
Remarks on the Clay and Glass Objects 

After the portrait – as a manifestation of the individual and of his vulnerability and finiteness – had 

occupied my attention for many years, I noticed that I was also transferring these questions into 

other creative areas. While previously I had endeavored to discover, and to express through certain 

color effects, the unique existence of the individual in a facial expression or a characteristic 

posture, objects such as vases, furniture and lamps would subsequently become the quasi-human 

vis-à-vis. Not only did I repeatedly encounter similar problems, which, to generalize, can be 

described as sculptural: How does something occupy its place in the world? Is its form open or 

closed? How do form and surface appeal to our body feeling, to our gaze? Gradually, the things 

also revealed to me their faces, their bodies, their fragility, and these experiences, conversely, 

affected my human images: faces became less important, disappearing entirely or becoming thing-

like; bodies became containers that could break and be mended, still assuming, in their mended 

state, the stance of a counterpart, damaged but nonetheless intact. Questions of the functionality 

and dysfunctionality of objects aligned themselves with questions of human adequacy and 

inadequacy. As a material, the clay from which I formed the objects accommodates these interests 

in a number of respects, inasmuch as its character is fundamentally transformed in the course of 

production: in its raw state it is malleable, allowing communication; when fired it hardens, 

retreating into fragility and brittleness. 

Glass also has these qualities, but, as a formable material, it is inaccessible to me. When, in 

February 2011, I was invited to work in a glass factory, I was presented with a fully new challenge: 

for the first time I was not able to enter into hands-on interaction with the material. I was forced to 

rely on the hands and the skills of others, of the glassblowers. The immediate communication that 

arises in working with clay was displaced, becoming mediated: the ideas that I wanted to realize 

with the material had to be expressed in words and language, so that others could blow them into 

the glowing lumps of glass. The objects born of this specific situation were of an untouchable cool 

splendor, similar to that of microscopic images of bacteria and viruses, whose peculiar beauty 

stands in remarkable contrast to their dangerous potential. Henceforth this effect became a 

resistance, which I attempted to counteract by forcing the material into the most impossible colors 

and forms. Often the glaring colorism mocks the usual subdued mineral hues, the perfect 

smoothness of the surface is contradicted by bowel-like bulges and inwardly turned lips reminding 

one of the wet glisten of exposed organs./or simply: evoking the interior of the body. 
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