Glasses

What has always fascinated me most in Duchamp is the work he was able to do about his life in relation to his work – or maybe he found that done, if we can read the ambiguity in this sentence in a Duchampian way, that is to say made by a “chance” he was able to grab. I’m referring to the fact that since his first known drawing his themes were the ones which recur in his mature work, that the only photographs we know about him always hint at something in his work, that in short everything we know about him refers to his work. I mean that what I’m fascinated by is what he was able to do, through and by his work, which included his whole public life – everything with a lightness which resembles, and includes, chance. The “transparency” of glass, the shapes in the Large Glass, visually suspended in real space, have that meaning for me. Everything hovers about, everything overlaps, comes near, interferes, interacts. The sense is the same whole drawing, it intertwines and includes life and works. Duchamp worked on the sense, not on the meaning, of life. The details, the signs, the shapes, the  (disconcerting) simplicity of some works, the (not) transgressive irreverence of others (or of the same ones), the exposed silence, the exhaled smoke, the nurtured dust, don’t suffer from the isolation of impromptu ideas, in fact they benefit from the melancholic solitude of transparency.
Recognising in what precedes many Warburghian themes won’t be difficult, most of all an invitation of mine to read in Warburg a similar intertwining: from his giving up his primogeniture at 12 to his building the Great Library and the Great Atlas as “works”, through his illness, all deriving from his attention to the “overall plan”.

It’s me, in the attached picture, between two glasses and more: Duchamp’s Large one and the large glass windows (these in small letters) of the Centre Pompidou. The photograph was stolen, of course, as they weren’t allowed: which explains its poor focus and inaccurate shot, but, here we are again, aren’t we? I like its blurring, which is the result of a faulty exposure time, a “delay” which makes me, at the same time, unidentifiable and transparent, and fortuitousness which cuts the space as it (necessarily) comes.
I thank my wife, Lorena, for centring me and I apologize for placing myself in the Bachelor side.
Elio Grazioli
