


Edge of
Madness
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He stopped modelling from life and

devoted himself to dreamlike visions,

claiming in 1933 that for some years
he had “only realized sculptures
which have presented themselves to
my mind in a finished state”.

During the second world war,
Giacometti returned to Switzerland.
There he met Annette Arm, the
ingenuous and adoring girl who
seems to have decided almost
immediately that she would share
his life, and waited patiently for him
to agree. Living in a hotel with her
in Geneva, he sculpted smaller and

home. He became acquaint
many of Paris’s most exciti
and artists. He drank in cafes wi
Jean-Paul Sartre and Simone de
Beauvoir, went for late night, largely
silent walks with Samuel Beckett,
and became a regular — though often
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rather critical — visitor at Picasso’s
studio.

Even at his most successful, this
was not so much an artistic career
as it was an endless, inevitably
failed attempt to capture life that
hovered on the verge of obsessive
madness. “Ever tried. Ever failed.
No matter. Try again. Fail again.
Fail better,” wrote Beckett, perhaps
the friend whose vision of the world
most closely resembled his own.

“I do not work to create beautiful
paintings or sculpture,” Giacometti
explained. “Art is only a means of
seeing. No matter what 1

sculptures, and T
paintings, creates the effect of a
moment that is also t1meless

This was something
Giacometti had sought
to capture since that
vision outside the
cinema after the war.
And in his final busts

of Annette, there is

a resilience that the
sculptor appears to forge
with gratitude. He was
trying “to succeed, just
for once, in making
a head like the head ;
I see”. He failed, 0
course, but these @i
failures that stand &
cautions to those W
seek to do more the
strive.

2020



