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“Time moves in one direction, memory in another.  
 
We are that strange species that constructs artifacts intended to counter the natural flow of forgetting.”  
 
William Gibson, Dead man speaks 
 

We are thrilled to announce Pablo Dávila’s first exhibition in Turkey. 
Pablo Dávila explores sentience and subjectivity through investigations in perception, 
space and time consciousness. His practice takes many shapes-- encompassing 
video, electronics, light installation, photography, conceptual painting and site-specific 
interventions. Utilizing a minimalist reductive approach, Dávila traverses the space in 
between sensory perception and cognitive understanding. His poetic gestures trigger 
a questioning of our expectations in dealing with the passing of time, and the 
psychological lens with which we process events in our memory.  
On the occasion of his solo Show, the artist is showing a new body of Works including 
site-specific works, sculptures and paintings. 

Pablo Dávila has extensively exhibited worldwide. His works have been exhibited 
at José García (Ciudad de México, Mexico); Paul Kasmin gallery (New York, USA); 
Travesía Cuatro (Guadalajara, México) ; FIFI Projects (Monterrey y Ciudad de México, 
México); Sala Juárez (Guadalajara, México); Cult Exhibitions (San Francisco CA, USA); 
Salón ACME (Ciudad de México, México); Museo de la ciudadde mexico (Mexico 
city, México); Cycles of Collapsing Progress curated by Anissa Touati & Karina El 
Hanou (Tripoli, Lebanon).  He participated in the artists-in-residence program at the 
Atlantic Center for the Arts with Josiah McElheny (Florida, USA). Dávila holds a film 
degree from Vancouver Film School in Vancouver, British Columbia (Canada). He lives 
and works in Mexico City. 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
“I sometimes think that nothing really is new; that the first pixels were particles of ochre clay, the bison rendered in just 
the resolution required. The bison still function perfectly, all these millennia later, and what screen in the world today 
shall we say that of in a decade? And yet the bison will be there for us, on whatever screens we have, carried out of the 
primal dark on some impulse we each have felt, as children, drawing. But carried nonetheless on this thing we have 
always been creating, this vast unlikely mechanism that carries memory in its interstices; this global, communal, 
prosthetic memory that we have been building since before we learned to build.  
 
When we turn on the radio in a New York hotel room and hear Elvis singing “Heartbreak Hotel”, we are seldom 
struck by the peculiarity of our situation: that a dead man sings.  
 
In the context of the longer life of the species, it is something that only just changed a moment ago. It is something new, 
and I sometimes feel that, yes, everything has changed. (This perpetual toggling between nothing being new, under the 
sun, and everything having very recently changed, absolutely, is perhaps the central driving tension of my work.)  
 
Our “now” has become at once more unforgivingly brief and unprecedently elastic. The half-life of media-product grows 
shorter still, ‘til it threatens to vanish altogether, everting into some weird quantum logic of its own, the Warholian 
Fifteen Minutes becoming a quark-like blink. Yet once admitted to the culture’s consensus-pantheon, certain things 
seem destined to be with us for a very long time indeed. This is a function, in large part, of the rewind button. And we 
would all of us, to some extent, wish to be in heavy rotation.  
 
And as this capacity for recall (and recommodification) grows more universal, history itself is seen to be even more 
obviously a construct, subject to revision. If it has been our business, as a species, to dam the flow of time through the 
creation and maintenance of mechanisms of external memory, what will we become when all these mechanisms, as they 
now seem intended ultimately to do, merge?  
 
The end-point of human culture may well be a single moment of effectively endless duration, an infinite digital Now. 
But then, again, perhaps there is nothing new, in the end of all our beginnings, and the bison will be there, waiting for 
us.” 
 
William Gibson, Dead man speaks 
 
 


