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This is what people have wanted since consciousness 
became corrupt, 48x48x168 inches, vintage trash 
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Conscience and cowardice are really the same thing, 17x17x8 
inches oil, resin, fur, plaster, pencil, wood, 2019
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We’ve all seen it. Sometimes along the highway, 
in garage sales, at the top of Mt. Everest, and 
even at the bottom of oceanic waters. I’m talking 
trash. For the unassuming eye it can justifiably 
be an eye sore, but an artist’s vision takes the 
commonplace and elevates it to an art form. 

Trash Talk: History in Assemblage is Jim Condron’s 
grouping of 26 unique assemblage works 
representing the artist’s own re-investigation 
with objects. His artistic practice breaks from 
traditional norms of abstraction by subverting 
conventional materials to form highly tactile, 
rich textures and provocative contours that draw 
the viewer in for an intimate encounter. 

Condron’s impatience with the accepted rules 
of technique goes hand-in-hand with the way 
he assembles the assortment of materials. He 
finds incongruent items, cast-offs, and remnants. 
The salvaged ingredients are then harvested into 
convoluted, abstract compositions and collaged 
in a way that defies visual logic; yet, at the same 
time affirm their presence and punctuate their 
materiality completely stripping previous use 
and history.

By pairing the works with quotations from famous 
people who “trash talk” the work of other famous 
people, Condron injects the exhibition with wit 
and whimsy. Titles imply narrative tidbits of 
autobiography--they are almost as abstract 
as the works and read like a poet’s assembled 
words. They are a call to appreciate the plea they 
make—for sheer humor and artistic relevance. 
Relevance is not about novelty, but rather in 
finding that which was cast aside in the external 
world to find a visual, sensory equivalent in our 
own internal world of critique and observation. 

This exhibition sings because of the skills and 
creativity of the talented staff at The Delaware 
Contemporary. Their formidable labors as well as 
working with such a prolific and unconventional 
artist set in motion the energy and enthusiasm 
necessary to offer the vibrant panoply of work 
by Jim Condron.

Preface

KATHRINE PAGE
Gretchen Hupfel Curator

of Contemporary Art
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He should get a nice raise for trying so hard, 13x7x5 inches, oil, spray 
paint, acrylic, nylon, foam, wood, glitter, gum, 2018



7

Let me just come out and say: I don’t get it.

Maybe it’s because I lack an advanced degree 
in art appreciation (though isn’t “appreciation” 
innate and therefore antithetical to advanced 
degrees?), but I have a hard time taking seriously 
any sculpture made from fur
and gum.

Not that art needs to be taken seriously. But 
I’d feel a little better if I at least knew that Jim 
Condron’s goal, with his polychrome collages 
of gloop and detritus, was satire. Then I could 
laugh along with him, wagging our fingers in 
unison at the stuffy curators who fawn over 
such junk and the unforgivable hipsters who, 
on their free night between darts league and 
adult dodgeball, buy it.

When it comes to art, there’s rampant cynicism 
among us uncultured swine. We see an exhibition 
like Condron’s and think, hey, I once scraped 
something similar out of a municipal mixed-
stream recycling bin. It’s a hypocritical cynicism, 
too, because while snickering at the hodgepodge 

Mixed Media Circus

on the gallery walls, we legitimately convince 
ourselves that the pinot grigio we’re sipping 
tastes like oak and sage with notes of apricot.

It’s the “my child could make that” cliché, and 
it extracts all of the jokes one might expect: 
Boy, I wish someone would pay me a thousand 
dollars to paste trash together! I must have a 
fortune sitting under my porch! Jim Condron 
went to graduate school for this?

We cynics consider ourselves clever, fueled 
by the delusion that we’re punching up. We 
snicker to anyone we’re trying to impress that 
to ascribe profundity to a painted lobster trap 
is nonsensical at best, pretentious at worst. Or, 
to mirror Truman Capote’s takedown of Jack 
Kerouac (“That’s not writing, that’s typing.”), 
which accompanies a piece in this collection, 
we proclaim that Condron’s work isn’t art,
it’s gluing.

And what the heck do we know? If we scoff at 
the highbrow and sneer at the lowbrow, what 
sort of art would a cynic embrace? A critic at 
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A great man’s face shows the beauty of his work, 10x18x12 
inches, oil, acrylic, plastic, coffee grinds, wood, 2015, 2019
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least reviews flaws in the context of similar 
work and movements; a cynic merely calls art 
stupid and orders another pinot.

That, to a cynic—whether scorning an art 
installation or mocking the eighth season of 
Game of Thrones—is the value of humor in art. 
It’s our own weapon for condemning a craft that 
defies us to admit we don’t “get it”; bludgeon 
in hand, we gleefully declare that the emperor 
has no clothes, soylent green is made from 
people, and “assemblage” is just a pompous 
word for “pile.”

So, I don’t get it. I can’t understand what insights 
humanity is meant to gain from this particular 
configuration of coffee grounds, wire mesh, 
and plastic vampire teeth. You win, art: I don’t 
understand which emotions I’m supposed to feel.

Are Condron’s works humorous? Perhaps, if 
you’ve never heard a joke. They certainly contain 

the elements of humor: They’re whimsical. 
They’re unexpected. They subvert formality. 
But they’re not funny funny. They’re art funny, 
which is like saying the Ebright Azimuth isn’t a 
mountain mountain, but a Delaware mountain.

Maybe the difference, then, between art and 
a joke is that art doesn’t demand that we “get 
it.” It simply plops onto a pedestal in all its 
obnoxious beauty, the most important object in 
the room, daring us to pass judgment. Daring 
us to ridicule. Daring us, in our self-righteous 
sarcasm, to match its boldness.

ADAM RUBEN
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Slinking around like small-town cops, 5x4x2 inches, oil, wood, 
“Mimi Lipson’s sock”, 2015, 2019
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I first encountered Jim Condron’s work in the 
summer of 2014 in Montauk, New York, when 
we were among a small group of writers and 
artists who spent the month of July in a big white 
barn, as guests of the Edward Albee Foundation. 
Condron told me he was a painter, but that he’d 
reached an impasse with his medium. It had 
lost its expressive power, he said, and he’d set 
the month aside to try something new. Within a 
few days he’d set up a workshop and was busily 
constructing small sculptures out of things he 
found around the barn, along the roadside, in the 
parking lot of the IGA. 

I don’t actually know where he was getting these 
scraps of mesh, plastic sporks, oddly shaped 
pieces of wood, twine, sticks, and printed matter. 
Sometimes, from my second-floor writer’s studio, 
I saw him stalking the woods like a bird dog. Or he 
would take off for a few hours and return with a 
cardboard box full of items to be spread out and 
sorted through—each one examined for clues as 
to its potential. He worked beaverishly, combining 
his found materials with wire, cord, construction 
glue, and blobs of paint. 

It was clear that he was onto something, because 
the objects he was making had the immediate 
impact of gris-gris. They gave off energy. Most 
were small enough to hold in the palm your hand. 

Some seemed to have mouths or appendages, 
while others were anti-anthropomorphic—
deploying shape and balance (or its lack) to 
subvert familiarity, like gestures in a severe 
modern dance. There were ruminative phases, 
fascinating to witness. In my mind’s eye, I see a 
squarish piece of cast concrete sporting a strip 
of fur like an unfortunate Sunday hat. I see him 
rotating it forty-five degrees and rescuing it
from banality. 

While Condron made his tiny sculptures, I was 
in an upstairs room at the other end of the barn 
writing a doomed memoir. I fell into the habit of 
breaking every day for a late afternoon swim in 
the bay, rinsing off the ocean salt in the outdoor 
shower on the side of the barn, and watching the 
bats swoop around in the twilight. If the prospect 
of returning to my desk was too miserable, I’d 
visit Condron in his studio. His project seemed 
much more fun than mine. Once, I spotted a 
sock I had been missing, fitted around a chunk of 
wood and frosted with a toupee of orange paint, 
which picked up a detail in the wool, and I felt a
thrill of participation.

I began beachcombing after my daily swims, and 
bringing Condron my offerings. A bright blue 
swatch of plastic netting, part of a Frisbee, a sun-
bleached ferry ticket. He was appreciative, but 

The Salvage Barn
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Picasso and the loaves, 15x18x7 inches, oil, spray paint, acrylic, 
plastic, cloth, plaster, 2016, 2018
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selective in a way that I understood. It occurs 
to me now that we were engaged in similar 
work. It would not have been possible for him 
to explain why he chose this and not that, why 
these things went together in this way, any more 
than I could account for the several days I’d spent 
on my laptop moving an orange crate, a candle, 
my nineteen-year-old mother, and a cabinet 
full of K-rations around my father’s graduate-
school apartment. 

By the end of our month in the barn, I had 
written thirty or forty pages, and Condron had 
made about as many artworks—the ancestors, 
I believe, of the sculptures in Trash Talk: History 
in Assemblage. Though his work has grown in 
complexity and, in some cases, size, I see the 
lineage in pieces such as “I never take any 
notice of what common people say, and I never 
interfere with what charming people say” or “Live 
as if you’d drop dead in ten seconds. See the 
world. It’s more fantastic than any dream made or 
paid for in factories.” It’s there in the energy, and 
in the preponderance of mesh, wood, and blobs 
of paint. (Condron’s impulse may have been to 

change gears, but his sculptures are not exactly 
not paintings.) 

Condron’s titles are chatty but mysterious, like 
scraps of overheard conversation. The ones in 
Trash Talk, which are scavenged from literary 
texts, come with interlocutors; he has paired 
these assemblages with bitchy quotes from the 
world of arts and letters. “I don’t mind if you’re 
not equal to me for a while,” meet “That’s not 
writing. That’s typing.” 

It’s too bad I was unaware of his gift for titles 
during our time in the Albee barn. When we 
parted, he let me select two pieces. I chose one 
made from a bit of weathered planking in a spray-
painted mesh girdle, and one with a broken piece 
of branch glued onto a surface that looks like but 
is not astroturf. If they have titles, I never learned 
what they are. They hang on my wall, nameless, 
waiting to burst forth in verbiage.

MIMI LIPSON
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Picasso is altogether bad, 
completely beside the point 
from the beginning except 
for Cubist period and even 
that half misunderstood…. 
Ugly. Old-fashioned vulgar 
without sensitivity, horrible 
in color or non-color. Very 
bad painter once and for all.”

“

ALBERTO GIACOMETTI 
ON PABLO PICASSO



15

Scott had never seen work that was so indifferent to the effect 
it had on those who came to see it, 12x12x7 inches, oil, plastic, 
rubber, fur and wood, 2014
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To my eye Ruben’s coloring 
is most contemptible. His 
shadows are a filthy brown 
somewhat the color of 
excrement.”

“

WILLIAM BLAKE ON 
PETER PAUL RUBENS
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Memory can make a thing seem to have been much more than it 
was, 8x20x8 inches, oil, paper, wood, rubber, plastic, glass, 2018
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He has never been known to 
use a word that might send a 
reader to the dictionary.”

“

WILLIAM FAULKNER
ON ERNEST HEMINGWAY
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I don’t care if you’re not equal to me for a while, 6x9x4 inches, oil, 
linen, wood, steel, plaster, 2016, 2018
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Poor Faulkner. Does he 
really think big emotions 
come from big words?”

“

ERNEST HEMINGWAY
ON WILLIAM FAULKNER
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The trouble with postcult is that you lose your link to the fate 
of mankind, 17x17x5 inches, acrylic, spray paint, oil, cement, 
plastic, foam, wood, felt, fur on wood, 2014
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That’s not writing, that’s typing.”“

TRUMAN CAPOTE
ON JACK KEROUAC
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If everyone’s to start biting, life won’t be worth living, 10x10x3 
inches, oil, paper, fur, leather, wool, wood, 2014, 2019
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[Ulysses is] the work of 
a queasy undergraduate 
scratching his pimples.”

“

VIRGINIA WOOLF
ON JAMES JOYCE
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I mean you have been disappointed in love, but don’t you know 
how many things there are to be disappointed in besides love? 
You are lucky to be still disappointed in love. Later it may be even 
more terrible, (6), 12x5x5 inches, plastic, wax, paper, 2019



26

As to Hemingway, I read him 
for the first time in the early 
‘forties, something about 
bells, balls and bulls, and 
loathed it.”

“

VLADIMIR NABOKOV
ON ERNEST HEMINGWAY
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They don’t know you’re an artist. They just think you’re a dick, 
9x14x6 inches, oil, plaster, plastic, paper, nylon, 2019
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Carvaggio’s art is painting 
for lackeys. This man has 
come into the world to 
destroy painting.”

“

NICOLAS POUSSIN 
ON CARAVAGGIO
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So I went to New York to be born again, 28x20x13 inches, acrylic, 
spray paint, plastic, wood, 2014
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Originally from Long Island, NY, Jim Condron lives 
and works in Baltimore, MD. Condron earned his MFA 
at the Leroy E. Hofffberger School of Painting at the 
Maryland Institute College of Art and a BA in Art and 
English from Colby College, Waterville, ME. He also 
studied at the New York Studio School of Drawing, 
Painting and Sculpture.  Since 1993, Condron has 
studied with Rohini Ralby, the artist’s mentor.  His 
work appears nationally and internationally in galleries 
and museums as well as in corporate, university, 
public and private collections. Condron has been 
awarded artist residencies at The Virginia Center for 
the Creative Arts, The Edward F. Albee Foundation, 
and the Heliker Lahotan Foundation. He is a 2017 
recipient of a Pollock Krasner Foundation grant, an 
Adolf and Esther Gottlieb Foundation grant, and a 
Maryland State Arts Council grant for sculpture.

Jim Condron
ABOUT THE ARTIST
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Humanity, like armies in the field, advances at the speed of the 
slowest, 13x12x5 inches, oil, plastic, bone, wool, wood, 2019

I’ve never liked his things very 
much, except the very, very early 
things… I loathe them. I can never 
see what there is to it, with all 
those squalid little forms. I can’t 
bear the drawings either — I 
absolutely hate his line. I find his 
line sickly.”

“

FRANCIS BACON ON 
HENRI MATISSE



I have saved all my 
ribbons for thee, 
72x64x12 inches, 
oil and spray paint 
on canvas, bowling 
pins, 2015, 2019

This catalogue accompanies an 
exhibition from June 7 - November 10, 
2019 at The Delaware Contemporary
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I mean you have been disappointed in love, but don’t you know how 
many things there are to be disappointed in besides love? You are 
lucky to be still disappointed in love. Later it may be even more 
terrible, (5), 5x12x5 inches, plastic, wool, plaster, acrylic, 2018


