





Muito além da aflicao

Paulo Sergio Duarte

Querem o tempo aflito dos tjjolos de noticias nas co-
lunas de jornal, o mesmo das pilulas que devem lhes
acordar e, depois, o das outras para lhes adormecer; o
dos moto-boys, que quando buzinam j& passaram cinco
pelo retrovisor, o tempo inerte do engarrafamento e o
tempo vil que corta o ponto dos pobres coitados que
chegam atrasados. Querem o tempo sem antes nem de-
pois, o do instante das bolsas em Wall Street, Frankfurt,
Londres e Sao Paulo (maldito fuso horario que Ihes obri-
ga a esperar por Téquio e Hong Kong). Querem o tempo
cheio - feito as burras do banqueiro — das agendas sem
espacgo até daqui a dois anos. O tempo répido dos jati-
nhos, mas que tem que esperar para decolar e pousar
(ao menos aqui e nos EUA). Desejam o tempo das férias
no paraiso e dos interminaveis fins-de-semana. O tem-
po do check-in e do check-out, doméstico ou comercial.
O freguente, da trepada répida com a amante, e aquele
de dilatados intervalos dos indolentes coitos nas maes
dos filhos. Querem sempre o tempo do burocratico “Eu
te amo” - repetido a torto e a direita. Na verdade, ndo
amam mais nada, pois foi este tempo que escolheram
que lhes ama, lhes adora e a ele se entregam como es-
cravos, crentes que sao mestres.

Pois foi sempre outro o tempo perseguido por Laura
Vinci. Em contato com os seus trabalhos experimenta-
mos um tempo perdido, ndo o da memoria proustiana,
mas aquele que foi seqliestrado pela vida contempora-
nea. Escultora, seu tempo adere & matéria mesmo que
esta segja o vapor d'dgua. Lembro-me quando a insta-
lagdo das grandes bacias que evaporavam o delicado
vapor foram expostas ao lado de um Volkswagen imbe-
cil que fazia piruetas no ar, numa Bienal de S&o Paulo.
Havia uma clara insensibilidade na disposicdo dos dois

trabalhos um ao lado outro. Mas havia algo de prope-
déutico, éramos, sobretudo o publico leigo, preparados
para sermos empurrados na estupidez contemporénea.
Como a viruléncia de um trabalho monumental, que se
apresentava literalmente como um brinquedo de parque
de diversdes, com suas cores fortes e seus movimentos
répidos, era apresentada ao lado de uma experiéncia da
delicadeza? E, no entanto, o tempo de Laura passava...

Ja sei que ndo ha espacgo para falar do Centro Cultural
Sao Paulo, do Arte Cidade e da 52 Bienal do Mercosul, nos
quais o tempo se dilata transportando a matéria. Mas
esta palavra é perigosa: matéria. D& margem a muita abs-
tracdo. Escultora, insisto, Laura trabalha com materiais.
Dessa vez, ndo € areia nem agua, s8o0 marmores e magas.
“Que beleza!” esté escrito numa obra de Mira Schendel. E
€ assim que antevejo essa instalagao, pelas fotos, antes
de montada. Em Mira, sempre contida no essencial, intro-
vertida, salvo nos “Sarrafos”. Em Laura, agora, espalhada,
mas “Que beleza!”. Com cor, o branco dos “Bloquinhos” e o
vermelho das magas, vibrando e se opondo num contras-
te classico, caro aos modernos.

Mas a festa para o olhar é breve. Logo seréd chamado a
pensar. Uma oposicao visceral alimenta o encontro dos
materiais e seus tempos: o mineral do marmore e o or-
ganico das magas. Um perene — o da pedra —; outro vai
apodrecer diante de nossos olhos — o0 da macgéa. A decre-
pitude acelerada do ser vivo contrasta com a impéavida
permanéncia do mineral. Mas ha a quest&o da forma.

E uma instalacdo que agrega diversas naturezas-mor-
tas. E 6bvio que essas naturezas-mortas lancadas no
espaco por Laura Vinci teriam seus vinculos muito mais
com Cézanne e Chardin do que com Morandi. Sdo muito



afirmativas. A solidez é Cézanne, a afirmacado é Chardin.
No Brasil, temos um passado de dignas naturezas-mor-
tas no século 19. Poucas, mas boas, o que é essencial
—mas ainda contidas nos limites da academia. Depois es-
peramos muito por Guignard, assim mesmo o género nao
consegue concorrer com suas paisagens de Ouro Preto.
Mas as naturezas-mortas de Laura da Vinci sdo volumes.
Arrumadas no espago podem vir a ter diversas confi-
guragdes. Quem diréd qual é a original? Umas est&o ar-
ranjadas entre volumes de marmores e algumas poucas
magcas. As famosas macas de Cézanne. Outras dividem o
espago com inimeras magas. Todas fazem parte de um
Unico trabalho, mesmo que nosso olho possa discernir,
aqui e ali, unidades. J& sabemos que Laura trabalha com
o tempo e todo aquele que estudou direitinho histéria da
arte sabe que, se os modelos vivos de Cézanne sofriam
com os meses de tempo de pose — e Madame Cézanne
foi uma das maiores vitimas —, ao contrério da disciplina
da mulher e dos amigos, a natureza nao se submetia as
exigéncias do artista: as magas apodreciam diante dos
olhos do pintor. E estimulante essa polarizacéo entre o
mineral e o orgéanico, essa convivéncia entre dois extre-
mos sobre os quais vivemos.

Mas o que permanece, ndo vai apodrecer, sdo formas
construtivas. Lembram-me péaginas dos livros de Lygia
Pape tomando volume, jogados no espaco, sem a sua dis-
posicdo hieratica sobre a parede; “Bloquinhos” entregues
com todo o corpo e magia, na sua permanéncia e brancu-
ra, esperando por novas magas, estas sim, que como nés,
v@o passar. Quanto as macas, compra-se nas feiras (ja
que nao s&o pintadas).

Rio de Janeiro, outubro de 2007.

Well beyond distress — By Paulo Sergio Duarte

They long for the distressful time of blocks of news stories
in newspaper columns; the time of pills that wake them up
and, later, of sleeping pills that helps them sleep; the hasty
time of the motorcycle courier, whose horn honking an-
ticipates the swooping by of another five; the idle time of
traffic jams and the vile time discounted from those poor
souls that are late for work. They wish for a time that has
no past or future, the real time of the Wall Street, Frank-
furt, London and S&o Paulo stock exchanges (the damned
time zones force them to wait for Tokyo and Hong Kong).
They want to fill calendar time — as full as a banker’s safety
deposit box —in their calendars for the next two years; the
swift time of private jets that still are forced to await their
turn to take off and land (in Brazil and in the United States,
at least). They desire the time of paradisiacal holidays and
endless weekends. The check-in and check-out times, both
domestic and commercial. The frequent time of a quick-
ie with one’s lover, and that of interspersed, bland inter-
courses with the mothers of their children. They with for
the time of the bureaucratic “l love you” — repeated hap-
hazardly. In fact, they don’t love anything anymore, the time
they have chosen is what loves them, cherishes them, and
they surrender to this time like slaves, though under the
false impression of being masters.

The time that Laura Vinci seeks has always been quite anoth-
er. When in contact with her works we experience a time lost
—not that time of Proustian memory, but the time that has
been seized and detained by the contemporary life. She is a
sculptor whose time adheres to matter; even if this matter
is hot water steam. | remember when her installation con-
sisting of large washbowls that emitted delicate steam was
shown at a Sao Paulo Biennial, next to a stupid Volkswagen



beetle that turned somersaults in the air. There was a clear
lack of sensibility in the decision to set the two works side
by side. In turn, there was something propaedeutic about
this arrangement, we were first and foremost a lay audience
ready to be pushed into contemporary stupidity. How could
the virulence of such monumental work presented literally
as an amusement park entertainment, with vivid colors and
swift movements, be featured next to the gentleness of
Vinci's rendition? Notwithstanding, her time passed on...

| know there is no room here to discuss Centro Cultural Sdo
Paulo, Arte Cidade and the 5th Mercosur Biennial, in which
time is dilated while conveying matter. Now, here’s a danger-
ous word: "matter”. It gives margin to plenty of abstraction.
As a sculptor she is (I insist), Vinci works with materials. This
time around, it's neither sand nor water, it's marble and ap-
ples. “Que beleza!” [What a beauty!] goes a phrase inscribed
on a work by Mira Schendel. This is how | anticipate this in-
stallation will be, just by viewing photos taken prior to its
actual assembly. In Schendel, introverted works are always
restricted to the essential, except her “Sarrafos” [Laths].
In Laura Vinci, now comes a dispersed installation, and yet...
“What a beauty!”. Here, vibrating colors — the white of the
Bloquinhos [Small blocks] and the red of apples — are set in
classical contrast dear to the modern style.

But the feast for the gaze is fleeting. In no time the gaze is re-
quired to ponder. A visceral opposition feeds the encounter of
materials and their respective times: the mineral of the marble
and the organic of the apples; a perennial element—rock— and a
perishable that will rot before our eyes—apple. The accelerated
decay of the living being contrasts with the poised permanence
of the mineral. Nonetheless, the issue of form still lingers.

Vinci's installation brings together several still-lifes. Obvi-
ously, the still-lifes that the artist has scattered in the gal-

Ainda Viva, 2007.
Marmore, magas, vidro e furos de bala
Dimensoes variadas

lery space hold a nearer relation with Cézanne and Chardin,
than with Morandi. They are very affirmative. Solidity re-
lates to Cézanne, affirmation relates to Chardin. In Brazil,
we have a past of dignified 19th-century still-lifes. They are
few, but good ones, which is what matters — but they are
nonetheless contained within the academic realm. After
that, we waited long for Guignard, and even so the genre was
no competition for his landscapes of Ouro Preto. But Lau-
ra Vinci's still-lifes are volumes. When assembled in space,
they may present different configurations. Who will be able
to say which one is the original work? Some are made up
of marble pieces and only a few apples — Cézanne’s famous
apples. In others, there are countless apples. These ele-
ments are parts of a same installation, even if the viewer’s
gaze distinguishes separate units here and there. We know
for a fact that Vinci works with time, and anyone who has
closely looked into art history knows that if Cézanne’s live
models suffered through lenghty months of posing — and
Madame Cézanne was a major victim at that —, unlike his
wife's and his friends’s controlled behavior, nature did not
comply with the artist’s demands, and apples rotted right
before his eyes. | find both this polarity involving mineral and
organic, and this co-existence between two extremes on
which we live, to be highly stimulating.

Yet the constructive forms are what remain unchanged,
as they don't rot. They remind me of pages from the ex-
panding Livros [Books] by Lygia Pape, scattered around
rather than hieratically arranged on the wall as usual. Vin-
ci's Bloguinhos are delivered as pure body and magic, their
permanence and whiteness awaiting new apples that, like
us, will pass away. As to the apples, they are sourced from
the local street market (given they are not painted).

Rio de Janeiro, October 2007.
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