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The Wonder

From his earliest days as an artist, Jean-Michel Othoniel
h.as been counting on our desire for wonder. He worked
tirelessly, in a state of waking dream, at a time when it was
preferable for an artist to be conceptual or minimalist,
appealing to the intellect rather than to the eye. It was up
to the viewer to co-produce the works presented, sometimes
reduced to a simple sketch. Far from the directives of arte
povera, Jean-Michel Othoniel chose instead to respond
to a desire for elsewhere, or perhaps to our unquenchable
yearning for paradise. This is how he set himself apart,
and this is how he continues to do so.

The Orient
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La Malmaison

Othoniel’s dreams carry him as much towards the f
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The gold in Gold Lotus and L'or de ['adore is also evocative
of America, or perhaps the extraterrestrial origin of a metal
that came from meteorites colliding with our planet. Usually
offered in three options - white, pink and yellow - this
precious metal seems to have a fourth variant here, a bright
yellow tone that dazzles so brightly in Passiflora, it’s almost
blinding. The amber ingots that accumulate from the walls
to the floors are reminiscent of the gold bars sleeping in the
vaults of Fort Knox, where America stores its riches. Haven'’t
the city of the Festival and the country that dominates
cinema always had a mutual fascination?

The Colours of Childhood

I spoke of art that appeals more to the brain than to the eye.
However, this art also speaks to our senses, through its
sugar-coated pearls that make us want to touch and taste
them. I could also have mentioned our delight at discovering
the vibrant colours of the berlingots (sweets) at the funfair
and the incredible mass of candyfloss, which inspired the
“cellulose quilt” canopy bed created by JMO for his exhibition
at the Cartier Foundation, Crystal Palace. Adorning all th‘ree
floors of La Malmaison, these shades of turquoise, cgrmme
and Indian green have the ability to reconnect us with

our often neglected inner child. Robert Burton, who had

a keen understanding of our propensity to succumb

to melancholy, once said that colours are the best remed}’
for the winter blues. They help us rediscover the magic

of the world, just as the dazzling colours of the Northern
Lights save the inhabitants of Greenland from despair
during the days when the sun only rises for foqr hoursl.
There’s nothing quite like an Othoniel glass-brlck.poqmo

to give us that feeling that it will soon be time to divel

the Mediterranean and bask in the sun.
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