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          The method underlying Mónica Fuster’s photography projects recalls in certain measure the forking paths of Jorge Luis Borges’ “literary garden”;  though unconnected with each other, because they are constantly forking, their layout eventually converges, tracing links between things and ideas that at first sight have nothing in common and, outside her imagination, would never have been related to each other. Other critics have underlined the poetic nature of Mónica’s work; in her creative firmament “words, images, decisions and life events, the things of nature and the universe” appear and are connected “by lexical contiguity, by poetic analogy”. They are games with shifting mirrors, in which reflections overlap, so that a single type of concept is captured in them. In fact, Mónica Fuster does not take these games too seriously: like the Persian poet Mirza Abdul-Qadir Bedil, she knows that behind the curtain of illusion that pure unity we seek has been lost for ever, and if it is ever laid open to our eyes it is through multiple forms of poetic expression: “reflections are waves which turn mirrors into stormy seas” (1).              

            Borges remarks of the “Garden of Forking Paths”: “This web of time – the strands of which approach one another, bifurcate, intersect or ignore each other through the centuries – embraces every possibility” (2). In order for two specific paths to intersect – the photographic image of microscopic particles of olive oil  and a given decorative motif in Mudejar architecture – Mónica Fuster had not only to furnish proof of the vast poetical imagination with which we have become familiar through earlier work (such as the Fabula fabulae series shown in Santiago de Compostela in 2008), but also to research into quite complex scientific techniques to photograph oil particles which are as slippery under the microscope as any item coated in oil. According to an extract from her notebooks: “After several failed attempts at direct observation of the oil, we had to dilute it in a water-based medium. This gave rise to a surface tension which enabled us to observe tiny bubbles that clustered together or separated from each other to form new clusters. To examine them with even greater precision and clarity, we added dyes to the solution: a few drops of bromothymol blue, cresol red, and also a larger proportion of KCI; this enabled us to contrast the bubbles against the background medium, to make a photographic record of cycles of clustering and separation at 60-second intervals, and to obtain a heightened visualisation of the oil, magnifying a single optical field from 50 to 500 times”. 

                       Yet it is not so much because of these combinations of microscopic particles that Mónica Fuster comes across in her photography as a kind of alchemist of art; it is more because of her ability to detect, in the vast kaleidoscope of the history of civilisations vision – where all the world’s ages mingle together – certain hitherto-ignored formal and conceptual analogies, which disclose the sublime harmony of the world’s composition, that universal magic circle in which all things are possible; with no beginning and no end, it is a circle that can only be travelled by the imagination of poets and artists. That journey takes Mónica Fuster from chemical molecules to the “molecules” that comprise the decorative structures characteristic of Mozarabic culture, by maintaining them in their opposition, ever-changing, ever surprising, allowing their wonderful structures to lie open to that cosmic unity that she constantly seeks; as Blanchot puts it: “embracing them, at each instant and on the occasion of each event, and even each word, in a simultaneity that requires no temporal development, the immensity of the whole” (3). M.H.L.
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