moving and phospherescent volume, seams
cura the field of vision, veiling the source of light, it actually
wisible the surface of projection. Thanks to this evanescent
curo, the grains of dust, which have gone from undesirable
artistic substance, become, by metanymic transfer, the
the ambivalent pleasure of seeing a blocked vision.
ist, Balula handles the elements, making them
pags from one state to the other. With Lo Dilution
cas (2007), a strange set-up of laboratory glassware
nied by a magnetic stirring rod and tubes with solvants,
& literal dissolution of possibilities, transmuting dice
Cipitate, in constant tranaformation, of all their con-
inations, As for the rigorous grid of The Underwater
lce Blows (2007), it offers a challenge in inverse ratio,
ilution this time impossible. In fact, the splash caught
, the nine photographic prints show an ice sculpture
thrown into a lake. If the slow melting of this enact-
lies its matter to the snapshots, the fixing of its stages
ganization appear to show neither its chronology nor
logic, apparent elsewhere. Thus immobilising on two
the flow of time, the artist demonstrates the atomic
fanon's paradoxes, where time and movement, because
bie, have become ineffective, In thus spreading out
d unclear magic on a background of bucalic action,
ultimately shakes our confidence in the photo-
rmant.
lic way, Con't Remamber the Speed of the Blast (Grid)
explains the artist's interest in the process of per-
tion. Following the spectacular explosion of mas-
iches of firecrackers, there remains a carpet of scattered
a vague smell of combustion and the resonant fiction of
mal trauma: the installation transmits a high frequency
ly audible, creating a destabilizing sensation of tinni-

tus., The performative nature of the work appears then actively in
its duration, subtly integrating the totality of the exhibition space
in this tast for the visitor.

On the same principle, the perceptive cells of La Grippe (2005-
2008), and the thermal shock that they produce, influences the
immuna system and the ageing of those who enter: visitors just
have to completely feel the temperature of the haptic Fever
(2008} in order to pass once and for all the critical thresheld, if
not of a hallucinatory fever, at least with a minimalist language,
re-examined with humaour.

Testing is the experimental position por excellence and some-
times extands to the vary nature of Balula's works, going so far
ag aven to rigk their own destruction: thus, Troubles (2007), an
Intarnet site that degenerates with each new hit, or Fox (2008)
assoclated with 1724 (2008), where a drawing printed on thermic
paper is subjected to intense, luminous impulses sent out in the
rhythm of the sporadic recording (exactly every 24™ of a second)
of the sounds produced in the place of the exhibition.

Basically, for this artist who is as much a visual artist as a mu-
gician, it's a question of extracting from the turmaoil of matter a
strict tempo, an essential time unity of his poetic score; inspired
by the conventional measurament of time, deducted from speed
and light, the neon spirals of his Métronome (Hourgloss) (2008)
cross the opacity of their bath of black ink in order to appear al-
ternatively at a frequency of two beats per minute, binary, languid
rhythm evoking two cardiac pulsations, tenderly symmetrical.
Ultimately, following the example of wizardry, Balula's art really
lies in the relationship that his devices establish with their wit-
nesses, more than in their mysterious mechanics. An elliptical
dialogue—animated by an aesthetic constant of reception—
combines scepticism and wonder in a subtle in-between.
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Davide Balula

Un air de féte

2004

Modified turntable, wire, ball, vinyl disc, helium
50 x 50 x 100 cm

The balloon inflated with helium raises the arm of the turntable. The record turns but can’t be
played.
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Davide Balula : Disturbances in Space-Time-Matter

Essay by Christine Macel
published in Stomach Rainbow, Monographik editions, 2008

Endowed with an impressive capacity for enquiry, Davide Balula is interested in
technology, biochemical and physical processes and essentially all phenomena at the
limits of reason. Tinnitus, plants, insects or sects, he digs deep into these subjects as a
starting point to his work in a documentary practice which has become the fertiliser of
his imagination.

His “disturbing” works play with normative systems and inverse the usual relationships
between elements. In this way, they put knowledge and the results of perception into
perspective. Davide Balula uses the progress of science in order to produce new
knowledge of the world, knowledge with neither nostalgia nor regret for the period of
utopiansism. Dependant on an ironic relativism, playing with the possibility of disturbing
the rules of the game, he makes unexpected connections as in his work “Troubles”
(Disturbances), a pigment imprint from a website which degenerates after each visit.

The question which threads across his entire practice is the following: does the world
really exist as we describe it? Some, in the twentieth century, believed they had
achieved this. The eruption of quantum theory at the beginning of the twentieth century
by physicists such as Max Planck and Niels Bohr changed the deal: the atomic bomb,
the computer and the laser revolution were to follow. After this, it was thought that a
unified model could fuse Einstein’s general relativity with quantum mechanics. Stephen
Hawkins announced this in the eighties, and maintained this until 2004, when he
publicly recognised his powerlessness. Meanwhile many questions have arisen. Over
the past thirty years, the questioning of the notion of time was a major event in the
scientific field. Certain scientists even came up with the idea of the non-temporality or
the non-locality of the real. The scientist Brian Greene popularised these discoveries,
although his string theory never found an application which proved the efficiency of its
unification system of general relativity and quantum mechanics. He belongs to those
who question the possibility of a clear idea of the real. Davide Balula plunged into this
gap, with the naturalness of those who have grown up with technological progress,
facing these uncertainties without anxiety, without speculating on the conclusions of
quantum mechanics in terms of the nature of the real, but playing with the potential
aesthetics of current ignorance. He is indeed part of that generation of artists born at
the end of the seventies, active in the years 2000, who live with extreme technological
knowledge as well as a veiling of the real and with the necessity for a new Copernicus
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to get us out of this mess. In short, he belongs to a new era, where the question is no
longer that of the subject — disfigured or complete, but rather of the nature of reality
itself. In Davide Balula’s work the subject is above all the perceiving subject, the one
who experiments without psychologism. The core of his practice resides in the constant
questioning of the limits of the real.

This exploration takes place via processes of conversion, transfer, translation,
interconnection, circulation between different materials, physical and chemical elements
which provoke reactions, variations, and phenomena, that is to say, new data. The
operative model is that of science, drawn over to aesthetics and fiction.

Time, which today undergoes a serious reconsideration of its objective nature, is at the
heart of his approach. Davide Balula enjoys stretching it, suspending and modelling it
like matter itself. He recreates its measure, making it variable and confusing it,
rendering its elastic nature visible at the core of the matter-space-time triad.

His small “Metronome” is, in this way, made up of neon spirals soaking in two vases
filled with black ink. The neon lights shine alternately according to a frequency of two
beats a minute. Light translates the metronome’s accelerated rhythm in an ironic
condensation of the very bases of time measurement which is, according to the General
Conference of Weight and Measure of 1987, deduced from the speed of light — time is
not in fact that old. His twelve modified clocks, “The Humours”, turn at different speeds,
without synchronisation, while “Atomic Clock Peninsula”, a piece in porcelain with an
antenna and a radio transmitter, constitutes a scrambler of atomic time over a range of
fifty meters — while it is ironically quantum physics which allowed for the creation of this
antenna. Finally, the clock “Variable Time Peninsula” gives everyone the possibility of
regulating the speed of time.

Sometimes Davide Balula stops the passage of time and makes the instant last, while
translating it into a form other than the scientific. The paint pots left on a black painted
surface (“White noise”) represent this frozen image or frozen time. Likewise, Davide
Balula photographs of suspended moments of underwater ice explosions, “The
Underwater tone”, “The Ice Blows”. The work consisted of releasing an ice sculpture
into water, taking the form of a splash but without a ripple. The form changes little by
little as the ice melts to create an exceptionally slow explosion. Making the moment last
by transposing it into a medium other than time, like sound - Davide Balula’s material of
predilection - is the central concern of the installation “Can’t Remember the Speed of
the Blast”. Numerous crackers explode on the

opening day of his exhibition. Only the residues of the explosion remain, the torn red
paper lying on the ground, and a sound, a synthetic tinnitus, an ultra high frequency
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at the limits of auditory perception which makes the moment last. The moment is again
materialised by a sound volley in “Untitled (Cocktail Series)” an explosive drink,
sonorous and consumable, made from crystals of CO2 coated in peanut butter.

Other works convert time into sound and also space. “The Endless Pace (Score)”, a
music score twenty four hours long, is performed by twelve violins arranged in a circle,
reproducing the mechanical wheels of a watch — the speed of a second is left to the
judgement of the musicians. Balula is also preparing a project for the edition of the
music score, which evokes an invisible clock via twelve loud speakers — each sound is
equal to a beat, copying the measure of time in space for the blind.

Hear, feel, see this time which cannot be defined. Such is one of Davide Balula’s
concerns, behind the apparent poetry of a practice which fixes itself no limits, neither in
its domains nor in its processes. His work is not experimental in the sense of the
practices of the sixties or seventies, but has integrated the polyphony of mediums from
the very start, with the naturalness of a multiform practice.





