From Stunt Pilot:

The black plane dropped spinning, and flattened
out spinning the other way; it began to carve the
air into forms that built wildly and musically on

an inexhaustibly glorious line; it piled over our
heads in loops and arabesques. It was like a Saul
Steinberg fantasy; the plane was the pen. Like
Steinberg’s contracting and billowing pen line, the
line Rahm spun moved to form new, punning
shapes from the edges of the old. Like a Klee line
it smattered the sky with landscapes and

each other and never ended. Reluctantly, | started
paying attention. Rahm drew high above the world
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about it for years. Rahm’s line unrolled in time. Like
music, it split the bulging rim of the future along its
seam. It pried out the present. We watchers waited for

itself. The human pilot, Dave Rahm, worked in the

the future for us and reeled it down upon us like a
curling peel.

the split-second curve of beauty in the present to reveal

cockpit right at the plane’s nose; his very body tore into
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| had a survivor’s elation. Rahm had found Mount
Baker in the clouds before Mount Baker found the plane.
He had wiped it with the fast plane like a cloth and we had
lived. When we took off from Stuart Island and gained
altitude, | asked if we could turn over—could we do a
barrel roll? The plane was making a lot of noise, and Dick
Smith did not hear any of this, | learned later. “Why not?”
Rahm said, and added surprisingly, “It won’t hurt the
plane.” Without ado he leaned on the wheel and the wing
went down and we went somersaulting over it. We
upended with a roar. We stuck to the plane’s sides like
flung paint. All the blood in my body bulged on my face; it
piled between my skull and skin. Vaguely | could see the
chrome sea twirling over Rahm'’s head like a baton, and
the dark islands sliding down the skies like rain.
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From Ser Serpas art criticism:

Through painting, sculpture, drawing and poetry she
mashes bits of her life, both real and imagined, into anti
portraits, some of which she deems fit to share within
the contexts of exhibitions and performances.
Precarious assemblages of disparate objects found in
the street constitute her most well-known series to date.
More recently she has taken to using photos shot on her
iPhone during college as source material for intimate
views on unstretched canvas, wood panel and paper.
The unique way she reframes the body in tension, in
both her sculptural and text-based installations which
distort components of our shared architecture, carries
into her atypically cropped portions of stolen
archetypal intimacy.
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Through painting, sculpture, drawing and poetry she
mashes bits of her life, both real and imagined, into anti
portraits, some of which she deems fit to share within
the contexts of exhibitions and performances.
Precarious assemblages of disparate objects found in
the street constitute her most well-known series to date.
More recently she has taken to using photos shot on her
iPhone during college as source material for intimate
views on unstretched canvas, wood panel and paper.
The unique way she reframes the body in tension, in
both her sculptural and text-based installations which
distort components of our shared architecture, carries
into her atypically cropped portions of stolen
archetypal intimacy.

bR AR A S B A A DA o
ZI. FAARE R O H AR, R i
NG AR EEALE e WA TR A1 5 h 0
o MEFHELEAN. B AR
A A GIERBMIE S BE LRI Z

Y. filn, WhIFan DA AE K30 IR) AL 4n
BRI N IERRL,  AEARBEIT R A, AR
W, AERER IR LA . £
I REZRATE d AL T SO 2 B 2R A

b A AR ) S I 2 AL AR
k77, HMBA AT RS, R
B A SRR 1A T8 AR DTER 73 i AN

s




Ser Serpas first garnered attention for her sculptures
wrought from urban detritus in 2017, when they
featured in her solo show at Miami’s Quinn Harrelson /
Current Projects. Operating at the nexus of

the dérive and the dumpster dive, the Los Angeles-born

artist-poet scours the streets of those metropolises
where she has upcoming exhibitions in search of
suitable castoffs: mattresses, strollers, bathtubs. She
proceeds to transmogrify the junk in performances that
no one sees, twisting, stripping and stacking it into
sculptures whose pathos and presence draw out the
animacy and affect of such objects in our late-capitalist
epoch.
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Photographs, made by Serpas and artist Rafik Greiss in
Paris, open a window onto Serpas’s sculptural process
as it unfolds in the street, in the woods and in
warehouse-like interiors. By the Highway (VHS

Stills) (2023), an intermittently glitchy 31-image series,
captures the jumpsuit-clad artist wrestling with a
detached car door as the heavy steel resists her, or
standing on two wooden slats atop a folded mattress,
pushing the bulky object to adopt a new posture.

While Partition Play riffs on Minimalist floor pieces,
Serpas’s dances with everyday objects recall
Minimalist choreographies built around banal props
like mattresses and ramps — though Serpas’s choice of
discarded items suggests interest in the objects’ psychic
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residues and places in chains of consumption.

Serpas’s latest exhibition foils any inclination to
pigeonhole the twenty-eight-year-old’s evolving
practice: here are dozens of photographs of the
choreographies behind her sculptures; seven
heroically scaled paintings of bodies; and four
vitrines containing old journal entries. Though
sculpture is omnipresent through the photos, the
lone sculpture onsite is a crimson floor
installation, Partition Play (2023), which
repurposes the museum’s own architecture. Serpas
has sourced a wall from the last exhibition in the
space (a survey of Colombian-American artist
Karen Lamassonne), smashed it up and laid it flat.
This ersatz red carpet takes up questions that range
from philosophical — does architecture remember? —
to pragmatic — what happens to temporary gallery
infrastructure after a show’s run?
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