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Eric Glavin's half of this stimulating dual exhibition bears the compressed title RCNT/WRKS (Glavin seems to have vowel-issues), a title which, despite its all-consonant coyness, manages to act as a sign for the way Glavin abstracts and thus simplifies his usually architectural subjects. For this exhibition, he has turned his analytical gaze upon a few of the omnipresent low-rise public-school buildings of Toronto: Queen Alexandra PS, Moore Street PS, Saint Luke Elementary, Dewson Street, schools which, built in the sixties and seventies, embody what Glavin rather charitably calls "an unspecific and undistinguished architecture." Glavin photographs the buildings and then, using a computer, simplifies and generalizes their already bland facades into frieze-like, stridently horizontal, ink-jet prints. The building's punched-out windows and punctuating doors now lie someplace between highly simplified representations of the buildings and "pure" compositions involving pattern and grid. "I wanted to create ready-made paintings," Glavin writes in his gallery statement, "which blurred the distinctions between abstract and representational imagery."

 

The other half of the exhibition is by Charles Goldman. Like Glavin, Goldman employs abstraction as a route to simplification. Unlike Glavin though, his paintings and constructions go further into abstraction by virtue of the fact that Goldman "abstracts" his working method too. That is to say, a painting such as Full Can Painting (Popsicle Orange), which is a rectangle of aluminum sprayed softly with orange paint, is continually sprayed until the paint can runs dry (the work thus uses "a full can" of pigment). There is both a satisfying logic to this as well as a kind of relentlessly applied dumbness.

 

It's the same with Goldman's attractive Scrapwood Sculptures. His Scrapwood Sculpture (Cloud), for example, is just what it sounds like: a mass of nailed together bits of wood, white and grey and cream, the whole assemblage hung from the gallery ceiling. A constructivist cloud. Nice. But there's more to it (though you'd have to be told about it). As with the "process" paintings, the wood constructions come about not so much intuitively (which is how they look), but rather as the result of some semi-private, in-studio procedure whereby the artist fills buckets with wood scraps and then, when he has enough of them, constructs a cloud (or some other object). Why this formal preparation? I don't know. Conceptual purity, perhaps, that relieves the artist from the agony of immediacy?
