MEDITATIONS ON A CHAIR

by Rioss Woodman

efined to a point of essence, Murray Favro's Modd- 10 Wiorwy Fanrn i
fied Alumdnuen Chalr, hung in the Michael Gibsan N N—
w08 Y25 5 P Brtuny

Gallery in Londen, Ontario, is o work that, as art, i e
ultimately emerges from the inevitable exhaustion
of Abstract Expressioaism. As if searching amang

its ruins for what it had rejected, celebrated as a mock recovery in Robert Bauschen-

berg's "Combines," in which rags and tatbers of cloth replaced de Kooning's free

brushstrokes, this rescued Chair is a recovery of the thingness of things, a thing-

ness that had fallen wetl below the sitelines of art. Ralsed bess than o foot above the

floor, netther a sculptune nor a three-dimensional wall piece, Favro's sbandoned

aluminum folding chair opena to its post-imdustrial transformed presence, Liber-

ated from is practical function, it becomes something never ween before. Only

with some closer disinterested inspection is the process of its transfarmation



- padually reveabed, a process requinng the viewer to strip herself
of every physlcal demand attached to a physical Funcrion.

The process of inspection, as it repeats the process of mak-
ing. is rather like watching the frensied geituring imvoived in
“an acton palnting in very, very, very dow motion, With this
fundamental difference: what is being made is what was always
dlready there, now released from the abandoned familiarity of
B unwanted presence, Transcending iis own abandoned exis-
‘kence, the chais becomes the post-industrial idea of itself as
without ceasiryg to be the chair
whick., right before vour eves. it
ppens. To know how it happens
an be discoversd. To know why
isanother matter. Your guess is as
‘ood as milme.

Here's mine. Humans hawve
‘evolved to the point whete they
Gn absork writing, painting,
sulpture. music and architec-
a5 an organic part of them-
hes. That took time. Nat all of
iy are there yet. Photography still
ippears to be threatening. The
novics even mote so. Television is
‘worse. The electronic revolution

a8 fimally settled it Humans can
sk 50 much mirroring. But there
Wa limit. What emerges from the
Fidden aperations of an abysmal
hine, as hidden as the pol-

ed air, 1s a ceaselessly talking,
soving. mirroring | macking) of
actual, birming it into the fetion of Marshall McLuhan's
hamical bride * Seeing ourselves backwards. Runming frem
fat we sbe fearfully pursuing.

Favro's Chdr i3 the real chair. It's the art of the real at a time
when the 1eal is fast disappearing, when we are disappeaning.
& chatr making a comeback as itself, as the artual thing. not
simulacrum of a chair, but a chalr, an actual chair hanging
w5 art om the wall without ceasing to be what it i a chair. In
Favro's chair on the wall, we come hack to where we began ready
wart agaln. Conception,

The recognition that nothing can be disposed of no matter
ow hard we try means that everything smehow or somewhere

2ins, That's the curse and the blessing of our own human
esence. “The penerations of men run on in the tide of Time /
leave their destined lincaments permanent for ever & ever,”
e William Blake. How to dispose of what we dispose of in
r ta be released from the nightmare of hoarding is an lssue
art now confronts. How to escape the psychosis of junk,

particularly in places no longer particular, like London, Ontario,
The entire planet is now the global dump of discarded cultures,
which Blake describes as a “Void Outside of Existence.”

What Favro has donc with the aluminum chait is more than
retrieval, It's a returm wowhat happened before notice was taken,
Taking notice allows somerhing human to happen, William
Blake tells us that, if entered, the "Vaid™ becomes & “Wamb.”
It's 2 way of making a comeback. Several people, Michael Gib-
son noticed, came back to see the chair, Te see iF it was still there,
If what they thought they saw they
dicl woe, Omie person asked Michael
o tale it off the wall and put it on
the floar, then he watched it being
rateed He saw the difference. But
did he see the difference it made
te his life? He's thinking about
that. About a dream he once had
in which he levitated.

Raised from the flaar 10 o 12
inches, the chair is there ta be seen,
but not sat on. Left on the floor,
it is barely noticed, or, if noticed,
noticed only as the need for its
immediate disposal, But raised,
hanging like other works on the
wall, it settles into Its new space
among objects to which, in their
hanging state, it clearly belongs.

This is a chair not o be sat on,
Like the works of art that surround
it, it cannot be phvsically inhabited,
And the cye, consclous of the gal-
lery sshiation, makes an adjustment, a shift of perception not
simply in degree but in kind. We imhabit the chair in another
way, A metaphvsical way that raises it, as the hanging raises it,
to the condition of art. We are released from the body and the
demands that it makes, as if the body stsel f were performing an
entirely new function, an alchemical function in which master
is transformed into mind. Favro's Chair Is mot only a work of
art, it's also a lesson |n the making of are. The viewe: whe knows
that it is not there to be sal on begins, herself, o find reason for
it. That other reason is art. Gazing at it there on the wall. the
work of its making becornes the work of the viewer transforming
wha® she sees into the idea of it Perception itself becomes an act
of mak:ng. A transformation takes place right before our eyes
as a process going on behind them—the act of creation iself,
Resurrection is in the air, 10 inches from the floor. 8
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