GARNELL,  Monsieur Jean Louis   								by Rosanna Albertini





	 Crack. The deep, white, hollow dish has been broken in two halves - exactly alike.  They are waiting for some connection that is not a syntax anymore.  Garnell cannot escape his mathematical obstinacy. "Am I going to accept everything that comes, just because it has come?"  Let's make a picture of two entities, a double image.  Space in the middle. Are the two halves going to approach again? Are they splitting even more? Once on the paper, art is a fiction. The picture has been abandoned to its symmetrical inner separation. The living room has been canceled.  





	At the edge of Paris a recent building  built for artists in a middle class neighborhood.  A shameless Paris spreads its intestines.  One of the many streets seemingly made to be forgotten.  Not without hesitating, while he places a lamp among leftovers found in the street, Garnell is wondering how to free photographic images from optics, psychology, romanticism, representation, from the shaped melody and rhythm real people share during their life time. He would like images to rest on their own, giving their essence to be perceived, then quietly fading away from a landscape that does not stop changing when nobody is there.  Still, the country of art marked by remarkable pauses embraces his European mind in which the equation between ephemeral and irrelevant is inevitable.  Lucky the poet who writes "you perceive what fades away with you, you cannot grasp what is going to last" (Edmond Jabès). Words. What about images, that can appear to our senses when the reality has gone? Images are conservative.





	 Garnell lights a candle,  puts up an electric lamp. "An apple after Cézanne? more than one. Repetition isn't only time, it's also a new feeling of light that plays with human thoughts  and contemplate them."  If the musical score that light projects on the ground is elusive, this doesn't mean that time can't stop in a captured image. The foreground, a devaluated surface,  that always seems to be the land of nobody because you can't go through, like a blinding screen, is the planet he explores.  





	 More than a century, already, of making photographs, always carrying on them


other meaning. The more he walks into the forest around his apartment house (he has moved further, towards the countryside), the more Garnell  feels he is stepping on crowded ground:  Jean Fautrier the painter, Karl Marx's grand child, Jean Paulhan, Voltaire's family, horses, Chateaubriand describing butterflies and flowers during the raise and fall of the Napoleonic Empire and contemporary steps by Paul Ricoeur. If interactive sensors in touch with the past were there, Chateaubriand could have whispered to him: "doesn't each small human being, indifferent, ready to be forgotten, give true measure of the big events? We can only survive through our style." The past heroes are all there, like a forest whose dead trees are still visible, hung up among the branches.  Good manners, chandeliers. Trunks wounded by bullets from the last world war, and from hunters. Space has become the body of time, the illusionistic scene of stories passed away.  





	Art is real being separate from all that. Garnell makes space around each image, puts   images together, different scales, different times.  As the distance from the present stream is short, not much more than the physical perception is left, some disconnected  flashes of reality almost secret, tactfully missing the when, the where.  Literally, abstractions. It does not matter how realistic. Real life? Dead leaves crack under his feet. Taking his pictures, Garnell is like a hunter who would not want to pull the trigger. A calculated unwillingness on one side, a feeling of inevitable loss on the other. Clearing his way in the woods, he tries for our sake to give the impression he has never been there. 





 					














