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With a family whose roots were destroyed in 
the holocaust, Dalya Luttwak’s passion for 
roots is both aesthetic and metaphorical. 
Born in Israel to a close-knit and supportive 
family, she has deeply implanted her own.  
She has been collecting botanical roots for 
decades for their beauty; they have come 
to define the major body of her creative 
expression.

Demonstrating artistic inclinations as early as 
third grade when a perceptive teacher sent 
one of her drawings to an international com-
petition, Dalya’s parents found her constant 
art making threatening. She must prepare 
herself for a hard, demanding world in which 
she must be able to support herself. No one 
buys art. So after her compulsory military 
service she went to law school (for only two 
years). She learned a lot, including that this 
was not her calling.

She yearned to go to Bezalel art school which 
was “the” art institute in Israel, but it was 

higher nature with which she did not identify 
her creations.

Chance brought her to a party where a WSG 
enthusiast, Joyce Zipperer, urged her to join. 
This, combined with a tumble down the stairs 
which affected her fine motor coordination 
led her to work larger. But she still did not 
consider what she made to be real art. A 
strong, beautiful piece in her living room was 
a “room divider”. But she entered it in a NY 
show—and it got in and won a prize! 

This began a career-long thrust—entering 
competitions—that has made all the differ-
ence in her career and how she now perceives 
herself. So she is rejected— who cares? There 
is the next one to enter. She has managed 
to teach herself how to not take personally 
what causes too many of us to retreat to a 
corner of self pity. And in the process, Dalya 
has become a master metalsmith.

A partial list of the enviable venues where 
she has recently shown include the Ameri-
can University Museum at the Katzen Arts 
Center (twice), the Kreeger Museum (twice), 
the Venice Biennale, Triennale Museum, 

very hard to get into and required a portfolio, 
so she didn’t even try to enter. Instead, she 
went to the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, 
where she completed a double major in art 
history and political science, fitting in as 
many hands-on art classes as she could 
on the side. And, as with the law school 
classes, insisted she learned a lot about art 
and politics—no regrets about not majoring 
in studio art.

As Dalya’s story unfolded, it became appar-
ent that she is by nature an aggressive opti-
mist: there is no such thing for her as wasted 
time—there is something to be learned from 
everything. Moving to Washington for her 
husband’s career, she immersed herself in 
a variety of art classes at Montgomery Col-
lege. There she experienced her first touch 
of metal. “This was it!” She just fell in love 
with the stuff, its strength and malleability, 
and beginning with copper, brass, gold, 
silver, pewter, bronze, she finally arrived 
at steel. She began making jewelry. Never 
considering that what was essentially minia-
ture sculpture was worthy of the designation 
“art”—to her this had a function so it was 
merely utilitarian crafts stuff. “Art” was of a 

Dalya Luttwak

Dalya in her studio

What if Roots Could Grow in the Waters of the Arsenale, 2011, painted steel, 50 x 53 feet
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Milano; VisArts. Next up is a solo exhibit at 
Museu Guttuso, Sicily. She won first prize at 
the Strathmore show of the Creative Crafts 
Council in 1988. And these triumphs are all 
the result of following her mantra of compete! 
compete! compete!

In 2001, right after 9/11, Dalya created 
a series of pieces, An American Dream, 
composed of red white and blue elements 
abstracted from the American flag. She felt 
this to be a breakthrough—that it was truly 
good and worthy art. Entering one in the WSG 
Sculpture Now 2003 exhibit at Washington 
Square, its manager subsequently snared 
her for two solo shows of the work at Tysons 
Corner. And, after letting it lie fallow for ten 
years, she entered it in a competition and it 
is now in a show in Reginald Lewis Museum 
in Baltimore. Dalya is no more hung up on 
what is real art than she is on newness—if a 
piece is well composed and well made, it is 
as valid in a decade as it was at its inception.

Over the years, her affinity for roots has led 
her to surround herself with them. Ultimately, 
she decided to create her own roots and for 
the past eight years she has focused solely 
on variations of roots in steel—patinated, 
painted, rusted, powder coated. They crawl 
up and through walls, hang from trees, 
drape over barriers, sprawl across weather, 
rocks, cultivation, genetic patterns—she has 
become more and more precise in her depic-
tions. For example, the difference between 
spring and winter wheat: she is charmed by 
the fact that spring wheat is smaller, simpler 
and more robust whereas winter wheat in 
its impending dying is fuller, larger, more 
complex. Who knew?

What next? Well, a recognition that roots 
logically lead to a more exposed, upward 
existence opens a whole universe of “above 
ground” considerations. And I had the privi-
lege of seeing her very first such depiction 
—an alfalfa blossom.

A line from Pablo Neruda’s poetry— “Why do the trees conceal the splendor of their roots.” 
—resonates with Dalya: and then she goes about revealing it.

For further information go to www.dalyaluttwak.com.

Poison Ivy, 2014, painted steel, 27 x 3 feet

Roots of Winter Wheat: From 10 Days Old to Full Maturity, 2013, painted steel, 108 x 240 x 24 inches

Roots of Liriope, 2012, painted steel, 
192 x 216 x 24 inches

…there is no such thing for her as wasted 

time—there is something to be learned from 

everything.


