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Lisbon feels like a city in motion—confident, porous, 
eager to connect. In just a few years the cultural 
map has thickened. CAM (Centro de Arte Moderna Gul-
benkian) reopened with a renewed contemporary lens. 
New venues have sprung up alongside anchors like MAAT  
 (Museum of Art, Architecture and Technology). Even 
hybrid models such as MACAM (Museu de Arte Contem-
porânea Armando Martins), a museum-hotel in a re-
stored palace, signal how art now shapes urban life 
as much as it reflects it. Add the charged energy of 
ARCOlisboa, which pulls Portuguese practices into 
conversation with Spain and beyond. You sense a city 
that is outward-looking without losing intimacy. 
What I notice most is a taste for plurality. Spaces 
are nimble, collaborations are generous, and artists 
slip between mediums, disciplines, and audiences.

Lisbon’s scene resists a single school. It is 
better understood as orientation: hospitality with 
consequence, lyricism without sentimentality, in-
quiry that stays open to life. That mix lends the 
place a distinctive tone that is curious, experimen-
tal, and grounded. The following sketches trace a few 
voices and infrastructures that, together, keep the 
ecosystem alive. An institution rethinks what host-
ing can be. Artists recode history through humor, 
metamorphosis, and care. Cinema becomes a space for 
tenderness and critique. This is not a definitive map. 
It is a personal one, assembled from exhibitions, 
chats, and local rhythms that keep choosing commu-
nity over silos.

I start with Kunsthalle Lissabon because it sets 
the tone of the place: a pulsing engine that makes 
the rest of this portrait snap into focus. Founded in 
2009 by Luís Silva and João Mourão, it has spent more 
than a decade asking what an institution can be if 
hospitality is the method, not a courtesy. Here “rad-
ical hospitality” is not a slogan but a structure. 
It governs how invitations are made, how resources 
circulate, and how visibility is distributed. Proj-
ects often take the form of partnerships that let 
the Kunsthalle step back so artists and peers step 
forward. The house becomes a host that gives itself 
away. This attitude has produced a programme that 
is lucid yet relaxed. It is as comfortable with ex-
hibitions as with performance, publications, and 
informal learning. What I appreciate is the clarity 
of purpose. Kunsthalle Lissabon infiltrates exist-
ing value systems in order to bend them, rather than 
mirroring their hierarchies. Recent shows underline 
this range. Textile sculptures braid memory and care 
with Brazilian modernities. Film-based constella-
tions unravel the politics of sacred geographies. 
Interdisciplinary debuts treat language, rhythm, 
and queer poetics as material. The point is less to 
declare a house style than to keep the doors open to 
different tempos of making and thinking. In a city 
that is increasingly international, this institu-
tion has helped articulate a commons. Artists, cura-
tors, and readers return because the welcome is sin-
cere, the dialogue exact, and the risks feel shared.

Splitting his time between Portugal and Belgium, 
Luís Lázaro Matos has a gift for making satire feel 
buoyant without softening its bite. His drawings and 
murals seduce with bright planes, clean lines, and 
cartoon-adjacent clarity. The jokes land squarely on 
power. In his 2025 installation at S.M.A.K. Ghent, 
the twelve stars of the European flag morph into a 
cloud of sperm cells. The image is quick and fun-

ny, yet it needles the institutional machismo that 
shapes European public life. A swarm of rats, frag-
ments of neoclassical façades, and erotic bodies or-
bit that emblem. It resolves in a mini-theatre where 
hypocrisy and desire occupy the same stage.

Across projects, Matos shuffles between intimacy 
and spectacle. He folds political gossip into myth 
and urban fable. What could be read as frivolity—a 
camp flourish here, a talking animal there—works like 
a scalpel, exposing the gap between stated virtue and 
lived behaviour. I like how his work trusts viewers 
to join the dots. You recognise the meme, then you 
recognise yourself watching the meme, and suddenly 
the laughter catches. When encountered in Lisbon, 
where humour is a daily lingua franca, Matos turns 
that fluency into a sharp critical tool. The art is 
enjoyable and clear-eyed about the structures that 
script our pleasures and our prejudices.

If Matos lunges outward with colour and speed, 
André Romão moves toward the twilight hour, when 
categories loosen. His sculptures and texts occu-
py a border where the human meets the vegetal, an-
imal, and mineral. Objects appear to breathe. You 
sense the shape-shift before you see it. An antler 
reads as a hand. Glass seems to sweat. A poem tilts 
the temperature of a room. Romão is attentive to how 
large systems, from economies to ecologies, register 
as vibrations in our bodies. Rather than lecture, 
he composes atmospheres that invite slow looking 
and slower thinking. Recent exhibitions have staged 
nightscapes populated by hybrid presences. The ef-
fect is subtly radical, because it refuses rigid tax-
onomies in favour of kinships and gradients. I find 
these installations less about escape and more about 
recalibration. The work asks us to tune our attention 
to smaller scales of relation and attentiveness. 
That insistence—sensual, wistful, anchored—feels 
right for a city that balances research with intu-
ition. Romão’s practice shows how speculation can be 
rigorous and how poetry can be a method, not an af-
terthought. In that sense, his work models a politics 
of tenderness that is precise yet open.

Bruno Pacheco paints the social in a quiet reg-
ister. Groups appear from the back or in profile, ab-
sorbed in tasks we can’t name. Objects sit heavily 
on tables, both ordinary and estranged. His images 
withhold the easy satisfaction of closure. In that 
denial they spark longing. We lean in, trying to 
catch the conversation and complete the scene. Pa-
checo works the space between definition and haze: a 
jacket’s crease is perfectly observed, yet the event 
remains blurred. It settles into a kind of ethical 
distance. It acknowledges that other people’s lives 
are not available on demand. It is tempting to call 
the mood melancholic, but there is also calm here. 
Attending without claiming ownership.

In Lisbon, where life spills into the street, 
these paintings feel like soft-edged counterpropos-
als, reminding us that privacy and publicness con-
stantly trade places. Pacheco’s craft is exacting—
tones laid in with steady discipline—yet the effect 
is colloquial rather than austere. He gives us time 
to arrive and to hover. We accept not knowing. When a 
figure turns, finally, the paintings let us meet them 
without the rush to decode. Seeing is already an in-
volvement. Look longer.

Lisbon-born, Berlin-based Grada Kilomba brings 
storytelling into the museum and asks the institu-

tion to reconfigure itself. Her work moves between 
performance, film, sculpture, and text. The core is 
constant: who speaks, from where, and with which im-
ages. In her latest large-scale project, the ocean 
serves as an oracle. Imagined empty of water, it re-
veals a seabed dense with memories. Lives claimed 
by slavery, empire, war, extractivism, and forced 
migration. Voices and winds travel through the in-
stallation like weather. Materials such as fabric, 
burnt wood, sand, and stone compose a lexicon of 
remembrance and resilience. Kilomba often collabo-
rates with communities from the periphery of Lisbon. 
Authorship expands and the work stays accountable to 
lived realities.

What strikes me is her balance of lucidity and 
consideration. The imagery is poetic but never vague. 
The politics are direct but never didactic. She has 
described her practice as a process of unlearning. 
You feel that in the patient way the pieces reset 
myths and rebuild language. In a city attentive to 
histories that cross the Atlantic, Kilomba’s oper-
atic scale holds grief without shutting down hope. 
It lands less as a monument than as an encounter. It 
lingers. It asks us to adjust how we look and how we 
listen together.

Isadora Neves Marques moves between cinema, 
installation, and writing effortlessly. Genre is 
scaffolding, not a cage. Science often supplies the 
setting, whether biotech, ecology, or spaceflight. 
The plot is intimacy. Her work asks how bodies change 
and how families are made. It studies how desire 
and stewardship survive pressure. In her celebrat-
ed project for the Portuguese pavilion at the 59th 
Venice Biennale, a crew of vampires drifts through 
deep space. Their routines unfold over centuries. It 
sounds like fantasy because it is. Yet the spaceship 
opens onto real questions about gender transition, 
chosen kinship, and the fictions we need to imagine 
futures. Neves Marques builds narratives that are 
tactile. Voices, breath, and the hum of machines keep 
speculation near the everyday.

I admire the way research folds into affect. 
Theory is present and carried lightly in dialogue 
with sensation. This approach mirrors Portugal’s 
best habits. It is rigorous, collaborative, and hos-
pitable to multidisciplinary conversation. The work 
asks viewers to take their time. Sound and image al-
ter our internal tempo. Technology isn’t destiny; 
it’s a toolkit that can be rewritten from lived expe-
rience upward. It is patient, gentle science fiction, 
with both feet in the real world. It welcomes doubt.

Any short list is unfair by nature. Lisbon today 
is a coalition of many more voices. Artist-run spaces 
and commercial galleries split the field with pub-
lic institutions and pop-up initiatives. Classrooms 
and ad-hoc study groups matter as well. Still, the 
snapshots above sketch a working portrait. An insti-
tution treats hosting as form. A satirist sidesteps 
cynicism. A poet of transformation listens close-
ly. A painter of considerate distance relies on our 
attention. A storyteller honours grief. A filmmaker 
turns speculation into nurture.

What unites them is not a style but an ethic, 
with curiosity in front. You sense it in discussions 
after openings and across studio floors. Collabora-
tions overflow formal borders. Lisbon doesn’t insist 
on labels; it extends a common, warm invitation to 
return.

FIVE WAYS 
OF MAKING, PLUS ONE 

OF HOSTING
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1. André Romão, The Moons of Jupiter, 2004. Sculptural fragment (patinated plaster, France, 
probably 19th century from a 17th century original), bells 30 x 25 x 25 cm. Photo: Bruno Lopes.
Courtesy of Galeria Vera Cortês, Lisbon
2. Grada Kilomba, Table of Goods, 2017. Installation view at MAAT, Lisbon, 2017
Photo by Bruno Lopes, Courtesy of the Artist
3. Bruno Pacheco, Drift, 2024. Oil on canvas, 180 × 170 cm. Photo Bruno Lopes, Courtesy of Pedro Cera
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4. Grada Kilomba, Labyrinth, 2024. large-scale textile installation, cotton fabric, dimensions variable. 
Photo by  Stefan Altenburger Photography Zürich. Courtesy of the Artist.
5. André Romão, Movement, 2025. Bronze and bells, 75 x 30 x 10 cm. Photo: Pedro Tropa.
Courtesy of Galeria Vera Cortês, Lisbon
6. Teresa Solar Abboud, Life on the surface, 2023. 
Exhibition view Kunsthalle Lissabon, Lisbon. Photo: Bruno Lopes.
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Meeting Point

BRUNO
PACHECO

Sérgio Fazenda Rodrigues

Meeting Point, Bruno Pacheco
Revista Contemporânea, October, 2020
Sérgio Fazenda Rodrigues
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Bruno Pacheco: Vaivém
Revista Contemporânea, November, 2018
Carlos Vidal
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Sahrjah Biennal 14 Reveals full list of Participating Artists
Artforum, September 27, 2018
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Bruno Pacheco: vermelho era o tom
Revista Contemporânea, 2016
Celina Brás
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Bruno Pacheco: Pintura como contraponto
Visão, February 18, 2011
Carolina Freitas
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