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Imaginary Frequency 
 

 
                                                      By Rafael Vogt Maia Rosa 

 
 

He could well have set aside the foolish idea he had had the day before. Actually, that is what 
we all expected, given its origin: we were still gathered, after lunch, when he told us he had 
dreamed we would take at least one day of our vacation to visit the next town and see the 
world’s largest tuning fork. 

 

A non-accomplished work presents solutions, the brightest idea, and the 
artist’s redemption, all in a spectral instance. The same discourse that instates 
the work in a persuasive manner and advances it in time (hence rendering it 
possible for one to pace around it in a determined and accessible manner) 
explains that, for the artist, to make this accomplishment into reality is 
somewhat like approaching a vibrating string: the slightest touch halts and 
perverts its nature. And the simple idea of the work ultimately refers to an 
“other side”; it becomes a hope imprisoned in a field of imagery, exclusively, 
the mere glimpse of it is art, in and of itself.  

The creative work of Artur Lescher always takes into consideration the two 
tips of the process that culminates in tridimensional pieces. On the one end, 
we see proposed suspensions and balances; on the other, the calculated aspect 
of nearly all his pieces that leads to misconception and dissolves the moment 
we ascertain its obvious lack of function. The same contradictions that 
permeate the artist’s place of conception transpose into reality a resolved and 
(for this very reason) odd incoherence: a toy top engaged in a never-ending 
spin to keep the poisonous liquid it contains to leak and pollute the street. In 
turn, this mercury is a hypnotic substance the filmy surface of which mirrors 
and discusses the precariousness of the observer; a perverse game whose 
elementary rule turns into a vital issue, a loom in which a liquid weaves 
cartographic images, thus transforming a supposedly accurate orientation into 
arbitrary design. Then, there is the enormous axis propped on wheels of 
different sizes, which are set in paradoxical directions; and the footless and 
topless small ladder. All these renditions are linked to the thought that 
spawned them and which they seek, sooner or later, as the shadow that having 
parted with a body is transformed into an autonomous character in search for 
meaning.  

In practice, the apprehension of this diffuse place does not preclude the losses 
and distortions involved in its transposition to reality, a sign of conveyance.  A 
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simple glance at the work’s surface reveals that its conception was already 
informed by the huge amount of frustration yielded in trying the possibilities 
of giving concrete form to an imagined work. What is more, after a few early 
attempts, anyone with disposition to take on this vague world learns that the 
will of image accessibility is analogous to the unaccomplished properties, 
which counter both the inhuman forms of treatment and the industrious and 
progressive art making with the use of molding, painting, and whatever means 
that the artist can employ gradually as the work advances. 

The consolation is that the artist’s works engage in fluent conversation among 
themselves, even decades later. It may be an idiosyncratic dialogue held by a 
blimp and its twin sibling hovering outside the institutional art venue, in a 
dreamlike flow that abstracts the sustaining architectural and institutional 
elements of the arts. Yet, an undeniable correspondence remains at the artist’s 
mercy. It is a fictional body many components of which are interesting 
because they reveal, through their perfection and finishing, the involuntary 
clash with real things such as those that allow comfortable locomotion, 
predictable fluctuations, reflexes that have been debased through exhaustive 
repetition, and the distinction between what is a surface and what has a body 
as a subject to be dropped before the morning mirror.  

It was probably through a series of black-and-white photos shot more than ten 
years ago that Artur Lescher began to think about the type of occupation he 
ultimately proposed for the 2002 São Paulo Biennial. In view of the narrow 
strips of contact prints in which the great building appeared reduced to a 
miniature maze, the idea of reversing the process appealed to him as more 
interesting. Such type of reversal is achieved both through an optical device 
(the lens that rebuilds and transforms images) and a subjective action that 
replaces a preexisting thing with something created or adapts a preexisting 
thing to something that has been organized within it. Instead of containing the 
work, the creative action was to produce an even more far-reaching 
containment, along with the near impossibility to be contained by anything, 
such as for example the cosmic building designed by Oscar Niemeyer. The 
artist’s aspiration was to force spectators to decode the work within a pavilion, 
at the same time that they feel the absence of elements that corroborate their 
very existence: A large wooden piece resembling a boat’s hull covered with 
parquet to simulate ordinary flooring is inclined beyond measure, thus 
subverting all horizontalness. Alongside, a plastic container holds water 
slightly tinted blue, a trace of the relationship between pure substance and its 
artificial containment. What we see is two evasive planes that are just as absurd 
as the imbrication of landscapes, an abstraction of the natural element least 
prone to be dominated – one that bears an unquestionable local marks: the 
terrain features, the ocean and the city stylized to the point of conforming to 
domestic environments.  
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This deeply altered landscape points to different instances of exhaustion, both 
in the art field and in the urban design of the city of São Paulo. Its crystalline 
looks and doubtful binomial opposition of discharge and contention bring to 
mind the traffic conditions en route to the Biennial venue – ironically a long 
building sensually nestled in a park, in a city in which all kinds of conveyance 
conditions are extremely truncated.  The work seeks deliverance with its 
inventiveness; it seeks to confer a poetic meaning to space through the 
metonymy of a large event presented in natural landscape dimensions. The 
utopia of the project is rendered with an accuracy that is not meant as control, 
but to show the artist’s state of desolation as urban designer of a small square 
footage in a life endowed with much broader views. 

In this other exhibition, held simultaneously, Lescher’s intervention shows 
hardly any interest in interrogating the art space at any level. The set is a 
singular piece of playwriting, which the artist himself created and enacted in an 
attempt to revisit personal accounts that have been discarded along the road, 
at the mercy of its disarticulation. Thus, events impress us like remembrances 
that take up a present dimension and without being immune to the gigantic 
scale and metamorphoses found in other works where the concern with form 
is initially second to the content it brings into view. 

These vague narratives that recur with unpredictable intensity are blinded the 
moment they are equally placed in a confrontation, a result of sleepless gaps, 
leading to what can be simply overcome, rather than what could be done. So 
highly immaterial is the appearance of these works that they seem to have 
been relocated without being further altered. But, again, this relocation means 
having to conserve unique textures, or yet to maintain the lack of solidity built 
with frameworks and surfaces that are all but precarious. Only here do they 
seem to have visually surfaced, a short while ago, to participate in the world.  

In these works, the artist condensed wide-open spaces into single pieces, at the 
same time that he presented a set of larger pieces that bring to mind indoor 
spaces, though quite different from this venue in which the works have been 
installed. To this end, the gallery was “lined” as a receptacle and extension of 
the works, so that the first impression the viewer has, following the 
unnoticeable effort, is one of complete harmony. This holds true even if no 
sound is heard: the trajectory to the main “stage” is marked by the silence of 
the small segmented and polished surfaces, i.e. the cylindrical elements that 
silently replicate the flooring at a regular pace, and by wooden and ceramic 
needles that show the way somewhat uncertainly due to their limited mobility. 

Anyway, the gaze travels from the smaller surfaces to the continuous and 
polished surfaces of the giant ellipses. There is something of cinematographic 
projection in this process of expansion from personal experience to the sphere 
of public events. 
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The ellipses are bodies that produce virtuality; they are solid images yielded by 
movement. Due to the fact that they perfectly fit the podium, they neutralize 
all tridimensionality and that which lies between spaces. The nature of that 
which vibrates in the air blocks between the pieces is perceived as being closer 
to sound, much to the disappointment of the naked eye. As soon as at the 
exhibition entrance this issue is posed by the blind pair of binoculars through 
which all pieces are to be viewed: a visual prosthesis that tells the viewer 
something like “one cannot see this except through memory.”   

In fact, there appears to be an elementary device, though totally reformulated, 
that orchestrates the compositional principles for the gallery: the tuning fork. 
As a non-instrument, the tuning fork manages to convey a notion of the 
extent to which an object that does not belong in the art world can take part in 
a poetic statement. A metal device inlaid in a small acoustic box made of wood 
that has set the pitch used as reference in numerous orchestra performances. 

Thus, the work’s vibration was to be transmitted not through the sensual 
delivery of a string instrument, but through the aggressiveness stemming from 
something that was designed to produce a sound of fixed pitch, from a certain 
location within the exhibition venue.  

The distance between the internal perimeter of the venue and the outside 
would be a muffled sound that keeps the visitor from corrupting space at any 
speed because the organic bodies tend to remain strange until they become 
receiving devices; and, even though, they remain in a dubious contiguity in 
relation to the works as they absorb this strange sonority.  

Finally, if vibration presupposes displacement, we are waiting in vain. 
Whatever enables these elements to be installed in reality no longer matters. 
Like the exacting tap that moves the metal prongs of a tuning fork, this was 
previously done, and all the movements in the gallery exist only as ideas, rather 
than facts. 

The slight tonal distortions conserve the initial silence and motionlessness; 
they reclaim the pictorial scene stirred up by the literally invisible piece at the 
proscenium, or hint at a certain similarity with our skin. However, one of the 
ellipses is as candid as the smaller pieces. When displaced among its peers, it 
appears to be as hollow and breakable as the many things we come across in 
less ordinary trajectories – actually, those in which we discern the principal 
poetic element of the exhibition. The configuration of a common space may 
comprise muted insights, like those we have in the countryside when we 
suddenly come upon a broken down plow on a field we believed to be a 
pasture – an index of an entire life period, hidden and deprived of any 
function except waking up to its timid stateliness. 

The final restlessness takes place when, glancing at the regiment of ellipses on 
stage, we are no longer certain about how our body would endure this 
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continuous whole: whether as an imaginary planar surface or the proof of a 
reality in which we would tend to dissolution.  

This is precisely what we expect out this state of violence and exhaustion: the 
remains of an object deprived of everything that made it useful and 
recognizable; of soundless music, and of ourselves, partially without memories. 


