
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Spring in Los Angeles is unpredictable, a brief and welcome reprieve 
from the hot, monotonous summer days that follow. We wake up every 
day expecting rain. On a Friday afternoon in March, the sky waxes and 
wanes in Hollywood. The cold wind laps against the willow trees, sends 
shivers up their branches, and casts shadows against the white brick wall 
of Make Room Los Angeles.  

On the side of the gallery, a door hangs ajar. It is nondescript save for the 
mound of grass-covered dirt that seeps out of it. Upon closer look a lone 
window is partly obscured by a thick layer of mossy soil with numerous 
watches and a single smashed iPhone burrowed inside. The view both 
beckons and evades passersby, depending on if and when they look up. 

On the sidewalk, Terence Koh is tending to his garden: a mix of bee-
friendly and native plants, including chamomile, lavender, African blue 
basil, clover, nasturtium, sour grass, and spurge. 

Dressed in all black, Koh pauses to rest on a clear, acrylic bench bathed in 
a burst of sunshine. He wears a tattered sweatshirt—inside-out, the neck 
partly torn, hood slouched to expose a sliver of his collarbone—cut-off 
shorts that graze his knees, beat-up slippers, and vintage leather opera 
gloves from Paris. A yellow orb with a flickering light hangs from a 
branch above the flowerbed; it hovers, vibrating heart-level with him as 
he stands up to greet me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

 



 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 



 

 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 









 


