


BIRTH

On a barren clay pit, no
vegetation, no sign of life.
The colors are garish
oranges and browns, dried
and caked mud in the sun.
And then, with all the jerky
majesty of a grade B movie
gargantua, Simonds breaks
free from the mound of clay
which contained him. Itis a
fascinating self birth and
creation, both because of the
pseudo science fiction mode
and its relevance to the an-
cient myths of man arising
from the bowels of a mother
earth.

1. People going around in a flat
circle: generation after
generation, constantly
remaking their present out
of their past, always
recovering the past, always
rebuilding the present.

2. Those that live on a line:
little people who travel
along the landscape and
leave the past behind. There
is little in the way of spatial
relationships from one point
to another. An endless
house, past untouchedlike a
museum.

3. Those that live on an upwards
spiral: they use the past a
building material for their
ambitious monumentalizing
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“He. . .was the Spirit of the Earth, and I saw that he was
very old, but more as men are old. I stared at him, for it
seemed I knew him somehow; and as I stared, he slowly
changed, for he was growing backwards into youth, and
when he had become a boy, I knew that he was myself. . .”
From Black Elk Speaks

Gives shape to the unconsolidated views surrounding
civilizations, and develops a type of negative architecture.

LANDSCAPING

A mass of clay, wet and
glistening, with Simonds in
a dance of contact with it.
The scene has the trappings
of primordial ritual in which
the newly created man-god
both contours a landscape
from his own dimension and
form, and becomes further
identified with the earth.

LANDSCAPE:
BODY:
DWELLING

Simonds appears lying
covered with dark grey clay,
sealed within totally to mark
his separation from his earth
source — to become a
source in and of himself.
Then the earth-figure covers
his torso with a red clay,
landscaping it in a new ver-
sion of the hills from which
he came. Over a period of
hours, Simonds constructs a
dwelling of small clay
bricks, sticks and steps.
Here the myth enlarges to
include with the newly
created god a new personal
race of people. He is

sandwiched between the
earth of our world and the
earth of his; creating out of
himself as he was created
from clay.




THE LITTLE PEOPLE

The easiest part of
Simonds work to unders-
tand is his myth of the “little
people,” an entirely im-
aginary semi-nomadic
group who travel invisibly
about the lower east side,
leaving behind a trail of
dwelling places in varying
states of completion or dis-
repair. Built of clay and
sticks on niches in
crumbling brick walls, high
up on ledges, or in trenched
and broken gutters, the
buildings’survival is dictated
by all factors of the surroun-
ding situation — traffic,
children, dogs, vandals,
demolition companies, etc.
Besides the fact that the
work is essentially “public
property” in a peculiarly
intimate way, the installa-
tion of the work is a public
event that communities
accept with curiosity,
enthusiasm, and a strange
apparent respect and un-
derstanding of Simonds’ ef-
forts. He works when he

OFFERINGS

The dwellings are pop-
ulated with little people, or
they would populate them if
they could. But they couldn’t
live in the settlements after
they were “discovered.” The
dwellings could never really
provide shelter because they
don’t rely on nature. Nature
is indifferent, hence it can
provide protection. The city,
the community, the society,
are not indifferent and not
permanent, so they
recognize sacrifices only.

Inspite of this Simonds

Frioto: Vuri

feels like it (nearly all the
time above freezing that is),
and travels to his customary
locale with his materialsin a
bag. Finding a likely spot he
first contours the location
with a foundation of clay
and then builds buildings,
walls, enclosures, etc. of tiny
dried clay bricks, dipped in
water and placed with dental

forceps. His architecture
does not go beyond post and
lintel construction, and
seems reminiscent of
Southwest Indian pueblos,
but remains strangely con-
tiguous with the structures
around it.

Being at ease with their
environment is more impor-
tant to Simonds’ work than

Charles clings on the WHOLE WORLD — earth, sky,
etc. with his entire soul — and his dwellings are only a little
corner of this. On the other hand, he would only be really
happy if he could move into them. Millions of little
dwellings are needed — more, more, more. Everywhere, in
every environment. He sits in the houses. His best feeling
would be wearing “house-cloaks,” “city furcoats.”

builds there again and again.

he accepts, (wants to accept) -

the connotations of the iden-
tification with the surroun-
dings; he gives anyway,
regardless of the fact that
the city devours the result of
his personalized art. On the

_protection,

other hand he does look for
little ones,
fragile ones, even if for
hours only,. He is gaining
somehow by losing.

The S.W. 1Indian
dwellings are very real

the formal, or artistic con-
cern with which he attacks
the space. The heart of his
work lies in his being at
home with creation (his par-
ticular means of creation}
which lends to a generalized
notion of Man {Simonds)
the creator and created, out
of the earth created and on
the earth to create (to build).

because they fulfill their
function very overtly and
self-evidently. They work,
they are efficient. These lii-
tle dwellings are also very
real, very existing
somethings. This makes onz
believe that they probably
also “‘work” and are suf-
ficient. The dwellings func-
tion might lie precisely in
the fact that they transform
protection into
defenselessness, and vice
versa; they suffer the change
of the surrounding (a
sacrificial offering ).
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