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A disturbing relation, between past/present, between image/real and between
significance/signifier is established in Carlos No´s painting, in the continuity of previous
exploration. Disturbing because actual and quite close to individual life experiences:
onto the images of educational books, other ones, more violent and more real propagated
daily by the media, are superimposed. The consonants and ordinary words, like Mother,
take on such diverse meanings according to the images which illustrate them. They all
f i l l  up the vast realm of childhood imagination, avid and non-selective.

This is not infantile painting. Nor does it intend to be. The whole pictorial construction
requires an association of ideas only possible when the right information is available.
An immediate perusal reveals simple relations, for example, the verb to Beat implicit
in the letter B and illustrated by the shoemaker hammering. Simple, direct, without
raising any questions. These appear annexed, on a separate canvas, filtered in negative,
as if the painting belonged to another plane, far removed in time and space.

We could establish a link between the three paintings: colour - image - reality, dismantling
the three pressupositions while not altering the content. Mothers are the same the world
over, realities are not, and conditions even less so. Churches are always places of
worship, religions vary and radicalisms emerge. All these analogies are more or less
evident according to the way each person wishes to see.

Carlos No´s painting does not intend to be moralizing. It merely shows, taking on a
journalistic reporting quality. The unity of the ensemble is ensured by the drawing and
by the colour. The use of the triptych structure, in an adaptation of the medieval and
renaissance arrangements, renders the contents sacred..

Sandra Brás dos Santos
April 1994
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There are few visual artists today whose work has a well-defined program. In the majority
of cases we are in the presence of formal experimentalism, sometimes successful, others
not so much, but lacking any thought about the contemporary world. Art for art’s sake
is still the strongest tendency of an age, which concedes less and less space to critical
capacity and where everything seems to be reduced to the efficiency of superficial
effects.

With Carlos No this is not the case. Based on a recognized practice, that of painting,
this artist tries to deconstruct what can be called the language of domination. Actually,
and it is enough to be attentive to the media and political speeches, words are used
today in a totally contradictory form. When we say, for instance, that bombing is a peace
initiative, or that the State secrecy aims at strengthening democracy, it becomes evident
that we are facing a total manipulation of meaning.

Carlos No often uses images from childhood and from the learning process, trying to
demonstrate that in life, in art or in society, there is no longer a place for innocence.

In a first phase, the a, e, i, o, u from primary school, served as a base for a set of
paintings where each word was diverted from its conventional meaning to become
critical.

The series he now presents refers to simple mathematical exercises. Juxtaposed to an
image taken from the media agenda, they question the very logic, apparently inoffensive
and impartial, of the process.

Carlos No´s method is therefore quite clear and straightforward. It deals with using
representational space as a critic to what is represented. Furthermore it has the quality
of not giving in to the ease of effects or the banality of the superfluous.

In conclusion, we have before us an artistic expression, which goes directly to the point.
A rare thing in the times we live in.

Leonel Moura
January 1999



How many more bodies have to be piled up in order to make us attain deep emotion?

In an age where the western world is less and less a direct witness to whatever may come,
but in which it assists at the incidents of the history which surrounds it with the good nature
of the spectator who, aspiring to be part of the cast has given himself to the role of moralist.

With ideologies dissolved, reconstruction “plans” were originated after the Second World
War. On the ruins of Europe, the american George Marshall established a paradigm; that
supreme pragmatism of one who builds in his own image. Myths were born.

The end of this century was a fast disillusion. From the four corners of the world, the
quadrature of the circle, reaching the emphatic biblical dimension of the peoples of the
diaspora came multitudes in flight. Be it for religion (that heavy burden inherited from the
conversions and the fatal delirium of the universalist belief), be it for race, be it for ideology.
Be it even in the name of a history in which frontiers were superimposed in a set of
palimpsests. Like a canvas used several times by the painter, the territories and the definition
of their identity were scraped away until the most convenient landscape was found. To
whom does the land belong, to the dead or to the living?

In the summer of 1999, Carlos No met a group of refugees from Kosovo at the holiday
camp of São Julião. A disconcerting irony. At the same place where children annually travel
to go bathing, there were now people who, days before, had been taken from their
workplaces, their schools and their homes to begin a journey to nowhere. A game of musical
chairs in which the one who goes out becomes the hostage of the decisions of others. But
the irony had already begun to work well before. That which No witnessed, the people he
met, he had already seen in the pages of newspapers and on television, to the point where
he himself was able to use the obscene evidence of the facts in his pictures. Reality was
being televised and suddenly he was part of that prism: there he was, collaborating with
the same characters he had been painting. The victims were leaping off the canvas.

Thus we can return to the initial question: how many more bodies still have to be piled up
in order to make us attain deep emotion?

In effect, a simple arithmetic operation was being processed throughout his work. Alongside
a stylized reproduction in sharp contrast, chiaroscuro lessening the degree of suffering of
the photographed protagonists (people fleeing from war, from hunger and finally inevitable
death), there is a sum to be added up: on the left the number of people who had emerged
in previous pictures; on the right, the number of victims framed in the picture itself.
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Thus, Carlos No´s work presented a purified, logical, currently much loved element of
“humanistics”: statistics. We need numbers, and the more figures the better. One lost life
becomes an offence to our goodwill, a dozen bores us, a hundred tires us, but faced with
thousands we are already able to perceive the tragedy. Afterall, the Greek Theatre was
replaced by the universal language of mathematics.

Carlos No gave the title “Paths” to this series of works. It is an elegant irony. Will there
yet be a direction or are we only condemned to wander? In the end, where are these people
going to ? And what will be the pathless ways that we have to trace so that our consciences
approach the void which we share? The suffering belongs to others, the ignorance to us
all. Let us move on.

Rui Catalão
January 2000
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How long has it been since you last saw a painting which spoke to you, aesthetically and
ethically, of a problem and of a truth without imposing on you a shock-pamphlet or a vision
of the world?

This series, first begun in late 2000 from images of children in war scenes and armed
conflicts, links the obviousness of the point of departure – to convene another view on the
issue of child-soldiers, other than the normalized one which daily watches the news – to
the clarity of the artistic process of the construction of each canvas, and it is summarized
in the ambivalent simplicity of the name “Children’s Stories”.

As a way of accentuating the mismatch between reality and an idyllic notion of childhood,
Carlos No opts to counter the dictatorship of ready-to-consume meanings which the producers
of “information” cut and paste daily into a healthy language and in the broadcasting of
easily digestible snapshots. He manipulates first the image, then the text, exploiting the
painting’s iconographic capacity in order to discompose the “spectator’s” view on the world.

And the intentional use of quotations taken from children’s stories (de-contextualized, as
had been, in a previous series, the “Problems of Arithmetic”) imposed, in block letters, on
the images, seems to compose a page of an improbable book of “war stories”, from which
the margins flee, the framings drop-off, captions come out jumbled, everything seems out
of place and the viewer is forced into taking a step aside, into taking on a new look on this
stolen childhood.

But stripped of effects, no tricks, “nothing up the sleeve”, a transparency of the materials
and the aesthetical/ethical attitude with which the artist summons us for an encounter in
the contradiction: now in a single frame, that which in previous works was rendered in the
form of a diptych, the space where art works to provoke a new awareness.

And more than a mediator for that awareness, we can imagine Carlos No as a type of
terrorist of the meaning which, with an uncovered face and no violence, infiltrates inside
the signs and the trivialized images, in order to sow there the seed of contradiction, to
blow-up before us, on the canvas, that tyranny of communication which presents even
horror as well digested, and shred that idyllic image of childhood that excludes some, many
children…

Sandra Oliveira
January 2003
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What a somebody is

“A somebody” (um alguém) is the expression used in the Cape Verde and Guinea Bissau
Creole when wanting to say “a person”.

The first time I heard this expression I was immediately delighted. “A somebody” is both
neutral and intimate at the same time. To say that that person is “a somebody” is to
acknowledge, to admit, that they are somebody like us.

If we were to call the other “a somebody”, we should at least take notice that he or she
or I is equally abundant – each conscience holding the whole universe within. When a
somebody fades away it is as if a lamp which illuminates everything else on its own is
switched off. It seems that those ancient theories which believed it was from our own eyes
– and not from the sun – that the rays which lit up the objects emanated from, were wrong.
 But they were entirely right about one thing: each time we lose a somebody, we lose
everything.

Nothing is as important as keeping each somebody alive. Straight after that, the second
most important thing is to maintain each of those somebody in dignity and comfort. The
reason being, as Primo Levi pointed out in If This is a Man, that once a certain line of
indignity is crossed, one can easily start perceiving people as inhuman. And at that point
we start running the risks of evil.

A few weeks ago I paid Carlos No a visit in his studio. All of the paintings of the series
which he was then finalizing were dedicated to the most stupid and unacceptable form of
someone’s disappearance. When human beings organize themselves – and they do so
everyday, all around the world – in order to make other human beings disappear.

The purified faces of missing people which would stare at us from the canvases were placed
up on the walls in succession. They would emerge from a two-toned chiaroscuro. The
contours of the smears were meticulously traced out; some faces would be inscribed in
them with a bird-like scrutinizing gaze. Maybe the uneasiness was mine: they seemed to
scan me over. In other faces, to my own relief, a small gesture would break off that probing
of the gaze: they seemed resigned. Would I be so selfish as to want to forget them? I
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wished to stave off that thought; in other paintings the faces were starting to become
covered by a white layer, almost opaque. It was an afflictive idea, claustrophobically felt
more than thought, that someone there could possibly ever be forgotten. But it is good to
point out that in order to forget one has at some stage had to have remembered; and that,
at least, someone there was taking care of.

Carlos would address them by their names. Muhammad, Glenda, Andreas. It came to mind
that he spends hours there on his own with them. He draws their lips, the eyebrows, the
eyes. The eyes.

I asked him if at any point he questioned himself on the intimate relationship he thus
established with these people. He told me that he did. That while he painted and more so,
when at the end of the day he would sit down, he would look at the faces and would ask
himself what the people they belonged to would think, each and every one of them, of all
this – that there was someone there whom they had never met, portraying their faces, day
after day.

At a certain moment I referred to some of these people resorting to the past tense. Carlos
corrected me: we do not know if they are dead, many of them are undoubtedly alive. Some
of them will some day be rescued, as soon as it possibly can be. We rejoiced in thinking
how good it would be to some day be able to offer them an image which had, in times,
tried to avoid a second disappearance of them. Because if it is true than by losing someone
we lose everything, it is also true that if we manage to rescue someone else we gain another
whole universe.

Rui Tavares
May 2004
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Classified as children gone astray, lost teenagers, futureless gaze, expression of affections
reduced to the harsh and crude circumstance of eking out a living or, at least, trying
to.

Classified with pairs of calloused hands, the lines of which tell life stories of an insecure,
tenuous stroke, so often cut short, devoid of glitter or glory; hands which work, which
grab, pick up, sew, hammer, but hands (almost) never touched by others that might
love them or give them guidance, hands of arms which never embrace because someone
else also forgot to embrace them, arms as the extension of a body which hasn’t been
cared for, body as master of a growth so fast that the soul of childhood has already
been left behind, dead.

Classified by life as the unrecalled, or, at the very most, present in the act of empty
circumstantial speeches, but never truly rendered upon canvases exposed in places
which are seen, where they can be observed and appreciated, praised even, in days
taken with a pinch of pride and relevance.

Declassified, therefore. Alive only as part of a whole which has never been brought
together, which has never been said, written or painted in colour by a palette of the
true expression of their whole life, of their whole innocence, of the joy, the shrewdness
and the wisdom, even.

Reclassified, yet, and now truly recalled by the oeuvre of Carlos No, in a place where
all who wish may truly and unconditionally accept them, after “searching” “with vigour”
in an unequivocal message:
“Children, lads, nippers, kids”, call you what they may, there is after all a worthy space
for your existence, a dimension which renders with honour and justice the need for the
space and the time to (still) be able to dream of a “when I grow up I wish to be…”.
The will to be. And by way of art and by means of the art of Carlos No, the determination
to be, at last, classified through the possibility of having a future “made in childhood”
which, as in a fitting story, ends with the wish for a “and they lived happily ever after”.

Pedro Strecht
July 2006
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Born in Lisbon, 1967
Studied painting at AR.CO - Centro de Arte e Comunicação Visual in Lisbon, 1987/1992
Studied sculpture at AR.CO - Centro de Arte e Comunicação Visual in Lisbon, 1987

GROUP SHOWS

1992 «Os Jovens e a  Arte », Damaia, Lisbon
1993 « Os Jovens e a Arte », Amadora, Lisbon

« Port-Arte », III Art Fair of Portimão, Portimão
Espaço Veredas Galeria, Sintra
2nd. Ed. « Prémio de Pintura Júlio Resende », Gondomar, Oporto

1994 « Os Jovens e a Arte », Amadora, Lisbon
7th. Biennale of Young Artists from Europe and Mediterranean, Lisbon
« Tendências anos 90 », 1st. Biennale of Art A.I.P., Matosinhos, Oporto

1995 Mladih Biennial, Rijeka, Croácia
1996 2nd. Biennial of Art A.I.P., Matosinhos, Oporto
1997 «III Premio Extremadura - Francisco de Zurbarán», Badajoz, Spain
1999 «X Bienal Internacional de Arte de Vila Nova de Cerveira», V. N. Cerveira

FAC’99– Contemporary Art Fair, F.I.L., Lisbon
«Gala Bosch», Convento do Beato, Lisbon

2000 «Hotel y Arte», Art Fair in Sevilla, Spain
FAC 2000– Contemporary Art Fair, F.I.L., Lisbon

2001 FAC 2001- Contemporary Art Fair, F.I.L., Lisbon
2003 “Colectiva”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Lisboa
2004 “Dinâmicas a partir do inevitável”, Centro de Artes e Espectáculos, Figueira da Foz

“Prémio Celpa / Vieira da Silva Artes Plástica”, Arpad Szenes – Vieira da Silva Foundation, 
Lisbon

2005 “Porto IV”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Oporto
“Modos Transcendentais de Presença e Poder”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Lisbon
“Reencontros”, Galeria dos Escudeiros, Beja
“Porto VI”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Oporto
“Modos Transcendentais de Presença e Poder ”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Lisbon
“Reencontros”, Galeria dos Escudeiros, Beja
“O Poder do Acessório”, with Vanessa Chrystie, Palácio Ribamar, Algés
“Territórios de Contaminação”, with Sérgio Costa, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Lisbon

2007 “The Show Must…”, Pedro Serrenho Gallery, Lisbon
FAC 07 – Contemporary Art Fair (Pedro Serrenho Gallery), FIL, Lisbon
“Colectiva ao 8º Mês”, Pedro Serrenho Gallery, Lisbon

2008 “Collective”, Arthobler Gallery, Oporto
“Territorial Pissings”, Revolver Platform Gallery, Lisbon
Arte Lisboa 08 – Contemporary Art Fair, FIL, Lisbon
(Pedro Serrenho Gallery and Arthobler Gallery)

2009 “Territorial Pissings”, Emmerico Nunes Cultural Centre, Sines
“Arte Lisboa 09” – Contemporary Art Fair, FIL, Lisbon (Arthobler Gallery)
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ONE-MAN SHOWS

1994 Arte Periférica Gallery, Massamá, Sintra

1995 Silves’s Museum, Silves

1999 “Problemas de aritmética”, Arte Periférica Gallery, Lisbon

Instituto Português da Juventude, Viseu

2000 “Caminhos”, Arte Periférica Gallery, Lisbon

“Caminantes”, María Llanos Gallery, Cáceres, Spain

2002 "Histórias Infantis", Casa de Cultura D. Pedro V, Mafra

2003 “Histórias Infantis”, Galeria Trem, Faro

2004 “Desaparecidos”, Galeria Pedro Serrenho, Oporto

“Desaparecidos”, Galeria dos Escudeiros, Beja

2005 “Desaparecidos”, Museum Professor Joaquim Vermelho, Estremoz

2006    “Jardim de Bétulas”, Center of Arts, Caldas da Rainha

“Classificados”, Galeria Paços do Concelho, Torres Vedras

2007    “Classificados” (Classified), Montemor-o-Novo Gallery, Montemor-o-Novo

“Classificados” (Classified), Arthobler Gallery, Oporto

2008    “Desfiladeiro” (Canyon), Pedro Serrenho Gallery, Lisbon

2009 “Solarium”, Novo Ciclo Gallery, ACERT, Tondela

PRIZES

1991 Honour prize, « Prémio de Pintura Júlio Resende », Gondomar

1993 1st. Prize, « Port-Arte », Portimão

1995    Seleccionado para a representação portuguesa à Bienal de Jovens Criadores da Europa e do

Mediterrâneo, Rijeka, Croácia


