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The mercilessness of  irony determines that  only what deserves to be 

saved should be saved, according to an old remark by Cioran. One can say that 

for most of contemporary art this is a cherished expressive resource, perhaps 

attuned with the present times, much heavier than what they seem. In Marcos 

Chaves’s vocabulary this is not only a constant, but also a structural presence 

insofar as it allows for displaying a veil over what it is actually stripping bare. 

The result is  always something with a transparent disguise, in which almost 

everything is at sight, but we are only seeing.

Visual  irony  is  still  going  on  at  Galeria  Laura  Marsiaj,  in  the  very 

semantics of the color yellow: not only considered as the color of madness or 

the bodily color by Kandinsky but it  is also the one chosen by urban transit 

codes as a sign for attention and isolation. A black-yellow plastic ribbon that, as 

one can see, is the starting point of this daring exhibition that begins by being 

visual  and  ends  up  being  extraordinarily  physical.  In  fact,  the  installation 

contains  a  doubt  that  occupies  the  whole  Gallery,  a  doubt  about  color  as 

sensation, as information: “color is not in things, but in the relationship between 

things and us” (Félix de Azúa). The Gallery’s bet is clear: the work is the site 

itself.  Marcos  Chaves  knows  this  when  he  dislocates  the  communication 

process meanings in this work – a black-yellow “language game”.

Just as a faint memory of yellow in the artist’s output may send us back 

to previous works of  a different grain (the series of  objects  Hommages aux 

Mariages;  the  Untitled  single-file  lampposts)  whose  tonal  dominant  is 

recognizable,  the choice of  the ribbon itself  is  remindful  of  an appropriation 

similar to those Oiticican red-light buckets in the streets of Rio. But above all it 

is  the inner dialogue with Raymundo Collares what is more apparent in this 

work  titled  Logradouro (Location),  due  to  the  pop/constructivist  air  that  the 

composition of this installation breathes. Ordinary things can indeed be heard: a 

certain big-city melody and urban maelstrom signs, although the nature of the 

works may belong to distinct sequences – more temporal in Collares and more 
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spatial in Marcos Chaves. The installation is nevertheless a kaleidoscope where 

pop/op/kinetic/neoconcrete elements are articulated in the ever neo-dada eye of 

the artist.

This site-specific work lies upon the social communication of this urban 

traffic element, upon visual codes and their reading, in fact more ‘specific’ than 

‘site’, for its generic boundaries are more ambiguously situated: an installation 

whose content is the form and whose substance is as internal as it is external. It 

is a Gallery work and a public-space work at the same time, and we never know 

if  its fluids are coming in or going out – the same energetic spot that every 

image bears is in this case situated on a wall as a sheaf, or a vortex.

Although the material chosen for this work does not leave the plane, this 

is an all-volume work of pure surface, turning the gallery into a box, a continent 

of conceptual resonance. The Rio-born artist is well-known for his appropriation 

of objects and photos, if not of words, but in this case the appropriation is of an 

art space. The exhibiting space is the work itself. If, on a previous occasion in 

this  same  space,  Marcos  Chaves  had  brought  to  a  new  dimension  an 

installation previously assembled in a Castelinho (small castle) now, in another 

twist and turn, he sets up a different condition for the Gallery, which becomes 

magnetized by our presence, making us part of the work.

A work that takes up an earlier  ‘installational’ bent,  always concerned 

with representational denaturalization. In a certain way, Logradouro is a pictorial 

work without painting. The composition of the installation also holds in itself a 

component of visual discontinuity, or better, it respects the geometry of chance, 

another philosopher’s stone from the French dadaist master. This geometrical 

chance sequencing holds in it its own humor potion, an indispensable element 

in the artist,  both in language and in substance (as in the sound installation 

presented at the current São Paulo Biennial).

In Logradouro, the urban orientation lines lead us to the Gallery only to 

find out that the work is precisely the signs themselves. The material, as well as 

the support and the Gallery itself enter here into a certain deconstructive wheel. 

The ribbon undergoes an intervention and it in turn intervenes as the owner of 

sequence and space – the Gallery space becomes a sequential one. 
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The  artist’s  operation  goes  on  being  combinatory,  a  simultaneous 

convergence of intervention and appropriation – it unsettles our reference codes 

through the signs. The inherent exercise undoes an urban street representation 

system  by  means  of  another  language  use  for  the  same  image:  the  ‘de-

convention’  of  the  urban  ribbon.  Marcos  Chaves’s  ‘de-sublimating’  strategy 

acquires an extra paradox, especially when the artist himself does not recoil 

from  acknowledging  that  “the  sublime  can  come  through  via  the  sense  of 

humor”. And this is what happens in Logradouro. Let’s not forget that irony loves 

to challenge any representational crisis and even our most ancient visual and 

ideological conventions.

The gaze that follows this work is a dilated one – a visiting gaze,  or 

better, the visit of the gaze. Those are Marcos Chaves's artistic keys, contained 

in  his  family  name  as  Ligia  Canongia  has  pointed  out,  for  chave  is  the 

Portuguese word for  key.  To find ways where there are holes;  to  find holes 

where there are objects, pieces, fragments and figures where there are colors. 

Or, as Lichtenberg’s aphorism proposes: “New gazes for old holes”.
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