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We live in a time that in many ways is very heavy, and the fetishism 
that, as in very old times, remains the basis of our human existence, 
only seldom finds the opportunity to satisfy us in an undisguised 
form. Worshippers of meager ghosts that are our moral, logical, and 
social imperatives, we cling thereby to a transposed fetishism, the 
pretense of that which profoundly animates us, and this bad fetishism 
absorbs the greater part of our activity, leaving almost no room for 
true fetishism, the only thing that is truly worthwhile, because it is 
quite conscious of itself and is consequently not based on any deceit. 

It is hardly if, in the field of works of art, we find some objects 
(paintings or sculptures) capable of even roughly responding to the 
exigencies of this true fetishism, that is to say of love — really love — 
of ourselves, projected from inside to outside and dressed with a solid 
shell that imprisons between the limits of a particular thing and 
situates it, as well as a piece of furniture that we can use, in the vast 
foreign room that we call space. 

In most cases, these objects, however much of human hands, 
they remain far more than natural products, they are at the same 
time only a slavish reflection that is very weak, a droll and parodic 
shadow, incapable of providing a pole to oppose the internal pole of 
our love. 

It is because of this lack of consistency, of this absence of 
autonomy, that almost the totality of works of art are frightfully 
boring, more boring than rain, being, after all, much less close to us 
than the drops of water, pretty small liquid spheres less likely to 
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remember our form, otherwise the taste, of our tears, and this 
humidity, this fluidity corresponding to the sweetness that flows in 
our members, when we love or when we feel very affected. 

At the present time, few artists exist whose work escapes from 
this terrible boredom. In the past, even less. But, among the rare 
contemporaries it is a special privilege to exempt Giacometti from 
this rule we cite. 

There are times that we may call crises and which are the only 
important things in life. These are active times when the outside 
seems to brusquely answer the summons that we ourselves launch 
from within, where the outside world opens between our hearts and 
establishes a sudden communication. I have some memories of this 
kind in my life and they all relate to seemingly trivial events, as 
devoid of symbolic value and, if we wish, gratuitous: in a bright street 
of Montmartre, a Negress of the Black Birds revue holding a bouquet 
of wet roses in her two hands, a cruise ship slowly separating from a 
dock on which I find myself, some snatches of songs murmured at 
random, encountering in a Greek ruin a strange animal that must 
have been a kind of giant lizard... Poetry can only emerge from such 
“crises,” and only the works that provide their equivalents count. 

I like the sculpture of Giacometti because everything that he 
makes is like the petrification of one of these crises, the intensity of a 
rapidly surprising & immediately motionless adventure, the milepost 
that is a witness. However, there is no death in this sculpture; 
everything is to the contrary, like in the true fetishes that we can 
idolize (true fetishes, that is to say those which resemble us and are 
objectified in the form of our desire), prodigiously alive, — a graceful 
& strong life tinged with humor, a beautiful expression of this 
affective ambivalence, a tender sphinx that we always feed, more or 
less secretly, on the center of ourselves. 
 Let us therefore not expect that I speak solely of sculpture. I 
prefer to WANDER; since these beautiful objects that I could look at 
and feel are actively fermenting in me so many memories... 
 



 
 
 

Some of these sculptures are hollow like spatulas or like empty 
fruits. Others are perforated and air passes through them, moving 
mesh interposed between the inside and the outside, screens that 
gnaw the wind, the hidden wind that envelops us in its immense black 
whirlpool, these incredible minutes that make us delirious. 
 
 
It is on October 10, 1901, in Stampa, Switzerland (the Canton of 
Grisons) that Giacometti is born. He is the son of a painter. 

 Until the age of 14, he remained in his village, then in 1915 he 
entered high school, then he left four years later to make paintings or 
sculptures, which he already wanted to do for many years. For six 
months, he studied at the School of Arts and Crafts in Geneva, but it 
did not please him. All of 1921, he was in Italy, traveling a bit 
everywhere. He passed nine months in Rome. It is in 1922 that for the 
first time he came to Paris. For three years, he never stayed there very 
long; but since 1925, he is permanently established there, but for two 
or three months of each year which he spends in his homeland. At 
first, he attended an academy to work from nature, but for several 
years he worked alone. 

Giacometti is then a very young sculptor. It is always stupid to 
make predictions, and most prophets often do not differ from birds of 
doom. But how much credit do we not give when we see these figures 
generated by his fingers and which are so concrete, so obvious, 
absolute, like the creatures that we love, steeped in fugitive salt and 
without the bitterness of snow, the dust that falls when we polish our 
nails — impalpable ashes that a lover should keep as a relic — the 
wonderful salt that so many former researchers thought they could 
extract from the belly of the earth, the salinity of waves and of stars 
which also have their tides, the salt of tears finally, the tears of 
laughter, of despair or of madness, light and vaguely evil tears, 



funambulesque tears, or the charged heavy tears of skeletons and of 
frozen carcasses, drops of water always, tirelessly falling, sometimes 
piercing the mute rock of the lives of dazzling wells, concrete drops of 
water like the salt that still piques our appetites, sea salt, bitter salt, 
the salt of phalanges which creak, the salt of teeth, the salt of sweat, 
the salt of looks... Here finally dishes of stone, wonderfully alive foods 
of bronze, and for a long time capable of awakening, of reviving our 
great hunger! 
 
 
 
 


