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David-Jeremiah
I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.
20 March - 25 April 2021

Washington DC: von ammon co is pleased to announce its next project, I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D., a solo show by Dallas-based multidisciplinary artist 
David-Jeremiah. The show will consist of over thirty mixed media works on plywood installed in vertical pairs and predominantly on the gallery’s fourteen 
exposed structural columns.

On view is a series of paintings on panel whose common content is derived from one of two acronyms, I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. or N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. These acronyms, 
according to the artist, stand in the place of "the most toxic, hateful, and racist sentence [he] could get off [his] chest at the time towards white people", and 
neither will ever be decrypted by the artist. The artist is concerned in this series with the rarely-discussed topic of black racism: if racism is a construct 
undergirded by white supremacy, can those outside of this group participate? By encoding this hateful remark as an acronym, the message adopts its own 
authority over the recipient, who is unable to read the words but still vulnerable to the acronym's inherent pathos. The viewer thus spontaneously engages in a 
dark guessing game wherein assumption overrides proof. A portion of the works on view contain a second acronym, N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. whose decrypted meaning 
and sentiment are identical but spoken in Dallas slang and thus consisting of a completely different set of letters. 

The shape of each painting shares a common referent: the hood of a particular model of Lamborghini automobile. This reference emerges in several bodies of 
the artist's work as a potent conceptual signifier: each of Lamborghini's contemporary models is named after a particularly dangerous line of fighting bulls, and 
especially those known to have killed matadors in the bullfighting ring. The fighting bull, which is commonly associated with virility and masculine beauty, is 
goaded into violent reactions and summarily executed in public as part of a macabre European ritual. The namesake bulls of Lamborghini are the most 
formidable opponents in the sport's history: while some did in fact kill their matador opponents, others gained notoriety simply by surviving long enough to earn 
their freedom. 
 
David-Jeremiah (b. 1985, Oak Cliff, TX) is a conceptual multidisciplinary artist based in Dallas TX. He is a recipient of the 2020 Nasher Sculpture Center Artist 
Grant Award. A concurrent exhibition, titled G’ordiavonte Fold, will be on view at anonymous gallery in New York City until 04 April. Recent solo exhibitions 
include PLAY at Gallery Kendra Jayne Patrick at Halsey McKay Gallery (East Hampton) and Offerings at Janette Kennedy Gallery (Dallas). This is David-Jeremiah’s 
first exhibition in Washington DC. 
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I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Externalized), 2020
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media
45 x 40 in / 114.30 x 101.60 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Internalized), 2020
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media

45 x 40 in / 114.3 x 101.60 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Externalized), 2020
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media
40 x 45 in / 101.6 x 114.3 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Internalized), 2020
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media

40 x 45 in / 101.6 x 114.3 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Internalized), 2020
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media
49 x 43 in / 124.46 x 109.22 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Externalized), 2020
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media

49 x 43 in / 124.46 x 109.22 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Externalized), 2020
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media
48 x 39 in / 121.9 x 99.1 cm



I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. (Internalized), 2020
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media

48 x 39 in / 121.9 x 99.1 cm



N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. (Externalized), 2021
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media
48 x 30 inches



N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. (Internalized), 2021
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media

48 x 30 in / 121.92 x 76.2 cm



N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. (Externalized), 2021
wood panel, oil-based enamel, plastic clothes hanger, mixed media
47 x 46 in / 119.38 x 116.84 cm



N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. (Internalized), 2021
wood panel, oil based enamel, mixed media

47 x 39 in / 119.38 x 99.06 cm



(J-U/41), 2022
wood panel, oil-based enamel, mixed media

91 x 31 in / 231.14 x 78.74 cm



(Soppierricone), 2022 
wood panel, oil-based enamel, mixed media 

95 x 96 in / 241.30 x 243.84 cm





(Soppierricone), 2022 
wood panel, oil-based enamel, mixed media 

68 x 48 x 27 in / 172.72 x 121.92 x 68.58 cm





(Soppierricone), 2022 
wood panel, oil-based enamel, mixed media 

diptych: left panel, 95 x 96 in / 241.30 x 243.84 cm, 
right panel, 68 x 48 x 27 in /  172.72 x 121.92 x 68.58 cm





(Soppierricone), 2022 
wood panel, oil-based enamel, mixed media 

diptych: left panel, 95 x 96 in / 241.30 x 243.84 cm, 
right panel, 68 x 48 x 27 in /  172.72 x 121.92 x 68.58 cm





https://fogareal-niggaedition.com


David-Jeremiah’s 

FOGA: Real N*gga 

Edition

CulturalDC

16 July - 28 August 

2022









Sniper Rifle
38 x 8.25 x 0.75inches

96.52 x 20.95 x 1.91cm
4lbs



FOGA Prison ( Cinder Block )
15.75 x 7.75 x 7.75 in / 40 x 16.69  x 16.69 cm
30.50 lbs



FOGA Mat
30 x 75 x 2 in

76.20 x 190.50 x 5.08 cm
19 lbs



Vision Boards 
FOCUS GROUP 3 

von ammon co 
Washington, DC 

17 July - 31 August 
2022



Vision Board
prison contraband on composition book cover, double sided
9¾ x 7⅜ in / 24.77 x 18.75 cm





Vision Board, 
prison contraband on composition book cover, double sided
9¾ x 7⅜ in / 24.77 x 18.75 cm





Vision Board, 
prison contraband on composition book cover, double sided
9¾ x 7⅜ in / 24.77 x 18.75 cm





David-Jeremiah at 
CELINE, New Bond 
Street, London, UK



I Drive Thee, 2021, 
Meliksetian | Briggs 
Los Angeles, CA
30 June - 30 July 2022 







I Drive Thee, 2022
Manila rope, spray paint and 

oil-based enamel on wood panel
60 in / 152.4 cm diameter





I Drive Thee, 2022
Manila rope, spray paint and 

oil-based enamel on wood panel
60 in / 152.4 cm diameter





I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel
59.75 / 151.80 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel

59.75 in / 151.80 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel
59⅝ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel

59¾ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel
59⅝ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel

59¾ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel
59⅝ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel

59¾ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel
59⅝ in / 149.86 cm diameter



I Drive Thee, 2021
Oil based enamel, manila rope, mixed media on panel

59¾ inches diameter



G'ordiavonte Fold, 2021
anonymous gallery
Chalk, dried ramen, crushed pig 
skull, genuine and fake Lamborghini 
floor mats on fabricated pleather, 
velvet, and canvas, on manufactured 
United States American Flag
7 x 40 x 36 in
17.8 x 101.6 x 91.4 cm





Things Done Changed 
The Public Trust
Dallas, Texas, 2020



Kalder-mobile, 2019
enamel, wood, manila rope, bullet casings, mixed media

dimensions variable







I Heart Micah, 2020
bumper sticker, bulletproof acrylic, bullets

12 x 12 x 1.5 in / 30.5 x 30.5 x 4 cm



I Heart Micah, 2020
archival pigment print
14 x 18 in / 35.6 x 45.7 cm



I Heart Micah, 2020
archival pigment print

18 x 14 inches / 45.7 x 35.6 cm



I Heart Micah, 2020
archival pigment print
14 x 18 inches / 51 x 41 cm



I Heart Micah, 2020
Single channel video

1:37 minutes
edition of five

https://vimeo.com/523966149



PLAY (Hamborghini Rally: 
Soul Hunt City)
Halsey McKay Gallery
New York
15 January - 20 March 2021





Hamborghini Rally: Soul Hunt City ('83 Bikees), 2019
enamel, mixed media. manila rope, plastic, detached prison razor wire on wood panel
38 x 23 in / 97 x 58 cm



Hamborghini Rally: Soul Hunt City ('72 Dartón), 2019
enamel, mixed media. manila rope, plastic, hand cuffs on wood panel

38 x 23 in / 96.5 x 58.4 cm



Hamborghini Rally: Soul Hunt City ('68 Semipro), 2019
enamel, mixed media. manila rope, plastic, Lamborghini Hot Wheels™ on wood panel
38 x 23 in / 96.5 x 58.4 cm



Hamborghini Rally: Soul Hunt City ('60 Rangeri), 2019
enamel, mixed media. manila rope, plastic, bullet casings on wood panel

38 x 23 in / 96.5 x 58.4 cm



Hamborghini Rally: Soul Hunt City ('91 Andros), 2019
enamel, mixed media. manila rope, plastic, steel bar on wood panel
84 x 33 in / 213.4 x 83.8 cm



Hood Niggas Camping, 
500X Gallery, Dallas, 
Texas, 2020





Hood Niggas Camping, 2020
mixed media on panel
157 x 48 in / 399 x 122 cm



Hood Niggas Camping, 2020
mixed media on panel

128 x 65 in / 325.1 x 165.1 cm



Hood Niggas Camping, 2020
mixed media on panel
126 x 66 in / 320 x 167.6 cm



Hood Niggas Camping, 2020
mixed media on panel

126 x 66 in / 320 x 167.6 cm



She-He, 2019
C-print

6⅝ x 5 in. / 16.8 x 12.7 cm



She-He, 2019
C-print
6⅝ x 5 in / 16.8 x 12.7 cm



She-He, 2019
C-print

6⅝ x 5 in. / 16.8 x 12.7 cm



Dyno, 2022
oil based enamel and mixed media on panel
11½ x 11 in / 29.2 x 27.9 cm



Dyno, 2022
oil based enamel and mixed media on panel

9 x 11 in / 22.9 x 27.9 cm



Dyno, 2022
oil based enamel and mixed media on panel
12.50 x 10.50 in / 31.8 x 26.70 cm



In the galleries: Big messages conveyed in close quarters

Exhibits explore archetypal images and resonance through 

everyday objects 

MARK JENKINS | 19 AUG 2022

An installation view of David-Jeremiah's “Foga,” short for “felon yoga.” (Vivian 
Marie/CulturalDC)

Perhaps the world’s least calming yoga studio, David-Jeremiah’s installation at 
CulturalDC’s pop-up space is modeled on a prison day room. The formerly incarcerated 
Dallas artist’s “Foga: Real N---- Edition” is partly satirical, but sincere in its dedication to 
what the gallery statement terms “radical nonviolence.” That theme is illustrated with such 
brutal pseudo-artifacts as a display of shivs — homemade prison knives — and white 
wooden cutouts in the shapes of guns.

“Foga” is short for “felon yoga,” an imaginary exercise business whose logo is a peace 
symbol made of shell casings. Metal benches, tables and chairs echo jailhouse decor, and 
four videos introduce Foga’s fictional entrepreneur and other characters, mostly wearing 
ski masks. The many references to violence are jarring, but the artist considers them 
purely metaphorical. Designed to help Black men channel their rage, “Foga” is a program 
for spiritual rather than physical exertion.

Incarceration is also the theme of the four David-Jeremiah pieces in “Focus Group 3,” Von 
Ammon Co.’s summer group show. Assembled from prison contraband, the two-sided 
collages feature pictures of guns, scantily clad women and — one of the artist’s 
touchstones — pricey Italian sports cars. The artworks fit well into the 16-contributor 
show, which is heavy on found objects and images, often roughly juxtaposed.

Another recurring factor is damage: Helmut Lang’s battered disco ball is spattered with 
blood-like red pigment; Catharine Czudej’s ceramic and metal panels appear to be 
corroded; and Sylvie Fleury’s floor-mounted steel metal squares are covered with smashed 
makeup compacts and scattered cosmetic powder. Other jaundiced looks at the cosmetics 
industry include Kayode Ojo’s assemblage, which drapes a faux-fur coat and accessories 
over a chair, and Max Hooper Schneider’s red-plastic terrarium, filled with fake plants, tiny 
bottles and the word “Botox” spelled in pink neon. As is frequently the case at Von 
Ammon, consumer products are presented as both beguiling and repellent.

David-Jeremiah: Foga: Real N---- Edition Through Aug. 28 at CulturalDC pop-up, 1831 
14th St. NW.



View of “David-Jeremiah,” 2022. From left: I Drive Thee, 2021; El 
Cobarde, 2021; I Drive Thee, 2021.

David-Jeremiah
12.26

MICHAEL CORRIS | April 2022

In David-Jeremiah’s new series of paintings, “I Drive Thee,” 2021–22, diagrammatic depictions of 
collarbones and orchid blossoms, framed by an allusion to the ludicrously expensive Lamborghini 
sports car, form the basis for a layered rumination on Black masculinity. The project gives 
unexpected visual form to the violence and trauma inflicted via racial stereotyping. Yet there is a 
therapeutic element here as well, as the artist argues that the visualization of these toxic markers of 
identity is part of the process to comprehend and counter the corrosive effects of racism on identity 
formation. It is an ambitious agenda, made all the more challenging by the artist’s inventive use of 
abstraction to convey the theme.

“I Drive Thee” comprises eight monochromatic tondos, each of which displays an intricate, 
symmetrical decorative pattern showing an arrangement of the principal visual elements: the bone 
and the blossom. These forms, rendered more or less figuratively as bas-reliefs, are made directly 
on the panel, for the most part, with lengths of manila rope and adhesive. The rawness of the 
embossed effect is softened somewhat by the monochromatic treatment of the piece. The colors are 
symbolic, indicating the particular psychological or ethical content that each work intends to 
convey—red for violence and bloodshed, yellow for reticence, and black for purity and integrity. The 
circular format lends a maplike appearance to the pattern, suggesting a microcosm of pain, trauma, 
and possibly redemption.

David-Jeremiah has been shrewdly employing the Lamborghini as a signifier for most of his career in 
an attempt to anchor his reflections on the Black male experience. He transforms the “Lambo” into 
something more than a convenient cliché for gangsta status by meshing the image of the sports car 
with the flamboyant and repellent culture of the corrida de toros. But just when you think you are on 
all-too-familiar thematic ground, David-Jeremiah’s nuanced reinterpretation of the trials and 
tribulations of Black masculinity might cause you to pause and reconsider the hackneyed 
connections that presume to link affect, agency, and social justice. “I Drive Thee” offers a powerful 
argument about the instrumentalizing potential of art. But this series also reminds us that art is but 
one link in a chain of mediating factors affecting social and political change. In David-Jeremiah’s 
hands, art is indeed a tool for transformation, but one that cleverly conceals its agenda beneath a 
layer of seductive aesthetics.



As anthropologist Alfred Gell notes, we often overlook captivation, which he identified as the “primordial kind of artistic agency.” Indeed, the syntax that 
David-Jeremiah has invented to wrangle the iconography of these works is visually stunning and absorbing, like an apotropaic pattern. That is, the pieces 
perhaps function as involuted designs fashioned in service of a ritualized banishment of evil spirits. They direct us to the pursuit of a communal good, to the act 
of setting off for war, or to the celebration of victory.

picture Black masculinity in conflict with a range of imposed and internalized identities, none of which satisfy the artist’s definition of personhood. 
David-Jeremiah is keenly aware that the history of white supremacy forces Black male subjectivity into a corner. In the process, he seems to be saying, no person 
can escape what can only be described as a corrosion of selfhood. “I Drive Thee” is hardly a self-sufficient instrument—though of course, what artwork ever 
could be? The series doesn’t propose to treat all aspects of Black masculinity, or claim that it’s a blueprint for social change. Nevertheless, this project is not 
without agency. The depth and authority of David-Jeremiah’s entire practice stems from its origins in lived experience, in a lifeworld ingeniously portrayed 
through a sensitive and resourceful intertwining of medium and content. This show presented a persuasive argument for a reconsideration of art’s aesthetic and 
political capacities. 

       



In the galleries: Acronyms as content encode a 
powerful commentary

MARK JENKINS | 02 APR 21

Arrayed neatly in Von Ammon Co.’s expansive space, David-Jeremiah’s recent sculptural paintings 
appear to be cool, formalist exercises. They’re not. The shaped, two-toned pieces are in fact 
cryptic testaments to the Dallas artist’s rage.

The message is hidden in the show’s title, “I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.” According to a 
gallery statement, the initials stand for two versions of a phrase the Black artist will never specify 
but represent “the most toxic, hateful and racist sentence [he] could get off [his] chest at the time 
toward White people.” The inscriptions feature in half of the artworks, each of which is paired 
with a text-free one with the same contours and color scheme.

David-Jeremiah began with the pieces that include the abbreviations, the second of which 
expresses the same sentiment as the first, but rendered in Dallas slang. The letters look to be 
etched roughly into the painted surfaces of the plywood sheets, which are cut to mimic the hoods 
of Lamborghini sports cars (a boyhood fixation). Actually, the letters are raised, as are other 
gestures that suggest dents and scratches. The artist paints without brushes, using scraping tools 
to manipulate enamel paint similar to the pigment used on actual car bodies.

After some visitors to his studio reacted defensively to his new works, David-Jeremiah responded 
with a second series linked by color, but painted in varied, complex and sometimes more 
textured arrangements. He calls the lettered ones “Externalized” (anger in your face) and the 
others “Internalized” (anger in his gut).

In most cases, an “Externalized” is positioned atop its counterpart, suggesting preeminence. 
Gallery visitors, however, might prefer the “Internalizeds.” The former are raw and ardent. The 
latter are inventive, unexpected and open-ended. They manifest a source of artistic power other 
than wrath.

David-Jeremiah’s ‘I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.’ runs until April 25 2021



Stars Down to Earth: An Interview with 
Artist DAVID-JEREMIAH

GIDEON JACOBS | 01 JUL 2021

Once you enter a space that houses the work of Texas artist David-Jeremiah, there is no opting 
out. His installations and performances often implicate their audience at the point of 
engagement. Visitors to “G’ordiavonte Fold,” his exhibition at anonymous gallery in New York 
this past spring, entered a room to behold a giant black American flag constructed out of 
various materials – most notably Lamborghini floor mats. Surrounding the flag was a white 
powder boundary made of crushed chalk, chicken-flavored ramen noodles, and pig skull. A 
perfectly small amount of space around the work allowed visitors to navigate the room without 
stepping in the powder and tracking it onto the black mats. The installation presented viewers 
with a choice: to tip toe around the piece, or to walk freely within the gallery, their footprints 
contributing to the “whitewashing” of the black flag in its center. It’s a simple conceit, one that 
positions neutrality in the face of systemic racism as more than an insidious force, but an 
impossibility, a myth.

K.O. Nnamdie/Restaurant Projects invited me to speak to David-Jeremiah about this work and 
others as his show at anonymous gallery was coming to a close, and as his exhibition at von 
ammon co in Washington, D.C., was getting underway.

Gideon Jacobs: Let’s talk about the materials you used in the piece for anonymous 
gallery. You constructed the American flag, a sacred symbol of nationalism, out of 
products that some probably wouldn’t think of as sacred—dry ramen, Lamborghini 
floor mats. For the record, I personally consider ramen more sacred than the American 
flag.



David-Jeremiah: First off, the Lamborghini is one of my two main conceptual inspirations. Body, machine, object – however you want to categorize it – 
Lamborghinis are the most aesthetically pleasing things I’ve ever seen. But the company got past their numerical names – they started coining them hoes after 
formidable fighting bulls. So, you have this perfect, beautiful, futuristically aggressive machine/body, built for performance, whose essence is trapped in 
ritualistic violence. Ritualistic violence is definitely one way you could describe bullfighting. If there’s another perfect, beautiful body built for performance – one 
that’s also trapped in the mix of ritualistic violence – it’s the human body. Obviously, since we can’t stop doing each other dirty. So any time I make a Lambo 
reference – using shape, a color scheme, or a shout-out – it’s just me connecting the object to humanity in a very specific, flesh-and-blood visceral way, a gore 
that stays desirable while performing itself.

A lot of ritual is about boundary and passage: inviting in and closing off, and vice versa. A huge element of that dynamic – especially in Africa – is ritualistic 
powder. It’s usually made of grains and ground animal or human bone. In America, it might as well be a chalk outline. I let the chalk stay itself, because it’s the 
most American element: here, we act like we change, so I decided to force self-respect by keeping that material what it really is. The grain relates more to the 
personal side of interpretation: I had a nearly four-year “staycation” – and even alien niggas on other planets know what’s up with ramen in the American penal 
system. Finally, the ground bone had to be pig bones – on some fuck-the-laws type shit, but at the same time on some 
respect-that-it-is-what-it-is-when-it-has-to-be type shit. The one ground pig head represents one very specific dead pig, the only one a nigga can think of to 
respect: Christopher Dorner. The head turns shit into a trophy, because smoking Dorner had to be the ultimate trophy for the other cops who finally dropped 
him.

The flag is double-sided, with the traditional tri-color side lying prostrate as if it’s enduring the ultimate disrespect to support the all-black nigga side – not only 
by touching the ground but tooted face-down, ass-up in this hoe while everybody applies more and more pressure on it by reclaiming the negative of a chalk 
outline into a positive. The outline literally goes from being something that needs to have something inside it in order to be whole, to something that’s full when 
it’s transferred in the form of a footprint – all with the nigga side’s “permission.” They love to label that kind of shit as empowerment, but at the end of the day, 
it just gets whitewashed in the most mutually disrespectful way possible, and the white savior/institution gets to save the day while tricking the niggas into 
internalizing it all just enough for them to save face and run the next play – some Prince Harry type shit.

The different fabrics, textures, and hues on the nigga side represent different types of niggas. And the fake and real Lambo floor mats I used to make the stars 
play into the degrees of real versus fake within all these roles – tactics all niggas have to use, because the realest done been the fakest and the fakest done been 
the realest at least once.



GJ: Let’s talk about the performative element of the piece, or more specifically about how you envisioned the system of viewing that the 
audience has to navigate. There’s this perfectly measured amount of space that makes it sort of possible to not get the chalk on your shoes if 
you really, really try not to. But in all likelihood, if you view the piece, you are going to get chalk on your shoes, and possibly on the flag as 
well. Can you tell me about the way you imagined and designed this experience?

DJ: I’ve been calling concepts like this “inverted performance installations” for a minute now. I’m trying to finesse a dynamic that gets rid of all the loopholes 
and tactics motherfuckers leverage in a conversation just not to be wrong, to stay right, to keep you from being right, yadda yadda whoopty woop. Everybody’s 
entitled to have their own personal truth if that’s the game they want to play with their time, but that don’t make the truth less real. And there is a “the truth,” 
nigga. Facts are everybody’s. They’re not just for one person or side to abuse or hide behind on the Left, on the Right, or on whichever side you can still bust 
back from. Just because we only know 60% of the truth doesn’t mean we get to disrespect that 60% for not knowing the remaining 40%. That’s our fault, not the 
truth’s fault. Real shit, homie. Niggas ain’t just making this shit up about white people and this country. Shit on paper, not just in a nigga mind. Not just my 
feelings or my personal “truth.” Fuck all that shit. … The fact that niggas have been having the same conversation in this country for over 400 years means 
somebody ain’t having this bitch right. That’s the truth. Fuck how you feel about it. Who the fuck do you know who’s interesting, cool, or bearable enough to sit 
in a room and talk to about the same shit for 400 years straight?

Niggas love to talk about the humor in my work, how it balances shit out… Bro, this shit ain’t me making the work funny – I’m funny, but not that funny. It’s the 
truth doing that shit. How can it not be, after 400 years? So, what I try to do with these inverted performance installations is to create a conversation with the 
goer, where the other side has already said every- and anything they’re going to say before, during, and after the goer even starts conversing with the work. … 
The goer, in my mind, is conversing with something that has been and will continue to be present once they leave. Four hundred years is a lot of energy packed 
into one thing. At this point, the conversation has enough energy to have itself. And a huge part of its longevity is that we keep getting in the way of where it’s 
trying to go. So, if you want to come to the show and look silly AF trying to scoot against the wall and walk like a newborn calf just to not be part of something 
that’s obviously more powerful than you, then do just that: look silly AF scooting against the wall and walk like a fucking newborn calf. Give it that respect. That 
experience undoubtedly knows something you’ve been knowing all along.



GJ: There is a disclaimer when you walk into the gallery that no visual documentation of the show will occur after 13.4% of the exhibition time 
has elapsed. It explains that 13.4 is the percentage of America’s population that is Black. Can you unpack this element of the show for me a bit?

DJ: This question just plays back into the exploitation and leveraging of aid and inclusivity. There is a shitload of oppression and wrongs that niggas go through 
every day. We’ll never hear about or see those via the mainstream. There is no particular narrative that projects higher or as high a yield. That’s why it’s so 
important to go hard, bro: because everybody ain’t able. I know that on-the-dead-homies type shit is a cliché by now, but that shit is real though. Somewhat of 
the same-difference when white niggas be like: “Well it’s not my fault I was born white.” Okay. It’s not my fault I can’t dig up and bring back to life your old great 
grandpappy and make him feel it instead. … This war isn’t linear.

GJ: You called your exhibition at von ammon co in Washington, D.C., “I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.” The acronyms will never be 
deciphered, according to the press release, but you are quoted saying that it is “hateful, toxic,” and directed toward white people. The 
description poses the question: “If racism is a construct undergirded by white supremacy, can people outside this group participate?” Can you 
talk a little about how you arrived at this structure of messaging, using encrypted code?

DJ: I don’t think minorities can be legitimately or technically racist towards white people in this country. Hell, we can be legitimately or technically racist towards 
ourselves before we could ever be that towards them. Firstly, when we attempt to be racist towards a white person the outcome is so drastically different from 
when they’re racist towards us that it doesn’t count. Secondly—a nigga could give a fuck how petty this may sound— but they did it first. If you punch somebody 
in the face and they punch you back it might feel like they did the same thing to you … but they didn’t. You punched them. They punched you back. Feeling the 
same thing doesn’t matter. Yeah, we can hate them, be spiteful towards them, we can even be their favorite word: “angry.” These are extremely acceptable states 
of being in the correct context, but more than that, they’re human. There’s nothing wrong with being human. I heard Nikki Giovanni say that admitting you hate 
white people is the first step to eventually loving them.
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The works in David-Jeremiah’s I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. hummed fervently and presciently 
in place. I marveled at both their quietude and their power. Displayed in pairs on white walls and 
columns, the paintings are abstract riffs on the shape of Lamborghini hoods, etched with coded 
acronyms and standing in opposition and in alignment, interiors and exteriors. 

Clothes hangers puncture the plywood surfaces, and three-dimensional embellishments adorn them 
like armor throughout the gallery. Like the letters, these shapes hold symbolic meaning too. In one 
pair of orange and black paintings, both take the same shape while different designs exist within 
their outlines: the top contains a group of letters, while its mirrored relative below features an 
orange-and-black swirl. The latter’s design informed its neighbor’s brown-and-black, raised 
shark-tooth-like pattern. This conversation between the works happens repeatedly within the gallery, 
creating a silent concert of symbols and meanings both hidden and revealed.

The artist refers to the top paintings that are inscribed with letters as “externalized” works, while 
those with shapes and absent letters are “internalized” works and are displayed below. He designed 
all of the internalized paintings as “plays towards the center” and describes them as imploding as 
they internalize their inverses, the “externalized” acronym paintings. The internalized paintings 
swallow the boldness of the acronyms’ hidden meanings in order to ease tension and make the 
viewer more comfortable, an act David-Jeremiah calls “aesthetic code-switching.” The externalized 
works feel revelatory while the internalized versions are more palatable and quiet, less 
anxiety-inducing. Each mark, color, etching, and carving is an attempt at this strategy of aesthetic 
code-switching: a clever move, inching toward the center and towards the checkmate, a subversive 
journey unbeknownst to a viewer skimming the paintings casually. 

Embodied in various orientations and textures, sharp colors—neons and neutrals with lime green, 
stool brown, turquoise, hot pink, blood-red, and pure bellowing and boundless black—elegantly 
envelop the works. I walked through the show twice, alone and quietly standing before the displays. I 
thought about the artist using his hands to carve and manipulate paint and lumber, building these 
huge works that would render the gallery into a portal of transformational experiences. I learned later 
that some visitors chose not to participate in their quiet revelry and exuberant engagement.

https://bmoreart.com/2021/05/david-jeremiahs-paradoxes-of-power-american-flags-cop-car-bumper-stickers-and-lamborghini-hoods.html
https://bmoreart.com/2021/05/david-jeremiahs-paradoxes-of-power-american-flags-cop-car-bumper-stickers-and-lamborghini-hoods.html
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On the night before the opening of I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. at Von Ammon Co, in Washington, DC’s Georgetown neighborhood, David-Jeremiah 
staged a game within the gallery, inviting the predominantly white audience to guess what the acronyms etched onto the paintings meant. The show’s title 
comprises two acronyms, the first described in the curatorial statement as “the most toxic, hateful, and racist sentence [the artist] could get off [his] chest at the 
time towards white people,” and the second with an identical meaning but transcribed in Dallas slang. Through this game, the Dallas-based artist gave 
participants an opportunity to confront their own inner demons and notions about race in a space seemingly without consequence. The game was met with 
disdain, however, and several of the white participants rushed out, upset that they were made uncomfortable. This game became an interactive performance 
piece that recreated a microcosm of the world at large: the evasive reactions of the audience echoed common sentiments of white attitudes toward racism. 

I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D. featured 38 mixed-media plywood works displayed in pairs. With this show, which opened in March and closed in April, the 
artist manufactured space for confrontation, exposition, interrogation, and introspection, asking white viewers and patrons to confront their discomfort 
surrounding Blackness and asking all visitors to question the dynamics and paradoxes of racism, white supremacy, and power. 

In the acronym series, the artist etched the letters into the wood jaggedly; the marks appear both intentional and haphazard. The acronyms’ meaning will never 
be revealed, their words never decoded. I admire this act of the artist keeping this secret as a way for him to maintain agency, autonomy, and authority over his 
own work. As a Black man making art in a predominantly white and eurocentric art market, this act of silence and refusal to tell, when many have asked, allows 
him to reclaim power. 

David-Jeremiah’s work is full and ripe with symbolism and history, informed by his own experiences as a Texan, a formerly incarcerated person, a father, a 
partner, a conceptual artist, an actor, a person who is wholly himself, and a Black man who is subverting systems of bullshit and white supremacy. His 
understanding of both material and place seems to be something innately within him. 

He refers to himself as a conceptual artist, working in painting, sculpture, performance, as well as video, including his “FOGA” series and “I ❤ Micah,” the latter 
most recently exhibited by Von Ammon Co on the DAATA art fair online platform. In 2019, David-Jeremiah created a series of stickers that read “I ❤ Micah,” 
mirroring the instantly recognizable “I ❤ New York” slogan familiar on bumper stickers, keychains, and T-shirts promoting tourism and allegiance to Americana. 
But David-Jeremiah’s aim was different with his project. The “Micah” immortalized in this work was Micah Xavier Johnson, a Black man who was killed by a bomb 
delivered by a robot after he shot and killed five Dallas police officers in 2016. Johnson planned his attack for months and specifically targeted white cops; in all, 
he killed five officers and injured nine others. I remember my relatives calling me and texting me to watch the news when the spree began and again after 
Johnson was killed. I had already moved to Baltimore, and I watched the news accounts transfixed, the footage traveling and recording palpable terror 
throughout the city that I spent so much time in. 

https://www.vonammon.co/davidjeremiah
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wGWC7EJ6Kck
https://daata.art/art/david-jeremiah-i-micah


Enacting an extended performance on video, David-Jeremiah placed the stickers on cop cars across Dallas and then trailed them, shooting the footage on his 
iPhone. The grainy images displayed online made me nervous and filled me with dark anticipation. At first glance, the work felt familiar: “I ❤ Micah” reminded 
me of so many dashcam videos I had seen, where moments later I saw a Black person die at the hands of police, black and white sirens of Black death. I found 
this work remarkable because I recognize how much cops in Texas abhor Black people, especially Black men. This act of physically touching a cop car, placing a 
bumper sticker on it, and filming it could have easily landed the artist either dead or in jail. A rebellious artist exploring his location and position through his 
necessary work, David-Jeremiah invites viewers to name their relationship to his America and their America as well. 

His recent show at Anonymous Gallery in New York, G’ordiavonte Fold, centered around a singular object: an American flag. On one side lying prostrate, the 
traditional and familiar red, white, and blue side of the flag was hidden, while on the inverse side that you could actually see and walk on, were the familiar stars 
and stripes rendered in various shades of black. David-Jeremiah is familiar with juxtaposing the sacred and the profane, darkness and lightness, the artistic and 
the banal, and those gestures were all represented by a mixture of ground-up pig bones and dried ramen powder that enclosed the black flag like a chalk 
outline. As visitors stopped over those remains of pigs (a darkly humorous reference to policing), and the sodium-laced dust of ramen, they tracked vestiges of 
the powder onto the flag. Documentation of the exhibition shows white footprints marking the flag, an interesting flip that challenges and explores patriotism in 
an inverted way, a literal whitewashing of the black object by an external agent. 

After a certain point, visitors to G’ordiavonte Fold at Anonymous Gallery were no longer allowed to take photographs. The artist insisted upon this aspect to 
represent the fact that the population of African Americans in the United States is 13.4%. He calculated that percentage into the timing of the 32-day exhibition 
and requested that at 102 hours, 54 minutes, and 43 seconds all cameras and documentation would be prohibited in the gallery. At this point, the artist again 
offered quiet moments where visitors were forced to be still, to reflect and lean into their uncomfortable feelings about America’s racist past and present. 

During an April interview, I talked with David-Jeremiah about his inspiration and his focus on rituals, and we riffed about our home state of Texas and what it 
means for him to make work at this time. We also spoke about how white people are made uneasy by the mention of race, and how that is a direct reflection of 
their own baggage, and yet so many Black women and men are forced to carry that weight. This interrogation of racism, and the question of whether Black 
people are even capable of being racist or enacting racism toward white people, is a core tenet that he frequently explores in his practice. 

In the forced stillness of the pandemic, and in the wake of the grief and mourning of the extrajudicial murders of Breonna Taylor and George Floyd, I have 
watched a pendulum swing. Institutions that were formerly silent about race were focusing their attention on advocating anti-racism through the purchase and 
promotion of artwork made by Black artists. At this moment there is a possibility in the pendulum’s pivot. On opposite ends exist the past and the future, and 
work like David-Jeremiah’s is the vehicle venturing between these institutions’ belated expiation and their former apathy. 

http://anonymousgallery.com/exhibition/gordiavonte-fold


So often the art world is full of quixotic indulgence: We attend openings, we drink free wine, we chatter, and we mindlessly view works. I’ve often reflected on 
how wealthy white collectors buy artwork that centers Blackness, and how they might hang images of Black death and subjugation in their living rooms as prizes 
of their collection, trivializing the suffering depicted and the labor and weight of Black artists’ work for their own aesthetic pleasure. Those gruesome acts are 
yet to be atoned for, and therefore irrevocably affect the life of every Black person who breathes and exists on this stolen land. The legacy of these histories 
plays out through David-Jeremiah’s works, exhibited in galleries from Dallas to DC. 

Teri Henderson: It’s been really neat to watch your career bloom over this past year and a half during COVID. When did you find out that you 
were going to have a solo show at Von Ammon Co?

David-Jeremiah: I think about a year and a half ago. 

TH: Damn, that long? COVID distorts time. Can you tell our audience in your words what the acronym paintings are about, and some of the 
concepts behind them? 

DJ: First let me preface it with this: They are all semi-abstract Lamborghini hoods. And I say “semi-abstract” because I drew them by hand from looking at the 
shape, so it wasn’t just an immediate transfer from a projection. They’re in three stages, a set of seven each. The first set of seven are bonafide, complete 
Lamborghini hood outlines. In the second set of seven, I started focusing on custom after-market hood shapes, in segments. And then the third set of seven, I 
started playing with the orientation, because then they get into the slang. 
Lamborghini is one of my two main conceptual inspirations. It’s the most beautiful object, machine, body, however you want to categorize it—it’s just the most 
aesthetically pleasing thing that I’ve ever experienced. Since I was a little boy, since I was old enough to have a favorite, whatever, they just always been my 
thing. One thing that people don’t realize about Lamborghinis is that once they got past their numerical names, they started naming them after formidable 
fighting bulls. 

Now we’re within this realm of ritualistic violence—that’s arguably one way that you can describe what bullfighting is. You have this perfect, beautiful machine 
that’s built for performance. Its essence is trapped within ritualistic violence. So if there’s another perfect, beautiful machine built for performance, that’s also 
trapped within ritualistic violence, it’s the human body, seeing how we can’t sit up here and get our act together and treat each other right. 



So every time I use a Lamborghini, shout out or reference a color scheme, shape, whatever the fuck, that’s just me trying to tie that object to humanity, but in a 
very specific flesh-and-blood way, a visceral way, like fashionable gore, you know what I’m saying? 

The acronym paintings represent the actual sentence that the acronym protects. The acronym represents the sentence that, at the time, was the most toxic, 
“racist,” like, just a dark, vile sentence that I could get off my chest toward white people in general. It’s founded on my belief that, technically, minorities can’t be 
racist toward white people. 

TH: I agree.

DJ: For two main reasons. When a white person is racist toward us, the outcome is so drastically and absurdly different than when we try to do it back. Hell, I 
believe we can be more technically racist towards each other. 
Then, secondly, I tell everybody—as petty as this may sound, and I don’t really give a fuck—they [white people] did it first. A reaction is never the action. If you 
go and punch somebody in their mouth and they punch you back, it might feel like the same thing. It might even feel worse because they might know what they 
are doing more than you do. But it’s not the same thing. You punched them. They are punching you back. 

They want us to justify how they treat us. When you start learning how to leverage that and expose them, and then that feeling they feel being exposed, you can 
leverage that to your benefit. Then you can start playing, you know? 

Because Black culture, Black identity nigga shit is something that’s apart from itself, it’s in the center, and Black people are approaching it, trying to get a part of 
it. It’s also leveraging the gore into this guessing game that we make okay to play. And now we’re setting up and playing around in inverted power dynamics and 
stuff like that because it’s many assumptions and definitions about who we are and our culture and what’s acceptable, for and about us, that white people make 
without our authorization.

TH: I heard a little bit about the game that you designed the night before your opening in DC and when I heard that people were upset I wasn’t 
surprised. 



DJ: That was such an interesting night. Let me tell you how that night went down. About twenty people were invited. I wanted it to be a mixture of regular white 
folks and also people who had some sort of standing in the art world. I definitely wanted it to be no recording, no audio recording. They were coming to play. I 
was adamant about it not being a kind of VIP preview. It was an inverted performance installation that an artist was conducting and you were being invited to 
participate.

The email was extremely clear about what was expected from people. We printed out these acronym guessing game cards. The acronym itself evolved, in the 
third set of seven [paintings], into a slang version of the same sentence. It’s the exact same sentence but it’s as if a nigga from the hood said it.

We had the first version of the acronym on the top of the car, a little space, and the second version was displayed on the bottom. And each person was given 
three guesses. I walked around the gallery and was introduced and broke the concept down for them again. 

The whole time I’m giving them rope. I said, “Hey, I don’t know if any of y’all familiar with the very famous conversation between Nikki Giovanni and James 
Baldwin. In her opinion, the first step to loving white people is admitting that you hate them.” 

And then I gave them even more rope. I said, “I want y’all to understand that this sentence represents the most toxic, ‘racist’ sentence towards white people.” I 
said, “No one in here should have to worry about me trying to trick y’all into saying ‘nigga.’” This is not coming from a white person against a Black person. This 
is coming from us towards you. So I said, “You guys don’t have to worry about saying the N word. What I’m going to do is give y’all 30 more minutes to engage 
with the pieces and make your guesses. If anybody wants to talk to me again and get a better understanding to educate your guesses and stuff like that, that’s 
fine.”

TH: And get some context.

DJ: Get some more context. We broke up 30 minutes later. The gallerist is like, “It’s time to play, everybody.” Everybody kinda forms this semi-circle in the 
center of the gallery. 

So I said, “Thank y’all for participating. What I’m going to do is give you all five minutes for the first person to step to the center and read their guesses. And if 
we go past five minutes, I’m just going to walk up to people at random and ask you to do it. And if you’re not [going to do it], you just need to get the fuck out.” 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KL_cM7SXfbo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KL_cM7SXfbo


[Ed. Note: Only three people came forward to share their guesses.] 

I said, “Bro, are y’all really gon let me sit up here and work a year and a half on a 38-piece painting series that I made by fucking hand, just to find another 
inventive way to have this 500-year-old conversation? Just to show you how much I want to have this conversation and play this game, and you can’t even get me 
like 10 minutes of your time to guess this shit.”

I said, “This shit lame as fuck. Fuck this shit. Point proven.” And then people started shuffling out. People trip me out when they categorize my art as angry or 
me as an angry person. 

TH: You know what? I’ve never thought that about your work.

DJ: I did damn near four years in the pen. It ain’t nothing but that super aggressive masculine shit. However you want to define it. They’re confident. The only 
ones that aren’t or the ones that don’t deserve to even be in a conversation in the first place. So why am I sitting here trying to talk to you? And you’re trying to 
sit up here and make me feel bad about the way that I communicate. It’s the most giving way ever: I literally made you 38 paintings. I created this huge concept 
and game just to try to sit up here, maybe put you in a position where you have a realization. Why do I have to be angry? Why can’t I just be passionate?

TH: Right, why not enthusiastic or excited? 

Why does it have to be an act of anger? Why can’t it be like an exhale? Art is some of the most indirect shit ever. I’m obviously trying to talk about these things. 
You see what I’m saying? I’m a 230-pound nigga, fool. I said, me being angry is not me cutting out some pieces of wood and pouring paint on it. I promise you 
that. 

TH: I’m just thinking about the acronyms. When I went to the show, a few white people asked me if I knew what they meant. I told them that I 
didn’t know and that I would never ask out of respect to you and your practice. 

DJ: I’ll never tell. Just know that it is something racist and toxic about white people—which is impossible. It’s a paradox. It’s just as much of a paradox as them 
not understanding where the fuck we’re coming from is a paradox.



TH: Are you going to continue making acronym paintings or are you done with that series? What are you working on now? 

DJ: They’re done. I’m finishing working on “Hood Niggas Camping.” I told myself that I would just use this month to relax as much as I could and focus on getting 
a larger studio space. “Hood Niggas Camping” is going to be a 21-piece series. The smallest one is ten-and-a-half feet tall, and about five-and-a-half feet wide. And 
then I have another 21-painting series called “supposed to do.” It’s narrative-based. I’m also in the process of fully editing “FOGA.” There will be a full-scale 
installation in DC next Spring.

TH: Can you tell me a little bit about the show at Anonymous Gallery in New York? Those images were stunning. 

DJ: It was an authentic, traditional American flag purchased from this flag company—like, it could have hung over the fucking White House. I made it dual-sided. I 
kept the traditional red, white and blue side, and then I made a mirrored version on the other side, which was six different shades of black.

TH: And those were the images that people were walking on.

DJ: Yes, [the black side] was the side that people were walking on. The side that was face-down ass-up was the red, white, and blue side.

Most rituals are about access and boundaries. In a lot of rituals in Africa, they use this ritualistic powder as a kind of a marker to create these boundaries. And it’s 
usually composed of grain and bone, either human or animal. I felt like the weakest part of the concept for that show up there in New York with the flag was the 
chalk outline. The chalk outline, it’s just so basic. I thought, How do I add some conceptual depth to it? I was like, let’s make it an American ritualistic powder. So, 
chalk outline? It gets no more American than that for niggas. 

I added specifically this one ground, powderized pig skull, and the pig/cop that it represents is Christopher Dorner. That’s the only cop that I respect. He’s the 
actual cop who went on a cop killing spree in California. That one pig head represents him. The grain element, the American version of the grain element, was just 
one 24-pack case of chicken-flavored ramen. I wanted to give the chalk outline the same ritualistic depth.

The finished product that you see, after the month-long duration of the show, is essentially whitewashed on the black side; it’s folded up at a thirteen-fold 
Memorial triangle, and then I sealed it. It’ll never be open, and you’ll never be able to see that abstract painting that was created by the whitewashing—unless you 
fucking buy it and then rip it open and just completely disrespect what the fuck I want to happen to it, but you know, whatever. It’s called G’ordiavonte Fold, and 
it’s a play on the Gordian Knot story.

https://www.memorials.com/Flag-Etiquette-information.php
https://www.memorials.com/Flag-Etiquette-information.php


TH: I’m not familiar with that story. 

DJ: There was this huge knot, and all of these philosophers would just sit around it and try to think how it could be untied and shit like that. So, you know, all of 
these niggas are just sitting around—

TH: Philosophizing— [Both laugh] 

DJ: Yeah, just philosophizing, and all of sudden here comes Alexander the Great. There’s a couple of versions of the story. The knot was tied around a wagon, 
and some people say he just took off one of the wheels, and then that made it able to be unraveled. And a lot of people say that he just pulled out a sword and 
cut that hoe. 

So it’s really kind of a parable about a situation or a problem that requires outside-of-the-box thinking or assertive action. I’m playing into the assertive action 
side of it. A huge part of the commentary about this show is about how white America is so masterful when it comes to leveraging its help and aid towards us. 
You have this red, white, and blue side, that’s supposedly suffering this utter humiliation and abuse [as visitors walk over it]. 

TH: Yeah, like when people talk about the “desecration of the flag.” 

DJ: The traditional flag in the show is “suffering for the greater cause,” to uplift this beautiful black side [which] is being whitewashed within the overall 
institutional context. It ingests all of that energy and propping up that it “suffered” for the Black side and it folds it in on itself into this symbol. The name 
“G’ordiavonte” is intentionally this niggafied version of “Gordian,” like “Deovonte.”

The flag has to be unfolded from a place of outside-of-the-box thinking, like, that has to be included if you ever unfold it. It’s sealed, so if you ever want to see 
it, you have to imagine it. And once you start imagining shit, you’re automatically opening up your receptors of empathy. Or you just forcefully rip it open. 

TH: Damn, I appreciate you explaining to me the context behind the show. 



DJ: The stars are cut from real and fake Lamborghini floor mats. Again, anytime I make a Lamborghini reference or shout out, or use a Lamborghini color 
scheme, that is to connect the object to the body in a very visceral, flesh-and-blood way. The stars are real and fake, just like that eternal conversation within our 
community. There are only seven of them that are from real floor mats, and one of them comes from a Lamborghini Urus, and I specifically chose that because 
that’s what all the niggas is rapping about right now.

This gallerist [at Anonymous Gallery] told me this story about this white couple who came in to see the show. One was wearing a “Black lives matter” face mask 
and memorabilia. And they literally got on their hands and knees and tried to brush the powder off of the stars. But here’s the funny thing about it: the real 
Lamborghini floor mats wouldn’t get clean. 

TH: How long have you been making artwork?

DJ: Well, I’ve been creative my whole life. I turned into a conceptual artist in prison. Before that I was acting, I was doing local theater. I used to be in love with 
movies, but in prison I had this realization: we all act, we always act. Even when we are by ourselves, we are acting. So that’s just what that is. But when I finally 
realized that my purest energy was creative, and this was the reason that I was just constantly getting into so much trouble, it was because my purest energy 
was basically fighting me back because I wasn’t respecting it and I was wasting it. Being in prison, I realized just how much of that energy was being stripped 
from me and just raped by the fucking necessity of having to use it that way. Being a nigga from the hood, who didn’t want to just end up being a nigga from 
the hood, who didn’t want to just be the statistic that white America wanted me to be. My creative energy had a certain percentage of it being abused from the 
necessity of having to act and play roles to just not be a statistic. And then on top of that, I was using the rest of it to do even more acting in an artistic context.

I had that realization in prison and I’ve always wanted to be a contemporary artist. I’ve always had that pull and that draw. I always loved what I understood of 
that world, and just the seemingly limitless boundaries of expression in that. I’ve always been able to draw and shit like that. In prison, the largest object that I 
could make was the size of a poster board, and as you’ve gotten to see my work, my art is obviously way bigger than a poster board, not just scale, but the 
concepts of it. 

TH: Absolutely, yeah. 



DJ: In prison, the only way that I could make art was in my head, writing ideas down in these composition notebooks. That’s what turned me into a conceptual 
artist. A lot of people think that I just came out and started making art out of nowhere. No, I sat in prison for four years on some evil villain shit, like, “I can’t 
wait ‘til they let me out.”

And that’s the thing: I know exactly how to execute everything I made so far because I thought about it, and rethought about it, and rethought about it, and 
imagined it, and lived it out, and fucking rethought about it, relived it out, died with it, brought it back to life all in my head for four years straight. 

TH: At Von Ammon Co, the gallerist, Todd Von Ammon, showed me some of the collages that you had made when you were in prison.

DJ: I was making all of these conceptual projects in my head. I have emotional attachments to some of those works ‘cuz that was all I got. It’s crazy in there, that 
whole culture. But aside from my writings, those collages are like the only actual, physical objects that I made while I was in there. Those are the objects that I 
made in prison. I don’t know if you noticed, but a lot of my art is about ritual. When I was in prison, my mentor at the time created a correspondence course of 
multi-disciplinary art theory while I was in prison. I mean, the main shit that he sent me was books on anthropology. 

That’s what trips me out when people just lazily classify me as angry. I’m not just getting you in the corner and just beating you up. No, I’m giving you a chance 
of redemption because ritual is all about healing at the end. I’m giving you a chance at redemption, but I’m not going to fight. You have to go through it. I’m 
giving you everything that I’m going to give you.

TH: You give the viewer a lot of space, which is what’s kind of disappointing about the reactions that I heard about at the guessing game before 
your show.

DJ: I don’t make it easy, but I definitely don’t make it as hard as it’s been made for me to get it for myself. Stop being scary. Stop saying that I don’t want to 
have a conversation just because I won’t keep my voice at whatever decibel that makes you not expose how scared of me you really are.

David-Jeremiah’s ‘I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.’ runs until April 25 2021 at von ammon co



Art Meccas Vs. Texas: An Interview With 
David-Jeremiah

ERIC SHAW | 10 APR 21

Eric Shaw: Since I wrote about you for Glasstire last September, your career’s 
skyrocketed, with two shows in New York — at the Anonymous and Halsey McKay 
galleries — and one in Washington D.C., at von ammon co. But some say you’re an 
overnight success piggybacking on our fiery conversations about race. What do you say 
to that?

David-Jeremiah: Alot of people think I’m just now blowing up, but I’ve been an active artist for 15 
years. I wasn’t successful before because I wasn’t letting my purest energy hold me accountable. I 
was fighting that energy, but then I realized I was a creator, and I also realized the true form of the 
art I needed to create. Now things are good. Now they’re where they need to be. 

ES: You started out as an actor?

DJ: As a kid, I’d watch three movies a day, but I’ve stayed away from them for a long time. I just 
began to watch movies again — to share them with my girlfriend. In 2012, I was nominated for D 
Magazine’s “Best Actor in Dallas.” If I’d kept at it, that career would be popping like my art career is 
now. But I realized that, as a nigga from the hood, I was always playing a role to avoid ending up as 
a nigga from the hood. When I took up acting, I just did more of the same. Now, acting makes my 
skin crawl. When I wrap my flesh around somebody else’s words, I move in their world. My purest 
energy is my creative energy, I don’t want to waste it for them. The author and director get closer 
to god in that dynamic.

ES: Did you realize that in prison?

https://glasstire.com/2020/09/04/whos-afraid-of-david-jeremiah/
http://anonymousgallery.com/
https://www.halseymckay.com/
https://www.vonammon.co/


DJ: In prison, I realized that I was not being who I really was. A homey told me, “You’re not grown til you know what’s going on.” Now, I know what’s going on. 
Prison is a place with dos and don’ts everywhere, but I’ve always had the capacity to think outside the box. Prison made what’s going on so undeniably real. 
None of my thoughts or distractions could get in the way. And I realized my purest energy is creative. Prison was a catalyst that switched me into full conceptual 
art mode. The largest object you could make there was the size of a poster board. My ideas were way bigger, and I had to suppress them for later. I sat there for 
four years plotting and scheming, promising myself that I was going to take over — do some real evil- villain shit when I got out. But I didn’t really waste that 
time in jail. It gave me nine notebooks. That’s why this shit looks so easy. That’s why I’m able to so precisely execute these concepts. I know exactly what to do. 
I’m following an old plan — and I’m going to fucking kill everything.

ES: What is your philosophy, your ethic as an artist?

DJ: One of the only things that I trust about myself is my work ethic. Anybody involved with me will testify to it. As much as I’ve been emasculated by being born 
a nigga from the hood, I won’t let anybody touch that. Here’s my ethic: “It’s time to go.”

ES: Yeah, Rauschenberg said he had just one rule: “Finish everything you begin.” But I know you have a range of motivations. What else kicks 
your butt every morning?

DJ: I’m the kind of person who’s got to get his lick back. I got to hit you back. Revenge. Besides revenge, I wanna show that a nigga from the hood can 
contribute to society just as much — or more — than anyone who wants to stand up next to me. Art is competition, but I’m not in competition with other artists, 
I’m in competition with what my art is about. There’s really no opponent in my mind — other than Texas.

ES: Texas is a strong culture. You’re rooted in this unique ecosystem. 

DJ: You know, we kill presidents here. We kill cops here. We’re the most morbid tourist attraction in America. People fly in from all over to trace the steps of a 
motherfucker who got his wig pushed back in front of his wife. That’s some fucked-up energy. Dallas has some demons. Texas teaches you the importance of 
punishment. 

It’s those laid-back good ol’ boy motherfuckers you got to worry about. They’ve been doing it so long, it’s become sport. The more polite it becomes, it’s like 
when a cat plays with his food before he eats it. It’s Texas, baby, we’ve been doing this for a long-ass time.



ES: That reminds me of an interchange I heard on a plane. A man said to a Dallas businesswoman he’d just met, “I don’t trust you Texas women. 
You smile in man’s face, then you stab him in the back.” She answered, “Well, there’s no need to be impolite about it.”

DJ: Yeah, there's no point in “being impolite about it.” We could skin a motherfucker alive, and not be rude about it. Dallas is focused on maintaining a very 
manicured presentation, but we really here thuggin’, bro. It’s really wild.

ES: Have your East Coast trips given you perspective on Texas?

DJ: Dallas loves to act like it’s “with it,” but LA and NY are the art world’s capitals. Once you get a shoe in there, you’ve made it. Art is supposed to push. That’s 
why it’s important to have my art here — not in New York or LA. I do it to validate Dallas.

ES: Validate?

DJ: We really are a bad-ass city. We really do have culture. Art like mine can thrive here. Art like this, people could come here to see. But Dallas has done this 
time and time again. “Why can’t Dallas be like New York — why can’t we be an authority?” I’ll tell you why. When I go to the DMA, where’s the Dallas shit? More to 
the point, where’s the Oak Cliff shit? That kind of risk-taking’s not here, because Dallas is Dallas. And Texas is Texas. Texas likes to act like it’s with it, but we’re 
playing that same old game — playing like we’re not as fucked up as we really are — but we are.

ES: That’s another one of your big motivations.

DJ: Pressure busts pipes. I’m keeping up the pressure. NY and DC are doing what they are supposed to do, so they rightfully talk shit about the Dallas art scene. 
They always roll their eyes. People here are fans, but they let others take the risk. They do things in a very Dallas kind of way. It’s foundational for people to be 
brave in NY. I’m grateful, but, they’re just doing what they’re supposed to do. Texas should stop letting artists take all the risks. So, a museum passes on a local 
piece when it’s $5000. Then, when it’s hot elsewhere, they turn around and buy it for $50,0000? That’s $45,000 lost, but that $5000 might have kept that artist 
from bleeding out — and that makes Texas the lamer for it. I mean, people came in and tattooed a KKK mask on my body with a hand-made prison pick, and D 
Magazine sent a sportswriter named Doyle to cover it — literally the very night the show closed? How is that not Dallas? [He spreads his arms in gesture of 
“WTF?.”] The nation’s capitol loves this shit; why doesn’t Dallas like this shit? That’s what I got an issue with. I’m out here making really brave art, taking risks. 
It’d be nice if I had a little help locally. It’s like when [London’s Tate Modern] canceled the Philip Guston show [in September]. That’s your job to sit up there and 
contextualize this work. It’s your fucking job.



ES: You have a cultural agenda — that the culture from the hood has something to say to the wider world.

DJ: Yep. I’ve got something to prove.

ES: So, let’s get practical. We’ve nailed philosophy and motivation. I’m curious about the practical part. What do you actually do in your studio? 
What’s your process for working with materials? 

DJ: I go into the studio and go hard. I’m no stranger to hard work. There was a lot of manual labor in my childhood. I was always in Home Depot growing up. I 
knew exactly what to use to make these pieces within the confines of my resources. I used to hate Home Depot — just fixing shit around the house — but I’m 
thankful for that. Every material I use, I’ve already used in some other way, shape, or form. I want my studio activity to feel like work. My favorite time to work is 
in the heat of day — with no fans or AC in my studio in 96 degrees and 70% humidity — just in some shorts, sweating my ass off. I love the physical exertion of 
making my pieces. I worry about getting too far from the artist’s touch. What are your thoughts on that?

ES: When I put my hand on this table, something of my life force goes into it. When I sit with a painting for months, hitting that canvas again and 
again, it makes it a battery. It glows with life force — with intelligence. When I see a conceptual work executed by a machine or a casual activity, 
or put together by a third party, I appreciate the idea, but don’t care about the object. It doesn’t mean anything to me. There’s something 
missing. Some soul. 

DJ: Art is my therapy — that business of making really good things. I’m going get to the point where my touch isn’t as evident, based on the scale of my 
concepts. The art’s just going to get bigger. There’s shit I don’t t want to learn to do, but that won’t limit me. The ideas gave me confidence in prison. They 
made me an artist who’s going down in history. I have a gift for making objects, but I’ll never let this hippie idea of their beauty take over. Hell no. I’ll won’t ever 
let my love affair “touch” leverage myself against myself.  If it comes down to going forward on my art, I’ll let go of that artist’s touch. I’ve lived my life in a very 
physical way, and I love the physical, but I’ll let it go. 

ES: What happens when you’re struggling with the physical? Can you explain to readers your thought processes as you make plywood, paint, or 
tar into art?

DJ: I can’t talk about that. Art is my therapy, bro. There’s a clandestine part to this, and that dynamic’s private. I won’t let people know what’s going on in my 
head while I’m making my shit.

David-Jeremiah’s ‘I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.’ runs until April 25 2021



David-Jeremiah at von ammon co.

SAM GASKIN | 16 APR 21

Dallas-based artist David-Jeremiah slapped 'I ❤ MICAH' stickers on the rear bumpers of 
Dallas police cars and tailed them, recording them using the camera on his phone to create 
the video I ❤ Micah (2020).

This deeply provocative work was created following the shooting of five Dallas police 
officers by African American Afghan War veteran Micah Xavier Johnson, who was ultimately 
killed by a police bomb disposal robot carrying a bomb of its own. At the time, Dallas Police 
Chief David Brown said Johnson made up his mind to kill white police officers amidst Black 
Lives Matter protests following the deaths of African Americans at the hands of police.

David-Jeremiah's work is deeply ironic, imagining that America's police force would either 
somehow empathise with Johnson's vigilantism or appreciate the insight he provided them 
into what racially motivated violence feels like. 

David-Jeremiah’s ‘I.A.H.Y.F.F.A.W.D. / N.F.D.B.J.W.B.D.’ runs until April 25 2021



Who’s Afraid of David-Jeremiah?

ERIC SHAW | 04 SEP 20

Offerings, David-Jeremiah’s installation at the Janette Kennedy Gallery in Dallas, consists of six 
bulky, black forms about chest high in a dimly-lit space, deep in the bowels of The Cedar’s 
South Side on Lamar building.

The room feels like a crypt.

Air can be heard spinning into the space from some hidden duct. Massive cylindrical columns 
painted brown to waist-high punctuate the space between the pieces.

Each form is covered with Jeremiah’s signature black goo (a recipe he jealously guards), and 
it’s great stuff to touch.

It’s shiny and rubbery and holds drips and textures like funereal black, telephone-pole tar. All 
surfaces are imprinted with hand-wide, claw-like strokes. The facture screams Philip Guston 
gone American Psycho.

Donald Judd’s’ quiet graveyards of Minimalist sculpture out in Marfa township also come to 
mind.

Like Judd, Jeremiah has left tiny variations in the seemingly undifferentiated forms. Oranges, 
reds, and greens in “safety shades” can be found painted on the lower horizontal surfaces of 
some works, recalling artifacts of “construction culture” utilized by road crews with their 
cautions to “take care” or beware of danger. Jeremiah makes no bones about his allegiance to 
the street, and these sculptures speak it on numerous levels. They evoke visions of burning 
tires, and maybe burning bodies, within proto-crucifix forms.

Their black-tar-ness calls to mind the torture called “tarring and feathering” practiced in Texas 
and other places during the Black Holocaust. The forms are heavy and set, and exude 
immobility — like the unchanging notions of race they stand witness to.

They are pharaoh-like and timeless, even as they’re topical.

Five of these forms are named for the Dallas police officers killed by a rooftop sniper on July 
7, 2016, and the sixth is named for Micah Johnson, their murderer. It’s heart-stopping work. If 
Jeremiah keeps going like this, the big guns of the art world will soon come calling.



It’s stunning to know that he’s been creating visual art for only four years. Before that, he was in jail. He apprenticed to no one. He’s got no art degrees. He 
mines his own experience as a Black man in America for his material, for his forms, and for his message. It’s a polarized view of the world — one he confesses is 
dramatic, but which he knows is needed, too.

His message isn’t novel, but it is uniquely zealous — and deeply involved in the details of his own imagination and the interplay of politics, pop-culture, form, 
facture, language, anime, Lambos, self-abnegation, torture, stereotypes, color, art history, humor, anger, oppression, incarceration, manhood, the Klan, courage, 
spatial relations, Superman, money, anger, White-on-Black racism, White-on-Black racism, and White-on-Black racism.

A lot of aesthetic practitioners who focus on politics and activism label these efforts “Artivism.” Jeremiah’s work falls neatly into the category. We see lots of 
interesting work of this kind in the art world— artistic production that plays with paradox and that’s willing to undermine easy nostrums about what’s apropos 
for right-leaning or left-leaning audiences.

But much of that work suffers from a poverty of political and aesthetic vision. Or it’s driven by the artist’s guilty sense that the aesthetic mission on its own is 
frivolous — and the artist, or their work, must be shored up by some other system of meaning. Much of this work fears the soul of art — the play of opposites — 
and so it dies on the vine.

Incapable of seeing paradox in the political, Agit-Prop art ducks its mission to awaken the viewer’s soul; it cheerleads for existing biases (and, maybe, even 
imagines that its viewers have no souls). Often, it takes a stab at the faux-controversial, laying down contrivances everybody in an art gallery already agrees with 
anyway.

With so much schlop out there, Artivism has got to work overtime to surprise its public. It’s gotta discover profoundly new ways to blend commentary and form 
— and it should dare to recruit the unsunny sides of ourselves into strangely open conversations, too. Artivism needs to be more than just a meaner and more 
colorful expectoration of the party line.

The best purveyors of the genre are always worth viewing. The worst have just jumped on the gravy train to piss on Trump, or racism, or some oaf who’s cut 
down a tree. They aren’t testing any viewer’s brain.

I look forward to the day I see a right-wing artist from Idaho get gallery representation.

That said, the Dallas-based Jeremiah’s Offerings, though thickly political, is gold. The artist’s wizardry with form mixes message and material in wholly novel, 
unforgettable ways. His work is unapologetically topical. It’s of the age, but it’s also for the ages. He weaves layers upon layers of narrative into the work, and 
it’s not — like some artists’ work— a seeming after-the-fact justification, or a way of piling up concepts to prop up something that’s wholly pedestrian.



When Jeremiah riffs on his work, the form blooms.

In one statement, he comments on Lamborghini’s habit of naming its car models after Miura bulls — a special Spanish bull bred for bullfighting — identifying 
the creature as a “beautiful, perfect body that’s rooted in ritualistic violence as [much as] the human body.”

Such a comment snaps his whole oeuvre more fully into view.

We think of how Jeremiah lay flat in an art gallery for 21 days as viewers were invited to put on a Klan hood and tattoo his ribcage. We think of the ritualistic 
violence Offerings memorializes: black uniformed officers shooting African-Americans in the streets — and the ritual of them shooting back. We think of 
lynching — a blood ritual whose iconography snakes its way into so much of Jeremiah’s art.

Form and information are singular here — and the pitch, and tenor, and rhythm of the voice is new.

Each of these six, near-identical offertories are topped by a pure lead collection plate (“like bullet lead” the artist says). The gallery handout asks viewers to drop 
donations there — ones that will, at the end of the exhibition, be separately totaled “to determine who’s grief was worth more.”

The raft of associations is near-limitless here: church offertory plates stand in for human heads atop forms that are like standing bodies, suggesting that we all 
think with a head that’s mindful of money. At the same time, these broad plinths look big-hipped and possibly large-breasted — as if mapping the generous 
form of a Black woman’s body. If we can jump across feminine iconography, they echo India’s gift-goddess Lakshmi in India’s attack-goddess Kali’s blackened 
form.

And the lead plates are like those held by Themis, Goddess of Justice.

And, knowing Jeremiah’s work, you can’t help guessing there’s cynicism behind this test of the public — seeing who will decide whether some White life or some 
Black life matters more, even as he sends a dark message about the scales of justice being tipped by contestants who have the most cash.

In other works, Jeremiah flirts with the incident that killed these six men (I think of his daring earlier performance-art piece that had him pasting “I [heart] Micah” 
bumper stickers on police cars), and I can’t help thinking of the connotations of six — since the Offerings figures are so darkly evocative in their number: “six 
feet under,” “the sixth sense” (that tells if we’re being stalked), and the six sides of a die, suggesting the street game of “shooting dice” and of chance itself, so 
often calculated in gradations of seconds and centimeters when death visits through violence. Jeremiah’s cultural side-winding is rife.



Where do these forms come from?

Jeremiah has said the inspiration for the plinth shape is a Lamborghini undercarriage. But zeroing in on this shape, he seems to have skipped free of any 
pan-European abstraction rooted in the Grecian line of art’s evolution, or even the Enlightenment’s ideas about art bringing light to our rationalizing brains. 
Jeremiah’s done the artistic Jiu-jitsu of skipping from African fetish and pharaonic art to street symbolism and Po-Mo. The architect Michael Graves haunts these 
forms, with their block-like construction, their call-out to the mute stasis of pyramids, and their arched mouseholes at center.

The way they stand sentinel, in a circle, also calls to mind a posse of cops on guard – or on the warpath. We can imagine a ring of prison guards, or the ring of 
policemen who beat Rodney King senseless in 1991—the first evidentiary of surveillance culture in the U.S. — perhaps the one video event that most accelerated 
our conversations about police brutality against Blacks.

These silhouettey forms have numerous echoes in current art, but in theme and form, they mostly call to mind the silhouette forms of Kara Walker — the master 
of paper cut-outs, the political, and the paradoxical in Black-White relations. Though Jeremiah claims the primitivist idiom, the complexity of his visual language 
and his commentary is on par with that of Walker’s widely-applauded work.

Etched in the gray metal plates on top of each votary are single words that together form the sentence “PAY US TO STAY US.” In interviews, Jeremiah seems to 
suggest that some essence of self is sustained by these payments — but the motif also echoes a theme of supplication throughout his work, as well as ongoing 
conversations about reparations for slavery.

Reflecting further on the meaning of sixes, I also take hints from Numerological Science — as it links the number to idealism, compassion, and self-sacrifice. 
Amidst the Covid-19 epidemic, Jeremiah has stayed productive. What he’s accomplished in four short years is phenomenal. His willingness to speak a radical 
message, put his body on the line, and create unapologetically confrontational forms is baldly courageous. He exhibits heroic self-sacrifice for his art.

This bit of work was funded by the high-profile Nasher Sculpture Center, god bless ‘em.

Even bigger dogs will come praying at his altars soon.

David Jeremiah’s ‘Things Done Changed’ at The Public Trust, Dallas, Texas runs 01 February - 14 March 2020 



Some Notes on David Jeremiah’s “I Heart Micah” 

WILLIAM SARRADET | 02 MAR 20

David Jeremiah’s first solo exhibition, Things Done Changed, shows the full breadth 
of work from the newly represented artist at The Public Trust in Dallas. Beyond the 
wall sculptures, fronted with pig snouts and shell casings and sloughed in tar, the 
Dallas artist’s single-channel video I Heart Micah is most positioned as a particularly 
Dallas story.

The video shows Jeremiah, in a nondescript parking lot, applying bumper stickers 
with the vacuous (though oddly specific) “I [heart] Micah” onto the rear bumper of a 
Dallas Police Department squad car. The following clips in the video are POV shots 
of a driver following police vehicles that have been affixed with the sticker: stalking 
in plain sight.

Here, Jeremiah enacts a kind of myth-making that follows the Black Lives Matter 
(BLM) and subsequent All Lives Matter movements, which the artist missed out on 
at their inception as he was in prison at the time. I Heart Micahtakes the idea of 
such culture slogans and interferes with them, by placing a specific name — “Micah” 
— into the pathos. BLM’s slogan enunciates that race is a factor in oppression of a 
large group, whereas reactionary movements like All Lives Matter refute this and 
purport a post-racial reality. Jeremiah’s work doesn’t address this tension head-on; 
he instead plays with the mechanics of collective dialogue itself.

It’s media narrative, if you will. Jeremiah’s sticker, placed on police cruisers with the 
aplomb of branded merchandise, plucks its own narrative from the future. Public 
shooting events can sway wider culture. In I Heart Micah, Jeremiah is having his own 
reaction to an American massacre, which brings us to some questions about 
relations between police and the public. What if the police endorsed one individual, 
specifically? Wouldn’t we all want to know who “Micah” is?

https://www.trustthepublic.com/


Micah, it turns out, is Micah Xavier Johnson, the shooter who killed five officers and injured nine others in downtown Dallas during a Black Lives Matter event in 
2016. Johnson was cornered and killed by a police robot carrying an explosive. The video I Heart Micah, and the accompanying sculptures of the stickers 
encased in layers of bulletproof glass, imagine a time when the Dallas Police Department has fashioned its own slogan, thanking Johnson for showing them what 
black anger in the face of systemic abuse feels like. The sticker here represents a transparent admission of guilt, and by extension, compassion for those who 
the police have wrongly hurt.

We may not need to stretch our imaginations to understand how police departments unpack events of public massacre, and how they navigate the public 
relations quagmire of signaling sadness to those in mourning. The Death of K-9 Cigo, by Emmanual Der Auwera, exhibited at Harlan Levey Projects in Belgium 
last October, is a collage of Periscope videos that followed the infamous Parkland High School shooting in 2018. Survivors of the event spawned a movement, 
March For Our Lives, and a slogan, “Never Again,” calling for conversation about gun reform to turn to action. The climax of Van Der Auwera’s crowdsourced 
documentary is a funeral procession for a Parkland Police Department dog that was felled in the line of duty soon after the school shooting. The police memorial 
for the dog was intended as a general display of respect in light of recent events; the department seemed to think it would be an appropriate response to the 
immense and disastrous loss the community faced, but the grandiose procession for a single animal feels eerie — earnest, but misplaced.

Jeremiah has made a number of works that reference his status as a formerly imprisoned person. As they say, write what you know. He’s forthright about what 
art is: it’s conversation. It is not the same thing as action or change. I Heart Micah proves that artists are creating the future all the time. Action is the next step.

David Jeremiah’s ‘Things Done Changed’ at The Public Trust, Dallas, Texas runs 01 February 2020 - 14 March 2020 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/2016_shooting_of_Dallas_police_officers
https://www.pbso.org/memorial-service-for-k9-cigo/

