Very Specific Things: Charles Goldman’s Spatial-Temporal Transferences 
Hammond, Louisiana is home to both the Southeastern Louisiana University Gallery and IFCO systems, North America’s leading pallet –management services company. What serendipity. Charles Goldman’s work has always strived to incorporate, co-opt and restructure palatable form, and this fortuitous collaboration with IFCO epitomizes that engagement with the “real” world.  PBLX., partially realized with IFCO’s help, is just one example of the thought-provoking, perceptibly perplexing and stimulating nature of Goldman’s output.  It’s “about” space and time without the usual pretensions art has to being  “about space and time.” Instead it’s concerned with the real deal: time passing, demarcations of space, the copious number of systems we use to give order and reason to the vastness of time and space. From how many doors are in an apartment to fountains made out of oil drums Goldman’s art takes up space as art while also ingeniously reconstituting objects for other uses, aesthetically and otherwise. Paradoxically adding objects to space while taking measure of space, he meets the corporeal world in a singular fashion, getting down and dirty with the space of space. Going beyond banal “public art,” he enters a mind-bending arena of much larger and more profound proportions that’s also weirdly and pleasingly aesthetically gratifying.

Reacting against the constraints of the solipsistic art “world,” PBLX. offers a series of public art multiples with a democraticizing aplomb. Spacefiller uses one hundred and twenty-eight pallets (donated by IFCO) bundled together to form a massive longitudinal and latitudinal X, expanding on and liberating the X shape from two dimensions to fill multiple layers in three. The burning three dimensional X on the cover of X’s “Los Angeles” LP (not coincidentally a formative influence) and the spread-eagled man scarecrows in the Planet of the Apes come to mind, just to name two associations. X marks the spot, X is the target, and it’s an unfailingly cool primeval mark possessed of a phonetically distinctive sound.  X both as symbol and resonance, and X as the bare minimum needed to declare your presence and existence, your taking up of space.  Off the floor Skywall fills two windows in the gallery with wooden studs wrapped in standard blue tarps inserted into the frames against the glass. The viewer inside is looking out, protected from the elements, safe and secure like a car in a climate-controlled garage. Replacing the visible outside with its ideal created from the most omnipresent and mundane of materials, Skywall exemplifies the transference of matter so crucial to Goldman by transforming the tarp from common and utilitarian to sublime.   Inspired by patchwork tarps that shade outdoor markets in Istanbul and similar scrims that shade parking lots in Argentina, it furthers Goldman’s mission to explore the nuances of inside and outside. Speaking of, the real outdoors makes an appearance in the video Canyon, my canyon, in which the ever-changing natural world of Mill’s Canyon near his childhood home serves as a potent metaphor for the slide from youth to older age. As the invariable decrepitation that comes with time’s passing is mirrored in the drainage pipes, potato chip bags, rusted bed frames and other intrusions from the “outside” world, cars can be heard whizzing by, as can the buzzing saws and cracking hammers of the local contractors -- further compounding the poignancy of this melancholy audio-visual evocation of paradise lost.

PBLX.’s broader purpose is as a future sculpture “line, ” or even brand. Generic, “standard,” but instantly recognizable. As what though? Utilitarian object? Public, civic “thing,” or art? That ambiguity is in keeping with Goldman’s overall  “scrap” aesthetic that mixes formal relaxation with a rough and tumble quality combining clarity and obscurity into the intangible that is all true art. The standardized measurements used are more than just numbers or weights or lengths, and through them we explore and transform our relationship to the spatial environment. Via the walls, doors, windows, and everything else we acquire new meaning and understanding of the scales and sizes that anchor our unnatural world. The building blocks, literally, that life is based on we can’t do without.  Not just units, not only pieces of wood, but art that uses pieces of wood to make you think about materials as both art and matter and as inextricable parts of a bigger whole that is “the world.”

“One hundred and twenty feet is a very specific thing -- as are five gallons, a walk around the block and a wall separating two rooms -- yet the possibilities of what those things can contain is infinite in scope.” Moving through life and the countless traces of delineation that result is what Goldman grapples with, and in doing so he shows us who we are by illuminating how long time takes, the space things (and ourselves) occupy, and how much these abstractions concretely affect our lives. To quote him again, “Distances, quantities and times are containers for individual experience. They are moved through, unstoppable and constantly being demarked, divided and discarded.”  His goal is to make concretized experience actual, tangible, and solid.

Paintings made from a full can of paint are just that- a full can of paint. But in a way you never thought of a full can of paint before. Drawings of every record in his collection – the sound as well as images and ideas that recordings occupy in our lives. Likewise photos of records playing on a turntable, pictures of “sound” revolving, then through transmittal by tape sent out as a message to another person, geographic and sonic extra-dimensionality. Photographs of the happenstance of rubber bands found in the shape of the infinity sign, a number that can’t be expressed measured and documented. The space where the mirror on Goldman’s sister’s door was shown after removal, a ghost shadow of what was there barely legible in the documentation. So “space,” “volume,”  “length, ” and “width” all play a role in Goldman’s work, as do their presence in our minds, thoughts, and dreams.  All part and parcel with an ongoing expedition to fathom how space affects us that encompasses a spectrum of feeling and sensation stretching from distress to solace.

Reconstitution and reuse of objects, transference by unexpected means:  records turned into love letters, tires, oil drums, and buckets refurbished as fountains, a Chain Link Bench refashioned out of the most ubiquitous substance, a shopping cart altered into chained and stationary topiary, scrap wood sculptures possessed of an idiosyncratic beauty, utilitarian objects that playfully blend the representational and abstract without losing a   tactile sensuousness. All rearranged and scrambled, leading   to a pleasurable alteration of perception. “It is possible not to possess objects, but it is impossible not to have experiences, and the standardized increments that bracket our lives, and the experiences therein make us who we are on some profound level.” So true, and what we sit on, look at, touch, feel – the doors, windows, mirrors, shopping carts and the whole plethora of constructed reality– are surprisingly transformed and mutated in Charles Goldman’s world, and thanks to him in ours too.
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